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With the first 
lunge Ken knew 
he was a goner— 
Bull Brisco had 
tricked him with 
that single - Sre 

rig! 
-.-Is^JUrij-CVl 
fcSSK-'V'-* 

<efiB3&*£ 

The rodeo code was 
ride ft© flihe wlhisjHIe.or 
get 'fhrowm, bant 

was 
[more ftJacnn killer horses' 
—flue oreina was 

oil . 

T H E dust in the rodeo arena had 
settled. The Wyoming sun hung 
low. A knot of men, the judges, 
were huddled on the platform there 
between the bucking horse and wild 
steer chutes. The announcer, mega
phone trailing in his hand, kept 
walking around the group and peer
ing over their shoulders as they tal

lied the points. The stands sat white 
and tense. . They were recovering 
from the ride just finished. 

The rider had left the chute on 
Gray Dynamite, lighting the fuse to 
that explosive bundle of sinew with 
high-raking spurs. And he never 
touched a bit of leather except with 
the seat of his pants. He had kept 
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that glued to the saddle as he 
scratched -the plunging animal from 
withers to flanks. I t had been a 
magnificent exhibition. So reckless 
it had left the stands breathless and 
limp. And the way the rider lit 
down after the ten-second whistle 
and deliberately turned his back on 
the wild applause! - - • 

The announcer's voice bellowed 
through the megaphone: "The win
ner and new all-around champion—: 

Ken Brady!" • 
The spectators stood again, their' 

hands and throats sending thunder
ous waves of sound across the hoof-
churned bowl. Broncbusters, steer 
riders and ropers pounded Ken on 
the back. Ken grinned a little, but 
something inside him kept his gen
erous lips from expanding their full
est. He went to the judges' stand 
and got his prize money and turned 
quickly away. I t took an hour for 
him to go down Lookout's main 
street to his hotel. Crowds kept" 
stopping him, offering to buy drinks, 
congratulating him. Women blushed 
when he looked at them and cast , 
their' eyes down. Some stared 
boldly, but he paid them no heed. 
More bruised from the back-slap-" 
ping than from his ride, Ken made 
the lobby of the Laramie House. 

Patrick Matson came out of his 
chair and. met Ken just inside the 
door. He was a big man, with iron-
gray hair. "My mind's made up, 
Ken. . Partners, you and I," he said. 

- "You've designed the best bucking 
rig in the business. Pendleton doesn't 
make an Association saddle that's 
any better or conforms-more closely 
to th6 rules." 

"Thanks," said Ken quietly. "I've 
looked forward to this for some time. 
When do we start?" 

Matson worried his sun-blistered 
nose with his thumb. "We can't be 
ready for about two weeks. T want 

you to go to the show at Medicine 
Bow. It 's the most important one 
in the State. I t won't hurt the sales 
of the saddles if you win again." 

But it wasn't just winning for the 
sake of saddle sales that was behind 
Matson's words, and Ken knew it. 
There was something else in Medi
cine Bow Matson wanted him to 
beat before they started this sad
dlery together. It was a piece of 
Ken's life that had been left undone. 
Matson had to find out if Ken could 
take it before investing his money 
in the youngster. 

Ken nodded. "I'll see you in Medi
cine Bow," he said, and went up the 
stairs to his room. 

As Ken took the Isteps slowly, 
things welled up from years long 
gone. The acrid smell of dust ris
ing under pounding hoofs. The cries 
of the stands and the picturesque 
swearing, of rodeo hostlers, as they 
harried fresh outlaw horses into the 
chutes. The glistening beauty of 
Blacksnake, that writhing bundle of 
steel that shot off at all angles like 

. an unpredictable Roman candle. 
That day the Big Horn Kid had 
been up—champion of champions. 
He had missed the bulge of a shoul
der muscle. As clearly as if it had 
happened today, Ken could see it. 
That huddled, twisted form in' the 
dirt; the hoofs upraised like sledges. 
Then the sickening sound of break
ing bones. 

