





Paul Harvey Hails
New Way For Deaf
To Hear Clearly Again

NEW YORK CITY (Spe-
cial)—A sensational new dis-
covery in the miracle science
of electronics that helps the
hard-of -hearing hear clearly
again was hailed by Paul Har-
vey, famous news commenta-
tor, on his American Broad-
casting Co. broadcast Sunday
night.

Harvey revealed that this
_new discovery helps even those
" suffering a severe hearing loss
tc hear again with unbeliev-
able clearness. It is so revolu-
tionary it makes vacuum-tube
hearing aids obsolete. Noth-
ing shows in the ear except a
tiny, almost invisible device.

“This
changes the lives of the hard-

new invention

of-hearing overnight,” Harvey
said. “I've seen it happen to
someone I know intimately.”

Harvey urged his listeners
to find out how this amazing
discovery can bring new hap-
piness and success to their
loved ones who need better
hearing.

To acquaint readers of this
magazine with this new way
to hear clearly again, a fasci-
nating book with complete
facts will be sent free, in a
plain wrapper. No cost or ob-
ligation. Send your request on
a postcard to Electronic Re-
search Director, Dept. LH-2,
Beltone Hearing Aid Co
31 West 47 Street, New York
36, New York.
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him. Tommy’s piano I'd have
known anywhere. The sax was
nof. quite up to it, and I couldn't
place it; it could have been any
on¢ of a hundred tenor saxes.
Smoeth tone and no goofing,
but wxak on improvisation;
Tommy's piano could lead him
just s far out but no farther.
But 1z 'was adequate and it was
som.thing the squares could dig.
The skins were much better but
[ diin't place the drummer until
he trok a solo and started to go
to town—>but in a civilized way
—on e Chinese cymbal. It was
Franic Rutchie; I'd never played
with him but I knew him and
had “weard him often, always
with <ombos. He was a combo
man and didn’t like band work.
He wus right in his element
with Tammy; it could have been
a greas combo with a better sax.
Wil T'd identified the drum-
mer 221 ['d given up on the sax
so I 'erc my half-finished drink
on {i fable and strolled out to
wher: { could sec the bandstand.
[ koew the sax after all, al-
thouvh aot well. It was Mick
O'Nazilt, 1 guy Danny and T had
playui ».»»ith itwo or three times
for siort periods. Danny had
never iiked him, had almost had
a figit ~vith him once, but I got
along okay with him. Mick had
got hus start in New Orleans and
he was strictly a Dixieland man;
lie was good at that but way over
his head 1n the kind of stuff
‘Tommy Drum was playing to-

night. I wondered why Tommy
had picked him.

A hand touched my sleeve
and a voice said, “Hi, Oliver.
Sit down.” I looked down and
saw it was Max Stivers. Book-
maker and racketeer, I'd heard.
I'd met him around a few places.

He said, "This is Gino Itule,”
and nodded to his companion.
“Gino, Ralph Oliver.” And I
reached across and shook hands
with a man built like a beer
barrel.

“Sit down,” Stivers repeated.
“Saw the lousy table they gave
you. You can't see from there.”

I slid into the vacant seat be-
side him. “Thanks,” I said.
“Until somebody I'm expecting
shows up.” T looked around for
a waiter. “I'll have my drink
brought over.”

“Forget 1t,” Stivers said. “T'll
get you a fresh one.” He reached
a hand in the air and snapped
his fingers and suddenly we had
not one but three waiters com-
ing toward us. I ordered a rye
and soda from one of them and
grinned at Stivers. “Real service
you get.”

“I should. I own a piece of
the joint. Say, you're an cx-
musician, aren’t you? What do
you think of the combo that's
starting tonight?”

“Came to catch them; they're
old friends of mine. So my opin-
ion would be prejudiced.”

When the waiter brought my
drink it occurred to me that now,
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ing sold with the rest of his
things, and how do I know
whether the people who buy it
will want my copy?”’

