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Here’s new amazing mouth comfort witho e E——— C c I . . enjoy that feeling of
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner you, too, will join this happy army if you will
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably
eat foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reiincr tightens false teeth or no cost.
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE crowN PLATE RELINER it easy to u«.

Don't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused hy lomse dental plates. Apply CROWN KELINER. In a jiffy
Vour plate fit* like tu-w and stays that way iili to i months. -No id.I-fashioned healing to burn your mouth. Just
acjueeze CHOWS' from tube and put your teclh bark In. They'll fit as snugly as ever. Imentnr is a recognized
authority in dental field. A patent has been applied for CROWN KELINER to protect joy from Imitators. After
you reline your plate with CROWN. take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN
HKLINKK. CROWN KELINER Is guaranteed . . . its harmless. NOT A POWIiKIt OK PASTE! DOES NOT
Itt'ItN Oil IUK1ITATK. If not satisfied, even after 4 months, return partly used lobe f*r full refund . tHOWN
Is a scientific discovery that you use without fuss «r Ivother. Just soueeze It out of the tube onto the plate anti
in a jiffy your plate will again feel as light and comfortable as it Jisl when It was new. Order Unlay and
enjoy this new oral conduit right away.

WHAT UsERs HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER!

}E(%Iémlé‘r?r:ofRAE@Er:ac writes: CItOWN offer* you a two-way protection ftwr your plate*. Order CIIOtt'N

lates were so had they IFEE!\ EH ami receive r ItEE with your ot.br CROWN DENTAL PLATE
ranleJ) when | talked. N.m I PEEANEII. The DENTAL PLATE PLKANEII Is easy to use and restores
can eat sleak* corn on the that new freshness to y.urr plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ-

W. of Virginia free. CHOWN PLEANEIi eliminates without brushing foods that collect in

mb. K
write*: | have found Crown f : - h By
Keliner aII you ciaim for It lilate corners and crevices. Helps protect plate* because no brushing is

and more." . Many more necessary ami therefore the danger of aeratehlng Is avoided. You will enjoy
attest to game excellént re- the- feeling that your breath it sweet and Is not “false-teeth offensive ' Order
sult*. Rellne your plates with today ami get your CROWN PLEANEIt FREE with the CROWN I"iTAI.
CROWN. If* tasteless, lias PLATE RELINER . . . remember you don't risk a single cent. You niual P«

a tube of CROWN KELINER 1<y saiislU'd, ur your money back.

;()e%ar_y .. . enough to lust a SEND No MONEY

Trv it for 4 months and then return it for a
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and
we will include FREE with your order a tube
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
You’ll be delighted with both ...and the
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and
address. Pay postman one dollar for combina-
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.

Crown Plastic Co., Dopt.
Philadelphia Avo.
Detroit.

4358 W.

SIAIE

EAI-

Mich.

3401



BE A RADIO TECHNICIAN -More Now Make $50 a Week

Than Ever Before

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
Established 28 Years

Here’s your chance to get a good
job in a busy field with a bright
peacetime future! There is a reaT
shortage today of trained .Radio Tech-
nicians and Operators. So mail the
-Coupon for a FREE copy of my 64-

page. illustrated book, “Win Rich
Rewards in Radio.*’ It describes
many fascinating types of Radio
jobs; tells how N.R.l. trains you at
home in spare time; how you get
practical experience by building real

Radio Circuits with SIX BIG KITS
OF RADIO PARTS | send!

Men likely to QO into military service,
soidiers, sailors, marines, should mail the
Coupon Now |l Learning Radio helps
Service men get extra rank, extra pres-
tige, more interesting duties, MUCH
HIGHER PAY. Also prepares for goo”
Radio jobs after service ends. Over 1,700
Service men now enrolled.

Big Demand Now for Well-
Trained Radio Technicians,
Operators
Fixing Radios pays bettor now than for
years. With new Itadios out of production,
fixing old sets, which were formerly traded in,
adds greatly to the normal number of servic-

ing jobs.

Broadcasting stations. Aviation and Police
Radio, and other Radio branches are scram-
bling for Operators and Technicians. Radio
Manufacturers, now working on Government
orders for Radio equipment, employ trained
men. The Government too needs hundreds of
competent civilian and enlisted Radio men.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5,
$10 a Week EXTRA in
Spare Time
Tlie moment you enroll for my Course |

start sending you EXTRA MONEY .70B
SHEETS that show how to earn EXTRA

hw

| WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

money fixing Radios. Many make $5, $10 a
week extra in spare time while learning. |
send you SIX big kits of real Radio pints so
you can get practical experience by building
real Radio Circuits.

Good Pay Jobs Coming in
Television, Electronics

Think of tho NEW jobs that Television,
Frequency Modulation, Electronics, and other
Radio developments will open after the war!
You have a real opportunity. | will train you
to be ready to cash in when Victory releases
these amazing wartime Radio developments
for peacetime uses!

But the opportunity the war has given be-
ginners to get started in the fascinating field
of Radio may never bo repeated. So take the
first step at onco. Get my FREE 64-page,
illustrated book. No obligation—no salesman

will call. Just mall Coupon in *an envelope
or paste it on a penny postcard.—J. E
SMITH. President, Dept. 3NA2. National

Radio Institute, Washingtoa—9, D, C

m Fm

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3NA2.

NATIONAL RADIO

INSTITUTE, Washington-9, 0.

c,
Mail me FREE, without obligation, your G4-pago book

“Win Rich Rewards in Radio.”
call. Please write plainly.)

(No Salesman will

Address
City

State




Cc By wtting th« linn of typo mor» cloioly togothtr, wo sonsorv# paper in conformity

m l'orf*L. t0 government rationing — without «ny reduction in rending matter presented.
Volume 10 Number 4
TITLE REGISTERED U. S. PATENT OFFICE
Contents for January, 1944
BUSTED RANGE ..o et e e e By Will Ermine 10
There was no way to beat the cold-deck decision handed down by the courts in Box
Elder County on water rights — at least none that the ranchers in the Wild Horse dis-
trict could savvy. They'd resort to their guns and go down fighting. But Cress Benton

ideas which would turn his neighbors against him — but they were

had ideas, radical
and thwart the schemes of Bill Rask!

the only plans which could save the Wild Horse,

SHORT STORY

Steve Dacey knew of only one way in which he might trace his missing brother Jeff.
And that involved looking under the tables of all the nearby saloons!

WHITTLING WADDY e e By Marlin Wolsey 101

FACT ARTICLE

PEGLEG OF THE OWLHOOT ..ot By Kenneth P. Wood 93

The inside story on e notorious bod man of th« old west.

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor

DOUBLE-ACTION WESTERN, published every oilier month by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS. INC.. 1
Editorial and executive offices. tfO Hudson St., New York, 13, N. Y. Entered

Appleton St., Holyoke, Mass.
as second class matter at the post office at Holyoke, Mass. Entire contents copyright, 1043. by Columbia
Publications, Inc. For advertising rates, write DOUBLE ACTION GROUP, CO Hudson St., New York,

13, N. Y. Single copy 15c; yearly subscription 75c. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed,
stamped envelope to insure return if not accepted, and while reasonable care will be exercised in handling

them, they are submitted at author’s risk. Printed in the U. S. A.
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ELECTRICITY Is one of the mostimportant
factors in our war effort. Thousands of trained
Electricians are needed NOW. And after the
war. Electricity will continue to be tremend0u§lg
important! Why be satisfied with a no-future jo
when | make it SO EASY to prepare for a good
war-time and peace-time job with a REAL

FUTURE?
] ] [

Inm B

ZearnByDoingin f2 Weeks

Get into the fascinating, fast-growing, well-

—train on real electrical machinery. Not a
paid field of Electricity—a field that offers SPEClAL OFFER' correspondence course. Here you learn air-

you opportunities and a future—in good

times or bad times—a field thatis a.perma-  RAD|O and
nent necessity in war or peace. Here is

your chance to prepare yourself for a last- ELECTRONIC

ing permanent future.
Here at Coyne, in 12 weeks, you can train  urseNow
for your Big Opportunity. “Learn-by-doing” No exttlra
cost!

plane ignition, wind armatures, learn power
plantoperation, do house and factory wiring, etc.

Coyne training is easy to learn. You don’t
need previous experience or advanced educa-
tion. You don’t need much money to get
my training. | have many plans to help
the fellow who needs training but hasn't
much money. Mail coupon for all the facts.

INSLRE YOLR RUTURE Book'

Ce rro aX taa/ahm 1Coyne Is 45 years old and has seen W ar and Peace—times of

M Si ...PAYFO*

M W
ITUTEX!

Coyne Training is EASY, PRACTICAL!
You LEARN BY DOING on real, actual
machinery and apparatus. Don’t let
lack of money stop you. You can get
training first—then pay for it in easy
monthly payments after you graduate.
If you need part-time work to help out
with living expenses, I'll help you get It.

the big free Coyne book and my comglete story about 1
I helpyou getthe training ypu 'need for a good Electrical

Job. Thisdoesnotobligate you.Soactatonce.Justmallcoupon.
HelBas GOME B ECTRICAL SOHOOL

500 S. Paulina St. Dept. 93-25 i Chicago 12, Illinois
«H.C.LEWIS, President

mCOYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 93-25

1500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, Illinois

I Send me your Free Book and _tell me about your plans
I to help me — including Pay-Tuition-after-Graduation
| offer and Radio-Electronics Training at no extra cost.
asNAME

| ADDRESS

ICITY STATE.




To those who think
LEARNING MUSIC

IS hard

See How Easy It Is!

cCbD B CD

E F EDC

Strike these notes and you’re playin
“America”. TRY IT—y IT’S FI):U)Il\l g

Enrolling for 3rd Course

“1 learned more from your
course than many of my
friends who studied under
private teachers have for
years. The fact that |’ve
already taken 2 courses and
am now enrolling for a third
should speak for Itself.”
*F. A. S., Indiana.

Plays from Start

“Vour advertisements are
true to the letter. | can ac-

tually play my favorite in-

strument even though I'm
only at the beginning. How

can | ever express my joy-

ful gratitude.”
+F. R. O., Illinois.

«Actual names on request.
Pictures by
Professional Models.

* Perhaps you think learning mu-
sic is a tedious grind, it isnt any
longer! Long hours of practicing
humdrum scales and hard-work ex-
ercises are over and done with.

You have no excuses . . no alibis
whatsoever for not getting started
toward musical good times now!
For, through a new, easy, pleasant
method, you can now learn to play
right at "home—without a private
teacher—fofonly a few cents a day.

Learn to Play by Playing

The lessons come to gou by mail
from the famous U. S. School of
Music . . complete instruc-
tions, large, clear diagrams
and all the music you need.

FREE! %

You study with "a smile. u. 3.

fasyosd& Cthis print and picture way

ers— if learning music has always been a
never-to-rome-true dream — let this time-
tested home-study method come to your
rescue.

Over 750.000 people have studied music
this modern, efisv as ABC way. And re-
member, no matter what instrument you
choose, the cost will average only a few
cents a day.

Our illustrated Free Booklet fully ex-
lains this remarkable course. It shows
ow you can learn to play quickly, and
for a mere fraction of the cost of old,
slow methods. So decide which instrument
you want to play and mail the coupon
today. The fascinating Free Booklet will be
sent to you at once together witli a ‘Trim
and Picture” Sample. U. S. School of
Music, 12312 Brunswick Bldg., New York,
10, N. Y.

PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLEf

School of Music, 12312 Brunswick Bldg.. Nov York

YOU Iearn to play by play- 10, N. Y. Please send me Free Booklet and Print ;<nd Pic-
ing real tuneS by nOte. 1F|’Jiraen03amplsiarllowould like 10T5rl]a0): énasnljrsmpeizzoclgecked below
And it’s a” SQ easy to un- Guitar Accordion Ukulele Modern Elementary
derstand. First you are Rl PR, o Pwmed M
told how to do a th”‘]g. Violin Trumpet, Cornel Trombone Practical Finger
Then a piCtUI’e ShOWS yOU Saxophone Reed (?rgan Flute Control

" (Do you have instrument L i i ieesssseeas )
how. Then you do it your-
self and hear it.

City State 1

If you're tired of Just looking
on at parties — if you've envied
those who could entertain oth-

Note! If you are under 16 yrs. of age, parent must 6ign coupon

Save 2c—Stick Coupon on penny postcard



BILL.YOU SURE HAVE A SWELL
BUILD! OIO YOU TRAIN FOR A
LONG TIME ?

ABSOLUTELY NO T! THE ATLAS

DYNAMIC TENSION system
MAKES MUSCLES CROW

Heres the Kind of
MEN | BuildS ,,

J. C. O'BRIEN
Atlas Champion
Cup Winner
This is an ordi-
nary snapshot of
one of Charles
Atlas’ Califor-

nia pupils.

An actual untouched
photo of Charles

Will You let Me PROVE
I Con Make YOU a New Mont

I DON’T care how old or young you are, or
| how ashamed of your present physical con-
dition you may be. " If you simply Traise your
arm and flex it 1 can add SOLID MUSCLE to
your biceps—yes, on each arm—in double-
quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in
yjur own home—is all the time | ask of you!
And there's no cost if | fail.

| can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your
back, develop your whole muscular system inside
and outside! I can add inches to your chest,
give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of yours Lithe
and powerful. | can shoot new strength into your oldl
backbone, exercise those inner organs, help you cram
your body so full of pep. vigor and red-blooded vitality
that you won't feel there’s even “standing room" left for
weakness and that lazy feeling! Before | get through with
you I’ll have your whole frame “measured” to a nice,
new, (beautiful suit of muscle!

What's My Secret?

“Dynamic Tension!" That’s the ticket! The Identical
natural method that | myself developed to change my
body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling | was at
17 to my present super-man physique! Thousands of
other fellows are becoming marvelous physical specimens
—my way. | give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool
with. When you have learned to develop your strength
through “Dynamic Tension" you can laugh at artificial
muscle-makers. You simply utilize the DORMANT muscle-

power in your own God-given body—watch it dnerease
and multiply double-quick into real, solid DIVE MUSCLE.

Only 15 Minutes a Day

My method — “Dynamic Tension” — will turn the trick
No theory — every exercise is practical. And, man, so
only 15 minutes a day in your own home. From the very
using my method of “Dynamic Tension” almost
minute of the day—walking, bending over,

CLE and VITALITY.

and Strength"

In it | talk to you in stralght-from-the-shoulder
language. Packed with inspirational pictures of
myself and pupils—fellows who became NEW
MEN in strength, my way. Let me show you what
| helped THEM do. See what | can do for YOU.
For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT
ONCE. CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 4A, 115 East
23rd Street. New York 10, N. Y

m CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 4A

2 115 East 23nd Street, New York 10, N. Y.

[ I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic Tension" will
m  help make a New Man of me—give me a healthy, husky body
m  and big muscular development. Send me your free book, "Ever-
2 lasting Health and Strength.”

ame

(Please print or write 5Iain|y.)

Address

™ City

O Check here if under 16, for Booklet A.



NOW tS YOU! CHANCI TO IK WHAT
iVOU HAVI ALWAYS WANTID —

A REAL FGHTING MAN!

Imagine the feeling of satisfaction

IIn knowing that you're a match for

yone on two feet!... in earning the

espect of other men and the admira-
tion of women.

Thousands of men have learned
[that it doesn't take muscles or size —
(or even boxing skill — to make a win-

ning fighter. They have discovered
[through LIGHTNING fU-JITSU how to

“fix" a “tough guy" looking for trouble.
Bullies have learned through sad ex-
perience to steer clear of the fellow
who knows JU-JITSU.

There are no “secret holds” In
LIGHTNING JU-JUSU. In fact, you will
be amazed at how simple and quick
It is to learn. You will not believe
until you actually try it. that merely
by following a few easy words of
direction you can — almost without
effort — send a heavy man flying
through space. And more than 100;
pictures aid in making it no

effort at all to master this
Weapon of Tomorrow™".

CriminalAssaults on Women

Every dey the newspapers report a mounting toil of
criminal attacks against women. Our American girls are
fuming to LIGHTNING JU-JITSU to help them beat off these
loathesome assaults, The chapters on THE ANSWER TO
PAWING HANDS ... MOVIE-MASHER MEDICINE
BREAKING AN QNWELCOME EMBRACE ..
among the most exciting in the book.

. etc... Jare'
Theta safeguards for
unprotected woman are also illustrated — striking full-length
pictures which fra enabling many an unescorted girl to walk
safely through the streets at night, confidant that sha can
defend herself against the desires of an inflamed criminal

Sample of What You'll Find Became the ﬁghting Man We Sny Yea Cm

In This Amazing Book

OR YOUR MONCY BACK

te tamartault a men ever

year nhauidar

to flip a man ever your hip
to brook a strangfc-kofd

dip Mi. ccup® MpM .wap £ncl.M . dolLr Mi, o. W
pretar, pay tfe po‘tman OS cent* plu* poitage wtian your TtyT-loaded ,

copy of LIGHTNING JU-JITSU arrive*. Practica tba down* ot fight- J
ing weapon® it teacha* you. And than, it at tha and of 10 day* you ;
don't tad ready to taka on a« comer*, tend tSe book bock and we j
will refund your money instantlyl

MAIL COUPON TODAY

NEW POWER PUBLICATIONS. DEPT. A-2001
441 LEXINGTON AVINUE

NEW TOR* 17. HEW YORK

Path LIGHTNING JUJITSU m pier* wrapper togetSer wtt*
my Ire. copy ol ROUCE AND GJJEN TUCKS. If H done
~ot do foe me <rkot yoe chim | may retar* it wHkim 10 dey*
and my money <eitfbn refunded.

0 send CX)i). | will pay petimm tic (pha 21< j
and C.O£>. chornet)

Q fendote $IM. Seed portage paid. (10 i
holdt)

to brack e heltnohon
to apply tfco “tootk-rottlor**
to brack a body trip
enswor fa a right koak
Hewt fio brack = wrUt-fock
Hew to knocfc-eet on onomy with
ana blow
How to bit wboro ft hurts
How to dael with c drank
How to disarm a hold-up man >

AND MANY OTHERS
trh Amo Amaction

A'i ar» absolutely FREE gift we ore
including with each order of
LIGHTNING JU-JITSU a copy of
POLICE AND G-MEN TRICKS.
In H you will learn how our “fine*!"
«ne JU-JITSU in their task of |
ridding society of Hs criminals. ]

NAHE, . —

ary STAIt im
(SWitmca M i im ann ar*w teemyUa* wWt* at U L)




Earn

WHILE YOU LEARN

WRITING
For All i Fields

PARTIAL CONTENTS!
Harh,*Volume rive* 700 nimplc,
BhT*r-<*tit formulas for p«Hy*t«
writ* wtorim th»t yua ran pne*
durp quickly in spur IImi* and
wnd to editors* while )eamIn*1

RADIO

Kindi of srriptj
*Dialogue.  Sound
effects. M usic

n<«.  riutrurtecs.
r Writing drsmu. se-
Mali.  adaptellons.

* professional tri
I writfmr popular pro*
1 crams, efc. etc. .

MOVIES

Helling point*.
esseml‘qalP UImI
Ilollywood  wants.
Plotting for stars.
Famous scripts _«n-
J atyxed. rintailt title.
| Mistakes lo avoid
1 laj* Kory variations,
) ate., efc,

STAGE

at roduce! s

W anl ‘'omoolra
fo 13 playwrltinsr.
ﬁ anners.  stsee

J d rel-lor* Dramatlc

I tricks. Comed

I Drama. What makil

I plays successful. Mss-.
1

lerinkevenl type of
I play, etc., etc.

COMICS

Writing  comic*
that sell. — Plot
ements. Hmr to
create characters.
1 Fimoils* A idtotl-
cius. Gening big re-
ftums.  Language of
Kxartiples to

1follow*

BOOKS

clwwe
your slory Pint
nd chars"lers

Working tips. Mak-
ing synopsis. Devel-
oping  your ahlitlv.
Kxainptes. Keefe's «f
Krneit _ ITfmingwiiv’s

style. Dormby Park-

er* style, etc., etc

N

* N\

MAKE BIG MONEY WRITING

... this New, Easy Way!
Amazing New Method Gives You
SECRETS OF SUCCESS in WRITING!

There has never been such a tremendous shortage
of writers. AIll the big-paying writing fields are
clamoring for thousands of new writers among men

¥ & bonks nn writing are perfect
Li make his stuff fit the maik
*« Popular publications, s(andavd Pubhcauons Fiction House, «u. e(c

and women in all walks of life.
THOUSANDS. OF NIW WRITERS WANTED*

éalr?maﬁ“i‘ﬁfelrfu ebs\(elapl}’f] ™

Create P’ .

oN

3 Seleitn SE1oe™crime mogive. Dinin-rve
gracl% Lesson HTm or Re- 'WV‘IJL
i Gad. | Chernctel

U rcea Mo 2 FarnBobw el Woni e
WHTHN STONlRJ Start flict.
e hero. Starting conflict,
Hanglhg! vuﬁamf‘ VElQans BnE gonlich
wrllngl easy, Plof twist, Developing cliarac-

Markets. Importance of Conflict, Kinds of

variations, "Wt édiors” e Hefothsii2ple
actiona. Helling Point,” Suspense, W orking
SLICKS MACAZINCS

Wosl readers want. Shortout writino_ for.
Is. 4 )’F Oowning* FHNEST HEM-
WAl R o Didfagle houfk PORO"I'HY
Kﬁatlle uf“{ne oty "ﬁ? 0TSO0 Soky
ra, Woman'+ viewpoin SnYrt sborta mar-
/SSANR WRITIND

Neway

n%a 8 tou aper
g 89881, ABEN o repnmn colufn

HEYWOQ)) BROLN "apocks, Broad.
aroria. lovelotn, aoclety. Source*, Artl-
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=
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READ WHAT EDITCRS AND VARITERS SAY:

Y want lo recommend your books. They com
slknil) be of immense Value (o both experienced and

ACE SILBERKLb.1T. Krfttor and Publisher,
one, O (Detectives, Romances, Adventure,

Your course Rives foil Instmetinn In writlns lust the kind of stories wc arc
Kind to pay fur—JOHN L. OOLDWATKR. rMsnlfflng Edlmv, M. L]

Mik itines, Inc. (t'nnilrs Magaalnes. Detect!*** ulps, etc-
What | like about your »t Is.that they teach @ writer everything he
want* w_know qulcke/ wllb- it ws.tinn_time with fancy Inn*-winded diicus- Q Writing Per «ADIO 11 Q Writing for COMICS

slons. 1 think they »r- Rleat—ARTHVK MANN, Writer for Colliers,
Street and Smith, Double Action Group. etc.,

SPECIAL! MONEY-SAVING OFFER!

the field beautifully and
besinning writers.—

etc.

Are you one of the thousands who

always wanted to write — but never

knew Just how to begin? Then here,

at last, is your opportunity to cash

*In on today’s enormous market!

Most of the high-paid writing is not done by “geniuses,”
but by comparatively unknown people who make hun-
dreds of dollars in their spare time. They have learned
the secret of how to do it.

IT'S EASIER THAN YOU THINK!
l«m 1SO. $100, $200 REGULARLY IN STARE TIMfe
Are you one of the thousands who want to profit at once
by this new, easy professional writing course? It’s easier
than you think! This complete streamlined Course shows-
you word-for-word Just how to begin, what to say, how
to say it—and HOW TO SELL IT! You will be amazed
at how fust this unique method works for you! No special
education necessary. Now Is the time foe you to do
something about It. Fifteen minutes a
iday is all you need!

MEN AND WOMEN OF ALL AGES

At Horn*, Os Forms, In Industry, Intk* Sk tMu

No matter what work you do—at home,
on farms, in Industry, in -the armed
.forces-at camp or at .sea, there is won-
derful material all around you, just
waiting for you to write about. This
Jcourse shows you easily and quickly,
‘exactly how to write about them In
articles and stories that editors are
-glad to pay for!

Prove to Yourself IN ONE WEEK That You Can
MAKE MONEY BY WRITING, This New, Easy Way!

This course gives you simple short-cut writing formulas for
easy-tu-write stories that you can produce quickly in your
leisure hours! Formulas for scripts, stories and articles on
war, home life, sports, humor, love, business, travel, health,
etc., etc.—everything to help you get into the class of
writers who enjoy fame and .regularly receive large extra
sums of money for material turned out in very little time!
Now’ prove to yourself that you. too. can make money by
writing—in ONE WEEK’'S FREE TRIAL! Just mail the
FREE TRIAL Coupon—no cost or obligation on your part.
Act NOW!

MAIL FREE TRIAL COUPON NOW!

Cambridge Hem , D»|tl. 101
US W**f 25th Str«et, New York, 1, N. Y.

Columbia publica-

They Show lhe writer whit he ShUuId do
. Writer for Frank A. |

MONEY-SAVING COMUNATION OFFER

IF YOU ORDER ALL sSIX NOW YOU MAY HAVE THESE VALU- NAME
AOLC VOLUMES FOR ONL! (INSTE. 16 YOU WOULD
HAVE TO PAY IF YOU ORDEREO THEM INDIVIDUALLY!)
cITY STATE

|
ADDRESS ... |
Money accompanies u” |

It we wilt pay all_post***
S G OmEAE Ca kaitht orders D™ ol Cach

SEND NO MONEY - EXAMINE 7 DAYS FREE! VAot 3



The Fire in the Blazing Car Was Spreading Rapidly . ..

BUSTED
* %

CHAPTER |

Whole Hog or None

HEN the Wyoming
and Western’s west-
bound local pulled into

able grimness and sobriety about
them it was because this day was to
be, as the Medicine Lodge Ledger
had said the previous evening, “the
most important day Box Elder Coun-
ty had ever known.” Important, it
had said, because it was to mark

Medicine Lodge this mornting, efudlpf the long years of strife

half a hundred men got down from
the cars and started up the street to-
ward the courthouse and the business
section of the town. It was un-
precedented in the brief history of
the only railroad that served this
part of the state.

It was not any sudden inrush of
newcomers, nor did it mark the be-
ginning of any mining boom. These
men were not strangers; they were
stockmen, cowboys, from Wild
Horse and the eastern reaches of the
county. If there was an unmistak-

and bloodshed that had arisen out of
the conflicting claims and rights to
use the precious waters of Medicine
River.

Certainly there were few cowmen
in sprawling Box Elder County, al-
most as big as the entire State of
Delaware, whose prosperity was not
tied up with the future of the river,
for every creek and flowing spring
poured its waters into it somewhere
along its troubled course across the
county, all the way from the Big
Medicine Range, where it headed,
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until, after many rebuffs and turn-
ings, it flowed into the Big Horn
and was lost.

The Ledger’s optimism found no
echo among these men from Wild
Horse. Under duress, they had sub-
mitted their water rights for review
by an unbiased judge, appointed by
the governor, as had the water users
in this western half of the county,

foreman, in whom no one had ever
been able to detect a trace of non-
sense, and young Cress Benton, his

only son.

LLOWING for the difference
A in their ages, they were as
alike as two peas out of the same
pod, these Bentons. A stranger
would have known at a glance that

When the law in Box Elder County, bought and paid for by
Bill Rask, handed down its infamous decision on water
right, the ranchers in the Wild Horse district saw their end
in sight. But Cress Benton had other ideas on the subject,
and they involved radical steps for a cattleman to take!

the findings of the adjudicator to be
binding on all. But there was a
reservation in the minds of these
Wild Horse men. Medicine Lodge
had the bulk of the population, and
that meant the votes, to conduct Box
Elder’s affairs to its own advantage.
In the past, they had often found
the deck stacked against them, and

they were openly suspicious that
they were to be given the short end
again.

“My tax money helped to put this
town together, but | never got a
square deal here in my life, and I
don’t expect to git one this mornin’”
tall, grizzled Ki Benton, the leader
of the Wild Horse delegation,
growled.

Of them all, no one was so bitterly
resolved to fight for his rights.

“We’re dealin” with a weasel, I'm
tellin’ you!” he ran on. “It don’t take
an honest man three months to make
up his mind!”