Ken had been in the little tent be
hind the bucking-horse pen with the 
Big Horn Kid as the applause rolled 
out for the new champion. Through 
lips bloodless from pain, the Kid 
mumbled: "Broncbuster's luck, son. 
I t trails everyone that follows the 
shows. You either ride to the 
whistle or you get throwed. Remem
ber one thing—don't take it too 
seriously when you win, and, you 
won't have to when you lose." -
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Ken was thinking of those words 
as he turned into his room and got 
out of his sweaty clothes. They'd 
fit when he returned to Medicine 
Bow. The mirror over the wash
basin showed him a rock-ribbed 
torso topped by a face dyed ma
hogany by sun and wind. Most of 
that muscle had been developed be
hind a plow. He had had a hard 
row to hoe to get where he was. 
He had suffered a lot to make it, 
but he was there now. He didn't 
take it too seriously as he bathed and 
put on fresh clothes. He was think
ing about Medicine Bowi 

S Ken pulled up on the rise and 
looked down oh the town there 

on the south bank of the Medicine 
Bow River, nostalgia held him. The 
mountains behind the town; were 
barren under the summer heat, but 
he saw them as he had first seen them 
—snow-covered, the- rocky scarps 
like ivory teeth snarling up at the 
heavens. There had been a girl 
then. She was gone now, but an
other face still remained. The flat 
features of it stirred Ken a little. 

He was in the Shoshone Bar when 
he saw him. Bull Brisco came in 
with some town cronies. They were 
laughing and talking, and had 
plainly visited other saloons before 
this one. Bull hadn't changed. 
Broad-shouldered, thick-necked, he 
had a booming voice that immedi
ately singled Ken but. 

"It 's the "champ, boys. Ken 
Brady! How's the rutabagas grow
ing, kid?" 

Ken felt his, face grow hot as 
patrons turned and stared at him. 
Bull Brisco was the same. Noisy, 
careless of everyone's feelings but 
his own. He came up with his men 
and they fanned out about Ken, 
grinning. 

"I was lucky," said Ken. He 
couldn't .think of some of the things 
he had planned to say. Bull was 
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laughing at him, had-.everj „.._,, 
laughing at him, and Ken could 
think of no way to stop it. 

"Luck?" echoed Bull. "Why, the 
way you build a saddle would keep a 
dottering old man on'the back of the 
worst horse alive!" 

Ken shrank a little as laughter 
swept through the saloon. Bull was 
a saddle maker, and these patrons 
were cattlemen. They never missed 
a 6hance to rub it into a man who 
had. been the son. of a hester. 

, . Bull went on: "I got an order for 
rten rigs, Brady. I'll give you a dol
lar a tree to do the stitching on 'em." 
He threw.- back his dark curly head 
and laughed at the ceiling. Every
one else hoorawed,' too. I t was 
funny, Wyomin's rodeo champion, 
who was famous for his special-de-i 
signed' saddles, being offered a. job 
stitching' leather at a ridiculous 
priced 

- "I don't need the .money," . said 
Ken. -, I t was: .all he could think of 
saying; He .-wanted to swing a fist 
into that grinning fade, but he' was 
a nester's son.among cowmen. Be
fore he could think it all out the mo
ment was gone as Bull waved to his 
men! •'••'_•• 

"C'nion," he' said. "This place 
smells of rutabagas." He swag
gered out. 

Ken downed his drink in a gulp, 
looking, at himself in the bar mirror'. 
He was showing his anger and hurt. 
Tugging his hat brihv down and 
hanging his head,'he left the saloon. 
As• he .went-down the street, he ab
stractedly saw the bunting -and 
posters bearing his name and telling 
the date of the coming show. On 
one of the twelve sheets bearing his 
likeness someone had drawn with a 
.'pencil'a ridiculously long mustache 
beneath his nose. Ken turned into 
his hotel and went-to his room. He 
threw himself onto the bed. 

Things had been just like this 
years and years ago. Ken had been 
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a nester's son from straw hat to 
ankle-high brogans then. - But his 
love wasn't in the rows of tilled soil; 
it,was in saddles and the fine artistry 
of designing them. Every chance 
he had, Ken went to neighboring 
ranches and watched the rough 
strings being topped by itinerant 
broncbusters. He sought their com
pany in town and asked questions 
about their leaks. A small Medicine 
Bow leather worker did some saddle 
making, and Ken helped to stitch 
and tool some of the rigs—anything 
to learn the mechanics of this craft 
he loved. Gradually he learned he 
had to be with horses and the men 
who rode them to gain his end. 

Ken was small and freckled and 
gangly the day he had horned into 
a cowman's barbecue. A girl had 
smiled at him and talked with him, 
and a strange warmth had run 
around inside of Ken. Bull Brisco 
and his cronies had found them be
side the creek, tossing pebbles into 
the water, and stealing shy looks at 
one another. 

"Lookit the clodhoppers on that 
nester's feet," Bull had pointed out. 
"He's got a turnip for a head, too." 