It was not an unusual kind of
conversation to find its place in
the Saint’s varied experience,
and he never foresaw the path
it was to play in his career. Some
days later he happened to notice
a newspaper paragraph referring
to the sale of Lord Palfrey’s
housc and effects; but he thought
nothing more of the matter, for
men like Lord Palfrey were not
Simon Templar's game.

In the days when some fresh
episode of Saintly audacity was
one of the most dependable
weekly stand-bys of the daily
press, the victims of his Jawless-
ness had always been men whose
reputatiens would have emerged
considerably dishevelled from
such a scarching inquiry as they
were habitually at pains to avoid;
and although the circumstances
of Simon Templar’s life had al-
tered a great deal since then, his
clastic principles of morality per-
formed their acrobatic contor-

tions within much the same
Limits.
That those circumstances

should have altered at all was
not his choice; but there are
boundarjes which every buccan-
cer must eventually reach, and
Simon Templar had reached
them rather rapidly. The man-
ner of his reaching them has
been related elsewhere, and there

were not a few people in Eng-
land who remembered that story.
For one week of blazing head-
lines the secret of the Saint’s real
identity had been published up
and down the country for all to
read; and although there were
many to whom the memory had
grown dim, and who could still
describe him only by the nick-
name which he had made fa-
mous, there were many others
who had not forgotten. The
change had its disadvantages, for
one of the organizations which
would never forget had its head-
quarters at Scotland Yard; but
there were occasional compensa-
tions in the strange commissions
which sometimes came the Saint’s
way.

One of these arrived on a day
in June, brought by a somberly-
dressed man who called at the
flat on Piccadilly where Simon
Templar had taken up his tem-
porary abode—the Saint was con-
tinually changing his address,
and this palatial apartment, with
tall windows overlooking the
Green Park, was his latest fancy.
The visitor was an eldetly white-
haired gentleman with the un-
derstanding eyes and air of
tremendous discretion which one
associates in imagination with
the classical type of family solici-
tor that he immediately confessed
himself to be.

“To put it as bricfly as pos-
sible, Mr. Templar,” he said, *'I
am authorized to ask if you
























DEATH IN THE VALLEY SI

for a thin one, but all his life
he’d been a glutton and he was
now barrel-like through the
middle and his face was a pufty,
unhealthy red.

“Patients of your's ain’t they,
Doc? That family?”

“Johnny’s mother is. Heart
case.” He didn’t say anything
more, but being a doctor he
would be thinking how all this
might affect his patient. “She’s
bad off,” he added.

“The boy should have
thought about his mother be-
fore he killed the girl,” Ed said,
as if he could guecss what my
grandfather was thinking. “The
girl was the hired man’s daugh-
ter, you know. Lived in the fam-
ily all her life, pret’ near.”

“I know that.” My grand-
father was a quict, thoughtful
man, taller than Ed Petri, and
he'd gone gray early in life, so
that his hair was ncarly white,
although his face and figure
were those of a man years
younger. He was thinking now,
but there was no clue to his
thoughts in his clear blue
cyes.

Ed waited for him to say
somcthing else, then when there
was no further word he said,
“They tell me the family is high
and mighty in their own way
of thinking, Doc; like they're
something special and above the
common run of ranchers in the
valley. Proud, I mean. That's
the way I get it. But how do

you figure, Doc, sincc you know
the family; is there something
wrong with Johnny? I mean is
there a screw loose? Young kid
like him killing a girl just be-
cause he didn’t like ber. That's
what he claims.”

“Johnny's all right,” said my
grandfather.

“Then why?”

“Things sometimes have to
happen, Ed. There’s nothing you
can do about it.”

“Then you was expecting
this?”

Grandfather took him up
sharply, “I didn’t say that!” The
sheriff’s question had nettled
him; it was as if he were being
accused of foreknowledge of a
crime and not warning the
sheriff about it. “I didn't say
that at all!”