In all of Wyoming no man ran
more cattle or owned more range
than he. He was nearing seventy,
but his step was firm arid there was
no hint of compromise in his fight-
ing jaw.

Ki Benton was well aware of his
might. For forty vyefars, his Flat
Iron brand had been growing strong.
Never one to do things by halves,
he had brought along a dozen of his
tried warriors with which to impress
Medicine Ledge and his enemies.
Shoulder to shoulder with him
walked Cash Ryan, his stony-faced

they were father and son. It wasn’t
only that they ran to great height
and that their shoulders were set in
a wide frame; nor did the likeness
end in the sculpture of their faces.
It was something in the depths of
their gray eyes, a certain indomita-
ble light, and the set of their strong,
iron-willed mouths that really made
them alike.

Cress’s glance ran ahead to the
courthouse. A crowd had gathered
there already.

“This is Bill Rask’s town as much
as it ever was his father’s,” he said,
speaking to Ryan as well as to old
Ki. “If this thing goes against us,
don’t make the mistake of giving
Burrus Parker a dressing down. It
won’t help our cause a bit."

“Inside the law he is,” Cress in-
sisted. “That’s where Morgan Rask
was smart this time; he arranged
this setup so that whatever Parker
says has the authority of the state
behind it.

“Huh!” old Ki snorted. “That’s a
lawyer’s opinion! | saw to it years
ago that my water rights were well
established, and so did Greenway
and Grinnell and all the rest of us
around Wild Horse. We own that
water just the same as we own our

livestock. Nobody’s goin’ to take it
away from us! [I’ll go to Washing-
ton if 1 have to! I'm not worried

about how this business will end. My
only regret is that Morg Rask died
thinkin’ he’d finally got me into a
corner. | wish to God he was alive!



When | get through 1’d have him
laughin’ out of the other side of his
mouth!”

He was giving voice to an old and
bitter enmity. For almost half a
century he and the elder Rask had
been at each other’s throats. Their
brands, the Flat Iron and the Triple
K, had been the spearheads of every
partisan struggle Box Elder County
had known. At one time it had not
been possible to remain neutral; you
lined up with one outfit or the other,
or you moved on.

It wasn’t only clashing range in-
terests that had arrayed the two men
against each other; politics, the con-
trol of the county government, legis-
lation to benefit the western half of
Box Elder at the expense of the
Wild Horse district, had figured in
their long quarrel. Morgan Rask
had usually had his way politically,
but when he had tried to push into
the Big Medicine country, grabbing
range the way he had done for years
around Medicine Lodge, he had been
set back on his heels. A stubborn,
ruthless man, about whose head one
conflict or another had raged eter-
nally, he had done the unexpected
even in dying, for he had passed
away peacefully in his bed three
days after the water hearings had
gotten under way,

“It is to be regretted,” the Ledger
said, “that Morgan Rask did not live
to enjoy the fruits of his labors.”
There were men, however, who had
wished him in his grave for years.

A vague but unmistakable air of
tension hung heavily over the Lodge
this morning. Cress was keenly
aware of it. Town boosters claimed
a population of over a thousand, a
sizable share of whom, it seemed,
had laid aside their work that they
might miss none of the excitement.
In addition, several hundred range-
men, counting the delegation from
Wild Horse, had ridden in. Look-
ing down the main street, there
didn’t seem to be a vacant place left
at the hitch-racks. The saloons were
crowded, but the stores were not do-
ing any business.

Cress found it significant. He and
his father were not without friends
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here. But for every supporter they
could muster, the opposition could

marshal twenty. That they were
present in such numbers told him
plainly enough that Bill Rask an-

ticipated trouble and was prepared
to meet it. It left little doubt in
his mind that the decision was al-
ready known to those on the inside,
and that it was so favorable to the
stockmen along the lower course of
the river that Rask had good reason
to believe that violence could not be
avoided.

HE Wild Horse men reached the
courthouse and started up the
steps. Rip Kinnard, the sheriff,
stood at the door watching them. His
rocky mouth tightened a little as he
looked them over. There were
depths to Kinnard that no one had
ever plumbed. He owed his elec-
tion to the support of the Rask fac-
tion, but he was nobody’s toady. Be-
ing a far-sighted man, he surmised
that what was to take place here this
morning marked the beginning,
rather than the end, of hostilities.
With half an eye he could look
ahead and see trouble piling up for
himself.
Kinnard jerked a nod at the Wild
Horse men and spoke to the elder

Benton. “You’ll find some chairs
roped off down in front, Ki. Just
help yourself.”

The old man nodded. “Much
obliged,” he muttered.

They found the courtroom hot

and jammed. The windows had been
opened, but in every one, two or
three men had found seats, shutting
out whatever little breeze there was.
Alva Linscott, Ki’s lawyer, came up
the aisle to greet them. He was
putting up a bold front, but Cress
and his father knew him too well
to be fooled by it.

“Have you heard anythin’?” Ki
demanded gruffly.

“No, | haven’t. But Bill Rask
was in town last evening acting a
little cockier than wusual. | don’t

know whether it’s the tip-off or not.
But you know he isn’t as smart as
his father was. That old highbinder
wouldn’t have batted an eyebrow if
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he’d known that the U. S. mint was
about to drop into his lap. That
isn’t Bill’'s way; whenever he knows
he’s going to take a trick, he has to
spread himself.”

“W hatever it is, it better not be
too raw,” Ki declared grimly. “All
the way down the river from the
Steppin’ Stone peaks to the Injun
Crossin’ we’re thinkin’ as one man
about this. We’ll give an inch or
two, Linscott. But no more!”

Years of legal skirmishing in Ki
Benton’s behalf had long since ac-
quainted Alva Linscott with the fact
that whoever stepped on the old
man’s toes found he had tangled
with an enraged grizzly. Though
he knew the advice would be wasted,
he said:

“No matter how Parker rules, you
want to hold yourself in, Ki. No
law goes on the books that can’t be
repealed or amended. The place to
do something about that is not here
in the Lodge.”

Cress saw an explosion tremble on
his father’s lips. But the old man
restrained himself and sat down
with a snort of contempt, his thin
face working angrily.

“How much longer we got to
wait?” Ki demanded crossly.
Linscott glanced at his watch.

“About ten minutes.”

There were empty chairs across
the courtroom. Cress knew they
had been reserved for Rask’s adher-
ents. A few minutes later the crowd
stiffened expectantly and heads were
turned toward the door. Rask
strode in, followed by a dozen or
more cowmen who accepted his
leadership. He was a big man, be-
ginning to run to fat, though he had
just turned thirty. His manner was
arrogant, and there was a flush of ex-
citement on his reckless, rather
handsome face. His glance and
Cress’ crossed without any sign of
recognition by either.

A buzz of conversation ran over

the room. A clerk rapped for order
then, and Judge Parker ascended
the bench. Without any preamble,

he began to read a prepared state-
ment, glancing up over his glasses
every time he turned a page. This

was only a review of the physical
geography of Medicine River, of its
importance to the livestock industry
of the state, of the conflicting claims
to its flow, arising out of the con-
struction of privately owned dams,
together with the history of the act
passed by the legislature designed
to correct certain injustices, and the
authority vested in himself as ref-
eree. This was all old stuff; no one
was interested. Not a man in the
room but knew these things as well
as he. What they wanted was his
ruling.

HEN it came it created a
W sensation. It established three
water districts: District One to
comprise that section of the river
lying between the headwaters in the
Stepping Stone Peaks and Indian
(Sioux) Crossing; District Two to
extend from there to Medicine
Lodge; District Three to cover the
remaining section from the county
seat westward to the confluence of
the Medicine and the Big Horn. In
District One, stockmen were to use
the full amount of water te which
they were legally entitled in the pe-
riod ending on June 15th, at which
time all headgates were to be taken
down. In District Two, the same
course was to be followed, with all
dams and obstructions impeding the
natural flow of the river to be opened
or removed on July 15th. On that
date, ranchers in District Three
were to begin using their allotment
of water.

It was such a one-sided victory for
the Rask contingent that the Wild
Horse men sat stunned for a mo-
ment. In the past, especially in dry
years, there had often been very lit-
tle water flowing down the lower
Medicine in mid-August. Under
this new arrangement those stock-
men were not only being guaranteed
every legal inch they claimed, but
they were to get the water when
they needed it most. District One,
and that was the Wild Horse range,
was to get its water, too, but at a
time of the year when it would serve
no purpose at all.

Among those who

had accom-



panied the Bentons to Medicine
Lodge v.ere some substantial citi-
zens; men like Tom Greenway and
Reb Grinnell, big ranchers in their
own right. They had cool heads,
but when the truth sank into them
and they realized what they faced,
they joined with a will in the growl
of violent protest that rolled up
from the Wild Horse men. Ki Ben-
ton had popped to his feet. Steel
chains could not have held him in
his chair.

“That’s wholesale robbery’ he
cried, banging the railing with his
clenched fist. “You might as well
rule us off the river altogether as to
jam any such deal as this down our
throats!” Burrus Parker banged his
gavel in vain; Ki was not to be
stopped.

“What are we going to do with
water in May and June?” he de-
manded, as menacing as a gaunt old
eagle as he stood there. “The win-
ter run-off ain’t hardly over by
then! It’s in August we need the
river, same as anyone else!”

The judge was on his feet, shaking
his gavel at Ki by now. “Another
outburst like this and I’ll cite for
contempt!” he threatened shrilly.

“Cite, and be damned to you!” the
old man flung back. “There’s no au-
thority in you or in this state to take
away from me what’s legally mine!
I’'m no water hog, Parker, but | ain't
knucklin’ under to any such sell-out
as this! If the interests in this coun-
ty that pushed this act through the
legislature think they can make me
pull down the headgates of my dams
on the 15th of June, let’ »m try it!”

The Wild Horse men rallied be-
hind him with a roar of defiance.
Tom Greenway hauled himself to
his feet. “That says it for all of us,”
he boomed. “We’d have taken a
fair compromise and said no more
about it, but we won’t stand for
this!”

The courtroom was in an uproar.
Across the way Bill Rask and his
followers exchanged an uneasy but
knowing glance. Old Ki had turned
to the door and was striding down
the aisle. Cress caught up with him.
He expected the judge to order the
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shgriff to take the old man into cus-
tody.

It needed only a word from the
bench to touch off an explosion.
Parker seemed to realize it, for he
checked himself in the very act of
calling on Kinnard to arrest Ki.

The others had swung in behind
them, leaving only Linscott, as their
attorney, to represent them. At the
door, Kinnard was waiting. He
caught Cress’ eye as the Wild Horse
contingent surged past him and
called him aside.

“You’ll be here till the evening
train pulls out for the east,” he said
soberly as they walked outside to the
steps. “Keep an eye on the old man,
Cress. Something might happen to
him,” he added cryptically.

It pulled Cress up sharply. He
studied the sheriff’s inscrutable eyes
for a moment.

“Is that a warning, Rip?”

Kinnard shrugged. “It’s whatever
you want to make of it. 1 know Ki’s
mad enough to be careless about
what he walks into. . . Somebody
may- be figuring on that.”

Cress’ face whipped tight.
derstood the other perfectly.
couldn’t have made it plainer.

“So theyve got it all arranged,”
he said, his tone hard and flat. “For
all his swaggering Rask evidently
knows he’s got a long, tough trail
ahead of him or he wouldn’t be plan-
ning anything like that.” He shook
his head grimly. “Rubbing out my
father wouldn’t be any short-cut. Bill
ought to know that.”

“l didn’t say anything about Bill
RdaiSk'” Kinnard reminded him point-
edly.

Cress nodded woodenly. “That’s
right, Rip, you didn’t. But thanks
just the same. I’ll try to return this
favor some day.”

He caught up with his father. The
sheriff’s glance travelled along with
him, and a gleam of grudging ad-
miration for the tall, long-legged
man flowed into Kinnard’s unread-
able eyes.

“He’s young,” he thought, "but
there’s no noise or loose talk in
him.”

It was not Rip’s way to waste his

He un-
Rip
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time in idle speculation. The events
to come were already casting their
shadow before them, however, and
he did not find the future difficult to
read. OIld Morgan was in his grave
already; Ki Benton was still going
strong. It didn’t fool him. He
knew that in the end it would be
Cress who would carry the fight to
Bill Rask.

“The odds will be all against him,”
he mused, “but if | could choose
sides, he’d be my man.”

CHAPTER I

Wings of Death

"RESS had no intention of

(( , telling his father about

y what had passed between

Kinnard and himself. When Ki said,

“What did he have on his mind?”
Cress was ready for it.

“Just a little advice about keep-
ing the peace.”

“Rob you blind, then they tell you
to roll over and play dead, eh?” the
old man rapped. “Kinnard better not
tell me how to handle myself in this
town! It still ain’t ag’in the law
for a man to call a spade a spadel”

“We better keep our fighting for

the place where it will do some
good,7” Cress suggested. “They’re
not starting to tear down our head-
gates yet.”

Ki snorted furiously. “No, and

they never willl The man who puts
foot on my range for that purpose
will run into gunfire, no matter how
many tin badges he’s wearin’!”

Cash Ryan nodded his complete
accord with this. “We got a little
worse than we expected, but they
haven’t got our water yet.”

When they reached the Elkhorn
Hotel they had an hour to wait be-
fore the dining room opened. Cress
got Ryan aside before the latter gave
any instructions to the Flat Iron
riders. It didn’t take him long to
acquaint Cash with Kinnard’s warn-
ing. The foreman’s eyes narrowed
to slits in his hard-bitten face.

“The dirty skunks,” he ripped out
tensely. “That sounds like Bill Rask!

I’ll see that Buck and the boys are
around handy, no matter what comes.
It won’t be necessary to tell them
why.”

“Don’t tell anyone,” said Cress.
“If the old man gets wind of this
he’ll go gunning for someone.”

There was a short order restau-
rant and several saloons across the
street from the Elkhorn. Cress real-

ized that to hold the crew too close
to the hotel would be certain to
arouse his father’s suspicions.

“Let them drift over there, Cash,”
he suggested. “The two of us will
stick close to the old man. We’ll be
out on the porch most of the time.”

The hotel porch was covered and
about as comfortable a spot as could
be found in town. It was also an
excellent point from which to ob-
serve what went on. Greenway, Reb
Grinnell and the other owners gath-
ered around old Ki. They didnt
put it into words, but they knew if
Parker’s decision stood up that Flat
Iron would lose less than most of
them, for it could turn to the springs
and mountain creeks that dotted its
high range. Grinnell, for one, had
no source of water other than the
river.

“This could wind things up for
me, Ki,” he declared gloomily. “You
know 1 haven’t got any good winter
range. |’ve always had to feed most
of my stuff. | can’t do it with one
cuttin’ of alfalfa, and that’s all 1’ll
get if | don’t have water through
July”

“That goes for most of us,” an-
other spoke up. “Our only chance
is to stick together. It means war,
Ki, but it’s that or nothin’.”

“You don’t have to feel me out,”
the old man snapped, shrewdly sur-
mlssing what was behind their talk.
“l gave you my word long ago that
I'd stick with you to the finish. My
word’s always been enough. Maybe
I could git by without any water
from the river. But | ain’t interested
in finding out. What belongs to me,
I keep! [I’ve never sold an acre of
rangeland nor vented a brand in my

life. When | put my mark on any-
thin’, I put it there to stay. That
goes for my son, too. If anythin’



happens to me, he’ll keep my pledge

to you.” He glanced toward the
courthouse. “Wall” he snorted dis-
gustedly. “Bill Rask’ little side-

show is over!”

HE crowd was streaming out of
the building. In a few min-
utes Alva Linscott came out and
made directly for the hotel. Ryan
got up and offered him his chair at
Ki’s side. Linscott mopped his face.

“Wal?” Ki growled.

The lawyer shook his head hope-
lessly.

“It wasn’t any use,” he said. “I
tried to take some exceptions to
his ruling, but he refused to sus-
tain a single objection. He’s ap-
pointed three water-masters at four
hundred a year. He had the crust to
appoint you in District One.”

“Why, damn his ornery little hide,
I’ll see him in hell before I'll let
him hamstring me with any of his
appointments!” the old man roared.
“Settin’ me up to rob myself, is he?
W ait till 1 see him! [I’ll tell him!”

“Your refusal to serve won’t sur-
prise him any,” said Linscott. “That’s
part of the game, Ki; his way of
being able to say to the rest of this
state that he tried to be fair to you
and you wouldn’t cooperate.”

Ryan nudged Cress as Linscott
talked to Ki and the others, and he
glanced up to see Bill Rask crossing
the street in the direction of the
hotel. Brad Mulhall, the superin-
tendent of the Triple K ranches, was
with him.

A quick understanding glance ran
between Cress and Ryan. Their
careless attitudes gave no hint of
the alertness that gripped them as
they waited. Rask owned the most
palatial house in town, but since his
father’s death “ie had closed it and
made his headquarters at the EIlk-
horn whenever he was in the Lodge.

Cress was vaguely aware that con-
versation on the hotel porch had
ceased as the two men came up the
steps. Rask had-a self-satisfied smirk
on his lips. He kept his eyes ahead
of him, however. In the few sec-
onds it took him to cross the porch
the air became suddenly ominously
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still.
ously.

“A good dose of rat poison spread
around this hotel wouldn’t hurt it
none,” he observed thinly.

Rask’s shoulders lifted with rage
and the cords in his heavy neck
began to swell. He understood that
the remark was made for his ears,
and that the reference was to him-
self.

Cress’s hand edged toward his gun.
Bill was armed, and as he hesitated
at the door, Cress expected him to
whip around with his gun in his
fist.

Rask was tempted. But he was no
fool, and he had only to remind him-
self that he had something better
than this up his sleeve to want none

Ki Benton snorted contemptu-

of it. He pushed in with Mulhall
and the screen door banged sharply
behind them. Ki Benton laughed
scornfully.

“Streak of yellow in him just as
there was in his old man,” he

growled.

“Maybe,” Linscott said reproving-
ly. “It’s a little soon for laughing,
however. If these Rasks couldn’t
outfight a man, they were often

smooth enough to outsmart him, I'm
going home to dinner, but I'll .be
back in my office by one-thirty. Il
want you to drop up and sign some
papers. The best | can promise you,
Ki, is to try to slow this thing up so
it will go over to next year. | cant
do anything here; I'll have to go
down to Cheyenne and see if | can’t
get an injunction.”

Linscott had been gone a few min-
utes when Burrus Parker stepped on
the porch. Ki went after him in a
hurry,

“l understand you’ve appointed me
water-master, Parker,” he whipped
out fiercely.

“Yes; | thought you would ap-
preciate the responsibility—"

“Wal, you can put your job on
your eye! You rule me off the river
and then fix it so I'm to git four
hundred dollars for helpin’ to make
this dirty deal stand up! What are
you goin’ to git out of it—the nom-
ination for U. S. senator?”
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ARKER flushed and stammered.
His political ambitions were
well known.
“My services are not for sale, Ben-
ton!” he exclaimed, shaking with in-

dignation. “l made no bargain with
anyone! Ive tried to be patient
and lenient with you, but another

foul aspersion on my character will
bring some action from me, | prom-
ise you!”

“l doubt it,” Ki flung back. “Your
work here is finished, and you’ll go
back to Laramie and be glad to git
away. | know there was a deal. |'ve
got some evidence in my possession
to prove it. Any time you feel like
hailing me into court, you go ahead.
W hat I'll have to say will burn your
ears off!”

This was just a magnificent bluff,
but old Ki knew how to make the
most of it, and it was too near the
truth for Burrus Parker to challenge
it.

“lve been threatened before,” he
got out, badly ruffled. “You’re just
a lawless, whisky-drinking old man,

Benton! But you’ll be forced into
line!”
He sailed into the hotel and went

up to his rooms. There was not a
man on the porch but believed that
Ki had called the turn. Even Cress
was ready to admit it. But he asked
himself where this baiting, first of
Bill Rask and now of Judge Parker,
was to lead. He realized that it
could be the arranged prelude to a
smoky showdown. He got a chance
to speak to Cash about it as they
filed into the dining room.

“The old man sounded off just as
they had every reason to figure he
would,” he said. “If anything comes
of this, they can always prove that
he was the one who was looking for
trouble.”

“It looked queer to me for Rask to
wade through us with only Mulhall
with him,” Ryan observed. *“I felt
the same way when Parker showed
up alone. But maybe we’re just get-
tin” jumpy over nothin’. If any at-
tempt is made to cut the old man
down, it won’t be where there’s so
many of us around.”

Dinner passed off without any-

thing happening. Rask and Mulhall
came in and sat down at a table
across the room, but not before Cress
noticed that neither was armed. For
them to have laid aside their guns
only redoubled his suspicions.

“No matter what happens, they’re
going to be in the clear,” he thought.

He could no longer doubt the ac-
curacy of Kinnard’s warning. He was
just as sure by now that Bill Rask
was not the man to watch; when
trouble came, it would not come from
his direction.

Ki smoked an after-dinner cigar
on the porch. “I’'ll drop over to
Linscott’s office,” he announced then.
Cress and Ryan get up to accom-
pany him. “No need for you boys
to tag along,” he insisted.

“We’ll go, just the same,” said
Cress. “l don’t propose to have you
take on the whole town just be-
cause you got away with spitting in
Parker’s eye and putting the crawl
on Bill Rask.”

The old man gave in grudgingly,
and the three of them walked up the
street together.

Linscott’s office was located over
the Medicine Lodge Mercantile
Company’s store. Other professional
men had their offices there. The
stairway to the second floor led up
from a side entrance to the building.
The street door stood open. Cress
pushed past his father and glanced
above. The setup was made to or-
der for what he feared. Anyone so
inclined could easily pop out of one
of the offices and pick off a man
climbing the stairs.

“What’s your hurry?” old Ki
rapped.

Cress didn’t bother to answer. He
was halfway up the stairs already.
When he reached the second floor
he swung in close to the wall and
waited. A door opened down the
hall. He whipped around and drew
in one motion, and then was covered
with confusion, for it was only Mrs.
Langer, one of Doc Edmund’s pa-
tients.

N THE way down she stopped
to speak with his father, Ryan



stood aside, his vigilance unrelaxed.
But nothing happened.

Linscott had not returned from
home. He came in shortly. By the
time the papers had been signed, it
was after three o’clock. Ryan had
several things he needed for the
ranch that couldn’t be had in Wild
Horse.

“Hardy offered to send for them,”
he said, “But that’ll take time.”

“We’ll wait,” Ki grumbled. “What
we can’t buy in Wild Horse, we’ll
do without. I’ve spent my last dol-
lar in this town!”

When they got back to the hotel,
the sun had gone around to the
porch and they moved back from the
railing, hunting the shade.

The town had quieted down, and
Cress began to breathe a little easier.
Ki had dozed off in his chair.

“Somethin” went wrong with their
plans,” Ryan murmured. “l reckon
it was oyer there on the stairs they
planned to hand it to him.”

Cress nodded. He glanced at his
watch. “An hour and ten minutes to
train time,” he said.

Some of the Wild Horse men, who
had been down the street, began to
put in an appearance. Across the
way Cress saw part of the Flat Iron
crew playing pool. Three or four
others were lined up at the bar. Ev-
ery few seconds they glanced across
at the hotel, proof enough that they
were not doing much drinking.

At the corner, Kinnard emerged
from the hardware store with Jim
Brown, the proprietor, and stood
there talking, his cold gaze sweep-
ing the street. Del Springer, the
marshal, who was responsible for
the peace of the town, passed them.
There was no friendship between
him and Kinnard, and they did not
speak.

In the saloon two doors from
where the Flat Iron men were play-
ing pool, a quarrel broke out. Angry
voices floated across to the hotel
porch. It sounded like the usual
saloon argument.

Two men came out several minutes
later. One of them was Buck Marr,
a Triple K rider; the other, a trucu-
lent, foul-spoken little man by the
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name of Bush Spangler, who was
generally considered as worthless as
the small piece of range he owned
out on the flat-lands west of the

Lodge.

It was these two who had been
quarrelling, and they were still
standing up to each other with blood
in their eye.

“Don’t crowd me too far, Span-
gler!” lantern-jawed Buck Marr
warned. “You wouldn’t dare to open

your mouth to me if you didn’t have
a skin full of liquor!”

Spangler ripped out a vile oath
and snapped up his gun. Buck Marr
was armed, but instead of drawing,
he tried to slap the long-barrelled
Colt out of Spangler’s hand. It was
strange behavior for a man reputed
to be as handy with a six-gun as
Buck Marr.

Everyone was watching now. The

Flat Iron men had thrown aside
their pool cues and rushed to the
sidewalk. Rip Kinnard was running

up from the corner. Del Singer, the
town marshal, was not in sight. Of
those who were, only old Ki, asleep
in his chair, was unaware of what
was happening.

“The fool!” Cash Ryan jerked out,
“Spangler will kill him!”

He was only stating what he be-
lieved to be a fact, not expressing
any sympathy for Buck Marr. Cress
felt the same way about it. Who had
the right of this quarrel, and how it
ended, did not concern him.

Spangler had dropped a step be-
yond Marr’s reach. It gave him all
the time he needed to carry out his
part of this carefully rehearsed
“fight.” At the right second the
Triple K puncher leaped aside. It
put the hotel porch directly in the
line of fire. W ith his gun at his hip,
Spangler squeezed the trigger. If
Buck Marr was untouched by that
rocketing blast it wasn’t because
Bush Spangler’s shooting was bad.
Quite the reverse was true; the real
target sat on the hotel porch, and
the slug that went speeding across
the street found its mark.

It came so quickly that the dozen
men caught there didn’t have a
chance to move. For a moment neith-
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er Cress nor Ryan was aware of
what happened. They saw Kinnard
reach Spangler and drop him with a
sharp chop on the head with the
barrel of his gun.

LL that was washed out of their

minds an instant later as old Ki
slumped over in his chair. Cress
caught him as he started to slip to
the floor, his eyes torn wide as he
beheld the widening red stain
spreading over his father’s shirt. His
startled, anguished cry froze in his
throat.

“Good God!” he groaned. “They
got him, Cash! We sat here and let
them kill him before our eyes!”

Buck Marr’s strange conduct was
completely understandable to him
now, even as he realized that Marr
and Spangler were only tools, doing
another man’s bidding.

The Wild Horse men were
stunned for a second. They leaped
to their feet then, clutching their

guns, crying their wrath and thirst
for vengeance.

The iron will that was in Cress
Benton asserted itself. Very little
sentiment or emotion had ever

passed between his father and him-
self. It was no gauge of their true
feeling for each other. But Cress
'knew this was not the time to con-
sider his loss.

“You stick with him, Cash!” he or-
dered. “A doctor couldn’t help him;
he’s gone! You others—stand where
you are and let me handle this!”

Leaping over the railing, he ran
across the street. Del Singer had
made a belated appearance. He
snapped a handcuff on Marr’s wrist.
Hauling Spangler to his feet, he
shackled the pair together. Out of
nowhere, it seemed, Triple K men
had appeared in number. The Flat
Iron crew stood bunched together, a
hard, grim slant to their mouths. Rip
Kinnard had not said a word. He

just stood there silent and for-
midable, his unreadable eyes missing
nothing.

“Why in hell are you lockin’ me
up, Dell?” Marr was protesting loud-
ly, still carrying .through with his
bluff. “l wasn’t disturbin’ the

peace; | didn’t even have my gun
out of the leather! AIl | done was
to tell Spangler to lay off of me!
| knew he was drunk, but a man
don’t have to back away from that
all afternoon. It wasnt my fault
that shot went wild and nailed old
Benton!”

“Shut up!” the marshal barked. “It
was an accident, | allow, but I'm tak-
in’ the two of you in.”

Cress grabbed him by the shoulder
and spun him around.

“Don’t let me hear you call this an
accident, Springer!” he said tensely.
“You know better!”

“Why, | don’t know anythin' of
the sort—” the marshal started to
bluster. Something in the depths

of Cress’ gray eyes stopped him. He
flashed an appealing glance at the
Triple K men in the crowd.