The boys all laughed, for Bull was 
the son of a big saddle maker in 
Medicine Bow. Some men coming' 
up to slake their thirst had laughed, 
too. Shamefacedly, the girl had gig
gled. Aflame with tingling blood, 
Ken had run, hearing the laughter' 
getting louder and louder behind 
him. 

His father had found him out in 
the barn, face down in the hay, 
cheeks tear-wet. He had pulled the 
boy to his feet, and then stared off 
into space after hearing the story. 
Finally, he said: "You've got to take 
what comes, along, son. Poor folks 
all have a hard time of it—tester or 
squatter. But don't let the brand 

of a name stop you from what you 
want to be. You just close your 
ears and work along. You try hard 
enough and you'll get what you 
want." 

That sounded right to Ken until 
the first day of the Medicine Bow 
Rodeo and Barbecue. He had run 
into Bull Brisco in back of the buck
ing pen. Ken was in overalls, and 
Bull was in fancy chaps and boots 
and sombrero. Bull was bigger, but 
Ken figured if you tried hard enough 
you got what you wanted, fie 
wanted to whip the smugness out 
of this saddle maker's son. 

Ken tried-as hard as he could. He 
kept picking himself out of the dust 
and rushing in again. He closed 
his ears to the names the onlookers-
called him. When it was all over, 
and he couldn't get up again, he lay 
weakly against the corral post and 
watched them walk away. 

His lips were thin when he ex
plained to his> father that night. He 
said: "I did what you said. I closed 
my ears and tried as hard as I could, 
but I didn't do what I wanted to." 

His father nodded. "No man wins 
until after he first loses, son. When 
things are easy to beat, they're 
worthless to have. You'll find you 
have to keep tackling the hard 
things over and over before you whip 
'em." 

Ken packed his things the next 
day and started out. He soaped up 
his saddle, the Association rig he 
had fashioned himself, and cinched it 
down on the pony his father had 
bought him. He shook hands with 
his dad and turned northward. He 
had things thought out. If you want 
to be known as a saddle maker, go 
where rigs, are the main topic of con- * 
versation. 

He made a name for himself up 
around . the Oregon Wild Horse 
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Heaven country. Over, in the Mon
tana Bitterroots, too.- Horsemen all 
looked at his work and said it must 
be good, or he couldn't be a top 
rider. He won the rodeo at/Hav-
erty, and wrote his father. He got a 
letter from a neighbor, saying that 
six months ago the plow share had 
struck a rock and shoved the handle 
through old Bart's chest. If Ken 
ever came back home, he'd find the 

..grave by the cottonwoods with a 
littlewooden cross over it. 

Ken stayed with the shows then, 
following them, winning, placing or 
showing—and making a saddle here, 
and there. -He met Patrick Matson 
and Patrick became interested in 
starting up a saddlery.. Now Ken 
had won the Lookout show, and was 
all-around State champion. He had 
tried hard, as his father had coun
seled. And he wasn't taking it too 
seriously, as the Big Horn Kid had 
warned. 

[E got up off the bed as Patrick 
Matson came into the room. 

Matson pulled out a big cigar and 
said perfunctorily: "I see you got 

here. Show opens tomorrow, maybe 
you ought to make the rounds of the 

. town and talk saddles with the boys. 
I broke the news that buckin' sad-

' dies aren't all we'll make. That reg
ular range tree of yours is a mighty 
beautiful kak to sit, too." 

Matson was really sending him 
out against Bull Brisco, Ken knew. 
I t was Bull who would show Patrick, 
one way or another, whether Ken 
would be a good partnership invest
ment. 

Ken grunted, refreshed himself by 
whooshing his face in the room's ba
sin, and went down to the street. 
Over his meal at the restaurant, one 
of the punchers who followed the 
shows came up and said: "I want to 
place my order now, Ken. Associa
tion rig to conform with all regula
tions. I want a fourteen-inch swell 
and a five-inch cantle with very lit
tle dish. Me, I'm like a slat, so 
the seat's gotta be small." 

Ken took the figures down and 
promised it the moment he got into 
production. Then he was going 
from bar to bar, talking saddles. 
How he glued his trees together and 
the way he thonged the rawhide on 
wet and let it dry for a glovelike fit. 
But it was abstract talk—he was 
wondering when Bull Brisco would 
show his colors. When he walked 
into the River Casino, his brows 
drew together. Bull stood at the 

. far.end of the bar with Patrick Mat-
son, and Bull was drunk and talk
ing loud. 