“All right, all right, Doc;
don’'t get me wrong. I didn't
aim to speak out of turn if
that's the way it sounded. But
you said—"

“I said that sometimes things
have to happen.”

“That’s what I thought you
said.”

“Only—" and my grand-
father looked off into space—
“only I think the wrong thing’s
happened here.”

“The wrong thing? Hew do
you figure that, Dec?” Ed’s
eyes were puzzled.

“The girl was harmless.”

“Maybe so. But he says he
killed her. He’s cxpecting to be


























































































CHILDREN MUST LEARN 81

that used such big words she
said, “You seem singularly well-
informed for a gangster.”
“Look, honey,” he was no
longer irritated with the kid, but
very interested in her and sort
of sad about her, "I told you
I wasn't a gangster. Matter of
fact, I'm a deputy sherff.”

Although he had damn’ near
becen a gangster—guess he had
becn one, in that wetback busi-
ness. Funny, how things tied
together . . . he'd been too rest-
less to settle down after the war,
had got mixed up with Larry
Moultrie, bad actually worked
with a—well, damn it! It was
a gang! And now, seven years
later, simply because he knew
what Larry looked like, here he
was, a backwoods deputy, trying
to bust up the biggest kidnap-
ping in American history.

He checked things front and
back. The road ahead was climb-
ing, hcading for the last low
range before they settled down
for the flat run into Phoenix.
Behind, the single light was just
a tiny bit brighter. And . . . the
gas tank showed less than a
quarter full.

It had started, he guessed,
with old man MacGregor com-
ing to the house that day. Old
man MacGregor, whose only
boasting was about A/s old man,
who'd never taken any lip from
the Earps—and that meant
Wyatt, too, by Godfrey!—down

in Tombstone. Not, y'under-
stand, that the old gentleman
thought very highly of the
Clantons. . . . ,

God! his mind was wandering
tonight. He glanced at the small
figure beside him and wondered
if she, born in this country, or
her old man, him that went to
all the European colleges beforc
he came here and went on rcc-
ord as saying this was the best
country, yet . . . did ecither of
them know anything about old
Wyatt, or Ike and Billy, or Dac
Holliday?

Well, anyway, old man Mac-
Gregor simply said, “Franklin,
you're one of the rare boys th.t
says he's tough and 75 tough.
You'll never quiet down. So, co
you want to shift into smuggling
dope, and maybe girls, or wouid
you like to be my deputy? Undes-
stand me, boy, I'm not asking
vou any favors. I can still cut-
draw you with my left hand or,
if you want to try a little rough-
and-tumble, I'm game. But I re-
member your pa .. .”

Frank thought a while, large-
ly about his father, and finally
he said, "Okay, I'm your man.
But I break clean.” MacGregor
said, “Why not?” And in the bar
in Las Virgenes de¢ something-
or-other, across the belt of sand
that passed for the River ten
months of the year, Larry Moul-
trie said, calmly enough, not try-
ing to argue with him, "I guess
you know you couldn’t get out
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Lum have two, one in the arm to
slow the draw, the other between
the eyes to stow all of him . ..
permanently.

Then he swung the gun
around to cover the rest of them.

He and Moultrie looked at
each: other for a long time. Final-
ly, Woodson nodded at the little
gir! who was staring at the fallen
foreigner and said, “The Eisen-
berg kid, hey?”

“Yeah, I'd say there was
twenty-five grand on the line if
vou sort of shut up, Frank.”

Frank Woodson laughed a
little. “That was American style
saooting, Larry. You know,
faster on the draw . . . all even,
but faster.”

Biy tough Moultrie, standing
thete with his hands up, look-
ing s meck as you please, didn’t
say nothing at all, but Frank
Woodson, watching his eyes,
remembered how Moultrie used
to look when he thought Ae had
evergthing under control. So
Frank tarned—negligently, you
mighi say—and caught the driver
of the Cad square in the belly
with two from the .38.