“You slimy little toad, you were in
on this!” Cress followed up accus-
ingly. “You knew what was coming
up! Arresting these men is just a
trick to protect them. Give them
back their guns and take off the
handcuffs if you dare.”

“Don’t you try to tell me my
duty!” Springer retorted, trying to
reassert his authority. “I want this
street cleared now! Break it up,
men!”

Nobody moved. Kinnard tapped
the marshal on the arm. “You bet-
ter go along with your prisoners,”
he advised quietly. “I’ll  handle
things here.”

PRINGER was glad enough to
S seize this way out. The sheriff
ordered the crowd to disperse. “You
Flat Iron men walk over to the ho-
tel; the rest of you go on about your
business.”

He waited for them to start mov-
ing away. One or two began it, and
the others followed, though they
could not have said why they chose
to obey. Kinnard nodded and walked
across the street with Cress.

“l was all set for it, Rip, but they
caught me flat-footed,” the latter
muttered. “You saw what happened.
It was murder,”

“If it was—you’ll never be able to
prove it.”



“No, and | don’t propose to waste
my time trying. But I'll square it
with interest.”

The crowd on the porch let them
through. Bill Rash and Mulhall
stood near the door. Cress pulled
away from Kinnard and faced the
big man. Some of Rask’s self-as-
surance seemed to drain out of him.

“You've had things your way to-
day, Rask;” Cress said, his voice thin
with his hatred of the man. “But

I’ pull you down before I'm
through. Grinding the life out of
you won’t satisfy me; I’ll make it

hurt worse than that.”

Bill’s lips curled away from his
teeth. “That’s a game two can play,
Benton.”

Cress shook his head. “Not for a
minute! I'm the Flat Iron now.
You’ll find you’ve got something

more than a gun-fight on your hands.
You know how to bushwhack a man
and push men around; but that’s as
fbr as your brains go. You've got a
lesson coming to you, and you’re go-
ing to get it!”

CHAPTER 111

Gunsmoke Deadline

HE big Flat Iron house

seemed silent and empty

without Ki Benton’s aggres-

sive, cantankerous spirit to
things tick. Cress felt it keenly,
missing most of all the very prod-
ding that at times had been almost
unbearable.

He had no complaint to make
about the way the work was going;
the branding had been completed
around the Stepping Stone peaks
and the wagon had begun moving
down the river. Ryan was up there
with most of the crew, and the word
he sent down was that the stuff had
wintered well and that the calf crop
was better than usual.

Cress realized that he had fallen
heir to Cash’s loyalty to old Ki. As
for the crew, he had always been
one of them, never taking an easy
trail because he was the old man’s
son. By and large, he believed they
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would follow him no matter in what
direction he moved. In the three
weeks that had passed since his fa-
ther had been laid away it had be-
come increasingly clear to him that
an era had died with the old man;
that the old days and old ways were
gone forever. Ki had always denied
it; but Wyoming had been growing
up.
W hat the immediate future was to
bring, no one could say. But Cress
had convinced himself that armed re-
bellion, like the Johnson County
War, would not save the day if Lin-
scott’s efforts down in Cheyenne to
have Burrus Parker’s ruling set aside
ended in failure.

Linscott had won a temporary stay
and was now being heard by the state
supreme court, endeavoring to have
the whole matter reversed. Cress
had been hearing from him every
day or two. The increasing pessi-
mism of his letters was indication
enough of what he thought the out-
come would be.

Cress was in the ranch office this

morning, rereading Linscott’s last
communication, received two days
previous, when Curly Gibson, the

ranch handyman, limped across the
yard, a saddled horse in tow. He
left the animal at the rack and
walked into the office. He was an
old Flat Iron retainer, his riding
days over, who had been with the
brakel for half a lifetime.

“Thar’s yore big gray hoss,” he
said. “Cornin’ up from the corral |
noticed his right fore shoe was loose.
Stopped and had Mac reset it. Jest
as well that yuh was held up a few
minutes. Someone cornin’ over the
rise to the south. Looks like it
might be Greenway.”

Cress walked to the door with a
pair of glasses and put them on the
visitor.

“It’s Tom Greenway,” he mur-
mured. “Another meeting tonight, |
suppose.”

“Like as not,” old Curly grumbled.
“Too many meetin’s and too little
bein’ done, if yuh ask me. Thar
wouldn’t have bin so many meetin’s
if yore pa was here; he alius knew
what he wanted to do without a lot
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of palaverin’. Come hell or high
water, he was ready for it.”

Cress smiled to himself, realizing
that here was one of his father’s
disciples who had bred true and that
nothing could change him.

“You were weaned on gunsmoke,
Curly, and you don’t understand
anything else. Tom Greenway is a
good leader.”

“Mebbe. But this was a job for a
Benton. | don’t know why yuh re-
fused to take it.”

Cress could have told him. He
passed it off lightly, however, re-
fusing to be drawn out.

ten minutes later. Benton went
out to greet him.

“Will you get down,
queried.

“No, just stoppin’a minute. | have
to get word to the others. We’ra
gettin’ together at my place tonight.
Can we count on you?”

“Yes, I'll stop in on my way back
from town. There ought to be some
word from Linscott. Anything par-
ticular come up?”

“Well, they finally got a water-
master for this district,” Greenway
declared contemptuously. “W hen
they found they couldn’t get a man
in this district to take the job, they
went all the way back to the Lodge

GREENWAY rode into the yard

Tom?” he

for one, Pete Nasby! A fine piece
of riff-rafft God help him if he
shows his long nose around here!

He’ll be sent a Kkitin’, dressed up in
tar and feathers!”

Cress nodded. “He’ll be lucky to
get off that easy. But he’ll be back,
and he won’t come alone the second
time. Kinnard will be with him.”

Greenway’s mouth closed with a
snap. “If Rip Kinnard asks for cards
in this game, he’ll have to play ’em!”

His meaning was plain enough.

“He’s the law, Tom,” Cress ob-
served soberly. “He can deputize as
many men as he needs. If that isn’t

enough, he can call for the militia.”
Greenway stiffened in his saddle
and his seamed face grew stern and
forbidding.
“That’s strange talk, cornin’ from
you,” he got out accusingly. Under

his bushy brows his faded eyes were
shocked and incredulous. Are you
gettin’ ready to back down?”

"No, not an inch,” was the deter-
mined answer. “No matter what
comes of Linscott’s efforts, | intend
to go on fighting this steal, and all it
represents, until this end of the
country is free of Rask’s gang of
plunderers. I’ve given this a lot of
thought, Tom, and | don’t see how
we can beat it by defying the law.
Oh, | know the law is rotten and
how it was rigged against us! But
it’s the law!”

Greenway rared back. “I’'m damned
if it’s my law!” he exclaimed. “Just
because a bunch of highbinders get
somethin’ on the books is no reason
the free people of this country have
got to bend the knee to it! You
didn’t have no such idea the last time
we talked. What’s got into you,
Cress? Have you got anythin’ bet-
ter to suggest?”

“I’Il have something to say to-

night. You may not think it’s any
better. But it will be what | be-
lieve. I'm as ready to fight as the

next one, and without counting the
cost, but I want to fight to win.”

“We’ll be glad to listen to you,”
Greenway said stiffly as he swung
his horse and rode away.

Old Curly had overheard it all. He
shook his head disgustedly.

“Sounds like yo’re bucklin’ under
to me,” he grumbled. “I don’t know
what kinda fightin’ it is yo’re gittin’
ready to do, but it don’t sound like
yore pa’s kind. Ki would turn over
in his grave if he heard yuh shyin’
away from buckin’ the law jest
‘cause it is the law. This’d still be
Injun country if the men who pio-
neered this state hadn’t fought back
when some, crook got a law put on
the books!”

He started across the yard, mut-
tering to himself. Cress called back.

“Get this straight, Curly! I'm
bossing this outfit now. My way
may not always be my father’s way.
When it isn’t, just remember that it
still is my way!”

“Yes, sir,” the old man muttered.

Cress winced at the “sir,” and he
was halfway to town before he over-



came his annoyance with himself for
having lost his temper with Curly.
Several miles east of Wild Horse he
overtook Cherry Grinnell, driving in
on some errand for her father’s
Quarter Circle ranch. He tied his
horse on behind the rig and got in
with her.

“You’re pretty this morning,” he
told her. “And skirts! This must
be something special,”

Cherry laughed. She was fond of
Cress. Just how much he meant to
her was an unanswered question in
her mind.

“l have to remind myself once in
a while that I'm a girl,” she said,
“But | don’t mind telling you, Cress,
that 1'd be willing to trade these
patent leather pumps for a comfort-
able pair of boots.”

Cress grinned.
them off?”

“Why not take

HERRY shook her head. “No,
sirl | spent an extra half hour
putting on this finery, and I'm not
going to spoil the general effect.”

She had a trim little figure. - Clad
in a pair of tight-fitting levis, and
astride a bronc with ideas of its own,
her dark hair flying, she was some-
thing to excite any man.

The merry light in her brown eyes
faded as they drove along. The shad-
ow that lay over this land touched
her as much as it did Cress.

“We don’t see you at Quarter Cir-
cle any more,” she said. “I know
how busy you must be, but I hoped
you would ride over some evening.
Things are not like they were for
any of us. Father doesn’t say much,
but 1 know he’s terribly worried.
The situation looks hopeless to me.
I hear a lot of brave talk, especially
from Babe. He’s so young and such
a hothead, Cress! [If trouble comes,
I know he’ll be in the thick of it
How much longer do yotf suppose
it’ll be before Mr. Linscott will
know whether it’s yes or no?”

“A day or two, Cherry. There’s
another meeting tonight; Greenway
was at the house this morning.
W hen it’s over, | may not have many
friends left around here.”

Cress” tone was so enormously
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sober that she gazed at him with
frank anxiety.

“What do you mean?” she de-
manded, a sharp edge of misgiving
in her tone.

“I'm going to speak my mind. |
didn’t see this coming, but | realized
as long as three years ago that we
were at the mercy of the western
half of the county. We could have
done something about it; settlers
tried to come in. The big outfits al-
ways turned them back.”

“They were farmers, Cress!” Cher-
ry was frankly aghast at his sugges-
tion.

“Farmers, yes, and voters. There’s
thousands of acres of fine farm land
between here and the peaks. But
this was cow country, my father in-
sisted; not an acre was to be put to
the plow. The fact is that you can’t
name a brand that hasn’t more range
than it needs. Flat Iron could have
moved back into the hills a bit, for
one. It wasn’t any use to say any-
thing; 1 knew my father wouldn’t
listen. The old heads had their way,
and you know the result; Wild
Horse is still just a wide place in
the road with its three hundred peo-
ple. We pay taxes, but we don't
have anything to say about how Box
Elder County is run.”

“Cress, it’s too late for that!”
Cherry spoke with a man’s deter-
mination. “This thing is on us now,
and we've got to fight the best way
we can. You will turn people against
you if you show up at that meeting
tonight and repeat what you've just
told me.”

“What I'll have to say will be
along that line,” he answered unhesi-

tatingly. “It’s time someone spoke
the truth and began using his
brains.”

Cherry kept her eyes on the team
for a minute, saying nothing, her
chin up.

“I'm sorry if you’re displeased
with me,” Cress said. “I figured
you’d understand if no one else did.”

“l only know we’ve got to resist—
stick together and fight with all
we’ve got! To suggest anything now
that might divide us is unthinkable.
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even if we lose, let’s go down
fighting!”
Cress shook his head. “That

sounds noble, going down to glorious
defeat. But dying for a lost cause
is nothing short of stupid when a
way to win might have been found if
we hadn’t stubbornly refused to try
to find that way. I’ve heard all the
war talk that’s going the rounds. |
grew up on that sort of stuff. That’s
why I'm the last of the Bentons. |
had three brothers. You know what
happened to them. Have you asked
yourself how you’re going to feel if
Babe is brought home dead? He’s
only a kid, but he’ll be in this. So
will a lot more no older than he.
They’re hollering the loudest right
now; no matter what you do, you
won’t be able to keep them out of
it.”

Cherry Grinnell had been tortur-
ing herself for days with this very
fear. Her pride and spirit would
not let her confess it, however.

“Stubbornness is where you find
it,” she said. “You don’t realize it,
but once your mind is made up, it’s
as foolish to try to get you to change
it as it was with your father. You've
got courage, Cress, | imagine you’ll
need it. You’ll certainly find the
men disagreeing with you violently.”

“l don’t know how much courage
I've got,” he told her, “but I'm cer-
tainly going to state my convic-
tions.”

Cress failed to find a letter from
Cheyenne awaiting him. A note in
his box, however, said there was a
telegram at the railroad office.

HE wire was from Linscott. It
was brief and to the point. The
injunction had been vacated.
was nothing further he could do. He
was on his way to Wild Horse and
would be there on the evening train.
It was only what Cress had been
anticipating. It robbed the moment
of any real disappointment. All the
legal tactics had won a respite of
barely two weeks. His own dams, as
well as the others in the Wild Horse
district, were still up. As he read
the law, they were there in violation
of it at that moment.

“It will bring things to a head in
a hurry,” he said to himself as he
walked up from the station.

He decided against spreading the
news before Linscott arrived. The
evening train would be there early
enough for them to have supper in
town and reach Greenway’s place in
time for the meeting. He expected
tempers to flare, not that the others
were any less prepared for what had
happned than he. It promised to
provide anything but an auspicious
moment for what he had to say.

“l won’t put it off,” he murmured.
“Tomorrow or the next day would be
too late. For whatever it’s worth,
I'm giving it to them tonight.”

When Linscott arrived, he had lit-

tle to say.
“Tomorrow’s the first of July,
Cress; | don’t suppose these two

weeks of sparring have helped you

much. You understand, of course,
that the whole matter reverts to
Parker’s original ruling. It means

that anyone maintaining an obstruc-
tion to the natural flow of the river
in District One can be hailed into
court without further notice.”

Cress nodded glumly. “You know
what will happen. | don’t believe
you’ll hear any complaint against
you from those of us who've shared
the expense of fighting this action.
They know you’ve done all you
could. But don’t expect them to lis-
ten to your advice tonight, I’ve got
a couple things to say to them, and
I don’t expect them to listen to me.”

During supper at the shabby old
Morgan House, the town’s only ho-
tel, Cress spoke freely of the course
he proposed to take. Alva Linscott
was frankly amazed.

There “That’s taking a long range view

of it,” he said. “And it’s all right,

Cress. But it will take nerve .to
stick it out alone, and that’s what
you’ll have to do, I'm afraid. Your
neighbors will hate the sight of
you.”

Cress’s mouth tightened character-
istically. “lI can stand the hard
names and all the rest of it just so
long as | know I'm going in the
right direction. | don’t want any
cheap victories. | 'told Bill Rask



what he could expect from me. I'm
not letting anything get in the way
of it.”

Linscott gazed at his empty cup
for a moment.

“Ki was never afraid to play a lone
hand, no matter how stiff the odds
were against him,” he observed
thoughtfully. “You go to it, Cress.
You’ll find me standing with you
whenever you happen to need me.
About tonight, though. .. You bet-
ter hold in until 1've left. There are
reasons why I°d prefer not to sit in
on anything that might be construed
as a circumvention of the law. |
guess you understand.”

“Certainly,” was Cress’s answer.
“I’ve hired a rig at the livery. Il
drive out with you and you can get
back by yourself.”

When they reached Greenway’s
ranch they found they were the last
to arrive. Benches and chairs had
been placed in the yard. Every own-
er in District One was there.

The unexpected appearance of the

lawyer was almost explanation
enough in itself of the purpose of
his coming. Conversation died away

as Linscott and Cress made their
way up to the table where Tom
Greenway sat. Cress felt the vague
hostility in the glances that Green-
way and Reb Grinnell and one or
two others directed at him. He put
it down to what had passed between
Tom and himself that morning and
to what Cherry might have said to
her father. He pretended to ignore
it.

Greenway stood up, his gaunt face
graver than usual after a few whis-
pered words with Linscott, and
called the meeting to order.

“Alva is here with news for us,”

he said. “I’'m sorry to say it’s bad
news. But I’ll let him speak for
himself.”

INSCOTT knew these men too
well to dress up what he had to

say in legal verbiage. All he could
tell them was to repeat what he had
said to Cress. The crowd listened in
grim silence.
“I wish 1
hope to you,” he said.

could hold out some
“The best |
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can do is to give you some advice.
Bend all your energies to having this
law changed; support a man for the
legislature who will carry on your
fight in the only way it can be car-
ried on legally, 1 don’t have to say
anything about the law itself; we've
been over that often enough. We
know it’s unfair; that it was accom-
plished by the foulest trickery. You
can defy it temporarily and drench
in bloodshed. But I'm warning you
that every blow you strike will only
make it more certain that you will
lose in the end. Let me finish!” he
cried as the crowd found its voice
and began to howl him down. “Don’t
think any half-hearted attempt will
be made to enforce this law! You’re
against it, and popular opinion
across the state may be against it,
but | tell you to remember that
there’s not a cowman in District
Three, and very few in District Two,
who isn’t determined to have it car-
ried out to the letter! They’re or-
ganized, and they own the two as-
semblymen from this county lock,
stock and barrel!

“They’re the two men who sold
you out!” he finished dramatically,
his shaggy iron gray hair flying.
“Eli Heffernan and Dan Horner!
Until you’ve thrown them out of of-
fice and exposed them as Bill Rask’s
paid henchmen, you can fight till
you’re broke, or in jail, or both, and
it won’t change a thing!”

Cress had never seen Linscott
whip himself up like this. The
thought crossed his mind that Alva
had deliberately set the stage for
what he, himself, had to say.

Reb Grinnell had jumped up, an-
gry as a hornet. “I’m not waitin’ to
git rid of Horner and Heffernan!
I’'m standin’ on my rights as a free
citizen to defend my property! My
dam stays up till my second crop of
alfalfa is on the way! The man who
tries to pull it down is goin’ to run

into gunfire!”
That was what the crowd wanted
to hear. Almost to a man they

echoed his sentiments.

“l have nothing more to say, gen-
tlemen,” Linscott observed. “I’ll bid
you good night.”
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His going was the signal for tem-

pers to boil over. Greenway got
Cress’s attention. “If you have any
remarks to make, I’ll hear them be-
fore we go any further.”

Cress walked to the table and
faced the crowd.

“’Il._ make this short,” he said.

“The headgates of Flat Iron’s three

dams are coming down tomorrow
morning.”
He couldn’t have said anything

more at the moment if he had tried.
A bellow of wrath roared forth from
the men. A dozen or more leaped
to their feet, their faces stained with
rage. Reb Grinnell made himself
heard above the commotion,

“Jest what | told yuh, Greenway!”
he cried. “He’s walkin’ out on us!”
He fought his way up to Cress.
“Proud as Ki was of you, | never
thought 1d live to see the day that
you’d bring shame on him! You sat
on the porch of the Elkhorn with us
a few hours before he was killed and
heard him tell us his word was his
bond; that he’d stick with us to the
very end! You heard him say that
if anythin’ happened to him that his
son would keep that promise for
him?!”

“l did, Reb.” Cress’s voice was
tight and unwavering. “I’ll  keep
that promise to the letter, but Il
keep it in my own way. If Tom re-
peated to you what | had to say this
morning, you know about what that
way is going to be. | don’t propose
to throw myself into a losing fight,”

men. From three or four di-
rections came cries to throw him out.
He was not only called a double-
crosser and a turn-coat but accused
of being in league with the forces
they were fighting. Help came from
an unexpected source. Young Jim
Cameron, whose range lay in the
Little Medicines, climbed up on his
chair.

“Don’e be so quick on the name
calling!” he cried, “Benton has al-
ways been one of us! He’s waited a
long time to declare himself, but if
he’s got something on his mind, give
him a chance to say it!”

REASON was going out of these

Some of the cooler heads echoed
this demand. The crowd gradually
stilled its noise. In a hostile si-
lence Cress raised his voice again.

“l've attended all the meetings. |
haven’t heard a word that gives me
any reason to believe that what you
plan has any chance of succeeding.
If you weren’t afraid to look this
thing 'in the eye you’d realize it, too.
Linscott just told you the truth. |

couldn’t add anything to that if |
talked here all night. If you haven't
anything better to suggest than

drawing a deadline across this coun-
ty and throwing lead at whoever at-
tempts to enforce this water law,
then | can’t go along withe you. But
if youre willing to use your heads
and try to outsmart Bill Rask and
the crowd that’s behind this steal,
I’ll go the whole way. | know the
pinch can be staved off for a year.”

“We’re listening!” Jim Cameron
shouted. “What’s your idea?”
“Just this: I’ve read the law care-

fully. There’s nothing in it as it
stands now that says how high we
can build our dams. Let Grinnell
build his up about four feet. With
some help, he can do it in a couple
hours. When that’s been done, get
word to me; I'll open up. There’s a
lot of water in the river right now.
When the crest reaches Grinnell’s
dam it will back up and go over the
bank. You know what happened six
years ago this spring, when we had
the flood; all of Squaw Basin was
put under water, -it was fall before
the last of it found its way into
Witch Creek and back to the river.
Let Rask and his water-master call it
what they will. We’ll call it an ac-
cident. It won’t help all of us, but
it will save those who need water
most.”

Greenway and the rest did not
question but what it could be done.
A few saw it giving them at least
half a loaf, and they were inclined
to favor it; others objected violently,
and none so loudly as Reb Grinnell.

“It’s no answer to our problem!”

he railed, “We could only git away
with it once, men! Some of my best
graze is in Squaw Basin; it ain’t

fair to me to put it under water!”



“Is it grass yojire going to be
short of, or water?” Cress demanded
thinly, his patience crumbling. It
brought Tom Greenway down on
him,

“That ain’t the size of what you’re
proposin’, Benton! When the flood
filled up Squaw Basin there was lit-
tle enough of it could be put to use!
1’d be against your proposition if we
could use-every drop of it! To do
what you say and then pull down our
headgates would be to recognize this
water law! The second we do that
we’re licked!

“Wait a minute!” Cameron yelled.
“There may be some difference of
opinion about that, Tom! It isn’t
up to you to say what we’ll do! Put
this to a vote!”

That settled it; out of all those
present only four could be found
wh® favored the plan.

“That’s answer enough,” Cress
told them. “My sympathies will be

with you, but Flat Iron will have to
stand alone.”

In an ominous silence he started
for his horse. He had not taken ten
steps before he found Reb Grinnell
blocking his way.

“You can’t straddle the fence, Ben-

ton!” was Grinnell’s ringing chal-
lenge. “You’re either with wus or
ag’in us! If you try to touch your

headgates, you’ll be stopped!”

Gazing at the enraged man, his
own face flat and uncompromising,
Cress found it hard to believe that
this was the old friend who had so
often welcomed him to Quarter Cir-
cle and smiled his approval of his at-
tentions to Cherry. He realized that
this spelled the end of all that. He
said:

“l hope you’ll change your mind
about attempting to stop me, Reb.
If you don’t, there’ll be some blood
spilled, and it will be your fault.”

Cameron stepped in between them.

“I’ll walk over to your horse with
you, Benton,” he said. “You’ve had
your say and so has Grinnell.”

“Much obliged,” Cress muttered as
he swung up into his saddle. “I’'m
sorry we never got to know each oth-
er betifeer. | don’t suppose we’ll be
friends the next time we meet.”
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“I'm afraid not. You've chosen a
rough road to ride. | admire you for
it. If | could afford it, 1’d travel it
with you. | wouldn’t make the mis-
take of thinking that Reb was bluff-
ing.”

“l won’t,” Cress said as he
away.

rode

CHAPTER IV

The Die Is Cast

HEN he reached Flat
Iron, Cress went to the
Bunkhouse and got

Stony McCarran out of bed.

“l want you to find our wagon and
tell Ryan | want to see him,” he
said. “Tell him it’s urgent.”

Cash reached the house about sun-
up. Cress was waiting for him in
the ranch office. The lines in the
former's rocky face deepened as he
listened to a frank account of what

the past twenty-four hours had
brought and of the position Flat
Iron was taking.

“I've committed myself to this

course and 1'm going to fight it out
along thal line,” Cress said at the
end. “It means hard names and
hatred for everyone connected with
me. | believe that in the end the
ones who have been first to turn
against me will be glad to whistle
another tune. But it will take time—
perhaps a long time.”

Ryan realized that he had to state
his position.

“Its’ going to take me a minute or
two to get used to the idea of Flat
Iron fighting its neighbors,” he de-
clared with his usual gravity. “Some-
times it takes bitter medicine to
work a cure. | don’t believe there’s
a wrong bone in your body, Cress.
If this is the way you see it, then
it’s the way | see it. | don’t care
how many turns and bad spots we
find in this trail if it’ll only take us
to where we can smash Bill Rask!”

“l didn’t have any doubt about
you, Cash,” Benton said. “We’ve got
some old hands in this outfit. They
may not see this eye-te-eye with us.
If they don’t, they better be moving
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on. All of us want to be of one opin-
ion here. We’ve got a three-sided
fight on our hands; there’s likely to
be dead men in it before it’s over.
I want you to make that plain to the
crew. Give them their choice. If
it’s just wages they see, tell them
it isn’t worth it.”

Ryan shook his head.
know where to begin, Cress. It’s a
grumbling, free-spoken crew, but
there ain’t a man on it who wouldn’t
go through hellfire for you. Old
Curly’s a sample of what | mean;
he’ll dress you down to your face,
but just let someone else try it!”

“You're telling me what | wanted
to hear,” Cress’s mouth had lost
some of its severity. “l had every
reason to know it for myself. But
I've never taken this outfit into a
fight before; | wanted to be sure.
You catch the men at breakfast and
tell them how things stand. They’re
entitled to know. . . How many have
you got here?”

“Counting ourselves, ten.”

“That’ll be enough. We’ll start
with the lower dam. We ought to
be able to knock all three down in a
couple hours.”

Flat Iron’s southern line touched
Quarter Circle within a few yards
of the lower dam. Ryan and Cress
discussed that for a minute. If trou-
ble came, they were agreed they
could expect it from that direction.

“If they mean business,” said
Cash, “they’ll be able to pick us off
before we get up to the dam. There’s
a little rise off there to the south;
they could lay out on it without ex-
posing themselves. We’ll be in the
open. , . How do you propose to
handle this?”

“We’ll let them fire the first shot.
If they do, we’ll go after them. The
line won’t mean a thing,”

“All right,” Ryan muttered. He
started out only to turn back at the
door. “We've got a dozen men with
the wagon. | could have them here
early this afternoon.”

Cress said no. “We won’t wait. |
told them the headgates were com-
ing down this morning. We’ll stick
to that.”

“l wouldn’t

E HAD his breakfast. Old Cur-
H ly had his horse at the rack by

the time he finished. The old
was full of pepper this morning.

“Is thar any reason why | can’t
ride with yuh?” he demanded
crustily. “I've still got one good
ruckus in my system!”

Cress smiled. “You seemed to
have changed your tune,” he chided.

Curly brushed it off. “When I
blew up yestiddy I .didn’t know what
kinda cards yuh was holdin’. If this
is the way to git Bill Rask, it’s good
enough for me! Wal, how about it?
Do I go?”

Cress shook his head. “You stick
here with Mac and the cook. If we
get in over our heads it will be up
to you to reach the wagon and get
Tiny and the others down here in
a hurry.”

Ryan and the men rode across the
yard together. Everyone of them
had a rifle under his leg. Cress
swung up, and they struck off to-
ward the river at once.

They were in sight of the dam in
half an hour. Cress put his glasses

to his eyes and scanned the rise
across the Quarter Circle line.
“They’re there!” he announced.

“Lots of ’'em!”

Ross Santell swung his horse in
close. He was a Flat Iron stalwart.
“We can get across if we turn east
a mile. It’s the only way we can
come up in back of them.”

There was no question about that.

The dam was holding back so much
water that the river had spread out
to a width of a hundred yards; at
the dam itself the water was far too
deep to do anything but swim the
horses across.

“l don’t want to cross Grinnell’s
fence without provocation,” Cress
declared. “We’ll see if they fire on
us.”