"There never was a day a nester 
could make a saddle for a cowman," 
Bull was booming out. "If I. was 
tied onto a horse like his rig ties 
you on, I could ride the orneriest 
critter made of hide and bones." 

Everyone's eyes narrowed a little 
when they saw Ken. 

Patrick Matson said: "Half of the 
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men following the shows ride saddles 
Ken made personally. Yet he beats 
them." V 

"He's a nester shot with luck," 
swore Bull. "Once he gets his knees 
locked under that swell of his, dyna
mite wouldn't jerk him loose. He 
belongs behind a plow." 

Ken-strode the length-of the. bar 
and placed himself before Bull. " I 
can hear you better if you'll lower 
your voice," he said. "I 'm sure 
everyone else in the saloon can, too." 

"I been telling Matson, here, that 
you haven't the right to ride with 
cowfolks," Bull thundered. "With
out that saddle of yours—" 

"Maybe you think I couldn't beat 
you with one.of your own?" said Ken 
coldly. 

"Never. If you'd ride against me 
without that rockin'-chair you de
signed, I'd get you laughed back into 
homesteading." 

"Any time you say. You use my 
-saddle—I'll use.yours." 

"Tomorrow afternoon," said Bull' 
loudly. "Special event of the show. 
A round robin. Three calf ties, three 
steer dogs, and three broncs—each 
man riding to judges' points." 

"Suits me," Ken replied shortly. 
_̂  "For how much?" 
" "Name it." 

"The loser to acknowledge the 
other saddle's the best, and a thou
sand dollars." 

Ken nodded. "Tomorrow after
noon." He turned and went out of 
the saloon. 

THE arena was packed. Dust beat 
up as riders fought for day 

prizes. A facsimile of Custer's last 
stand was staged by Indians. There 
were numerous races; a Pony Ex
press run for cowgirls, and a men's 
relay affair.. The gathering was en
thusiastic, but it was holding plenty 
in reserve for the treat of the day. 
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• pads; no metal girdle to rust. Safe and comfortable. Helps Nature get i 
reBults; Not sold through stores—beware of imitations. Write today 
for.full information sent free in plain sealed envelope. 

, 408-H Stato St . 
• Marshall, Mich. @mOM§APPL§&M€E£@, 

The special added attraction—the 
match between. Bull Brisco and Ken 
Brady. Bull was the best rider 
around the Medicine Bow. He was 
considered the "best saddle maker, 
too.' Betting was heavy, with every
thing wagered, including shirts. 
Over in the Indian encampment a 
maiden was bet against four pinto 
ponies. -

Ken Brady 'showed up at the 
judges' stand;with his saddle over 
his arm. Old Hub Keown, shriv
eled rand wizened hostjer, was at his 
side to See personally to saddling his 
mounts. .Ken handed, his saddle 
over to Bull and took . the one of
fered. 

Hub started to swear. "That 
there's a single-fire rig, and'Ken ain't 
never rid nothin- but a center-^-" 

"It'll do," Ken interrupted evenly. 
One of-'the judges leaned over the 

railing and said: "You'll tie calves 
first. The three times will be added 
together with the lowest man'getting 
"credit .for five, hundred points. One 
thousand will be a perfect score for 
each event. We'll deduct points for 
bad form. You ready?" .'••"' 

Ken nodded and walked toward 
the calf chute. Hub strode along
side, saying: "Show him- under, 
kid!". 

The twisting, dodging calf shot" 
from, the, pen and in a second Bull 
Brisco appeared. His horse came 
at a killing gallop. Bull carried his 
pigging strings in his mouth. His 

•loop built' and shot out arid landed 
true. While his mount held the calf,' 
Bull lit running and slapped: the 
ties on its churning feet: 
. The announcer bawled: - "Seven 

seconds." Applause rippled through 
the stands. 

Kenmounted back in the pen and 
.tested-the. saddle. : This. single-fire 
rig didn't" feel natural. Bull had 

.done this on purpose. He knew, what 
Ken rode. 'With a shrug, Ken set
tled heavily into the leather, ab-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



BRONCBUSTER'S LUCK 111 

sently fingering his pigging strings 
looped under his trousers' belt. 

"He got the signal and spurred for
ward. The calf was a bobbing, , 
lunging bundle of brown before him. 
He built his loop and let fly. He 
missed! I t was the anger in him, 
blurring his eyes and stiffening his 
muscles. He coiled quickly and cast 
again. 