He grinned tightly at Moul-
trie.  "When in the world
will th:se guys learn how to use
guns? imagine, trying to unload
a Tomwy gun against a guy with
his .38 out.”

Moultrie looked just a little
nervous. " You can’t shoot every-
body, Frank.”

“Don't aim to try. Think T'll

take the little girl into Phoenix.
As for you and your lady friend,
Larry—mmmn, gonna be tough
walking the desert at night.”

“We won't have to walk,”
Moultrie said easily.

He sounded very confident . . .
then Frank Woodson got it.
There were more to come. Sure,
why not? One, maybe two
follow-up cars . . . this was too
big a job for just Larry and the
woman who'd stood there,
silent, a queer look in her eyes,
scared, yet not-scared, not both-
ered at all by the two dopes on
the floor.

So Frank Woodson had
wrecked the Cad, jerked the
little girl into his Merc—oh yos,
he'd taken guns off Larry and
a little bitty automatic out of
the woman's purse—and Larry
had said, mournfully, “"There’s
only one highway to Phoenix,
you know,”

But the little girl . . . she was
funny. She thought he was just
another gangster and yet she
hadn’t been a bit worried when
she had to change cars.

He was edging into curves
now, not as sharp as they would
be a little further on, but still
they weren't bends he could take
at ninety. He cut down. The
light in the mirror grew bright-
er. A Merc was lighter than a
Cad and a Cad could fight the
turns better . . . had a bigger,
heavier center of gravity., By
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number papa?” the Blade ask
Rahamut.

Rahamut scratch his head and
say: “Let me get that tune
again.’

So they begin again, beating
on the table and bottle, and the
Blade putting all he have in
it.

When they finish the fellar
who does help Rahamut say:
“That is hearts.”

But Rahamut say: “Why you
don’t shut you mouth? What all-
you Indian know about calypso?”

And that cause a big laugh,
everybody begin to laugh kya-
kya, because Rahamut himself
is a Indian.

Onc Foot turn to Razor Blade
and say: “Listen to thcm two
Indian how they arguing about
we ereole calypso. I never hear

that in my born days!”

Razor Blade say: “All right,
joke is joke, but you think it
good? Tt really good?”

Rahamut want to say yes, it
good, but he beating about the
bush, he hemming and he haw-
ing, he saying: “Well, it so-so,”
and “it not so bad,” and "I hear
« lot of worse ones.”

But the fellar who does help
Rahamut, he getting on as if he
mad, he only hitting Razor Blade
and Onc Foot on the shoulder
and saying how he never hear
a calypso like that. He swinging
his hands all about in the air
while he talking, and his hand
hit Rahamut hand and Rahamut
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get a chook in his finger with
a necdle he was holding.

Well Rahamut put the finger
in his mouth and start to suck
it, and he turn round and start to
abuse the other tailor fellar, say-
ang why the arse you don’t keep
you tail quiet, loek you make
me chook® my hand with the
blasted needle?

“Well what happen for that,
you go dead because a needle
chook you?” the fellar say.

Big argument start up; they
forget all about the Blade calyp-
so and start to talk about how
people does get bloed poison
from pin and needle chook.

Afterwards Rahamut and the
fellar went back to finish off a
zootsuit that a customer was
going to call for in the evening.

Now Blade want to ask Foot
to borrow him a shilling, but he
don't know how to start, espe-
cially as he owe him already. So
he begin to talk sweet, praising
up the tune that One Foet in-
vent, saying he never hear a tune
so sweet.

But as soon as he start to come
like that, the old Foot get cagey,
and say: “Oh God old man,
don’t mamaguile$ me.”

So Blade ease up on the
guism, and he begin to talk
about how he spend the morn-
ing, how he ups the shoes from

sCut
‘Blarney









































































