They were soon in rifle range of
the men hidden on the rise. Cress
and Ryan were the first to reach the

dam. The latter ordered a rope to
be tied to the top plank, that it
might be pullgpl out. Santell and

Frosty Roberts slid out of their sad-
dles to do the job. The heavy planks
had rings in them so that they could

man



be easily removed. The moment
Santell touched the ring it brought
a blast of gunfire. The shots were
not close and were obviously intend-
ed as a warning.

“If that was a bluff, we’ll call it!”
Cress rapped. He took the rope out
of Santell’s hand and reached for
the plank. It brought a prompt and
vicious answer. The slugs spattered
all around him. One pinged off the
dripping plank and clipped his chin.

“Hold your fire!” he ripped out
as he saw his men throw their rifles
to their shoulders. “Let ’em think
we don’t want any of this! We’ll
go up the river and get through
their fence! They’d cut us to rib-
bons down here!”

He sounded like old Ki now. Un-
der his direction, they dropped back
out of range without firing a shot.
They swung their broncs then and
rode hurriedly up the river for a
mile.

“This is as good a spot as we’ll
find!” Ryan called out. He put his
horse in the water and crossed. The
others followed. It took them only
a few minutes to knock down a sec-
tion of Quarter Circle fence. They
knew the men stretched out on the
slope had them outnumbered. But
their position was no longer an ad-
vantage.

“The fun’s over,” Cash got out

harshly. “It’s for keeps from now
on. When you shoot, make it
count!”

Cress nodded. “If you’re ready,
we’ll go!"

They pulled their horses to a gal-
lop in a few yards, swinging first
away from the river and then back
to it when they had the foe ahead
of them.

Their guns began to talk as they
swept over a low, intervening ridge.
It brought an answering blast. The
charge did not waver. The men on
the slope dropped over the crest
with their horses. But they had
nothing but the river at their back
now. Knowing they could not de-
fend their position, they broke and
fled.

“Let ’'em go!” Cress shouted when
Flat Iron topped the slope and he
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saw the invaders fleeing. “We can
pull the planks from this side as
well as the other. You take a man
or two, Cash; the rest of us will
cover you if they try to come at us
again.”

“All right, Ross; you and Roberts
will do,” Ryan said. “Let’s get done
with it!”

CRY from Stony McCarran,

who had come up the slope a
few yards to the left, turned all
heads that way.

“There’s one of ’'em down!” Stony
yelled. “Git over here!”

They swung their horses that way
quickly. A groan trickled over
Cress’s lips as he saw the still figure
sprawled out in the sage.

“It’s Babe Grinnell!” he ex-
claimed, bitter regret and indigna-
tion tearing through him. “What’s

Reb thinking of to send a kid like
that out against us?”

“l got a purty good look at ’em,”
Stony growled, “They wefe all kids.
I ain’t havin’ no mercy on ’em! Look
at this arm! 1I'm bleedin’ like a stuck
pig!”

“Kids!” Ryan snapped scornfully.
“l reckon that explains why we
climbed over them so easy!” He
turned down to the dam with Frosty
Roberts and Ross; there was a job
to be done here and it was his first
consideration.

Benton had leaped to the ground.
At first glance he thought the boy
was dead, but a quick examination
of the head wound that had felled
him showed that it was not serious.

“Somebody get a hatful of water,”
Cress ordered.

Babe opened his eyes when the
water was dashed into his face. He
glared at Benton and the Flat Iron
men defiantly.

“You rats! | hate the sight of
you!” he muttered venomously.
“Don’t touch me, Benton! [I’ll get
along without any help from you!”

“You young fool!” Cress rapped.
“What were you kids doing, mixing
in this? Where’s your father?”

“That’s none of your business!”
was the sullen answer. “I tell you
to leave me alone! Pull down your
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dam! You won’t get 'em all down!”

He had said more than he intend-
ed. Benton got the explanation at
once.

“So that’s how it is, eh? Reb
thought we’d go after the upper dam
first; you kids took it on yourselves
to take care of matters down here if
we happened to come this way.”

The planks were coming down al-
ready. The water was roaring over
them in a mighty sheet. Even after
the last plank had been removed it
would take half an hour for the re-
leased water to run off. Cress real-
ized that it would be foolish and
dangerous to wait there that long to
get across.

“I'm tying up your head and tak-
ing you to the Flat Iron house
whether you like it or not,” he told
Babe. To the men, he said, “As soon
as Ryan is finished we’re pulling
away from here. We’ll go back the
way we came. You take this young
pup in with you, Stony. Mac will
look after your arm. You tell Curly
to high-tail it for the wagon and get
every man there headed for our high
dam.”

Carrying Babe Grinnell with them,
they started moving back up the
river as soon as the gates had been
removed.

“We won't need those planks for
some time,” Cress remarked to Ryan.
“But they’ll go up again!”

Cash jerked an affirmative nod.
“About this shooting,” he said. “It
must have been heard a long way
on a still morning like this.”

“It’s three miles to the high dam,”
Benton replied, understanding what
was on the other’s mind. “What lit-
tle wind there is is blowing away
from them.”

He explored the valley with his
glasses. If Grinnell had sent any-
one down to investigate the shoot-
ing, Cress failed to see anything of
him. It was his intention, once they
were across the river, to pull down
the middle dam before proceeding
any further. That done, he planned
to swing off into the hills, intercept
Tiny Starbuck and the rest of the
crew coming down from the Peaks,
and strike Ghrinnell from the rear.

OW strong Reb’s force was re-
mained a question. That he

had more than a dozen men with him

seemed unlikely.

“They can’t make us any trouble
up there unless they’ve cut deep
into our range,” Cash observed.
“That’s a step | don’t believe Green-
way and some others would take, no
matter how worked up they are.
You’ll find Grinnell wasn’t able to
sell this idea to too many. But they
won’t run like these kid did!”

“They’ll run when they see the
jig is up.” Cress Benton’s mouth
had a grim set. “A little straight
thinking would have avoided all
this.”

They recrossed the Medicine and
pulled down the gates of the middle
dam unopposed. They had hours to
wait now before they could expect
to see anything of the rest of the
crew. Cress realized that when the
water began to drop up above that
Reb and his followers would know
what had happened. He agreed with
Cash that it would only make them
more determined than ever to make
a fight of it.

They moved away from the river,
and the hills soon hid it from view.
The men talked among themselves,
well satisfied with the way the morn-
ing had gone. Ryan and Cress rede
in the lead, holding their broncs to
a walk; time was not important now.
When they reached the trees that
fringed the course of a little creek,
they pulled up.

“Might as well kill an hour or so
here,” Cress told them. “It’s as
pleasant a place as we’ll find.”

The men rolled out of their sad-
dles and let their horses drink. Uncle
Luke Wiggins pulled off his boot.
There was blood in it.

“Why didn’t you say something
about that?” Cress demanded sharp-

Iv-
y“It ain’t nuthin’” Uncle Luke as-
sured him. He had a cud of tobacco
in his mouth. After washing the
wound, he slapped the tobacco on it
and tied it up.

Wiggins was not over twenty-
eight, and, so far as anyone knew, he
was nobody’s uncle. He was a grin-



ning, tousel-headed man, with an eye
for a pretty face. Down in Cheyenne
at the rodeo, several years back, he
had sought to advance himself with
a young woman by minding her baby
for a moment. One of the boys had
heard the child call him Uncle Luke.
Wiggins had never lived it down.
Cash had found him a handy man.
When any blasting had to be done
on the ranch, Uncle Luke handled it.
He listened to Cress and Ryan dis-
cussing what was to be done.

“l could settle this business in a
hurry,” he observed, speaking to
neither particularly. “No need of
waitin’ around for Tiny. A couple
sticks of dynamite would do the
trick. We could git up above the
dam a mile and build a raft. Tie a
few sticks of the stuff on it and set
tt adrift; that’s all there’d be to it!
W ater enough spiffin’ over to carry
a raft down to the gate purty quick.
If them birds saw anythin’ like that
headin’ at ’em they’d puff in their

horns and start driftin’. If yuh was
in back of ’em, yuh could keep em
goin’.”

Santell and the others who had

overheard him began to laugh. They
always got a good share of their
amusement out of Uncle Luke. He
turned on them with a cutting re-
joinder.

“Yuh don’t recognize horse sense
when yuh hear it! A little lead
ticklin yore kidneys might wipe
some of the fog outa yore brains!”
He turned to Cress. “Course, I'm
figgerin’ that yuh ain’t aimin’ to see
haw many of them gents yuh can rub
out; that all yuh want is to give ’em
the run and do as yuh please with
yore own property.”

“You give Uncle Luke a front seat
on that steamboat, Cress, an’ let him
do the steerin’!” Frosty Roberts sug-
gested with a raucous laugh.

Benton checked the crew’s amuse-
ment. “Wait a minute!” he said.
“This may not be as wild as it
sounds. It certainly wouldn’t cost
anything to try it, and it might turn
the trick.”

“If it does anything it’ll blow the
dam sky high,” Ryan declared pessi-
mistically. “Your father always said
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it cost better than three thousand.
That’s quite a gouge to take out of
yourself and caff it nothing.”

W f CAN stand that a lot better
M1 than some of the scars |
might get out of this,” said Cress.
He and Cash talked it over for a
few minutes.

“All right,” Ryan gave in. “If
we’re going to do it, we’ll do it
right.” He turned around to Uncle
Luke. *“You ride into the house,
Wiggins, and get your dynamite.
Take Stormy with you. When you
get there you better load up the

timbers you’ll need; chances are we
couldn’t find anything up above that
would do for a raft. Tell Macpher-
son | said he was to give you what-
ever you want. When you start back,
don’t drive this way; head east for
the broken butte. We’ll wait there
for you.”

They had been there some time be-
fore they caught a glimpse of the
two men and the wagon moving
across the range. It was some dis-
tance to the river, the last of it so
steeply downhill that they had to un-
load the wagon and carry the timbers
and other things the last hundred
yards. The dam could be seen, a
mile away.

“Nothing moving down there,”
Benton announced after using Lis
glasses. “Not a sign of a horse ”

“Hidden back in the buckrush,”
Cash muttered laconically.

It did not take them long to knock
a raft together. The stream was
narrow here and moving slowly.
Cress tossed a piece of wood in the
water. There was current enough to
carry it down to where the backed-
up water spread out. The stick
moved slower when it reached it, but
it bobbed on.

“l guess we don’t have to worry
about the raft reaching the dam,” he
remarked, Wiggins was arranging
the fuse “How are you going to
calculate the time?” Cress asked.

Uncle Luke stood up and screwed
his homely face into a hard squint at
the dam. “Fifteen minutes ought to
be enough,” he declared weightily.
“I’Il give her a little more. This is
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a slow fuss I'm usin’; | can figger
her purty well. Better to be a little
late than too soon with this stuff.”

He was ready a few minutes later.
The raft was pushed into the water.
Wiggins waded in with it and lit the
fuse. A final push from him sent the
clumsy weapon of destruction on its
way. Eyes remained glued on it un-
til it struck the backwater. An au-
dible sigh of relief went up as the
raft continued its drift.

Ryan glanced at Benton. “Shall
we get across?”
“We might as well. If we climb

that ridge we can follow it all the
way down and have pretty good
cover.”

They crossed the stream quickly.
Once on the ridge they could see
the raft slowly drifting toward the
dam. Its progress dictated their own
pace, for they could not afford to
run ahead of it. The men were a
silent, sober lot as they moved along.
Cress and Ryan shared their tense-
ness.

“Use your glasses again,” Cash
muttered. “If they’ve got their eyes
open they must have spotted the raft
by now.”

“Nothing stirring,” Cress reported.
“Be rich if there was no one there.
Babe could have taken me in; he’s
smart. If we find we’ve destroyed the
dam for no reason, | won’t be able
to blame anyone but myself. It’s too
late now to do anything about. ..
W ait!” His hands clasped the binoc-
ulars a little tighter. “They’re there,
Cash!” he ground out. “I see two of
them—they just crawled up on the
bank at the right end of the dam!
They’re pointing to the raft—"

He handed the glasses to Ryan.
The latter clapped them to his eyes.
“Yeh,” he growled. “I see ’em! Reb
Grinnell and Steve Hoffman! They’re
calling back to somebody in that
patch of tall brush. [If they stick
there till that stuff goes off we’ll
pick ’em up in pieces!”

The word was passed along to the
men.

“Three or four minutes will tell
the story now,” Benton cautioned.
“If they break, use your spurs and
start throwing lead! We’ll see them

T

the moment they pop out of the
brush!”

E raft and its deadly load was
steadily moving toward the dam.
It had less than a hundred yards to
go when eleven mounted men broke
cover and darted up the ridge on
which Flat Iron was advancing. A
spattering blast from Benton’s riders
turned them back.- In a few seconds
they had the tall buckrush between
them and the Flat Iron. They ripped
the morning air to shreds with their
answering gunfire. But there was no
safety for them where they were;
they knew thd meaning of the raft.
In another minute the dam would be
rocketing into the sky. It forced a
decision on them, and quickly. When
they broke out of the brush this time
they were flattened out on their
broncs, with no intention in them
but to get away.

The ridge began flattening out at
the dam. A quarter of a mile be-
yond it disappeared altogether. Grin-
nell’s bunch realized they had to get
away from the river quickly or be
swept away in the flood that would
engulf them when the dam went cut.

Benton was thinking of that, too.
Flat Iron was in no danger from the
water, but to take up the .chase and
be caught abreast the dam at the
moment the explosion occurred
could be disastrous. The raft was
banging against the headgates by
now. How much time remained be-
fore the fuse completed its work
could only be guessed at.

“We’ve got to take a chance!” he
called to Ryan. “Keep as high up as
we can and move fast!”

W ithout waiting to hear more the
crew broke away, pulling their
horses to a driving gallop. To keep
up with them Cress had to use the

steel on his big gray horse. Ryan
pounded along behind him.

They had just passed the dam
when the dynamite went off with a
terrific, ear-splitting blast. The
earth trembled beneath them, and
the shattered headgates, splintered

to kindling wood, filled the air. The
released tons of water shot through
the opening with a banshee howl.



Benton glanced down at the dam.
Not only the gates were gone but
most of the masonry. Unaware that
a piece of flying concrete had
struck Ryan’s bronc and dropped it
before Cash could jump clear, he
raced on with the others.

The crest of the torrent overtook
Grinnell’s force. It left them no
choice but to turn to the south
and take to the open range. It
put them in complete retreat with-
out any hope of trying to make a
stand. The consistency with which
Flat Iron’s slugs kept pace with
them, kicking up puffs of dust ahead
and behind them, told them plainly
that if they weren’t being cut down
it was .only because Benton did not
want it that way. It spelled absolute
defeat for them, and they knew it.

Cress realized that Ryan was not
with him. It gave him a bad mo-
ment, but he refused to call a halt
until the chase had driven Reb’s
crowd back on their own range.

“What became of Ryan?” he de-
manded. “Did anyone see him go
down?”

Uncle Luke and the others shook
their heads. It took all the edge off
the success they had won. Cress
swung his bronc and raced back over
the way they had come. When they
reached the dam they found Ryan
sitting up. He had a sprained and
badly bruised right leg.

“Don’t have to ask how things
went,” Ryan said, looking them over.
“You moved ’em out in a—"

“How badly are you hurt, Cash?”
Cress cut in.

“I’ll be laid up three or four days.
It’s a tough break being put on the
shelf right now,” Ryan complained.
“Work to be done and trouble break-
ing all around us!”

“Thank God it’s no worse than it
is,” said Benton. “We’ll carry you
to the wagon and get you in.”

He examined the wrecked dam for
a minute.

“Uncle Luke shore tore the bowels
out of it, didn’t he?” little Stormy
W inters observed.

RESS nodded. “When the time
C comes, we’ll rebuild it.”
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They got Ryan to the wagon and
back to the house. Cress left Stormy
at the broken butte to meet the men
coming down from the peaks and
ride in with them. It was late in the
afternoon before they rode in. Cress
called Tiny Starbuck to the office
and told him he was acting straw
boss till Ryan got back on the job.

“Cash says three or four days,” h«
said, “but it will be longer than that.
I want you to push the work, Tiny.
_What happened down here today is
only the beginning; we’ll see things
flame all the way to the Crossing,
I'm afraid. | want to be ready for
it.”

Stony McCarran was around with
his arm in a sling, sputtering because
he had missed the fight. Cress wasn’t
worried about Stony. He was con-
cerned, however, about getting Babe
Grinnell home.

“I’ll take him down myself this
evening,” he said to Cash. “That’ll
be the best way out of it.”

He was in the office, just before
supper, when he heard someone drive
in. He was surprised to find it was
Cherry. He stepped out to meet her.

“Have you got Babe here?” she
asked, her tone cold and strained.
She saw where his chin had been cut,
but she ignored it.

“Yes; | was going to drive down
with him this evening,” said Cress.
“There isn’t much wrong with him,
Cherry. Won’t you come in?”

“No!” she answered with wither-
ing contempt. “l hope never to set
foot in this yard again. If you’ll
bring Babe out that will be all you
can do for me.”

Cress’s mouth tightened grimly as
he gazed at her. “I suppose that’s
the way it’s got to be. 1'm sorry.”

“You have every right to be,” she
charged. “It wasn’t bad enough that
things were so desperate; you had
to stab us in the back.”

“You’ll regret having said that
some day,” Cress returned without
anger. He turned into the house and
got Babe. When the boy had been
placed in the rig, Cherry drove off
without a word.

Benton watched them go, standing
there until the team was out of
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sight. There was a bitter regret
stamped in his gray eyes.

“That’s what is going to hurt the
most—knowing she’s against met”
he muttered bleakly.

CHAPTER V
Backdown or Fight
RESS rode into Wild Horse

three days later. He knew
there was a lot of feeling

against him, but he came alone.

did not intend to permit the situa-
tion to interfere with his coming
and going on his lawful business.
Flat Iron was the best customer most
of the local merchants and the bank
had, so he was not surprised to dis-
cover that he still had some friends
in town. They couldn’t support him
openly at the moment, Cal Stark, the
banker, explained, but they’d come
out for him at the first propitious
moment.

“Pete Nasby, the water-master for
District One, showed up yesterday,”
Stark told him. “I understand that
he was run off the Quarter Circle.
It’s only the beginning of his trou-
bles, Cress. | wouldn’t take his job
at four hundred a day.”

Benton was not particularly inter-
ested, and he said so. “I’'m not go-
ing to become involved in what hap-
pens along the river. | predicted
how it would go, and nothing has
happened to make me change my
mind. Mistake will be piled on mis-
take before men like Greenway and
Reb realize that they’'ve only played
into Rask’s hands.”

The banker nodded. “lIt’s too bad.
Speaking of Rask, have you heard
that he’s bought the Sylvain place,
west of the Crossing?”

Cress’s head went up. “No,” he
answered, not trying to conceal his
chagrin. “When did that happen?”

“Yesterday. He evidently expects
to have some water down there. It
puts Triple K on your west line,
doesn’t it?”

“Yes, and | don’t like it!”

- Cress carried the news home to
Cash.
“Thinks he’s crowding you—that’s

why he bought it!” Ryan growled.
His face was so rocky it looked as
though it might have been hacked
out with a cleaver. “Trouble will
come of it!” he predicted.

“And not the kind of trouble I
want. | haven’t any time to waste
sniping at that skunk across a fence.
That’s not how | plan to pull him
down. But if that’s the way it’s got
to be, he won’t find me walking away

from him.” Cress changed the sub-
ject abruptly. “I got a letter off to
Lidscott. | asked him to get in

touch with a good engineer in Chey-
enne or Denver and show up here
with him as soon as it’s convenient.
I want to find out what there is to
my idea that the water in Wolf Lake
can be brought down here, and how
much it will cost. We own it; it’s
a nice piece of scenery, but it’s nev-
er been worth a dime to Flat lron.”

Ryan shook his head emphatically.
“That's a wild dream. | know it’s a
shame to see that water trickling
down the other side of the mountains
and losing itself in'the desert, but
it will cost ten times what it’s worth
to do anything with it.”

“Maybe,” Cress murmured. “That’s
what | want to find out.”

ORD reached the ranch the

following day that Pete Nas-
by had been taken out of his room
in the Morgan House in Wild Horse
during the night by a party of
masked men and given a coat of tar
and feathers.

“That puts it up to Kinnard,” Ben-
ton told Ryan. He had just come in
from inspecting the fence on the
new Flat lron-Triple K line. “It’s
sheer nonsense to think that such
tactics will discourage anyone. Rask
must be grinning from ear to ear.
He’ll see to it that the Ledger plays
it up as open defiance of the law. It
won’t win any sympathy for the
Wild Horse district.”

“How did you find the fence?”
Ryan asked.
“It’s in good shape. It can stand

a few new posts. Have you been

hobbling around on that bad leg this

morning?”
“A little,”

Cash confessed. “I



can’t stand sitting penned down here.
I thought I°d ride up to the wagon
tomorrow and see how Tiny is do-
ing.”

“He’s doing all right,” Benton said
flatly. “l can handle the fencing
job. | want you to stay put for the
rest of this week. | need you too
much to take any chances on your
overdoing it right now.”

Cash grumbled over what he called
“babying.” “Was there any signs of
activity on Rask’s new range?”

“l didn’t see anyone. It may be a
day or two before he moves in. I’ll
go down with a fencing wagon and
three or four men tomorrow.”

He took Santell, Roberts, Dutch
Schilling and Uncle Luke with him.
They had less than a day’s work.

“Just a few minutes after four,”
Benton said, glancing at his watch
as they finished. Several times dur-
ing the afternoon he thought he had
caught the faint murmur of shoot-
ing. “Being this near to the Cross-
ing, I'm going to ride in and see
what old Bat knows. He usually has
all the gossip that’s going up and
down the river.”

“Better let me side you,” Santell
suggested. He had heard those lit-
tle, scattered puffs of sound, too.
Cress grinned faintly.

“I'd appreciate your company,
Ross,” he said, “but | don’t need a
bodyguard.”

“Fair enough,” Santell told him.
“I’ll just tag along for the conver-
sation. Shall we cut across to the
river or follow the fence?”

“The fence /will do.” Flat Iron
fell short of reaching the Crossing
by less than a mile. New wire had

been strung from where they
knocked off work all the way to
Medicine River. “I know it’s all

right,” Benton said, “but | won’t
mind having a look at it.”

Using the Medicine as an east-
west baseline, the fence came in at a
sharp angle from the northeast, giv-
ing the ranch a spearhead of range
between the river and Rask’s new
holding.

They found the long stretch of
new wire in excellent condition.
The graze was so good here that
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Flat lron used it in early spring and
again in the fall, moving the cattle
into higher range during the sum-
mer.

"The grass is doing fine,” Ross re-
marked as they rode along. '‘Must
be two feet of top soil over this
whole stretch of country.”

"All of that,” Cress agreed. “It’s
too good to get nothing but a crop
of grass off it. Oats and wheat
would do well.”

Santell laughed and also flicked a
guestioning glance at Benton. “You
ain’t thinking of going in for farm-
ing, are you?”

“No, not me. But that’s no reason
why someone shouldn’t get the most
out of this land. Say farming to you
fellows and you choke. It was the
same way when barbed wire came in.
My father swore it would ruin this
range. What did they say when
sheep appeared on the Laramie
planes? Going to run cowmen out of
business, was the cry. The sheep are
there by the thousands now and this
state is producing more beef than it
ever did.”

“That’s a little different,” Ross
protested stoutly. “When you start
turning the grass under it’s gone for-
ever.”

“What’s wrong with that if you
get something better to take its
place? There’s room here for both
the plow and the cow. The soil it-
self will be dividing line enough.
There must be eighty to a hundred
thousand acres of good farm land in
this part of the county. | could
show you a good part of it without
stepping off the Flat Iron. Think
of the bottom land Jim Cameron’s
got along the Little Medicine. And
yet it would hardly make a dent in
what can never be anything but
grazing country.”

ENTON saw Santell shudder.

He knew Ross had run away
from a farm back in Minnesota as
a boy. “Don’t worry,” he said with
a laugh, “l don’t expect to ask you
to turn in your saddle for a plow.”
They pulled up for a moment
when they caught sight of the riv-
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er, cocking their ears for the sound
of guns,

“Quiet as the grave,” Ross said.
“Did it sound like a fight to you?”

“No, more like a little skirmish-
ing. Maybe Bat can tell us some-
thing about it.” Cress unlocked the
Flat Iron gate.

They had the Crossing in front of
them a few minutes later. On the
new maps it was called Sioux Cross-
ing, but locally no one ever referred
to it by that name. It was either In-
dian Crossing or just the Crossing.
It was the best fording of Medicine
River in twenty miles. The weather-
beaten, ramshackle building in which
Bat Chadron dispensed whisky, to-
bacco and a few staples, like sugar
and coffee, was the only one there.

Chadron was asleep in a chair out-
side the door when Benton and San-
tell rode up, his enormous paunch
spilling out over his lap. Bat had
been a tough customer in his day.
He still liked other men’s beef and
did not deny that he slaughtered a
steer when he needed meat. But he
had grown harmless with the advanc-
ing years.

“You, Benton!” he called, rousing
himself as they got down. “No see
you for long time.” Flat Iron had
made him trouble on several occa-
sions in the past, but he bore Cress
no ill will.

“So this is how you spend your
time!” Benton said chafingly.
“You’re fat as a pig, Bat. Don’t you
do anything but sleep and eat?”

“Oh, | drink a little, too.” Chad-
ron winked broadly and then
laughed uproariously at his own jest.

“You’re a very funny fellow,”
Cress assured him. “Suppose you
separate yourself from that chair

and get inside and set out your bot-
tle. . . You remember Santell—?”

“Sure! Didn’t he try to Kkill me
that time up in the Grand Coulee?”

“l was shooting at you, all right,”
Ross remarked. “You used to be
pretty handy with a running iron in
those days.”

“That was a long time ago, San-
tell,” Bat sighed regretfully. “Them
days won’t come again. She was a
wild, free country then. But she’s

all gone to hell.” He got to his feet
and snapped his suspenders. “If a
man wants a piece of beef for the
pot, he’s purty near got to buy it
today.”

“Pretty near,” Ross agreed. “You
better not try any of your old habits
on this new neighbor of yours.”

“Bill Rask, yuh mean?” Chadron
shrugged cynically. “He won't
bother me.” He shuffled in behind
the bar.

“Have you seen anything of him?”
Benton asked.

“Yeh, him and Mulhall stopped
here yesterday. They’re bringin’ a
crew in in a day or two and throwin’
a lot of stock on the range. Buck
Marr is goin’ to ramrod the spread
for Rask. Jules Sylvain worked that
little outfit with a couple men; |
don’t know why Rask figgers he
needs a big crew for the job.”

“Don’t you?” Benton demanded
bluntly. “You used to be smarter
than that.”

Big Bat paused in the act of set-
ting out the glasses. Behind their
rolls of fat his round little eyes were
bright and shrewd. “Look out for
him, Cress. He don’t intend to stop
where he is. When Grinnell and
some others go broke, he’ll be there
to buy ’em out at his price. Tellin’
you once is all the favor I can do
you; you know how I'm goin’ to be
fixed with him on my doorstep.”

ENTON thanked him with a
B nod. Bat was a dishonest,
dirty, whisky-soaked left-over from
the past, but his friendly interest
was not to be disparaged on that
account.

“If something came up that |
ought to know, you could get word
to me?” Cress suggested.

Bat filled the glasses. “lI don’t
promise nothin’,” he  muttered.
“Here’s lookin’ at yuh!” He tossed
the silver dollar that Benton dropped
on the bar into a cigar box. “What
brought you down this way today?”

“Doing some work on the fence, ..
W .iat was that shooting we heard
this afternoon, Bat?”

Chadron ran a hand over his sag-



ging jowls. “I wouldn’t know. What
time was it?”

“About an hour and a half ago.”

“l musta been asleep. Was it on
the river?”

“Sounded as though it might be.”