When he stood up from his tying, 
the announcer bawled: "Fourteen 
seconds!" The stands were silent. 

Then came the rapid announce
ments: "Brisco—nine seconds." 

"Brady—six seconds." 
"Brisco—eight seconds." 
"Brady—seven seconds." 

- The point score went up on the 
board: 

Calf Pts. Steer Pts. Bronc Pts, Total 
Brisco 780 • . 780 
Brady 620 / ' 620 

There were those who cheered 
wildly; those who groaned. The In
dian maiden who had been wagered 
against the ' horses shrank back 
against her father's tepee, her dark 
eyes a little wide with fear. 

Ken calmly inspected Hub's cinch
ing up of the saddle on the fresh 
horse, as the steers were made ready. 
Hub hauled tight on the cinch and 
threw his hitch. He shot a stream 
of fine cut into the dust and said: 
"He took advantage of you, son, 
when he handed you this single-fire 
rig. I t ain't gonna feel so good when 
you get to scratchin' 'em high." 

"I'm getting used to it," said Ken 
tightly. 

Then he~-was climbing up and tak
ing the signal to leave the chute. He 
raced out parallel to the frightened 
steer. His eyes never left those 
needlelike horns as he drew along
side and let go of the reins. Then 
he had the snorting animal's h@rns, 

his heels were digging into the 
ground, and his teeth bared as he 
twisted and lay his weight against 
that corded neck. With a thud the 
steer went down. 

Ken didn't watch Bull make his 
ride. He concentrated on his own. 
He was remembering his father's 
words: "Try hard enough and you'll 
get what you want." -.And remem
bering what the Big Horn Kid Mad 
said: "Don't take it too seriously." 

When the scores were "again 
" posted a mighty roar went up from 

the stands. 

Calf Pts. Steer Pts. Brohc Pts. Total 
Brisco 780 650 1430 
Brady 620 810 1430 

Over by the tepee, the Indian girl 
wet her rich lips. 

EEN was grinning a little as he 
went to the bucking chute. The 

looseness was back in his shoulders 
and he regained the feel of things. 
That was all that mattered. He 
noticed, too, that those six grueling 
rides had tightened Bull's lips a little, 
and there were lines running away 
from the corners of his eyes. He 
spoke jerkily and harshly, showing 
that fatigue and anger had him. A 
man had to be in pretty good con
dition mentally and physically to 
stand this sort of pounding. 

Ken and Hub Keown went to the 
corral and looked at the six horses 
that had been chosen for the rides. 
They were the top show horses of 
the rodeo. A man could look as 
good as his ability"would allow, oaee 
he threw - a leg over them. Ken 
rubbed the noses of the three he 
would ride. Out of habit, he stroked 
the mole-soft nostrils of the others. 
Old Hub did the same thing, linger
ing by Brisco's mounts as Ken went 
to the gate. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



US - WESTERN ADVENTURES 

Ken was first out on Madcap. He 
kept his spurs raking from neck to 
.flank, and kept waving his big hat. 
His britches stayed glued to the for
eign saddle, and when the pick-up 
men helped him down after the ten-
second whistle had blown, he bowed 
stiffly to: the roar of acclaim. 

Prom the top rail of-the bucking 
chute, he watched Bull Brisco on 
Stormcloud. . Bull couldn't handle 
the animal at all, despite Ken's sad
dle. "The horse put on a great show 
of frenzy, and Brisco fought all the 
way to stay in the leather. When 
he lit down and came walking back, 
his thick lips were thin lines, and he 
was shaking with anger. 

- - Old Hub Keown chuckled at:Ken's 
elbow. "He's fightin' within himself, 
son. He's gone." \ : 

"Quiet," said Ken brusquely. 
On the next two rides, Ken gave 

the judges and stands as good a 
show as'they'd ever seen. He showed 
his complete mastery of the plunging 
animals he sat. Even those who had 
bet against him grudgingly joined in 
the tribute. The Indian girl smiled 
wanly. 

Brisco fought himself out of the 
picture. His rannicky animals were 
just too much for him. They seemed 
like they were mad and frightened 
and he couldn't do a thing with 
them. . He quit before the whistle 
on .the last ride, and angrily slapped 
at his horse with his hat. The score 
board showed the results: 

Calf Pts. Steer Pts. Bronc Pts. Total 
Brisco 780 650 L 500 1930 
Brady 620 810 .1000 2430 

. Bull planted himself in front of 
Ken and croaked hoarsely: "Shot 

-with luck." That was all he said, 
then he turned away. 