“l reckon that’s the answer. The
sheriff’s in the neighborhood.” Bat
couldn’t have been more matter-of-
fact if he had referred to the weath-
er. Cress straightened.

“Kinnard?” he demanded.

“Yeh. Went up this noon. Had
a big nuch of deputies with him.”
Big Bat spread his hands deplor-
ingly. "It’s just what | told youl!
The country’s gone all to helll It
shows you what it’s got to when
you see Rip ridin’ into this coun-
try to make the goin’ safe for a
stink worm like Pete Nasby! Kin-
nard used to be a man.”

""He still is,” Benton assured him.

There was a little streak of water
on the bar. Cress made marks across
it with his thumbnail, likening it to
the river, in his mind.

“That’s where it was,” he said
without looking up, drawing a line
across the trail of water. “Green-
way’s dam! Any sound of shooting
up there would have just about
reached us.” He dried his hand on
his shirt. “If there’s one place along
the river that can be defended, that’s
it.”

Ross nodded; he was familiar with
the terrain. “The hills pinch in
close to the Medicine there,” he said.
He glanced at Chadron. “Which
side of the river did Kinnard take
when he passed the Crossing?”

“The south bank.” Bat poured an-
other drink. “You could git mixed
up in this awful easy, Cress,” he ob-
served with obscure interest. “If
your range is crossed to git at cer-
tain parties from the rear, how you
goin’ to explain it?”

“I’ll explain it by seeing that it
doesn’t happen.”

“l thought the sheriff had the
right-of-way on official business,”
Santell volunteered.

“It’s not Rip I'm thinking about,”
Benton said flatly.

“Nor me,” Bat echoed.

It was a warning. Bat would say
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no more, but Benton understood him
perfectly. He and Ross were ready
to leave a few minutes later when
they heard the drumming of a horse.
A rider dashed across the river. It
was Kinnard. He walked into Bat’s
place and was proof against any sign
of surprise at finding Cress and
Santell there. He took it for granted
that they knew what his business
was on the river.

“I'm looking for grub,” he said.
“I've got to feed the bunch | brought
in. See what you can find, Bat. I'll
have to borrow a coffee pot and fry-
ing pan, too. Shake it up a little;
I want to get back.”

“When | saw you pull up here, I
thought you might be looking for
help,” Benton told him.

“I've got men enough. It’ll take
a little time. This is a tough nut
to crack, everything considered. |
haven’t fired a shot yet.” He shook
his head as he beat off an unpleasant
thought. “I’ll have to, or pull a
miracle.”

Te helped himself to a drink.

“I'm glad you didn’t find it neces-
sary to go up on this side of the
river,” Cress observed. “Flat lIron
is out of this, Rip.”

“l hope you can stay out,” was
Kinnard’s blunt answer. “You've
used your head so far; | knew you
would. You want to keep on using

ENTON did a little reading be-
tween the lines and thought he
found the answer.

“You better pass a little of the
same advice along to Rask,” he said
quietly. “He’s moving a big crew
up to his new property. More men
than the work calls for is not the
usual Triple K way of doing busi-
ness. It looks suspicious. | was
ready to believe he was getting set
to square off at me. Now I’'m not
so sure.”

Kinnard looked up with his veiled,
inscrutable eyes. “If not that—what
else?”

“He could be figuring to come to
your assistance.”

“Not if I know it.” Rip shoved
his glass away with a sharp gesture
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of annoyance, “l want to settle this
trouble with as little violence as |

can. Bill wouldn’t be any help to
me."

Chadron stuck his head in from
the next room. “l got a side of

bacon,” he said. “How big a piece
do you want?”

“I’ll take all of it. Better give me
a small sack of flour, too.”

“You’re getting grub enough for
two or three days,” Benton re-
marked. Kinnard nodded.

“It may take two or three days.”

Cress and Santell pulled out for
home before the sheriff left. They
had little to say as they rode along.
The Crossing was several miles be-
hind them before Ross said, “Now
that you’ve had a chance to think it
over, what do you make of it?”

“I'm going to put some men down
here in the morning, and the min-
ute Tiny and the boys finish up
above, I’'m shipping them in, too. |If
Rask has the idea that he’s going to
cut across this range to get at Grin-
nell and the others from the rear,
I’ll change his mind for him. No
matter how wrong | think that
crowd is, | don’t propose to see them
put up against Rask’s gunslingers.”

Benton spoke to Ryan as soon as
he reached the house.

“l think you’ve put your finger
on it,” Cash agreed. “When Rask
comes through our fence his excuse
will be that he’s rushing to the sher-
iff’s aid. If he gets away with it
he’ll be killing two birds with one
stone.”

“There’s just one way to
him,” was Cress’s flinty answer.

“Just one way,” Ryan echoed.
“Whether Tiny finishes up by to-
morrow evening or not, 1’d haul him
down here. This thing won’t, wait.”

Benton knew this was the truth.
He found the wagon working close
to the broken butte the next morn-
ing. The news he brought spurred
the men on, but they could not
finish. At five o’clock, Cress called
them off.

“It leaves the Grand Coulee un-
worked,” he said to Starbuck. “I
suppose there’s a lot stuff in there.”

“Quite a bunch,” Tiny admitted.

stop

“Well, we’ll have to leave them
for another day. It’ll be after dark
when we reach the house. We’ll

have supper there and move on west.
We won’t wait for the wagon; it can
catch up with us during the night.
The boys won’t need their blankets
anyhow.”

When he rode into the yard he
looked for Cash on the gallery. Cash
was not there. Cress rang the bell
for Curly.

“Where’s Ryan?” he demanded.

“He rode below this afternoon,”
the old man informed him. *“Said
sittin” here was more’n he could
stand. Yuh can’t blame him.”

Benton let it go at that. He sur-
mised, however, that it wasn’t only
Ryan’s impatience with his inactiv-
ity that had prompted him to join
Ross and the rest who were riding
Flat Iron’s line in the vicinity of In-
dian Crossing; the man had a sixth
sense for scenting impending trou-
ble, and the need for his presence.

It was enough to send Cress into
the dining room to inform the crew
they were to clip off every minute
they could.

“Cash has had another one of his
hunches, “he told them. “He’s in no
condition to ride, but he pulled out
of here for the Crossing this after-
noon. The sooner we get started
the better I'll like it.”

HESE men had put a long day’s

hard, grinding work behind
them, but they were eager for what
lay ahead. They had groused and
complained because they had been
cheated out of the fight at Flat Iron’s
high dam; this promised to be diff-
erent, and they would be standing
up to their traditional enemy, rather
than fighting old friends. They cut
their supper short and got up fresh
saddle stock.

Cress was waiting for them. He
raised his hand. The signal set them
in motion and they pounded out of
the yard. Someone raised his voice
in a shrill, fighting yell. The others
took it up with a will. Their exuber-
ance was succeeded by a grim so-
briety before they had put the first
mile behind them, and with an acute



awareness of what the night might
bring taking possession of them as
they settled down to the long ride,
and. only the creaking of saddle
leather and rhythmic drumming of
their ponies’ hoofs broke the still-
ness of the pleasant, peaceful night.

The moon swung up over the
Stepping Stone Peaks, turning the
world to silver and casting sharp,
moving shadows that the running
broncs could never quite overtake.
The minutes fled. At the end of an
hour Cress turned in his saddle and

glanced back at his men. They were
well bunched.
“Keep your ears cocked!” he

called to them. “We’re getting near
enough to hear shooting if there is
any!”

It was strange, he thought, that
the only question in his mind was
whether they would get there in
time or not. The rest he seemed to
take for granted. He would stop
Rask tonight, and tomorrow night,
or any other night; but he realized
that in itselftit would not decide
anything, at least not the important
issue.

“lI've got to keep remembering
that,” he said to himself. “No mat-
ter how this goes | mustn’t get in
the way of my plans.”

No tell-tale sputtering of gunfire
reached him. The course they had
set had brought them to the fence,
and they swung off now and rode
with it always in view. The night
was bright enough to see a fair dis-
tance. Benton kept glancing ahead,
thinking it was time to be catching
sight of the men riding guard with
Ryan.

Tiny Starbuck swept in close to
him. “They must be in a jam,
Cress!” he called across. “Cash’s got
his men pulled in or we’d have seen
one of them by now!”

“We’ll know in a few minutes!”
Benton answered, “We’re not far
from the river now.”

“There they are!” Tiny pointed to
a little knoll several hundred yards
back from the fence.

The knoll was only twenty-five to
thirty feet high, but it was the only
elevation in several square miles.
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That Ryan had gathered his men
there, where they could command a
view of what went on across the
fence and also have the advantage
of the knoll’s defensive possibilities,
was evidence enough that a clash had
already occurred, or was imminent.

ENTON and Starbuck swung
B that way, and the rest follow-
ed. Once they had the knoll be-
tween themselves and the fence, they
raced up the gentle slope. Ryan was
waiting for them.

“Did they come at you?” Cress
demanded.

“They tried to get through about
thirty minutes ago. No shots were
fired. | told Rask we’d kill the
man that tried to cut our wire. He
claims Kinnard sent for help; that
he’s got a right to come through.”

“Rask, himself, eh?” Benton’s
mouth was hard and straight. “That

sounds like he means business. How
many men has he with him?”
“l counted twelve. They’re a

picked lot; he’s pulled them in from
all over. | recognized Buck Marr,
Chip Durant—Ferd Smiley. They’re
Triple K’s gunmen.”

“You gave him the right answer,
Cash! Where are they now?”

“They pulled back in the direc-
tion of the Crossing. | told Bill
you’d be along; that if had any
more to say, to say it to you.”

“What did he have to say that?”

“Nothing,” Ryan suggested divid-
ing their force. “One of us take a
bunch down to the river; the other
stay here,” he said. “That wolf may
try to get around us in the corner
down there.”

“Right,” Benton agreed. “l don’t
suppose you can get out of your
saddle.”

“I'm all right,” Cash muttered
crustily,

“Well. You stay here; I'll take
the river.”

He had just finished naming the
men who were to accompany him
when a warning cry from Uncle
Luke swung him around.

“They’re cornin’, Cress!” Wiggins
growled. “Off there on the left!”

Benton located the riders. They
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pulled up when they were still a
safe distance back from the fence.
One detached himself from the
others and rode forward alone, his
right hand held up above his head
in the signal for a parley.

“It’s Rask!” Ryan jerked out sus-
piciously. “Going to talk it over
after all—or have his gang burn you
down when he gets you out there

alone! I'm telling you to watch out
for this! | don’t like the smell of
it a bit!”

“Nor I!'” Tiny Starbuck seconded.
“What Cash told him ought to be

enough! Why take a chance with
that rat?”
Benton’s tightly  locked lips

thinned to a forbidding line. Though
he had only to recall the fate that
had overtaken his father to realize
how fully Cash and Tiny were justi-
fied in warning him against treach-
ery, nothing could have kept him
from going out to meet Bill Rask.

“This is something |’ve been wait-
ing for,” he said, a frosty glitter in
his cold gray eyes. “l told him Id
pull his teeth, and the first one comes
out tonight!”

CHAPTER VI

Guns in the Night

to me for help. I'm only doing my
duty in trying to get to him; I'm
not asking any favors from you.”

Cress shook his head. “I'll believe
Kinnard appealed to you when |
hear it from his own lips, not be-
fore. But even an okay from him
wouldn’t get you through here. Ryan
gave you my answer. |'ve nothing
to add to it.”

“Forget about
torted angrily.
with foremen. Or
here?”

“He spoke with my authority,”
Cress returned evenly, ignoring the

Ryan!” Rask re-
“l don’t do business
is he headman

taunt. “Don’t waste your breath
telling me I'm defying the law.
You’ll find I don’t scare worth a
cent. You’re not agitated about

reaching Kinnard. If you were you'd
turn back to the Crossing and go up
the other side of the river. What
you figured to do was to slip through
the back door into this scrap, turn
your gunslingers loose and make it
appear that | had been a party to the
double-cross.” He topped it off with
a thin, mocking laugh, hoping to
goad the other into some foolish out-
burst.

It failed of its purpose. Furious
though he was, Rask held himself
in. “You’ll regret this, Benton!” he
warned. That was all he had to say.
He raised his bridle rein and spoke
to his horse.

To have him take defeat so easily

S HE rode .down the knoll
and up to the fence Ben-
ton was glad that he had
Ryan back there. Banged-up lagsonot what past experience had

not, Cash was a man to have with
you when the going got tough. He
also had time to realize that if Flat
Iron had got here first, he could
thank Bat Chadron. But for the bit
of information that big Bat had
passed on to him Triple K would

not have had anything in its way
tonight.
“You find strange friends in

strange places,” he muttered.

Rask was waiting for him, sitting
his horse easily, an arrogant slant to
his heavy mouth. They gave each
other a measuring, hostile glance.

“l thought you were too smart to
try anything like this, Benton,” Bill
whipped out at once. “The sheriff
of this county is in a jam; he sent

taught Cress to expect from him. It
rang an alarm bell in his brain.
“You wouldn’t mean regret it the
second | turn my back?” he queried
pointedly. “Figuring you might
have someone like Ferd Smiley
lying out in the sage with orders
to cut me down, | took a few pre-
cautions myself. If you lift a finger,
you’ll find out what they are.”
Rask flicked a parting glance at
him, trying to decide whether Ben-
ton was bluffing or not. He had
stacked the cards for a quick show-
down here. A movement of his hand
to hat brim would have brought the
crash of guns. He had always been
exceedingly careful of his own hide,
however, and he was no less mindful



of it tonight. He rejoined his men
and they pretended to argue among
themselves a moment and then swing
off toward Indian Crossing. They
reined in as soon as they were out
of sight and waited for the man who
had crawled up a shallow gulch near
the fence to catch up with them.

ENTON was not fooled by the
maneuver, nor Ryan.

“He ain’t quitting,” the latter de-
clared positively when Cress had re-
peated what had passed between
Rask and himself. “He was set to
wash you out, or he’s got a trick of
another sort up his sleeve. While
he was holding us here he may have
had another bunch busting through
somewhere else. We want to spread
out and start riding this line.” His
tone was urgent.

“You take care of this end of it,”
Cress told him; “I’ll see that they
don’t get through between here and
the river. We don’t want to let a
shot or two draw us back together.
If | need any help from you, Il
send for it; you do the same.”

Down deep in the corner where
fence and river met, Benton found
the padlocked gate still intact.
Triple K’s line did not extend this
far; Chadron owned this strip of
bottom land, having bought it from
Sylvain in more prosperous days. It
had never been fenced off, not that
that would have made any difference
to Rask. In fact, it was along here
that Cress felt a break-through was
most likely to be attempted. He had
been posting his men on the way
down, and only Tiny Starbuck re-
mained with him. The latter eyed
the willow brakes along the Medi-
cine suspiciously.

“Qur ears will be more use to us
than our eyes in these black shad-
ows,” he observed cautiously. “We
don’t have to worry about the gate;
they’d have to shoot the lock off,
and they won’t do that. Cuttin’ the
wire will be easier.”

They put several hundred yards
between them and met every ten to
fifteen minutes to exchange a word,
keeping to the shadows as much as
they could. An hour had passed
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the rendezvous.

“They’re over there,” he declared.
“l couldn’t see ’em, but | could hear
their broncs snappin’ off the dead
limbs of the willows.”

“l caught that, too,” Cress told
him.  “A couple times, | thought.
I’ move Stormy down this way a
bit. If they make a rush, the three
of us can hold them off long enough
for Cash and the bunch to get here.”

As the night wore on they had
increasing evidence that there were
riders just across fence. They heard
them repeatedy, and just after mid-
night Benton got a flash of them.

“l saw some of ’em, too,” Stormy
reported, when next they met. “I
thought it was the real thing, the
way they name up to the fence. But
they stopped when they was about
fifty yards off and swung back.” He
shook his head, puzzled. “I don’t get
it! They know we’re over here, and
they ain’t fools enough to think we
ain’t seen ’em by now. What are
they waitin’ for?”

“That’s exactly what I’be been ask-
ing myself,” said Cress. It can’t be
that Rask thinks we’ll weary of this
and pull out.”

Winters was riding away again
when Benton called him back.

“Stormy, you’ve been over here all
day. Did you hear anything from
up the river that sounded like ac-
tion?”

“Not a thing.”

“And all quiet tonight,” Benton

took up. “It’s hard to understand.”
Starbuck voiced a question that
had been troubling him. “I know

you lean a little toward Kinnard,”
he said. “lI don’t know but I do my-
self. But Rip could be the answer
to this; he could be waitin’ for Bill
to get to him.”

“l don’t believe it!” Benton said
flatly. “You’ll find Rip playing his
own hand!”

He had nothing further to say. It
got to be one o’clock. Time ran
on, and they neither saw nor heard
anything more of Triple K. Benton
was alone when he saw a ponderous
shape detach itself from the black
daub of the tangled willows. The
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man was astride a horse that seemed
too small for him. He sat there,
head cocked, as though intent on
catching the slightest sound.

Several minutes passed before
Cress realized that it was Bat Chad-
ron. He watched him intently, be-
ing careful not to disclose his pres-
ence.

AT’S actions were suspicious;
B repeatedly he glanced back
over his shoulder as though fearful
lest he had been followed. The ex-
planation dawned on Benton finally.

“Bat!” he called softly.
The Frenchman swung around in
the direction from which the sound

had come. “Benton! Where are
you?” was his urgent response.
“Quick!”

Cress rode up to the fence.

Chadron came up close to the wire.

“I'm a damned fool or I wouldn’t
be doin’ this,” Bat protested. “I
don’t want to be caught here. Smiley
and Durant are in my place havin’
a couple drinks. Rask has pulled
out with the rest of ’'em and left that
pair to make a little noise down here
and give you the idea this is where’s
it’s goin’ to be. He knows how your

bunch is spread out; he’s going
through above you—"

“Where?” Benton whipped out
tensely.

Bat groaned. “I shouldn’t be put-
tin” my neck out like this; ... At
the bottom of the long hill where
Sylvain’s old road turns north!”

Chadron didn’t wait for anything
further. Punching his knees into his
bronc, he got away from the fence
hurriedly. Cress started moving, too.
In a few minutes he had picked up
Tiny and Winters. It took only a
sentence to acquaint them with the
situation. When he reached Ryan
he had better than half the crew rid-
ing with him. He was brief even
with Cash. Every minute was pre-
cious now.

“They’ve had time enough to be
coming through right now!” he de-

clared tensely. “Let’s go! We’ll
gather up Ross and the others on
the way!”

Ryan refused to be stampeded.

“You’re putting all the eggs in one
basket on the word of that old rene-
gade, Cress! This may be a sell out!”

“I’Il risk it!” Benton ground out.
“Things have been looking queer to
me all night; only something like
this would explain it!”

Riding at full strength, they swept
on to the foot erf the long hill. The
old road that Jules Sylvain had used
for years to bring his corral poles
and firewood out of the Big Medi-
cines was plainly visible in the
moonlight.

“No wires been cut along here!”
Ryan called out testily.

Cress saw that this was true. With
doubts tearing at him he rode on. He
knew that if Bat had lied to him
that Triple K was already racing up
the river on his range. Chadron’s
services had often been for sale. If
Rask had got to him—

He didn’t complete the thought,
for as Flat Iron came abreast the
hill guns flamed red on the other
side of the fence. Benton knew a
blessed sense of relief. He swung
his men back and saw them fling
their rifles to their shoulders. They
returned the blast that had greeted
them, and with interest.

Santell’s horse was down, but he
was unmarked. Ryan felt a slug
whine by close to his head.

“Spread out a little!” he cried.
“They’re uphill a little on us! Hold
below the gun flashes and break up
the pattern of that shooting!”

It -was good advice. It’s effect
was just becoming apparent when a
flat-bed wagon, laden with rocks,
came, careening down the hill. The
tongue of the wagon had been lashed
down to hold the wheels in line.
Straight toward the fence it plunged,
bouncing into the air and spilling
rocks at every bump.

RESS realized that nothing
could save the fence now. Ob-
viously, Rask had expected to send
his men through the break unoppos-
ed, That he didn’t propose to be
halted by Flat lron’s presence was
equally plain. Ryan was barking at
the men.
“Bust it

up before they get



through!” he vyelled. “They’ll be
right behind the wagon!”
Though Flat Iron was directly in

the wagon’s path, the men stood
firm, realizing that if the impact
with the fence did not check its

mad flight it would certainly alter
its course.

There were only seconds to wait
now. Benton steeled himself for
what was to come. The shooting
had almost stopped; on both sides
of the fence eyes were riveted on
the wagon. It crashed into the wire
and seemed to recoil momentarily
before it tore through. The next
moment it went up in the air until
it stood on its nose. It fell heavily
then, a shattered wreck.

Thirty yards of fence were down.
Through the break Triple K came
pounding, guns flaming viciously.
Flat Iron met them with one with-
ering blast after another. Two of
Rask’s men pitched out of their
saddles. A wounded horse threw
its rider. The whole charge wav-
ered. A few turned back. But Rask
had men there, seasoned gunmen
like Buck Marr and the Deadwood
Kid, whose business it was to fight.
They tried to rally the others and
slug it out. Flat Iron’s guns were
raking them mercilessly, however,
and a minute later they were all in
retreat.

Ryan dashed up to Benton.
“They’ll come at us again in a few
minutes! We've got three men shot
up. One of ’em got it pretty bad.”

“Who?” Cress asked.

“Dutch. A slug just missed his
windpipe. He’ll be better off if we
leave him right where he is till we
can get him to the house. Some rid-
erless horses over there.” Cash in-
dicated the Triple K side of the
fence with a jerk of his head. Cress
nodded.

“You take care of things here,”
he said. “I'm going up to that
wagon with a couple men. You,
Ross! Frosty! Pile down from your
saddles and come with me! We’ll
hand them a little surprise the next
time!”

The overturned wagon made an
admirable breastwork. Flattened out

Busted Range 43

behind it Benton waited for the next
attack. It came quickly. This time
it never reached the fence.

“We took the stinger out of that!”
Ross growled. “I’ll be surprised if
they have another try at it!”

“You and Frosty stay here,” Ben-
ton told them. “I’ll be back before
the moon goes down. We may have
our hands full just before dawn.”

He made his way back to Ryan and
had a look at Dutch Schilling. Uncle
Luke was there, kneeling beside the
wounded man. He looked up ap-
pealingly at Benton.

“Let me go for a rig, Cress! [I'll
git him to town. He ain’t bleedin’
so bad now, but he sure needs a
doctor.”

“Go ahead,” Benton said. “You’ll
find the round-up wagon at Key
Spring. Tell Posie to have Dutch’s

blankets ready for you. When you
get to the house, go in my office.
You'll find a flask of whisky in the
bottom drawer of my desk. Bring
it back with you.” He grinned at
Schilling.  “A shot or two on the
way will keep you ticking, Dutch.”
He looked around him at the others.
“Who else got it?”
Ryan had to name the men.

“Forget it,” Stormy growled.
“Dutch is the only one here who
needs lookin’ after.”

aside with

ENTON walked
B Cash. He said:
“l know it could have been a lot
worse, but, counting McCarran,
we’ve had four men banged up. W hat
success we've had has cost us plenty.
The night isn’t over, either. [It’ll

be pretty black when the moon
drops.”
Ryan nodded grimly. “Maybe

they’ll get a bellyful of it. 1 ap-
pear to have been dead wrong about
Chadron. He saved our bacon. |
can’t help asking myself why. W hat
stake has he got in this scrap?”

“None that | know of. He may
figure his days at the Crossing are
numbered unless Rask is stopped. |
know if he wants a favor from Flat
Iron, he’ll get it.”

Benton went back to the over-
turned wagon. The moon faded and
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the pre-dawn blackness settled over
the range. Not a gun flashed. The
first hint of coming day was on the
horizon before he was convinced that
Rask had called off his men.

The light strengthened quickly.
Beyond the shattered fence Triple
K’s range was deserted, save for a
badly wounded horse.

“They picked up the
downed,” Santell muttered.
been a few of ’em.”

Frosty started to say something.
Benton cut him off. “Ross, put that
animal out of its misery,” he or-
dered. “I can’t stand seeing a horse
suffer that way.”

Ryan rode up a moment later. He

men we
“Musta

eyed the stretch of ruined fence
with a peculiar sense of outrage.
“Means half a day’s work!” he

growled. “The wire’s sagging as far
as you can see; posts all loose!”

“The men are weary, Cash,” Ben-
ton told him. “When weve had
breakfast, some of them have got to
grab a little sleep. We’ve got to
be ready for tonight. Better patch
up the fence temporarily and let it
go at that. You’re all in, yourself.”

“I’ll get things ironed out,” Ryan
muttered. “Got to keep this line
guarded twenty-four a day for the
present. | thought we’d stick here
till Wiggins shows up and give him
a hand with Dutch.”

“How is he?” Cress asked.

Cash shook his head. “He ain’t

any better. Quiet over on the river
again this morning. Mighty pecu-
liar I”

Benton had no explanation to
offer.

Uncle Luke had lost no time on
his trip to the house. He hove in
sight within the next ten minutes,
keeping the team he was driving on
the dead run. The men put Dutch in
the wagon and made him comfortable
as they could. Wiggins drove off
with him at once.

Posie, Flat Iron’s round-up cook,
had breakfast ready when the crew
reached the spring. They had no
sooner eaten than Ryan sent four
men back to the fence to relieve the
ones he had kept there. He re-
turned to the house himself for wire

and posts, taking two wounded
punchers with him. Benton went
back to the fence soon after Cash
had left. He found everything quiet
there. When noon came, Starbuck
and the others who had snatched a
little sleep put in an appearance.

“I’ll take over for you,” Tiny told
Cress. “Stormy says you haven't
seen anythin’ of ’em.”

“No, not a thing. But don’t let
that fool you,” Benton cautioned.
“We can’t count on their holding off
till evening.”

On the way in he found the job
of repairing the fence almost com-
pleted.

“I1t’ll do for the time being,” Cash
told him. “We’ll finish here in an-
other thirty minutes. These boys
can turn in then for the rest of the
afternoon.”

ENTON went on. He was too

tired to eat dinner. After a
cup of coffee, he crawled under the
wagon and slept. It was after five
when the buzz of excited conversa-
tion awakened him.

“What is it?” he demanded anx-
iously.

“It’s all over,
voice answered.

Blinking the sleep out of his eyes
Benton saw that it was Wiggins,
back from Wild Horse.

“Over?” Cress queried.
you mean?”

“Every dam on the river is down!
Kinnard talked ’em into it without
firin” a shot!”

Benton was thunderstruck. “Stop
yelling,” he commanded, “and let me
have the facts.” He scrambled to
his feet.

Uncle Luke had all the details. Ac-
cording to his story the sheriff had
got his deputies into a favorable
position and then asked Greenway,
the leader of the Wild Horse crowd,
to meet him between the lines and
talk things over. Nothing had come
of it, and Kinnard had given them
twenty-four hours to open the dam
and disperse.

“That’s what they started doin’
this mornin’,” Uncle Luke averred,
“By noon, the river was free.”

Cress I’ a familiar

“What do



Benton still could not understand
this sudden about-face. “They were
all set to make a fight of it. Why
did they change their minds so sud-
denly? What was Kinnard’s argu-
ment?”

“Reckon the real argument was the
scrap we had last night. They knew
all about it. Kinnard didn’t send
for Rask. Two or three men told
me that if you hadn’t plugged the
gap they would have had Triple K
climbin’ all over ’em. It musta
opened their eyes.”

Cress could not supply a better
answer. “l suppose Rask knew how
things stood—that he had to get
there during the night or be too late.
It certainly make things look differ-
ent.”

Benton started for his horse, anx-
ious to find Cash. He turned back
after a step or two. “What shape is
Dutch in?” he asked.

“Doc says he’ll pull him through.
He’s got him upstairs in a room.
He’ll have to keep him there a week
or ten days, he told me to tell yuh.
Doc had jest got back from bein’ out
to the Sylvain place when | showed
up. He found a dead man there and
three more that won’t do no ridin
for a spell. Made Dutch feel bet-
ter.”