KE N avoided the main street as 
he returned to town.- He went 

to his hotel and cleaned up. As he 
looked into the mirror to comb his 
hair, he saw the-faint signs of tri
umph etched on his face. He stood 
still and battled that expression un
til it was gone. Then he jammed 
on his hat and sought out Patrick 
Matson. Patrick was at the far end 
of the River Casino bar. 'His face 
was set and hard, and his greeting 
gruff and. strained. 

Ken was puzzled, but only for„a 
moment. A roar was shearing the 
saloon as Bull Brisco came through 
the'swinging doors with several men, 
two of them rodeo judges. "A yel
low nester would do anything," he 
was bellowing. "Brady, you're the 
worst tinhorn that ever came put of 
a rutabaga patch.". 

Ken swung slowly, his eyes cloud
ing and.fists balling. This time he 
would take Brisco apart with his 
hands.' 

Bull strode up, his florid face 
working, and shoved a fist beneath 

.Ken's nose, "Ever smell that be
fore?" he demanded. 

Ken caught Patrick Matson's ex-
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pression out of the corner of his eye. 
The oldster was staring oddly at 
him. "Cougar fat," said Ken. 

"You're damn right it is!" Bull's 
voice had an insane pitch. "You 
rubbed it on the noses of my bucking 
horses, and they damn near went 
crazy with fear. It 's a nester trick, 
Brady, the only way you can beat a 
real rider without that saddle of 
yours!" 

Ken's shoulders settled as he put 
up a hand to silence Bull. There 
should be something to say, but this 
man before him always robbed him 
of speech. Ken could see it all now. 
Old Hub Keown had rubbed that 
grease on the nostrils of Bull's 
mounts; had done it after Kert had 
stroked them there in the bucking 
pen. The smell of cougar almost 
drove a horse to killing frenzy. , Old 
Hub had figured Bull had taken ad
vantage, of Ken by giving him that 
single-fire rig. He couldn't tell them 
Hub had done it. They wouldn't be
lieve it. 

Ken fished into his pocket and 
pulled out a roll of bills. He counted 
out a thousand dollars. "The bet," 
he said tersely. "That's .a fine sad
dle you make, Brisco." He turned 
out of the saloon then amid the 
hush. 

In the darkness of his hotel room, 
Ken sat on the edge of the bed, his 
head in his hands. ; His dreams of 
partnership in saddlery with Patrick 
Matson were gone. But they 
couldn't, take the skill out of his 
hands, no matter what else they 
took away from him. Yet, he knew 
that was not true. I t was gone. 
This tale would spread, and the boys 
following the shows wouldn't be 
cauglit dead on one of his Associa
tion rigs. He was right back where 
he started—a nester. Plows and 
seeds and dawn-until-dark labor. No 
more swinging chute gates, the acrid 
smell of dust welling from beneath a 

yes—absolutely FREE! $G.OO worth of ac
tual full size packages of famous Zanol 
Food, Grocery, and Household Products! I 

• make this exciting offer to every man and 
woman who wants to earn money in spare or 
full time taking orders for more than 200 
necessities. Don't wait. Bush your name and 
address today and don't send one penny. 
Nothing to pax us for these products now or 
any time. 

MAKE MONEY EASY; WAY 
NO EJCPEIRDENCE-SPARE T IME 

Thousands or men and women everywhere are 
earning welcome cash easily with my vast 
line or Home Needs—Coffee, Tea, Spices,' 
Toilet Articles, Soaps, etc. Even without 
experience :you can MAKE MONET as my 
Dealer in your town. 

I equip you fully with actual products F R E E 
to try and show—and even give you liberal 
credit.. Just see your friends and neighbors 
with my thrilling values and Premium Of
fers, amazing lc Sales, and other Bargain 
Specials. 

SEN© NO MONEY! 
Just write today—now—and say you want to 
make money for yourself with Zanol Food 
and Household Products. That's all! Get 
my big assortment of $6.00 worth of actual 
full size products FREE! Send no money. 
But write me TODAY. 

ZANOL, 1946 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O. 
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Patents Secured 

INVENTORS^fTime: counts. Don't delay. Protect jour idea 
with a Patent.' Secure 48 -page -Patent- Guide—Free. -Preliminary 
information furnished without obligation.'.Write, today. Clarence A. 
O'Brien, Registered'Patent. Attorney,'3A51- Adams'Building, (Wash
ington, D. 0 . , -. .. ' ' 

-•PATENTS—Reasonable terms. -Book " and" advice' free. L. P . , 
Randolph, Debt. ' 513. Washington. D. C. . , . - V " 

.INVENTORS—PATENT YOUR ' INVENTION.1 "Secure 'booklet 
"How to Protect Your Invention." No obligation. -McMorrow and 
Berman, Registered Patent Attorneys, 151-A ' Barrister' Building, 
Washington, D. C: -• •- "- • 

'' PATENT YOUR IDEA—Simple inventions often valuable. Two 
advisory books—free. Victor J. Evans -& -Co., 424-A Victor Build
ing, 'Washington, D. C; -• - - . - - - ' • - - . 

' ]NTVENTORS':—WE-SUCCESSFULLY SELL, inventions,' patented 
and unpatented. Write us, if you have a practical "useful .idea for 
sale. Chartered Institute of American Inventors, Dept. '42, Wash
ington, D. C. 

Detectives—Instructions 

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. WORK HOME. TRAVEL. 
DETECTIVE • particulars free. Experience' unnecessary. Write 
GEORGE WAGONER, 2G40-A Broadway, New York. , i . 

Old Gold Wanted. 

GOLD—$35-OUNCE."- Ship - old- gold - teeth, "crowns, jewelry, 
watches—receive cash by return mail:- • Satisfaction -Guaranteed. 
Free information. 'Paramount Gold Refining Co.; 1500-G- Hennepin, 
Minneapolis Winn. 

. Photo Finishing—Developing 

• FREE—ONE ROLL .DEVELOPED AND PRINTED FREE.' Just 
to 'get acquainted, we "will beautifully develop 'and print 'your'' first 
6 io 1G exposure roll Free .plus 5x7 - inch -enlargement Free, also 
sensational,' new folding foiio to frame' your prints, ail-free with 
this ad. '(Enclosing 10c forhandling ' and "-mailing 'appreciated:) 
Dean Studios, Dept ' 1024, Des Moines,- Iowa. 

8 ENLARGEMENTS and films developed, 116 size-or -smaller, 
25c coin. Special Offer ' enclose this-ad' and negative- for double 
weight hand colored. Enlargement Free. -Enlarge Photo," Box* 71)1, 
Dept. SSC,' Boston, Mass.-- . . . . . . 

' ROLLS-DEVELOPED—25c coin. • Two. 5x7-Double. Weight-'Pro-
- fessioual .Enlargements, 8 "gloss prints. Club Photo * Service, 
"Dept..,17, La. Crosse, Wis. ' 

Correspondence Courses . , • 
' ~ "--" '. T~, : : i 

CORRESPONDENCE-cours'es. arid educational books,, slightly' 
used. Sold. . Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. -Satisfaction.-guar- , 
anieed.- Cash paid for used courses.-. Complete details^and-bargain r 
Caialog Free. Write Nelson Company," 500 Sherman, Dept. -A-215, ; 
Chicago. " . - . .. : : .- . . '. . ° 

Poems—Songwriters 

.KONG & POEM WRITERS!—Have.you a 'sons, poem'or just a 
lyricl1 We supply the melody and make recordings of.your original! 
songs. Write for details now! Cinema Song-Company, 8440 Sunset 
Boulevard, Dept. B7, Hollywood, Calif. • " •• - ' < ^ -, 

Help Wanted—-Instructions' 

EARN CAST! DAILY raising mushrooms, in cellar, shed, garage.-
We buy all you raise, instruct ,you, and furnish guaranteed ma
terials. Established 1908. Book. Free. United, 3848-BA Lincoln 
Ave., Chicago. 

plunging outlaw's hoofs, the swelling 
roar of spectators at a daring ride 
well done, the arguments pro and 
con about the merits of his special 
designs for saddles. ' 

I t was nearly midnight .when he 
stirred himself and rolled his pack. 
With.i t under his arm, he kept to the 
shadows as he went down, the street 
to the "corral for his horse. " 

As he turned into the" black void 
\bf the^ barn, a figure moved out to 
meet him. Patr ick/Matspn said-: " I 
figured, you.: wouldn't leave without 
your mount ." 