Ryan took the news phlegmati-
cally. “It ought to relieve the pres-
sure on this fence,” he observed.

“It should,” Benton agreed, “but
we’ll ride it tonight, just the same.
If we squeeze through without any
further trouble we’ll leave a man or
two here and pick up the work
again.”

The night passed without incident.
Back home, the following morning,
Cress examined the changed situa-
tion critically. He approved the de-
cision Greenway and the others had
tskcn

“l offered them half a loaf,” he
mused, “They wouldn’t take it from
me. A couple days later they were
willing to settle foi nothing.”

He had no feeling against them
on that account; he realized that
they were harrassed, desperate. Now
that the dams were open, he did not
expect the Grinnells and other old
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neighbors to feel any more Kkindly
disposed toward him.

E SHOOK his head over the

thought. “Even if they did, it
wouldn’t be for long,” he told him-
self. “The step | hope to take next
would only turn them against me
again.”

A copy of the Medicine Lodge
Ledger arrived at the ranch the next
day. “Wild Horse Rebellion Ends,”
read a glaring headline. It brought
home to Benton the bitter truth that
though Bill Rask had lost a fight, he

still had every reason to congrat-
ulate himself. District One had
fallen in line, and the water steal

that his father had planned, and he
had carried through, was now an
accomplished fact.

Cress rode into Wild Horse sev-
eral days later. He wanted to see
how Dutch was coming along, pick
up the mail and transact some busi-
ness. He found Schilling doing well.
Among the letters there was one
from Linscott saying he had con-
tacted an engineer in Denver and
would be at Flat Iron sometime dur-
ing the coming week.

Benton met Jim Cameron on the
street. They nodded as they passed.
Cameron called him back then.

“That was a decent thing you did,
Cress,” he said. “There’s no reason

why | shouldn’t tell you so. After
what happened at your high dam
there was no reason why you

couldn’t have looked the other way
and let Rask through. You didn’t
owe us a favor.”

“l wasn’t concerned about that,”
Benton  answered casually.  “I
stopped Triple K for two reasons:
I hate Rask’s guts, and | didn’t pro-
pose to be made a party to a double-
cross.”

Cameron nodded. “That’s still
okay in my book....By the way,
have you seen Cherry? She’s in
town.” /

“No,” Cress said. “lI don’t imagine

she wants to see me.”

Jim hesitated, as though not know-
ing whether to let it go at that or
not. “Maybe you better see her,”
he $aid, starting to turn away.
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It left something unsaid. Benton
caught him by the arm. “Why not
finish it, Jim? | can take it from
you, whatever it is.”

Cameron shook his head. *“It
would be presumptuous of me to say
more.”

“We’ll skip that,” Cress got out
tensely. “What is it?”

“Amy Deering .gathers the social
items around here for the Ledger,”
Jim obliged reluctantly. “When |
was in the store a few minutes ago
she told me that a bunch of the girls
were over at Treadwell’s yesterday
afternoon, and that Cherry an-
nounced her engagement to Ford
Harvey.”

ENTON stood there, the cor-

ners of his mouth pulled down
and his face rocky. “I’'m obliged
to you,” he muttered.

He walked the street for half an
hour before he saw Cherry leaving
Mrs. Pine’s millinery shop. He
caught up with her quickly.

“Cherry—I’ve got to talk to you!”
he declared urgently.

“I've nothing to say to you,” she
answered coldly, hurrying on. “I
thought 1I’d made that plain the last
time | saw you.”

“You’re mad to do this!” he pro-
tested, keeping step with her.
“You’re not In love with Ford
Harvey!”

“How dare you?” Cherry answer-
ed, crimson with exasperation. “You
mean no more to me than if you
had never existed! When | think
how close you came to killing Babe,
and what you tried to do to father,
o

“That’s not fair, Cherry! You
know what they were out to do to
me!”

She stopped suddenly, trembling
with indignation.

“I've no desire to indulge in an
argument with you,” she said with
finality. “I’m marrying Ford Harvey.
I've nothing further to say.”

“All right, if that’s how you want
it,” Cress told her. “You’re free to
marry whom you please. | once had
the idea that I might be that man.
I realize now that that would Jiave

been a mistake. . . | hope you and
Ford will be happy.”

He raised his hat, and Cherry con-
tinued on her way, proud and fur-
ious.

Benton returned to the ranch in
a brooding silence. Now that he had
lost Cherry Grinnell he realized for
the first time how much she had
meant to him. Knowing something
of the stubbornness of the Grinnells,
he knew she would go through vith
her plans.

“At least, Ford will make her a
good husband,” he admitted to him-
self. “And the Harveys have money.
I hope it isn’t a long engagement;
I don’t want her to regret what she’s
doing.”

He had his wish fulfilled sooner
than he expected. He was still wait-
ing for Linscott to show up when
he read in the Ledger that Ford and
Cherry had been married and were
spending their honeymoon in Den-
ver.

Ryan sat back in the shadows and
watched Cress pacing up and down
the gallery that evening. He knew
what was troubling him.

“l wouldn’t take this too hard,”
he said at last, the rough edges of
his voice softened with sympathy.
“Sometimes these things happen for
the best.”

“So I've heard,” was Benton’s
bleak answer. “It closes another door
on the past. That’s what | want; |
suppose | should be happy about it.
I've often had the feeling that when
the old man passed on that the old
days and old ways were gone for-
e¥e_r. This is just one more proof
of it.”

“Your father’s ways were good
ways,” Ryan declared stoutly.
“You’ll ba hard put to produce any-
thing better.”

“l know it,” Cress muttered. “If
I don’t, it won’t be for lack of try-
ing.”

CHAPTER VII

High Stakes

T WAS late in the evening
when Alva Linscott, accom-
panied by the engineer from



Denver, a man by the name of Heth-
rington, arrived at the ranch.

“l know so little about what’s on
your mind, Cress,” Linscott declared,
“that | haven’t been able to give
Hethrington any more than the
haziest idea of what you want of
him. He’s had a long, hard trip up
here; I know he’s tired. | was going
to suggest that we get a good night’s
sleep and go into things in the
morning.”

“Certainly,” Benton agreed.
“Morning will be time enough. |
wouldn’t mind talking to you for a
few minutes, Alva. We needn’t keep
Mr. Hethrington up.”

,01d Curly had brought the bags
from the rig. He stood in the door-
way, all ears. Cress told him to
show the engineer upstairs to his
room.

“l hate to confess that I'm get-
ting old,” Hethrington remarked
with a laugh, “but fourteen hours
in a day-coach has made me ready
for bed. If you don’ mind—”"

“Not at all,” Cress assured him.
“We’ll have some riding to do in the
morning. We’ll take a pack animal
with us. It’ll mean a blanket and a
soft place on the ground tomorrow
night.”

They said good night, and Lin-
scott followed Benton into the of-
fice. The lawyer produced his pipe
and settled down in a chair. “That
was quite a licking you gave Bill,”
he observed. “A lot of people
seemed pleased in the Lodge. Not
that they said so openly; but you
can tell. Bill Rask hasn’t endeared
himself to anyone by his high-
handed tactics. Old Morgan was a
lot smoother about his grabbing-—
Have you figured out his next
move?”

“Not beyond what he’ll do when
some of the outfits along the
Medicine begin to feel the pinch.
That shouldn’t be for some months.
He’s got the cash to buy them up
when the price drops. Now that
Triple K has all the water it needs
down below, Rash can squeeze a
profit out of a place like the Quarter
Circle where Grinnell would go
broke. It would be simply a case
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of using that range in the spring
and early summer and then moving
his stuff below for the fall.”

Linscott nodded. “If | know him,
he won’t overlook i*. He’ll have an-
other string to his bow, too. He
can’t crowd you off, Cress, but he
can move in around you. That was
always his father’s first move when
he wanted something. . . Was it this
that you wanted to speak to me
about?”

“Only indirectly. | can’t hope to
keep my moves secret very long. But
maybe 1 can get a little jump on
him. | certainly don’t intend to sit
back and wait for the plums to drop
into his basket. | can’t drag him
down if | play such a game.” Ben-
ton paused for a moment. “You know
Wolf Lake. You've shot ducks up
there a good many times in the fall.”

“Certainly,” Linscott murmured.

“I’'m going to try to bring that
water down here,” Cress declared
simply. “That’s why | wanted an
engineer to look it over.”

INSCOTT popped erect in his

chair. “That’s certainly an am-
bitious undertaking,” he said skepti-
cally. “It will cost a fortune!”

“l don’t care how much it costs
if it’ll pay off. | believe | can get
some help as far as the expense goes.
What | want you to tell me tonight,
Alva, is this: by any stretch of the
imagination, can the interests that
Rask represents accuse me of divert-
ing water from the Medicine River
watershed if | attempt to do any-
thing with that lake?”

“l don’t believe so. | don’t like to
give you any snap judgment on a
matter as important as that, but the
run-off from Wolf Lake travels
away from Medicine. | suppose
there is some seepage that would be
stopped if you drained the lake. But
that isn’t your intention.”

“Hardly,” Benton asserted. “If
any action developed against me
wouldn’t it be decided on the testi-
mony of an expert engineer like
Hethrington?”

Linscott smiled. “You had both
barrels loaded, didn’t you? 1°d say
that Hethrington’s opinion would
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qualify as expert opinion. If he says
you’re all right, I'd take his word
for it. There’s no better man in
the Rocky Mountain states; | made
sure of that. One thing will need
some looking into, though. A search
of the records will be necessary. |
know that Jim Cameron’s father
used to use that little stream that
flows out of the lake and finally
winds up out on the Colorado De-
sert. Split Rock Creek he called it.”

“That’s the only name | ever heard
for it,” Benton said. “This is worth
looking into. | want you to be sure
and do it. | think you’ll find that
Eli Cameron never had any legal
right to the water. As far as | know,
all that high, broken country beyond
the lake is still in the public do-
main.”

“If that’s the case, you can buy
some of it and file on the creek.”

Cress said no. “lI wouldn’t move
it on Jim like that. | don’t believe
Il have any trouble with him over
it. | know I'm going to need him
before | get through.”

He did not offer to enlarge on
that end of it, and their conversa-
tion turned to other matters. Half
an hour later, as they .were going up
the stairs, Linscott said:

“Does your crew know what you’re
up to?”

“Cash does,” Cress answered with
a smile. “If the rest don’t, seeing
you and Hethrington here will cer-
tainly put some ideas in their minds.”

They were up early. At breakfast
Benton told the engineer of his plans.

“What | particularly want to know
is this: can it be done, how long will
it take and how much will it cost.”

Hethrington laughed. “W ater
still flows downhill, so | suppose it
can be done. As for the rest, we
won’t know much ab ut thaL until we
get some men up there with a transit
and run some levels.”

Old Curly, bursting with curiosity,
hovered around them as they were
preparing to leave. Ryan finally
dispatched him on an errand that
took him down the yard, sputtering
with annoyance.

Once past the broken butte it was
a stiff climb all the way to the Step-

ping Stone Peaks. Hethrington
made some sketches and diagrams in
his field book when they got there.

“It is plain enough to me that any
moisture that falls beyond these
peaks never finds its way into Med-
icine River,” he said. “We are
standing right now on the extreme
limits of that watershed. Give me
th; direction of the lake from here.”

ENTON pointed it out to him.

“In a bee-line, it can’t be two
miles,” he explained. “We’ll have to
travel three or four times that dis-
tance to reach it unless you gentle-
men are prepared to do some rough
riding. You can see that it’s a tangle
of deep canyons and spots of moun-
tain meadow.”

“We’ll swing around the easy
way,” Linscott said definitely. “It’s
not so bad when you follow the ridge.
It will save us time in the end, Heth-
rington. | got lost down in those
canyons once. Cress’s father had to
send a couple men out to find me.”

These high mountains were well
timbered, the virgin growth forming
an emerald ip for the lake. The
three men vere within several hun-
dred yards of it before they got their
first glimpse of its wind ruffled blue
waters sparkling in the sun.

“It’s a beautiful spot,” Linscott de-
clared. “I never saw anything up in
Glacier any prettier.”

At Hethrington’s
circled around the
reached the outlet.
high water mark, made when
spring run-off was at its height.

“It would be a simple matter to
raise the level of the lake by dam-
ming up this creek,” he said. “If
you’re going to use this water there’s
no reason why any of it should go to
waste.”

“None at all,” Cress concurred.
“Not much flowing out now, but be-
tween the time the ic breaks up and
the middle f June the creek is bank
full.” He looked at his watch. “It’s
three o’clock,” he said. “We’ve four
hours of daylight left. Well camp
here on the shore of the lake tonight.
Suppose wt leave Alva to do some

request they
lake until they
He studied the
the



fishing and you and | can do a little
exploring.”

“That’s what we’re here for,” the
engineer told him. He gazed at the
frowning mountain wall that stood
between them and the headwaters of
Medicine River. “We can’t take
water over r under that barrier. Is
it possible that you've found a way
to get around it?”

“l think so,” Benton answered. “I
know a little tunnelling and some
blasting will have to be done. How
much, it will be up to you to say.”

“Be back before dark!” Linscott
called as they started off. “I’ll have
a nice mess of rainbows ready for
the pan!”

Benton took Hethrington half-
way around the lake before he began
picking his way down an unpromis-
ing canyon. It ended abruptly in
the course of a quarter of a mile.

“Don’t let this discourage you,
Cress said. “l’ve been going over
this country for three or four years
with the idea in mind that we might
use Wolf Lake some day. This hog-

back ahead of us will have to be
blown out, or a short tunnel put
through. You’ll find the country

looks pretty good on the other side.”
They sent their mounts over the
barrier and found themselves in a
long, steep canyon that ran to the
west.
“There’s plenty of pitch to this for

our purpose,” Hethrington con-
ceded.
They followed the canyon some

distance before it began to describe
a long half circle. It seemed to be
heading toward a sharp cleft in the
mountains.

“When we get there we’ll be be-
yond the crest,” Cress explained.
“We’ll actually be west of the peaks.’

NCE through the sharp defile

they found three possible
courses ahead of them. Benton chose
the canyon at the right. They were
about to ride into it when something
broke through the brush ahead of
them. The horses reared, and Cress
reached for his rifle.

“What was that—a deer?”
rington demanded tensely.

Heth-
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“That was a horse! Somebody spy-
ing on us! You wait here; I'm go-
ing after him!”

W ith the snapping of brush to di-
rect him Benton took after the rider
they had flushed sSunexpectedly. He
hung on for ten minutes without-
catching sig. t of the man. His own
horse was making so much noise as
it charged through the brush that it
was not until a shower of loose rock
from above fell about him that he
realized his quarry had climbed out
of the canyon.

Benton knew the man would have
to expose himself on the rim for a
moment. He trained his rifle on the
spot, and when he got a distant
glimpse of the scurrying horseman,
he snapped a shot at him.

Cress had time to think it over on
his way back to Hethrington. “He
scared easily enough, but that’s no
reason for taking this lightly,” he
muttered in tight-lipped seriousness.
“If my steps are being dogged that
way, | better take a lesson from it.”

“Was that your shot | heard?” the
engineer asked.

“Yeh, | hurried him on his way
when he scrambled over the rim. It
never crossed my mind that we didn’t
have this country to ourselves. ,Evi-
dently someone got curious about
your being here. | suppose you and
Linscott had dinner at the hotel in
Wilu Horse.”

“Yes, but we weren’t advertising
our business.”

“l didn’t mean that,” Benton as-
sured him. “A word would have been
enough. The walls have long ears in
that town lately. Shall we go on?”

At the end of another mile they had
proceeded far enough to convince the
engineer they could break through
into the valley of the Medicine.

“It can be done,” he said, “and as
such thing? go, at moderate cost.
From what I've seen this afternoon,
I'd say the job could be completed
before snow falls. We can make the
preliminary survey in ten days to two
weeks.”

“Go ahead with it,” Benton, told
him. “Send for the men you’ll need
as soon as we get back to the house.
I imagine we better turn around.
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Linscott will be wondering what’s
happened to us.”

John Hethrington cast a wary
glance at the underbrush as they
started back to the lake. *“Linscott

has told me something about how
matters stand in this county,” he re-
marked soberly. “If | undertake this
project am | apt to be opposed? |
mean armed violence, Benton.”

“That’s likely to be the case”
Cress was compelled to admit.  “I’ll
see that you have all the protection
you need.”

Hethrington was not impressed by
that promise. “l know you mean it,”
he said, “but protection hardly cov-
ers the case. |’ve been through sit-
uations like this before. It usually
means some smashed equipment and
a lot of time lost.”

“I'll ' take the responsibility for
that,” Benton assured him. “I'm hir-
ing you to do a job, not to take up
my fight.”

“l’'ve never been able to separate
them in my business,” the engineer
returned; "one goes with the other.
I've built my organization on that
principle. If a man won’t fight for
the job he’s on, he can’t work for
me. Once | start on this work, I’ll
see it through. | mentioned the mat-
ter only because | want you to un-
derstand why it won’t be possible for
me to give you a definite date for
completing the contract. | can only
promise to do the best I can.”

“That’s good for me,” Cress stated.
“Under the circumstances | couldn’t
pin you down.” He found himself
liking Hethrington better the longer
he knew him. The man’s frankness
and aggressiveness appealed to him.

T WAS after dark when they
I reached the lake. Linscott had a
fire going and the camp made com-
fortable. He looked them over care-
fully when they rode in.

"l thought | heard a shot fired this
afternoon,” he said.

“Yeh, | fired it,” Benton replied.

“Somebody’s curious about what
we’re doing up here.” He gave the
lawyer an account of what had hap-
pened.

Linscott was not inclined to take

it seriously. “Must have been one
of those kids from Wild Horse. |

noticed young Grinnell hanging
around the Morgan House.”
Benton was not convinced that

this was the correct answer, but he
pretended to accept it. He sniffed
appreciatively at the appetizing
odors arising from the fire, where
Linscott had a nice mess of trout
browning and a pot of coffee coming
to the boil.

"Hethrington and | will do justice

to those fish,” he exclaimed. “They
look fine, Alval!”

“Well, get ready, and I’ll dish
things up,” the lawyer urged. “l’ve

got some biscuits in the Dutch oven.”

Alva had every right to pride him-
self on his cooking. When they had
eaten their fill, they sat around, with
the pleasant aroma of tobacco smoke
rising from their pipes. The scene
was so peaceful and the company so
good that Benton found himself en-
joying the first real relaxation he
had known in days. And yet, after
the others were sound asleep, he put
out the fire and reconnoitered the
ground around the camp for several
hundred yards. When he turned in,
he slipped his gun under his blanket.

Nothing happened to disburb the
serenity of the night, however. Lin-
scott was up early and stole away
down the rocky shore with his rod.
He was back in short order, holding
up a four-pound rainbow.

“Some real tackle-busters in this
lake!” he declared enthusiastically.
“You put the camp stuff together
and I'll rustle up some breakfast.”

They returned by way of the
peaks. Bentofi studied the ground
there carefully and discovered the
fresh tracks of a shod horse leading
off to the west.

“Just what | thought!” he declared

soberly. “The bird we flushed yes-
terday didn’t come from Wild
Horse!”

“One of Bill Rask’s men, you

think?” Linscott queried.

“I'd stake my life on it.”

“I’'m not so sure about that,” Alva
demurred. “If he knew we were
coming up here, he certainly must
have known why. It wouldn’t have



been necessary for him to have a
man follow us to find out.”

“He didn’t know, I'm sure,” Cress
countered. “He’s been having the
Flat Iron house watched. When we
pulled out, his spy trailed along
with us. It means we've got to
move quickly now, or find that we’re

too late. | want you to get back to
Lodge at once, Alva. Get the infor-
mation on Split Rock Creek as

quickly as you can. [I'll be in Wild
Horse waiting for a telegram from
you. I’ll see Jim Cameron then and
be in your office the next day. I'm
going to buy all that land along the
creek.”

“there’s a lot of it, Cress,” Lin-
scott reminded him. “Even at a dol-
lar and a quarter an acre it will
mean tying up seven to eight thou-
sand dollars.”

“I’ll do it if it costs twice that
much,” was Benton’s stony answer.
“My worry now is to get there be-
fore Bill Rask grabs it!”

CHAPTER VIII

Cards On the Table

ENTON parted with Heth-
B rington and Linscott at

the peaks and followed the
trail of the unknown rider. It was
easy to read. Night had fallen be-
fore the man had get back this far.
Evidently aware that he was not be-
ing pursued, he had taken his time.
The tracks proved that.

Cress reached a rocky point where
the intruder had reined up for a few
minutes. The broken butt of a brown
paper cigarette caught his eye. It
seemed too vague a clue to mean
anything. The trail led on, keeping
to the high places and always head-
ing for Jules Sylvain’s old range.

Bentoa lost it once, but when he
picked it up again, it carried him to
a break in the Flat Iron fence. He
examined the two strands of wire
that had been cut before he repaired
them. There was blood in his eye
when he reached the house.

Linscott and Hethrington had
long since left for town, Alva to
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take the evening train to Medicine
Lodge and the latter to get off a
telegram to Denver and then return
to the ranch. Cress summoned Ryan
to the house at once.

“l guess you can blame me for it,”
Cash declared grimly when he had
heard the news. “lI know Rask has
gone back to the Lodge and left
Buck Marr to run that spread. | just
didn’t believe he had the guts to put
a man on our range to spy on us.”

“It’s no more your fault than
mine,” Cress told him. “I didn’t
give it a thought, either. Now that

we know, we can put a stop to it.
The work has slacked off so that we
can spare a couple men to ride those
hills. Make it plain to the crew that
any Triple K rider, or anyone else
found on our range who can’t give a
satisfactory explanation of his pres-
ence, gets a dose of lead! | mean
to be tough about it; just running
them off won’t do.”

“That suits me fine,” Ryan
growled, He saw Ross riding up
to the office. “You send for San-
tell?” he asked.

“Yeh, | spoke to him when |
passed the corrals. 1'm going to
the Crossing; he’s going with me.”

“l approve of that,” said Cash. “I’d
like it even better if you took three
or four of the boys along. When
Roberts came in from the fence this
morning he told me that that bunch
of coyotes are hanging out at Bat’s
place. You may run into more’n you
can handle.”

“l hope | run into Buck Marr,”
was Benton’s flinty answer. “I’ll at
least get word to him that the next
man he sends over here is a dead
man.”

On the way te the Crossing Cress
and Santell met up with the first of
two riders Ryan had patrolling the
fence. Benton repeated the order he
had just given Cash. At the scene
of the fight they encountered Stormy
Winters. His reaction to the an-
nouncement that henceforth it was
to be a case of shoot first and ask
questions later was characteristic.

“I'm glad it’s official now,” he
chirped. “I been workin’ along those
lines ever since this ruckus started.”
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Stormy grinned shamelessly. “l sure
hope | run into one of them side-
winders! I’ll bring yuh his ears!”

“That’s what [I’ll expect you to
do,” Benton answered as he and Ross
rode on.

They were still several hundred
yards from Bat’s door when they
saw three horses racked there. They
came on easily.

“Triple K broncs,” Ross muttered,
reading the brands. “Three shouldn’t
be too many.”

Benton glanced at the front win-
dow, thinking how easy it would be
for the men inside to pick them off

as they rode up. “Swing in close
when you reach the corner of the
building,” he advised. “Be right be-

hind me when | hit the door.”

They slid out of their saddles and
crossed the porch quickly. The door
stood open, as usual. Cress walked
in out of the bright sunshine and
rifled a glance around the room.
Buck Marr and Durant stood at the
bar. In a chair tilted back against
the wall sat Ferd Smiley. Bat was
behind the bar.

T WAS quiet enough now, but
I there were little signs that told
Benton and Santell had stepped into
an unfinished argument. Smiley’s
disinterestedness was a painful sham.
The harried look in Chadron’s round
little eyes was genuine enough.

There was no mirror behind the
bar. Marr and Durant half turned
away from their unfinished drinks
and fastened their eyes on Benton
and Santell. Cress walked up to
within three or four feet of where
they stood. Ross moved up beside
him, his easy-going, unruffled man-
ner as spurious as Ferd Smiley’s pre-
tended detachment.

“l hoped 1'd find you here,” Cress
said to Marr. “It gives me a chance
to tell you to your teeth that the
next man you send spying on Flat
Iron will be killed on sight. We’ll
be looking for him.”

Buck chose not to understand. To
show his contempt for this plain
talk Chip Durant flipped a cigarette
into shape with extravagant noncha-
lance. It happened to be a brown

paper he used. Not too uncommon,
but Benton made a note of it.

“It’s news to me that I’ve had
some of my boys tailin” you, Ben-
ton. | was put on this new spread
to iron it out and make it show a
profit. 1’'ve got more important mat-
ters on my hands than carin’ a hoot
about what you’re doin’.”

“Don’t waste your breath on that
line of talk with me,” Benton rapped.

“l can follow a trail, and | know
when nippers have been used on
barbed wire.”

Such cunning as there was in

Buck Marr was quickly submerged
by the rising tide of his wrath. His
lips lifted from his teeth in a threat-
ening smirk. “You haven’t got a
friend left to your name, yet you
find some horse tracks or cut wire
and try to throw it in my face! I'm
warnin' you to back up, Benton!
Yoq’re gettin’ too big for your
boots!”

“So what?” Cress queried quietly.

The very mildness of the challenge
seemed to pump an electric tension
into the air. Bat had not moved a
finger. Ferd Smiley continued his
pretense of reading the old news-
paper spread out on his lap. Santell
noticed these things as he waited,
his right arm hanging free at his
side. He was not overawed by the
fact that Durant and Smiley bore
the reputation of being Triple K’s
most expert and ruthless gunslicks.
For years Morgan Rask had used
them to convince whoever got in his
way that the game was not worth the
candle. The old man had passed
Buck Marr by unnoticed, but Marr’s
participation in the slaying of Ki
Benton had apparently won him his
spurs with Bill.'

“Another crack out of you and I'll
show you what!” Buck lashed back,
as intent on establishing his author-
ity over Durant and Ferd as in
standing up to Cress. “Your belly-
ache is a lot of damned nonsense as
far as I'm concerned! Identify the
man I’'m supposed to have had tailin’
you, if you can!”

Chip Durant jerked the cigarette
from his mouth, broke it between
thumb and forefinger and hurled it



to the floor angrily. “What’s the
idea?” he snarled. “How much more

yuh gain’ to take from this gent,
Buck?”

“Shut up!” Marr snapped. “I’ll
handle this!”

Benton’s gray eyes wrinkled in a
thin, frosty smile. He had known
other men who had acquired the
habit of breaking their cigarettes be-
fore tossing them away, but there
wasn’t any doubt in his mind but
what it was Durant whom he had
chased out of the canyon below Wolf
Lake. He said:

“You stepped in over your head
that time, Marr. Durant doesn’t
seem to appreciate your cleverness.
He knows he wouldn’t be here now
if the light had been a little better
when | slapped that shot at him last
evening.”

“The hell you say!” Buck roared.
“Where’s your evidence?”

“There on the floor—that broken
cigarette butt. | trailed him by the
ones | picked up.”

ENTON knew this argument

had reached its climax. He had
forced it, and he was determined
that Buck Marr would either fight
or crawl.

Santell was equally aware that the
deciding moment had come. He and
Cress could only wait. Not so, "big
Bat. The little eyes peeping over
their rolls of fat gave no indication
of the fact that he had reached a
decision, too. Unnoticed, his hand
dropped below the bar to a little
shelf. His fingers closed on a heavy
forty-five. A split second later his
loaded fist slapped the surface of the
bar. Some of the slaci® had gone
out of his sagging cheeks and he was
a forbidding figure as he stood there
with his gun leveled—not at Buck
Marr and Durant, but at Ferd
Smiley,

“Better net try it, Ferd,” he said
with a throaty rasp. “This dump’s
got a rotten reputation, but we don’t
shoot ’em in the back here....Let
that newspaper slide to the floor,
and no tricks with the hands.” It
caught Smiley in the act of draw-

ing.
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Marr whirled on Bat fiercely.
“Why, damn your rotten hide!” he
raged. “You keep your nose outa
this, Chadron! | smelled a rat
the other night, and | get the smell
again! I'm beginnin’ to understand
where Benton gets his information!”