Ken didn ' t say anything, just 
stood- there holding to ,h i s worldly 
belongings.: ' - _ 

Patr ick 's hand fell on the. young
ster's shoulder. ; " I couldn't believe 
i t ," he said, "even when you didn' t 
deny it. I ' found Hub Keown and 
had; a ta lk with him. Everything 
got straightened out, kid; after H u b 
talked. The- judges are "satisfied. 
They ruled tha t you would have won 
even if Bull had ridden well.. They 
awarded you the match, "but called 
off the bet between you. I got your 
thousand dollars back and a written 
testimonial from Bull tha t your sad
dles are 'best . You want to start for 
Silver City this time of the night to 
begin getting the shop in shape, or 
do you want to wait until tomorrow 
morning?' ' 

' Ken's th roa t was dry, but-he man
aged ^to say: "If it's all.the same.to 
you, I'll-leave tonight." 

:; "All right, son," said Matson. "I ' l l 
wire, power of at torney to you, .and 

,'you do whatever you need to do to 
•.get -into- production. H ub Keown 
-will show, up in a few days to go to 
work." 

""- Ken moyed-into the darkness, say
ing over his shoulder: "Hub's, a good 
man.'. H e knows as: much about my 
.designs as I do." •'•••. ' - -

THE END. 
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lead this typical 

©MT sisM@efs 
Y I\S, jus t l ike thousands of others, who 

thought music was hard , this man got the 
- inprise of his life when he tr ied this easy way 
to luarn music a t home. Ami no wonder ! In
stead of months of tortious study and pract ice, he 
I'ouncl himself actually playing real tunes in the 
very first few weeks ! 
Hut read this unsolicited le t te r for yourself: 
"I didn't even dream t h a t I could actually learn 
to play wi thout a teacher, because I had always 
lienrd that it couldn' t be done. I couldn' t afford a 
teacher so I d idn ' t think it would do me any harm 
to take your course. 
"When I received the lessons I took the ins tan
taneous note finder and struck the notes r ight off. 
You can imagine my surprise when after three or 
four weeks I found tha t I could actually play real 
tunes. 
"Now, when I play for people they will hardly be
lieve tha t I learned to play so well with jus t a 
correspondence course in so short a time. I am 
gett ing to the point, where even the hardest music 
holds no te r rors for me." 

(Signed) * II. C. S., Calif. 
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Plays on Radio 
ini happj to i t I I >ou that 
• nuir HLCK" I h ive bten on 

m i o w i out local radio 
.till ion ^o th 11 k- to \nu r 
11-.1 Milt Km tui Mul l a won 
k i t i . i l •uur'-i 

* \ \ I I ^ \ l i b una 
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Here 's the best news of a l l ! «©y this easy, modern 
method, you can now learn to play your favori te 
instrument , r ight a t home, in your spare time, 
for less than SEVEN CENTS A DAY ! And t h a t 
covers everything, including valuable sheet music. 
No ext ras of any kind. Wha t ' s more, i t doesn't 
take years to learn this way. You learn to play 
in much LESS time than you probably ever 
dreamed possible. 
It'.s easy sis A-K-C. I t 's FUN! You learn to play by playing. 
If interestlid. send at once for the Free Print and Picture 
Sample that shows HOW and the handsome illustrated booklet 
that gives complete information. Just mail the coupon. (In
struments supplied when needed, cash or credit.) U. S. 
SCHOOL of MUSIC, 35912 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. 

| FREE PRINT & PICTURE SAMPLE—"J 
• U. S. School of Music, 35912 Brunswick Bldg.. N .Y .C. 
• I am interested in music study, particularly in the 
I instrument indicated below. Please send me your 
• free illustrated booklet, "How to Learn Music at 
1 Home" and' your illustrated Print and Picture .Sample. 
I (Do you have instrument ) 
| Piano Mandolin Trombone Piano Accordion 

Violin Saxophone Banjo Plain Accordion 
I Guitar Clarinet Ukulele Hawaiian Guitar 
. Cello Trumpet Cornet Other Instrument 

Name 

Street 

* Actual imt'iti* minion un i Kijiivso. 
Pictures posed by Professional models. 

Florida. 
City 
D Check here for Booklet "A' 

State 
if under 16 years of age. 
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JLhere's a greater demand than ever" 
for Chesterfields. Smokers who have tried 
them are asking for them again arid again, 
and for the best of reasons...Chesterfields 
are cooler,- better-tasting and definitely milder. •: 
Chesterfields are made for smokejrs like 
•yourself... so tune in now for your 1941 
smoking pleasure. . 

Copyright 1941, LIGGETT & MVERS TOBACCO CO. 
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