“Carry your fight outside,” Bat
told him. “That’s as far as my in-
terest goes.” He could have let it
go at that. There were several rea-
sons why he didn’t. He once had
been a bad man to step on. Partly
because those old fires were not com-
pletely dead in him, and partly be-
cause Marr had come there to deliver
an ultimatum regarding the future
ownership of this strip of land, but
principally because he knew he was
over his head already, he added with
stinging contempt. “Or mebbe it
ain’t a fight you gents are .lookin’
for.”

Buck Marr could have slain him
where he stood for it. “You asked
for it!” he snarled. “Don’t be sur-
prised if somebody touches a match
to this shack one of these nights!”

He started for the door. Smiley
and Durant fell in behind him,

“One good turn deserves another,
Bat,” Benton said loud enough for
their ears.. “l heard that threat to
burn you out. [I'll remember it—
just in case.”

The three men rode off, roweling
their broncs.

“The same streak of yellow in
them that you find in all blacklegs,”
Cress observed coolly. “That was
nice work, Bat. I’'m sorry you didn’t
let Smiley have it. It would have
been one less skunk in the world.”
Chadron shook his head gravely.

“l played tough; but it don’t mean
a thing. | know the jig is up with
me; | won’t be here long. Bill’s
given me the choice of sellin’ out to
him for what | paid Sylvain, or bein’
run off. This settles it for keeps.”

“Don’t let go of this land,” Benton
said flatly. “Hold on to it for an-
other year and it’ll be worth twenty
times what Rask will give you. If
they pull the building on you, go
into Wild Horse and sit there for
a few months. I'm not answering
any questions, but between the two
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of us, some changes are going to hit
this country.”

Bat gulped down his surprise and
thought over what Cress had told
him. “Bill’s got my answer,” he
muttered; “I ain’t sellin’.” He poured
a drink for the two men and him-
self. He sighed heavily as he
studied the brimming glass. “To
think that men like that can push
folks around! | wish | could turn
the clock back about fifteen years
just for a day or two. Fish like
that used to leave town when | rode
in.”

“It’s a new variety we’re dealing
with today, Bat,” Santell remarked.
“They come out of their holes and
snap at you when you ain’t looking.
I wonder who Marr thought he was
fooling when he was sounding off
about making that ranch show a
profit. If it was a profit Rask was
looking for he wouldn’t have put
Buck in charge. You can bet your
life that wasn’t Brad Mulhall’s do-
ing. Say what you will about him,
Brad’s a cowman, at least.”

HEY tossed off their drink.
“Have they moved any stock
in?” Cress asked.

“Yeh, a lot of stuff from their
western ranches,” Bat answered.
“And a hell of a time they’re havin
with it. OIld Jules always kept his
stuff away from what he called
Poison Crick. He thought there was
somethin’ wrong with the water—he
used to lose cattle every time they
got in there. He really never knew
what the trouble was. Your old man

had a look at some of them once.
He told Jules it was arsenic pois-
onin—that they’d eat somethin’.

Mebbe wild parsnips.”

Benton nodded. “l remember. s
that what Marr’s walked into?”

“He’s lost about thirty cows al-
ready. He don’t know what to do,
so he’s sent down the river for Mul-
hall.” Bat spun his gun on his fin-
ger and replaced it on the shelf.
“Too damn bad that sickness don’t
wipe .out a few of them two-legged
skunks while it’s about it.,,.You
leavin’ so soon?”

“l’'ve got to be in town in the

morning,” Cress answered. “You go
easy on the bottle, Bat. If they catch
you well plastered, you won't have
a chance.”

Benton was in Wild Horse before
noon. There was no word from Lin-
scott as yet. While he was waiting,
Cress dropped in to see Dutch and
found him about ready to return to
the ranch.

“One of the boys will be in with
a rig tomorrow or the next day to
pick up a couple men,” he told him.
“You can go out with them.”

“New hands?” Dutch queried.

“No, some surveyors who are go-
ing out to do some work for me.”

The telegram from Alva did not
arrive until early in the afternoon.
It confirmed Benton’s opinion that
the Camerons had never filed on
Split Rock Creek. But it was so
late now that he could not make the
long ride to the Little Medicine
and return to town in time to catch
the evening train west.

“I’ll see Jim this afternoon and
put up at the hotel over night,” he
decided. “That’ll put me in the
Lodge early tomorrow morning.”

Riding out of Wild Horse, he
passed Reb Grinnell. Reb refused
to answer his greeting. It made
Cress realize afresh that the grudges
against him were deep and that
every move he made would be viewed
with suspicion by his old neighbors.
That was less true of Cameron than
of anyone else, but whether Jim
would listen to the proposition to be
put before him this afternoon with
an open mind was a question.

Cameron was at the forge, doing
some blacksmithing, when Benton
rode into the Box C yard. “I didn’t
expect to see you up here, Cress,”
he said. “lI thought you had your
hands full on Flat Iron.”

Benton grinned. “l seem to have
that trouble under control, There’s
something | want to talk over with
you, Jim It may take your breath
away when you first hear it, but I
want you to think it over before you
say yes or no.”

They walked up to the house and
sat down on the kitchen steps.

“l remember your saying to me



that night at the meeting—the last
one | attended—that you thought |
was taking the right stand, but you
couldn’t afford to string along with
me,” Cress began. “It wasn’t the
water you were concerned about
chiefly, was it?”

“No, it wasn’t. | suppose the two
of us will be affected by the changed
conditions on the river less than any-
one. Between the Little Medicine
and a couple feeder creeks, my water
supply is pretty steady. | never saw
the need of putting up a dam. When
I told you I couldn’t afford to play
it your way, | was thinking of the
fact that | intend to go on living
here; that Tom Greenway, Steve
Hoffman and the rest are my friends.
Even though | thought they were
wrong, | didn’t see how | could
throw them overboard, | don’t sup-
pose it makes sense, but that’s how
I felt.”

Benton nodded, “That’s about
what | thought was in your mind.
Those things occurred to me, too.”

“Thank God, you had the courage
«f your convictions, Cress! You
haven’t anything to regret. If we’d
had the backing of Flat Iron, this
fight would be going on still, and
patting us deeper and deeper into a
hole. | know if | had it to do over
again my answer would be different
....W hy do you bring it up?”

BECAUSE I'm going to ask

I i you to do something that
every cowman in this district will
oppose. It will save them in the
end, and | don’t believe anything
else will, but they won’t see it that
way at first. We’ll be accused of
trying to feather our own nests. I1t’ll
take nerve and determination to see
it through, Jim. With your help, |
can’t fail. But my mind’s made up
on it; if |1 have to go it alone again,
I’'m prepared to do it. [I’ll put my
cards on the table.... I'm going to
bring water from Wolf Lake down
to Medicine Valley. I've had an en-
gineer from Denver looking it over.
He tells me it can be done. He’s
starting the preliminary survey in a
day or two.”

“Do you need water that 'bad?”
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Cameron asked when he had finished
expressing his surprise. The incred-
ulous look that had settled on his
lean, tanned face, deepened as he
thought of the staggering cost of
such a move.

“l don’t need it for Flat Iron,”
said Cress. “l know neither you
nor your father have wused Split
Rock Creek for years. | had a tele-

gram from Alva Linscott this after-
noon telling me no one has ever filed
on it. I'm going to the Lodge in
the morning and buy in all that
worthless land just to make sure
that, once started, | won’t run into
a lawsuit with anyone. [’ll raise the

level of the lake three to four feet.
By October the whole job can be
completed.

Cameron shook his head, sorely
puzzled.

“Where do | fit into this? |

haven’t any money to invest, Cress.”

“l don’t want a dime from you.
I’ll take care of the money end,
along with the help | know 1 can
get from the Wyoming and West-
ern. I'm bringing that water down
to start an irrigation district and
pipe it across the river and sell it
to any man who wants it.”

“Irrigation district?” Jim sat up
stiffly. “Does that mean you’re
bringing in farmers—turning your

flat-lands over to the plow?”

“That’s exactly my intention! Be-
tween us we can settle three hundred
families in this part ©f the country.
Small farms and big families! Men
and women and grown sons and
daughters old enough to vote! With
that many people moving in, Wild
Horse will pick up. We can put an
end to this government and taxation
without representation that Medi-
cine Lodge has crammed down our
throats for years!”

“You’re taking my breath away,
just as you warned,” Cameron de-
clared. He sighed to himself. "It’s
at least a wonderful dream!”

“It may be just a dream now, but
we can make it a reality within
twelve months,” Benton insisted
grimly. “The railroad will leap at
the chance to bring people in. There
isn’t a business man in Wild Horse
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who won’t benefit by it. And we
don’t have to waste any time wonder-
ing how long it will be before the
western half of Box Elder tries the
same method to keep us under its
thumb. They haven’t the water there,
and there’s no chance of their get-
ting it. You know it won’t pinch
Box C and Flat Iron to pull back
from the flat-lands. We can get
twenty-five to thirty dollars an acre
for that land. We’ll still have all
the range we need, and a sure sup-
ply of water to go with it.”

Cameron smiled at Benton’s
earnestness. “Cress, you’re talking
around the one sore point in this
scheme. You know that we’d only
have to say irrigation to have every
stockman between here and the
Crossing up in arms.”

“Until they realize that this s
the only thing that can save them.
How long can Reb Grinnell hang on
to Quarter Circle with no water aft-
er June fifteenth? How about
Greenway? Steve Hoffman? | can
name a dozen who’ll lose their places
if things go on as they are. They’ll
see Bill Rask gobble them up at his
own price. Reb could sell a couple
hundred acres of bottom land and
tide himself over. When he needs
water next summer, he can buy it—
and the price will be just what it
costs to bring it down.”

Cress repeated the argument he
had tried out on Santell the day they
had ridden down from the fence to
the Crossing. When he finished,
Cameron was silent.

The supper bell rang as they sat
there.

“You go on in and eat,” Jim said.
“I'm going to walk down to the
corrals and think this over.”

Box C had a six-man crew. Ben-
ton knew them by sight and they
recognized him. They ate hurried-
ly, that being their habit, and filed
out before Cress had finished. He
was drinking a second cup of cof-
fee when Cameron came in. There
was an enormous sobriety about him.

“I've fought this out with myself,”
Jim said, standing at the table. *“I
know it will bring more trouble, but
for better or worse, I'm with you.

It may be the hard way. In fact,
I’'m sure it is; we’ll be abused and
misunderstood by the very ones who
should be cheering the loudest for
us.”

Cress nodded.
of that already.

“I’'ve had a taste

“l know it,” Jim said. “If you
can stand it, | guess | can.”
CHAPTER IX
The Taste of Blood
HEN Benton stepped
off the train in Medi-
cine Lodge the next

morning he went to Linscott’s office

at once. It was the first time he
had been in the county seat since
the day hie father had been Kkilled.
Being back here stirred memories in
him that stamped bitter lines on his
face.

“A couple months have brought
some changes,” he said to himself,

“and it’s only the beginning. I'll put
the skids under this town before 1I'm
through.”

He found Alva waiting for him
and betraying distinct signs of un-
easiness. Even the news Cress was
able to give him concerning Cam-
eron’s decision was not enough to
dispel the lawyer’s preoccupation.

“What is it, Alva?” Benton asked.
“Has something gone wrong?”

“l don’t know,” was the honest

answer. “It may be just a coinci-
dence. There’s a sign on the Land
Office door this morning saying

Patton has been called out of town
on business and won’t be back till
this afternoon. You know Gib Pat-
ton, the deputy U. S. agent. His
piddling job just fits him. Like a
good many others around here he’s
at Bill Rask’s beck and call. 1 can’t
shake off the feeling that he ducked
out of town in order to give Bill a
chance to make up his mind about
what he wants to do on the very
matter that’s brought you to the
Lodge.”

“There must be more to it than
that to upset you like this,” said
Cress, holding himself in check.



“Well, you know the courthouse is
full of worms who owe their jobs
to the Rask political setup. You
can’t go in and ask fer a record with-
out somebody being curious about
your business. | felt it yesterday
morning when | asked for the file
on Split Rock Creek. | know that
Rask was informed of my business
there before I got back here to my
office. Were you able to get a line
on who it was spying on us at the
lake?”

“It was Chip Durant, one of Rask’s
blacklegs.”

Benton recounted for him what
had happened at the Crossing.

“That doesn’t make the situation
look any better,” Linscott declared
heavily. “If Buck Marr sent Durant
up there it was done on Bill’s orders.
You can bet that word about what
Durant found out got to headquar-
ters in a hurry. I°'d say he knows
enough by now to have a pretty good
idea of what you’re up to.”

“Just how, Alva?” Cress coun-
tered. “He knows | was up there
with you and Hethringten, Isn’t
that about all?”

“Her knows the two of you were
exploring those canyons below the
lake. He knows Ive had a look at
the records on Split Rock Creek.
Bill Rask may not be the brightest
man in the world, but he ought to
be able to put that together. If he«-
was in any doubt of it he must have
got the answer when you got off the
train a few minutes ago.”

Benton was impressed,
convinced.

“If Rask had this business sized
up as correctly as all that, he’d have
beat me to it and bought that land.
He’s had time eneugh.”

“Sure he has,” Linscott agreed,
“but he isn’t saddling himself with
seven to eight thousand dollars
worth of mountainside unless he has
to. When it comes to not throw-
ing money away, he’s old Morg’s son
___Did you bring some cash with
you?”

“l’ve got a cashier’s check for ten
thousand on the Wild Horse Nation-
al. |1 don’t suppose there’s any use

but not
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haunting the Land Office if there’s
no one there.”

“No, that’s a good place to keep
away from. Have you got anything
to do over here that might look like
business?”

“l thought I’d drop in and see the
division superintendent of the rail-
road. | know I’ll have to go down
to Cheyenne to see the right man
as soon as Hethrington gives me
some figures. | thought Coombs
might give me a letter to him.”

“Go ahead,” the lawyer wurged.

“Just don’t say too much. After
dinner we’ll drop over to the court-
house and do a little wrangling with
the county assessor. Patton’s office
is just across the hall. When he
shows up we’ll get to him before
anyone else does.”

HEY had been in the assessor’s
Toffice, keeping a profitless argu-
ment alive for over an hour, when
they saw Gib Patton unlock his door.
It was after half-past two.

“Customers?” Patton, a mousy-
looking little man, queried in a faint
attempt at a jest as they walked in.

“Get out your map and section
chart covering the northeast corner
of this county,” Linscott told him.

“That will be Wolf Lake—or just
a little east of the lake,” Patton
stated. “Your boundary runs north
and south there, Mr. Benton.”

“That’s right,” Cress replied.
“There’s twelve sections in that cor-
ner of the county that | want. You
don’t have to bother shewing me a
topographical map; the U. S. Survey
will do.”

The agent opened a large safe and
got out the map and chart. Though
his forehead was damp with per-
spiration when he deposited them on
the counter, he walked over to the
open window and closed it. The idea
popped into Benton’s mind that it
was a signal to someone watching
below.

“It’s pretty warm
closing windows,” he said. W ithout
waiting for Patton’s answer he
walked to the closed window and
glanced below in time to see Bill

in here to be
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Rask crossing the street in the di-
rection of the courthouse.

“I—I’'m sorry,” Patton apologized.
“l1 didn’t think—"

“You want to begin to think in a
hurry,” Benton whipped out thinly.
“Where’s your map?”

“Why, here, Mr. Benton—"

“That’s right!” Cress tapped off
the twelve sections with his finger.
“W hat’s the price?”

“A dollar and ten cents an acre.
But I’ll have to be sure they are free
before I can sell them to you.”

“You know they’re free, Patton!”
Linscott exclaimed with rising ire.

“Of course, he does!” Benton ex-
ploded. He reached across the
counter and grabbed the agent by
the collar. “You miserable little
double-crosser, quit your stalling!
Rask will be here in a minute; he
got your signal! You start making
out a deed to me or I’ll tear you
apart!”

“The window?” asked Linscott.

“Yeh!” Cress gritted. “They had
it rigged to beat us, just as you
figgered. But it will be first come,
first served, or I'll know why! Get
your blanks, Patton, and start writ-
ing!”

The agent began to fill out the
deed and transfer. Benton braced
himself as he heard someone run up
the stairs. The door was pushed
open a moment later and Bill Rask
strode in, puffing for breath. Ignor-
ing Cress and Linscott, he pused up
to the counter.

“Just a minute, Gib!” he roared.
“If these men are here to buy that
land east of Wolf Lake, you can’t do
business with them! 1 told you last
night 1’d buy it, and I'm here to
exercise my option!”

“Option?” Alva jeered. “There’s
no such thing as an option in a
U. S. land office! | know the law!”

“Do you?” Bill flung back trium-
phantly, seeing the check Cress held
in his hand. He glanced at the clock
on the wall. The time was ten min-
utes to three. “I’ll tell you how one
part of the law reads: ‘Payment to

be made in the currency of the
United States!” A bank check or
draft won’t do, Linscott! |If Patton

takes it, I’'ll have this sale set aside,
and you damned well know | can
do it!”

Linscott knew Rask was right. He
glanced at the moving hands of the
clock. He had lost the water fight
to big Bill, but he didn’t intend to
lose this argument if a bluff would
save the day.

“That’s perfectly okay with us,”
he declared, producing his wallet. “A
bank check is the equivalent of cash,
but if Patton insists on currency, he
can have it. I’ll take care of that.
You go ahead and make out the
papers,” he told the agent. “The
money is right here.”

ASK was not prepared for this

maneuver. His eyes were mur-
derous as he glared at Linscott. He
knew he was being taken. The law-
yer had money, but he was not in
habit of carrying eighty-five hundred
dollars in cash around with him.

“l want to see you pay off!” he
growled. “I’ll be right here to call
that bluffl”

Alva caught Cress’s eye. “You've
got nine minutes to get to the bank
if you want to turn that piece of
paper in your hand into cash today,”
he remarked casually. “You’ll have
to hurry.”

Benton didn’t wait to answer. He
ran down the stairs and across the
street to the bank. He was well
known there, but the size of the
check he presented brought the
president of the institution to the
teller’s window.

“It’s within a few minutes of clos-
ing, Mr. Benton,” the banker told
him. “We’ll honor the draft, of
course, but it will take a minute or
two to open the vault.”

“It doesn’t want to take any long-
er than that!” Cress rapped. “I
need this money in a hurry!”

Across the street in Patton’s office
Alva Linscott’s nerve was being put
to the test. Five minutes had elapsed
since Cress had run down the stairs.
Patton was scribbling hurriedly now,
with Rask standing there watching
every scratch of the pen.

“There is it,” the agent said final-
ly. “Twelve sections at one-ten an



acre comes to eight thousand, four
hundred and forty-eight dollars,”
“The amount is correct,” Linscott
agreed, wondering ff Benton would
ever come. “I’ll have a look at the
papers before | pay you.” He flicked
a glance at Rask’s scowling counte-

nance. “That happens to be a rec-
ognized right -in law, Bill. The
light’s not good in here; I’'ll have to
step over to the window.”

“Go ahead!” Rask gave him a
mocking laugh. “Your stalling is
about over.”

Alva glanced above the paper at
the street below. His pulse leaped
as he saw Cress race out of the bank.
Big Bill had moved over to the door.
He turned the key in the lock and
exchanged a glance with Patton.

“They seem to be all right,” Lin-
scott remarked. He didn’t have over
several hundred dollars in his wal-
let. He started counting it out,
.placing one bill at a time on the
counter.

Patten’s smug looked broadened to
a sneering grin as he peered into the
lawyer’s purse and saw how little
was there.

Down below Benton knocked a
man out of his way and took the
stairs three at a time. When he
tried the door and found it locked,
he rattled the knob furiously and
then backed away and crashed into
it with a splintering impact that
snapped the bolt.

The rush with which Cress popped
him into the room carried him up
against the counter. He thrust the
money into Alva’s hand. “This will
be enough,” he grunted.

Bill Rask knew he was
here. The shattered door
open, and he made for it.

“Qh, no,” Benton muttered. W hip-
ping around he clipped his man with
a long, whistling right that caught
Rask off balance and sent him tot-
tering along the wall and away
from the door.

beaten
stood

UTSIDE, men were rushing in-
to the hall, attracted by the
noise. Cress closed the door and
kicked a chair in front of it to keep
it closed. Bill stood there, swaying
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with rage. By chance, neither was
armed. He was rather glad of it. He
had never been averse to using his
fists. There was something in the
thought of hammering Benton’s face
to a pulp that held some primal sense
of satisfaction a gun could not give.

Cress moved out into the center of
the room, wanting to keep Rask’s
back against the wall. In size,
there was nothing to choose between
them. Bill’s bulk was the fat of
easy living; Benton’s one hundred
and ninety pounds were all bone and
muscle. If it gave him an advantage,
it was slight, for there was an im-
pression of brute strength and im-
perviousness to hurt in Bill Rask’s
heavy shoulders and long arms.

He lowered his head suddenly and
rushed at Cress. There was a trickle
of blood on his jaw. Seeing it there
and knowing his fist had torn that
hated face sent a wild exhilaration

whipping through Benton. Deliber-
ately, he waited for the other to
close in, balancing lightly on the

balls of his feet, thinking to rip
in a short, chopping blow with his
left hand, leap clear .and come back
with another long, driving right as
Rask stepped past him.

He reached Bill’s face easily
enough, ripping his mouth, but he
failed to get away. The full force
of the man’s beefy shoulders was
solidly behind the fist that he sent
crashing into Benton’s jaw. It sent
Cress to the floor, the room foggy
in his eyes. He scrambled to his
knees, his arms spread wide to grab
Bill’s legs and drag him down. It
stopped the latter, and he backed
away.

At the counter Linscott had paid
over the money and got the deed,
Charlie Hoblitzell, the county clerk,
was trying to get in. Alva pushed
the man’s head back through the
shattered panel of the door and sat
down heavily in the chair Cress had
put against it.

“This is something that’s needed
settling for a long while,” he
growled at Hoblitzell. “There won’t
be any interference.”

Cress was on his feet again. Rask
was deceivingly fast. Once was
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enough, he told himself; he wouldn’t
make that mistake a second time. To
lash out with his good right hand,
to keep him off with his left, was
the way to bring him down. In quick
succession he shook his man three
times. Rask took the punishing
blows and fired back. Only when
he foolishly tried to set himself for
a blow from the knees that would
stretch Benton on the floor could the
latter hammer him at will.

W ith excited faces peering
through the shattered door, Linscott
and Patton watching every move and
the panting of the two men loud in
the stuffy, violent silence of the
room, the battle raged. They had
grown up hating each other. The
sting and grudges of a dozen years
were being partly paid off now, and
nothing short of rendering the other
helpless had any place in the mind
of either man.

Cress crashed against the counter,
tearing it loose from its fastenings.
His right eye was closing. Blood
was slipping over his chin and spat-
tering on his shirt. He licked at it
unconsciously. Rask’s iron fists were
like hammers. Benton knew he had
to get away from them or go down.
He feinted to the left and went
around the other way. It fooled Bill.
For a split second he was wide open.
Cress put all he had left into the
driving right that caught Rask just
below the chin. It lifted the man to
his toes, his eyes glazing. His legs
seemed to turn to rubber, and he
sank down until he was on the floor
with his knees under him.

Benton waited for him to get up,
his lungs heaving. Rask slowly un-
tangled himself and stood erect,
wobbly and uncertain. Cress dropped
him again. When Rask went down
for the third time he was a bat-
tered, helpless wreck. He lay on
the floor, not trying to move.

RESS fought off his weariness
C and pushed Linscott away. “If
you've got the papers we’ll get out
of here,” he said thickly, his swol-
len, puffed lips a torture.

From his office Alva sent out for
a piece of raw beef and some ice.

Cress was too savagely happy to take
these ministrations without protest.
“Don’t bother this way,” he in-

sisted. “I licked him! I've got those
twelve sections! That’s  what
counts!”

“You stay here on this couch and
do what | tell you,” Linscott or-
dered. “I’ll buy you a new shirt. I'm
not sending you back to Wild Horse
in this shape.”

By train time he had Benton look-
ing half-way presentable, save for
one eye.

“That’s a beautiful shiner you've
got, Cress,” he said with a grin. “I
don’t mind telling you it’s something
to be proud of. |I’ve got the papers
in this envelope, together with the
balance of the money. When you
and Hethrington get around to the
contract stage, send me word and
I’ll come up.”

Alleged eye-witness accounts of
the fight had quickly got around
town, and news of it travelled back
to Wild Horse on the train with
Benton. He found Ryan waiting for
him. Cash drew his own conclu-
sions when he saw Cress’s patched
face and black eye.

“Am | entitled to know where you
got the decorations?” he inquired as
he touched up the team.

Cress told him what had happened.
Cash sighed regretfully. “I'd have
given a month’s wages to have seen
it!”

“Did Hethrington’s men come?”
Cress aske$.

“Yeh, this morning. He wanted a
room cleared out that he could use
for an office. | had Curly fix him
up. All three of them went up to
the lake after dinner. He told me
to tell you he might not be down
to the house for several days.”

“Good,” Cress murmured. “By the
way, | saw Jim Cameron before I
went down to the Lodge. He’s
agreed to go all the way with me.
Everything seems to be moving in
the right direction. How’s the crew
taking it?” He surmised that there
had been whisperings enough by now
for the men to have gathered a rough
idea of what was in the wind.

Ryan scowled in the darkness. “It
was a bitter pill for some of them



to swallow. | called them together
last night and told them the truth.
I thought it was the wisest thing to
de.”

“It was,” Benton agreed. “1’d have
talked plainly to them tomorrow if
you hadn’t. After what happened in
the Lodge this afternoon there’s
nothing secret about it.”

In the afternoon two days later
Jim Cameron rode into the Flat Iron
house. He sat grinning in his saddle
as he faced Cress.

“l just heard about what you did
Rask,” he said. “That must have
been something to see. I’'m here to
get the details first hand.” Cress
laughed.

“Get down and I’ll give them to
you,” he offered.

They sat out on the gallery talk-
ing for an hour. More important to
both than the licking of Bill Rask

was the fact that Flat Iron now
owned Split Rock Creek.
Jim was getting ready to leave

when Hethrington rode in. Cress in-
troduced the two men.

“How does it go?” Benton asked
the engineer. He saw the latter hesi-
tate. “It’s all right,” he assured
him. “Jim has come in with us; you
can speak freely.”

“l didn’t know, of course,” Heth-
rington said apologetically. “We’ve
made a profile map already and some
soil tests. If you care to step in-
side I’ll spread the map out on the
table and tell you how it looks to
m_e.))

ENTON and Cameron followed
him into the room that had
been turned over to the engineer.
“l don’t know how whether you
can read this map ©r not,” Hethring-
ton said when he was ready, “but if
you’ll follow my finger I'll trace the
course we’ll have to use. This is
just a crude map, of course....It
goes about like this.”
“Is the pitch as steep as that?”
Benton asked, frankly surprised.
“Just about, Mr. Benton. Gravity
water will be moving down those
canyons so fast it will tear things
out. Ive examined the soil in a
number of places. It’s sandy, as
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you know. We’ve got to control the
water we bring down. The only
way to do that is to build a num-
ber of check dams, unless we can
find a natural reservoir.” He put
his finger on a blue circle on the
map. “This would solve the prob-
lem.”

“Why, that’s the Grand Coulee!”
Cress exclaimed. “That’s rich graze
in there, the best I've got. | don’t
want to put it under water.”

“1’d advise doing it,” Hethrington
told him. “Check dams are expen-
sive; they couldn’t be finished this
fall. There’s one compensating
value to using the Grand Coulee;
you’ll have water on your high range
to use as you please. In a year or
two it will give you back more grass
than you lose.”

Benton thought it over for a min-
ute.

“Ail right,” he decided. “It’s not
what | expected, but | want this job
completed by October, even if it
means losing the coulee. You go
ahead.”

Cameron declined an invitation to

supper. Cress walked out to the
horse rack with him.

“When will I be seeing you again,
Jim?”

“Why, any time. As you said this
afternoon, the news of what we’re
going to do will be all over the dis-
trict quickly now. There was an
item in yesterday’s Ledger about
your buying that Split Rock Creek
stuff. That’ll give Greenway and
the rest something to think about
right off. There was another little
item that won’t set so well, either.”

“What was that?” Cress asked.

“The county commissioners have
voted to appropriate money to set up
some experimental stations for plant
and animal pest control.”

“The crust of it!” Benten ex-
claimed. “Do you know what’s be-
hind this, Jim? Triple K cows have
been dying from some sort of poison
on the old Sylvain range. This is
Bill Rask’s way of making the coun-
ty pay the bill for finding out what
it is.”

“Crust, you call it?” Cameron re-
plied. “I could give it a better name!
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If it isn’t an outrageous and criminal
misuse of county funds, I'm crazy!”

Cress shook nis head, “You
couldn’t prove it. They’ll bring in
some professors from the Bureau of
Animal Husbandry and make it look
awful virtuous. But maybe Rask
has gone too far this time; maybe
this will be the straw that will make
some of the two-humped camels
around Wild Horse realize that what
we’re offering them is salvation! Let
the word get around. It won’t hurt
us a bit!”

CHAPTER X

No Turning Back

IM CAMERON had no dif-

ficulty in setting tongues to

wagging about what was
behind the county’s appropriation of
funds for the experiment stations.
Stockmen were used to having a few
cows die every year of mysterious
causes. They wrote that loss off as
a natural expense. They knew loco
weed and wild parsnip tubers were
poisonous, and they tried to keep
their cows away from them. Spend-
ing tax money in an expensive, or-
ganized study of the matter to help
Bill Rask out of his difficulty en-
raged them just as Cress had pre-
dicted it would. He felt that it
couldn’t have come at a better time,
as far as his plans were concerned.

“There’s nothing they can do
about it,” he said to Ryan. “It's
like everything else in Box Elder;
this end of the county has no voice
in the laws that are passed. We've
got one commissioner on the board,
and he’s voted down every meeting.”

Cash was going into Wild Horse
on business. He realized as well as
Benton that the plant and pest con-
trol appropriation wasn’t the only
grievance the district had on its
mind.

“There’s all sorts of rumors fly-
ing,” he said. “Wiggins told me one
of Greenway’s punchers was ribbing
him yesterday about being a hayseed.
The, ranch hands will be just as bit-
ter about what you’re doing as the

owners. They’ll figure their jobs are
going. ” He picked up the reins.
“Reckon I'll get an earful in town.”
Cress was too absorbed with the
progiess Hethrington was making to
devote much time to what his neigh-
bors were saying. He expected their
violent opposition at first. By late
August the pinch would be on them,
however, and he counted on it to
have a sobering influence. The month
had come in, hot and dry, and there
was very little water in the river.

He rode up to the site of the high
dam that morning. The flow had
almost ceased there,

“The need of water will be the de-
ciding factor,” he said to himself.
“All the prejudices and hatred won’t
keep them from doing business with
me if | can just stick it out.”

It was some distance above where
the high dam had stood, about where
they had launched the raft that had
destroyed it, that Hethrington
planned to bring down the mother
ditch. The stakes were up already.
Benton followed them. Just below
the coulee he found the engineers
working.

“We’ll wind this up today,” Heth-
rington told him. “We’re staking
off the lateral ditches now. Have
you seen how we’re coming down
across Cameron’s land?”

“No, | haven’t been over for a
couple days. You didn’t think you’d
have any difficulty getting there.”

“We’ll have to put a steam shovel
in there in a couple places,” Heth-
rington replied. “Nothing serious.
I ought to have some figures for you
tomorrow. Have you given any
thought to how we’re going to get
our heavy equipment across the
river? You’d have to get a permit
to bridge it even temporarily, and a

bridge would run into money.”
“You bet I've thought of it,”
Cress returned. “The commission-

ers would never give me a permit;,
Rask would see to that. There’s
mighty little water in the river this
morning. There’ll be less in another
ten days. It’s a hard, shallow ford
where the road ends. We’ll have to
lay some heavy timbers on the river-



bed and bring your shovel and ma-
terial across that way."

Hethrington agreed that that
would do. “I’ll leave it to you to
handle that part of it,” he said. “I’ll
give you a day’s warning, so you can
be ready.”

ENTON returned to the house
B buoyed up by the knowledge
that he would soon have something
more tangible to point to than a
line of snub-nosed stakes. He was
prepared to go to Cheyenne as soon
as he could take some definite infor-
mation as to costs with him.

Ryan was back in the early eve-
ning. He reported that the talk in
Wild Horse was just what Cress felt
it must be.

“Cameron ain’t got any more
friends now than you have,” Cash
told him. *“I talked to Steve Hoff-
man—rather he did the talking and
I did all the listening. He claims
you’re just ruining the country in
order to get even with Bill Rask. He
didn’t say how, but he warned me
folks would stop you.”

“Steve gets hot pretty easy,” was
Cress’s comment. “He didn’t tell
you what he’s going to do for water
these next two months, did he?”

“Don’t any of ’em know. | no-
ticed that Reb was putting up his
first crop of hay. It’s all he’ll get
this year....” He glanced into the
dining room where a lamp still
burned, though the crew had long
since finished supper. “I’ll see If
Curly can get the cook to rustle up
a little something to eat.” He
turned back at the door to add,
“We’re going to have one of the ex-
periment stations right on our door-
step. A couple of these experts have
taken over the abandoned Dry Creek
school. They’ve moved in with their
stuff already.”

“Let them stay there,” Cress said
without interest. “lI don’t propose
to have them bothering me.”

“They’ll be wup here snooping
around, | reckon. One of ’em is a
woman. She was out in front when
I drove by this morning—a tall,
honey-haired girl wearing a pair of
levis. Pretty enough, but shp looks
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too young to know anything. The
other one’s a dried out, baldheaded
little runt of a man, | hear. First
place he lit out for was the Sylvain
place.”

"Naturally,” Benten observed cyn-
ically.

From the first Cress had realized
that he would have to put a mort-
gage on the ranch to hold up his
end of the irrigation project. He
was aware that nothing he might
ever do would run so contrary to his
father’s course. OIld Ki had feared
mortgages and bank loans more than
he did the devil; when he needed
something and didn’t have the cash
for it, he did without it. Though
it was a settled matter in Cress’s
mind, after mulling it over again
this evening he had to admit that
unless he got some generous help
from the railroad he would be put-
ting Flat Iron in jeopardy.

“l may have taken a lot for
granted in being so sure they’d come
in with me,” he mused. “It’s cer-
tainly too late to begin worrying
about it now.”

He knew the figures Hethrington
would place before him would run
up toward a hundred thousand dol-
lars. He’d have to have at least half
of that sum advanced by the rail-
road. It would mean turning over to
it a good share of the land he was
ready to sell. It was just a matter
of simple arithmetic for- him to
prove that if he could dispose of the
rest at an average price of ten dol-
lars an acre he would have most of
his investment back.

“l ought to do that well,” he
argued. “There’s no better land in
the state.”

ventually, the money he
E received for the land would be
argely profit; the expense of put-
ting in the irrigation system and
cost of its upkeep would gradually
be returned to him out of the water
tolls. As he had told Jim Cameron,
he did not ask for the project to
do more than pay for itself.
Hethrington was ready for him the
next afternoon. Benton thumbed
through the pages to the bid for the
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job. He saw he hadn’t missed the
figure by much.

“lI've broken it down so you can
see where the money will go,” the
engineer explained. Cress shook his
head.

“lI’'ve got to trust to your integ-
rity,” he said. “l wouldn’t know
any more about it if | sat here pour-
ing over these sheets for the rest of
the day. I’ll go into town tomorrow
and see the bank. I’ll have Linscott
come up and work out a contract.”

“Fair enough,” Hethrington de-
clared. “Is it safe for me to wire my
construction boss to start rounding
up a gang of men and begin loading
the tools and material we’ll need?”

“Yes,” Benton answered soberly.
“l don’t anticipate any difficulty
about the money, but no matter what
happens, I'm going through with
this. When Linscott gets here we’ll
work out some satisfactory arrange-
ment of paying as the work goes
along.”

“Then Il go into Wild Horse
now and get my wires off. It will
save a day. | could send your tele-
gram off to Linscott at the same
time, if you say so. That might
have him tomorrow evening.”

“Do that,” Cress told him. “I’ll
bring him out with me tomorrow.”

Benton spent a restless night. In
his desire to gain time he had taken
on the whole load in telling Heth-
rington to go ahead. He knew he
would have no peace of mind until
he learned what the Wyoming and
Western would do.

When he started for town in the
morning, he drove rapidly. He had
not quite reached the river when he
saw a rig moving toward him over
the ranch road. The distance be-
tween them narrowed in a few min-
utes. Ryan’s description of the girl
at the Dry Creek schoolhouse had
been pointed enough to leave no
doubt in Benton’s mind about the
identity of the stranger. She pulled
up as they were at the point of pass-
ing.

“Would you be Mr. Cress Benton,
by any chance?” she inquired.

“Yes, I'm Benton,” he answered,
prepared to tell her that Flat Iron

did not require her services, but
thinking, too, that Ryan had made a
mistake in concluding that she didn’t
know anything. She was young, but
there was a quiet confidence about
her and an aura of intelligence and
efficiency that warned Benton that
she would not be easily brushed
aside.

“l am Donna Collett,” she said.
“Doctor Adams’s assistant; we have
just established the station at the
old Dry Creek school.”

There was an animation about her
when she spoke that gave her young
face a breathless eagerness. Cress
began to.think that Cash had made
a second mistake in saying she was
pretty enough. That was a distant
understatement, Benton thought.

“l imagined you were from the
station,” he said, some of the un-
friendliness gone from his tone. “I
am on way to town on rather impor-
tant business this morning. What
was it you wanted of me, Miss Col-
lett?”

“You know why Dr. Adams and
I are here, Mr. Benton. | only
wanted to ask if we had your per-
mission to see what we can find on
the Flat Iron.”

Cress shook his head firmly. “I'm
sorry,” he told her. “lI don’t want
to be rude, but we seem to get along
well enough without any help from
outside, | believe you will find other
stockmen around here feel as | do.
When you’ve completed your work
on the Rask ranch, | think you’ll
find your job is finished.”

Donna Collett’s blue eyes did not
lose their smile. “I’'m sorry to find
you as prejudiced as the others. I've
had it repeated to me several times
already that no one wants the con-
trol station in this part of the coun-
ty; that it is a waste of money.”

“It isn’t so much that it’s money
wasted as the way it was put over
on us that galls.”

W | 'VE heard that, too,” Donna

A acknowledged. “I can assure
you that Dr. Adams and | have only
a scientific interest in the matter.
That’s true of the half a dozen other
researchers manning the different



stations. We were sent up here by
the Bureau of Animal Husbandry to
locate and identify the poisonous
plant life that destroys half a mil-
lion dollars worth of livestock in
this state every year, and to make
the knowledge available to you cow-
men. If there was any crooked
political manipulation behind the es-
tablishing of the controls, we had
no hand in it.”

“I'm not saying you did,” Cress
informed her without retreating
from his position. “I'm only trying
to explain my unwillingness to co-
operate with you.”

Donna’s head went up an inch or
two. Cress couldn’t help remarking
to himself that where the morning
sun touched her vyellow hair it
seemed to turn it to spun gold.

“Does that mean you refuse to
give us free access to your ranch?”
she asked, not trying to hide her
annoyance.

“l don’t believe | am under any
compulsion to give you that privi-
lege,” Benton replied. “Things are
not normal on this range. Under the
circumstances, | would consider the

presence of any outsider on Flat
Iron just plain snooping.”

Though Donna recoiled involun-
tarily, she continued to hold her
head high.

“l don’t suppose it is diplomatic
of 'me to say it, but aren’t you be-
ing a little pig-headed, Mr. Benton?”

Cress laughed. “Perhaps | am. Do
you always use such strong lan-
guage, Miss Collect—or should | say
Dr. Collett?”

“In the several days I’ve been
here,” she continued without rec-
ognizing the interruption, “I’ve

talked with a number of people. |
have vet to hear one good word said
in your behalf. Your grandiose plans
for Medicine Valley have been re-
peated to me. Your unselfishness
appears to be open to the most vio-
lent suspicion. In fact, | would say
you are even more unpopular than I.
Somehow, | felt people might be
wrong about you; that what you
plan doing you actually intend for
the good of the community. I'm
afraid | can’t hold that opinion any
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longer. If you will drive on, I'll turn
my horse around and go back to the
station,”

Cress knew he was being dis-
missed, and on his own range, and
he didn’t like it. And yet, for some
obscure reason, he found himself
wanting this girl’s good opinion. He
took a strange way of going about
winning it, for as he raised the reins
he said, “l suppose your Dr, Adams
discovered that Rask’s cows died be-
cause they got hold of some parsnip
tubers.”

“The tops would have Kkilled
them,” Donna informed him pity-
ingly. “But it wasn’t wild parsnips

they had eaten; it was the leaves of
choke cherry trees that grow rank
along the little creek.”

That was too much for Benton.

“Honestly, Dr. Collett, you don’t
mean to tell me that choke cherry
leaves will hurt a cow,” he declared
patronizingly. “I'm afraid if that’s
a sample of your scientific knowl-
edge you won’t get far. |I’ve seen
cattle eat choke cherry leaves in the
spring when nothing else was green.
It never hurt one that | knew of.”

Donna gave him a very superior
glance. “That was in the spring,”
she said icily. “Don’t let them do
it after the first hot days of July,
or you will lose them... .I’ll bid you
good morning, Mr. Benton!”

Cress drove on, a curious expres-
sion in his gray eyes. “I’ll check on
that one myself when | get down to
Cheyenne,” he murmured. “I’ll find
out whether | made an ass of my-
self or not.”

He recalled that more than once
cows had died in convulsions in late
summer in the high canyons where
there was water and patches of
choke cherry. Neither his father nor
Ryan had ever been able to advance
an explanation. That the leaves
could be harmless at one time of the
year and deadly poisonous at another
was hard for him to believe. But
that was not the only matter trou-
bling him.

“l guess | was pretty rough with
her,” he admitted. “We’re both in
the same boat, in a way; | can stand
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being ignored, but it must be hard
on her.”

E had other things that should

have claimed his complete at-
tention this morning. Somehow, he
found Donna intruding on his
thoughts all the way to town. It
was not until he walked into the
bank and sat down at Cal Stark’s
desk that she faded from his mind.
He discovered at once that Stark
had heard all the rumors concerning
himself. Cress spoke frankly of his
plans.

"I'm here to negotiate a loan,
Cal,” he told the banker. “l also want
you to turn the bonds the old man
left me into cash.”

“How much are you going to
need?” Stark asked.
“Thirty-five thousand now. If

things don’t work out my way, I’ll
need that much more before I'm
through. There isn’t a piece of paper
out against Flat Iron; the security
is there for all I'll ask.”

“Yes," Stark agreed, pulling at his
long mustache, a mannerism of his
when he was being cautious. “Po-
tentially, the ranch is worth many
times that amount.”

“Potentially?” Benton echoed with
a touch of indignation. “You don’t
sound very enthusiastic about this,
Cal.”

Stark put down his cigar. “l be-
lieve in looking at the worst side of
a proposition. It might be difficult
to dispose of a property as large as
Flat Iron if that ever became neces-
sary. I’ll grant you that’s a remote
contingency. What I'm really think-
ing of is your father. It’s the busi-
ness of this bank to loan money on
good security, but Ki Benton was

my friend. | feel that | owe it to
him to advise you to be careful,
Cress. You’re counting on the

Wyoming and Western for help.
You may not get it; the road is not
in good financial shape right now.
They’ll be glad to further anything
that promises to help the company’s
business, short of investing money.”

“I’ll go it alone if | have to,” Ben-
ton declared doggedly. “No argu-

ment you could use on me would
change my mind about that.”

“All right,” Stark gave in. “You
can have the thirty-five thousand. If
you’ll drop in this afternoon and put
your signature on the papers, I'll put
the money to your account. As for
the bonds, the bank will take them
off your hands at their face value.
I’ll do that, Cress, just to show you
that | think you’re doing the only
thing that will bring peace and
prosperity back to this end of the
county. Just be careful, that’s all;
I don’t want to see you fail.”

It was sage, kindly disposed ad-
vice. Benton accepted it as such,
though he was no longer in any need
of having a brake applied to his en-
thusiasm; he knew only too well that
he was risking everything. Walking
up the street to the Morgan House
for dinner, he was more determined
than ever to learn quickly what the
railroad would do. He did not try
to deny that what Stark had told him
was discouraging. Every family that
was brought in would help to in-
crease the freight and passenger
traffic of the company. He real-
ized there would be nothing he could
do to prevent it even if the W and
W refused to do a thing for him.

“l could refuse to go through with
it,” he thought. “That might bring
them to terms.”

Three or four men were having
dinner at the hotel. They did not
speak to him. Chad Harvey, Ford’s
father, sat by himself in the corner.
He was a round, dumpy little man
who liked to quote the Bible.
Though he abhorred strong drink
and guns as the twin abominations of
the devil, his opinions were re-
spected. He was passing Benton’s
table on the way out when he
stopped without warning.

“l admire your spunk, Benton,” he
said loud enough for every man in
the dining room to hear. “You’re
either a fool or a prophet come to
lead us out of this wilderness of
violence and injustice. | don’t be-
lieve Ki would have raised a fool,”

E continued on out, oblivious
to the scowls that followed him.



“Prophet!” someone snorted con-
temptuously across the room. “That
psalm-singin’ old hypocrite better
find out what side of the bread the

butter’s on, or keep his lip but-
toned!”
Cress didn’t try to identify the

voice. What Harvey had said had
given him a lift, not that he tried
to read into it any promise of sup-
port; now that Chad was Cherry
Grinnell’s father-in-law, he could
hardly be expected to take a stand
against Reb and the Association. But
this incident would get around. If
it did nothing else it would cause
talk and make men wonder if there
were other undiscovered cracks in
the wall of opposition to the irriga-
tion project.

During the afternoon Cress con-
cluded his business at the bank. Alva
arrived on the evening train.

“We’ll get supper at the ranch,”
Benton suggested. “l’ve a lot to say
to you and we can talk freely on
the way out.”

Cress brought him up to date on
what had happened.

“Cal would know,” Linscott said,
referring to what the banker had
said about the Wyoming and W est-
ern.  “You may be in for a disap-
pointment. Do you want me to go
to Cheyenne with you?”

“No, I'll go alone. | can play a
fair hand of poker. The Wyoming
and Western will have to shove some
chips to the center of the table be-
fore they see my cards.” Thinking
of Cheyenne suggested another mat-
ter to be looked into there. Though
it was far afield, he asked, without
changing his tone, and to the law-
yer’s hilarious amazement, “Alva,
did you ever hear that choke cherry
leaves are deadly poisonous during

July and August—to cattle, |
mean?”

“Good heavens, no!” Linscott
roared, holding his sides. “l never

heard they were poisonous in Sep-
tember or October, either! W hat-
ever put that in your mind?”
Cress grinned. “I guess | did
creep up on you that time.” His
amusement faded quickly. “l was
told this morning by one of the
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scientists the bureau sent up on this
pest control that the cows Rask has
been losing on the Sylvain range
died because they had been eating
choke cherry.”

“Well, why not take his word for
it?” Alva queried lightly.

“It doesn’t happen to be a him.”

“Oh, | see,” Linscott observed
with a knowing nod. “Young, | sup-
pose?”

“Yeh, and all in a dither about the
importance of her work. Called me
pig-headed when | refused to give
her the run of the ranch.”

“Did she?” Alva smiled to him-
self. “Luckily these young research
workers are usually homely as sin
and you don’t have to be afraid of
them....Her name wouldn’t be Dr.
Donna Collett, would it?” he asked

innocently, Benton whipped around
on the seat.

“How did you know?” he de-
manded.

“Her mother and father are old
friends of mine—and Donna, too.
She’s only been out of the univer-
sity about a year.” He chuckled at
Cress’s expense. “I’ll have to say
hello to her before | go back. Her
father wrote me that she was some-
where around Wild Horse. If she
told you choke cherry leaves are
poisonous, they are. You can be
sure of it, and of anything else she
tells you.”

The Dry Creek school was in dark-
ness when they drove by. A tent
had been pitched out in the yard.
A faint light burned within. Cress
saw an elderly man open the tent
flap and peer out at them. He cor-
rectly surmised that it was Dr.
Winslow Adams, Donna’s superior,

ETHRINGTON was on hand
to discuss the contract with
Benton and Linscott that evening.
By noon of next day it had been
signed. It was a sober moment for
Cress, and one of satisfaction, too.
“l know what this means to you,”
Linscott said to him. “The difficul-
ties may pile up on you, but you’ll
o on. |I've seen you get up off the
oor when you were licked. It’s
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pretty hard to like
that.”

“l don’t intend to be stopped until
I've made the name of Rask mean-
ingless in this county,” Cress re-
plied, tight of lip. “I'll give all
I've got to it.”

He went upstairs to toss some
things in a bag for the trip to
Cheyenne. He encountered old Curly
moving around the house with a
glum look on his grizzled face.

"W hat’s the matter with you?”
Cress asked. “You look as though
we were having a funeral here.”

“I’'m not so sure we ain’t,” Curly
croaked. “It ain’t a cow ranch np
more—not the kind yore paw ran.
In a week or so we’ll have a steam
shovel and scrapers tearin’ the
bowels outa this range-half a hun-
dred men diggin’ ditches and chang-
in’ the shape o’ things. If the Lord
had ever wanted Wolf Lake to flow
this way, He’d have arranged it.”

Cress refused to be cross with
him. “Give me a chance, Curly.
There’s going to be some changes,
of course, but maybe I’ll have you
and the old man cheering for me
a little by the time I'm through.”

Dutch drove Linscott and him in-
to town that afternoon. At Alva’s
request, they stopped at Dry Creek.
They found no one there, however.
The lawyer left a note for Donna.

Benton’s train left an hour before
the westbound local. Linscott shook
hands with him on the station plat-
form and wished him luck.

“Put an if in everything you say
to them down there,” he advised,
“You’re the biggest shipper they'’ve
got in this part of the state. You
could drive your beef over to the
u. p. if—"

Cress grinned as he swung up the
car steps. "I'll give ’em both bar-
rels, Alval!”

stop anyone

CHAPTER XI

Win or Lose All

ENTON WAS received cor-
dially by Dan Gatchel, the
head of the Wyoming and

Western’s farm and colonization de-
partment, a few minutes after he
walked into the company’s general of-
fices in Cheyenne.

“We’ve been doing business with
you and your father for a good many
years,” Gatchel told him. “I’'m going
to call in Costain, our general freight
agent. I'm sure he’d like to meet
you.”

“Suppose | tell my story to the two
of you,” Cress suggested when the
amenities had been exchanged, “It
should interest both of your depart-
ments. | know it will triple the busi-
ness the railroad is getting out of the
Wild Horse district.”

“We’ll sit here and listen to you all
day if you can show us how that can
be done,” Costain declared laughing-
ly. “Go ahead!”

Benton outlined his plans. They
received an enthusiastic reception un-
til he touched the part the railroad
was to play in the enterprise. He
could feel Gatchel tightening up.

“It’s a big thing you’re doing, Ben-
ton,” Costain declared. “It’ll make
the eastern half of Box Elder Coun-
ty. Who’s going to handle the job
for you?”

“John Hethrington, of Denver.”

“You couldn’t find a better man.
When are you going to get things
under way?”

“Immediately,” Benton answered,
“How far | go will depend on what
you people are ready to do for me.”

“Oh, we’ll be glad to help you all
we can,” Gatchel assured him. “I’ve
had the idea for a long time that
something could be done along the
upper Medicine. Every time | sug-
gested it, I was just about run out of
Wild Horse. I'm glad to see you go-
ing ahead with it, Benton. When
you’re ready, | can interest a group
of Norwegians, back in Minnesota, in
moving out here. They’re dirt farm-
ers, with money enough to handle a
quarter section each. They’re an in-
dustrious people. Some of them have
their first papers already.”

Cress shook his head firmly. He
didn’'t intend to wait for men with
only their first papers to become citi-
zens of the United States.

“l want Americans,” he said, “citi-



zens of this country, who can go to
the polls and vote on Election Day.
But that isn’t the main issue here, Mr.
Gatchel. When you tell me the Wy-
oming and Western will help me in
every way it can, it doesn’t mean any-
thing. There’s only one way the rail-
road can aid me; that’s by helping to
shoulder part of the financial load.
| daresay you would be delighted to
have me complete this undertaking
and make the company a present of
the increased business that would
come its way. You would undoubt-
edly be quite willing to sell tickets
and collect freight charges. That’s
not my idea of how it’s going to be
handled.”

“Don’t feel that way about it,”
Gatchel protested. “I’ll send one of
our engineers up to look things over.
If his report is—”

“You needn’t bother to do that,”
Cress interrupted. “I’'m not asking
the railroad to invest a cent in the
construction; all | want you to do is
to buy a couple thousand acres of my
flatlands, contingent on my ability
to deliver water to it. If | fail to do
it in a reasonable time, the deal can
be cancelled. Irrigated farm land at
twenty dollars an acre is a bargain.”

Knowing what the outcome must
be, Costain withdrew and left Gatchel
to give Cress the run-around.

“That sounds fair enough,” the lat-
ter said. “Unfortunately, our earn-
ings for the last quarter fell off so
badly that it means retrenching all
along the line. But I'm solidly for
this, and I’ll present it at the next
meeting of our directors. Knowing
how they feel right now, | think I
can tell you what their reaction will
be. | believe they’ll insist on the wa-
ter being on the land before they put
fifty thousand dollars into it.”

ENTON KNEW he was being

turned down. Gatchel was
wrapping it up in regrets and unfor-
tunate circumstances, but the result
was the same. It was true that Flat
Iron could reach the U. P. Railroad,
thirty miles south of Wild Horse,
and ship its beef cattle to market that
way, as Linscott had suggested. Cress
thought of it now and found it an
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impractical argument. Thirty miles
added to a trail drive would take fat
off the steers and add to the expense
of shipping. He didn’t believe pres-
sure could be put on the Wyoming
and Western that way. But he didn’t
intend to walk out of Gatchel’s office
without leaving a challenge, even
though it was only a bluff.

“It doesn’t sound promising enough
to bother about,” he said guilelessly.
“l can forget the irrigation end of
my scheme without am regrets. As
I told you, I'm going to use the
coulee as a natural reservoir. | can
bring the water that far, and stop.
It’ll give it to me where | need it, on
my high range. You know what the
new law has done to the river. All
I’ll have to do is sit back and wait
for next summer to roll around; I'll
have every stockman between Flat
Iron and Indian Crossing begging me
to sell them water. | can get my in-
vestment back that way. And there’s
always the chance that the Union Pa-
cific may build a branch line up to
Wild Horse.”

Gatchel winced unconsciously. Un-
likely as he regarded the possibility
of competition, he promptly talked it
down.

“They’ll never take that step, Ben-
ton, as long as they continue to get
about ninety per cent of the freight
that originates on our road. But when
you talk about stopping at the coulee,
you surely don’t mean that. You've
got a fortune in your hand. You won’t
throw it away.”

Cress gave him a frosty smile.
“You’ll find I'll do a lot of things
rather than be taken for a sucker.”

Gatchel walked to the door with
him, insisting that they have lunch
together. Benton refused the invita-
tion; he wanted to get out of town.

He wrote Linscott a. length before
he left Cheyenne, telling him how he
had fared.

“l know |’ve got to go it alone,” he
wrote. “But my chin is still up. Say-
ing 1'd stop at the coulee was just
bluff, of course. | don’t expect any-
thing to come of it. But | am going
to see to it that when Hethrington
goes to work that he tackles the job
from the Wolf Take end, rather than
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down below. When | get ready to
ship this fall, I'm going to make the
long drive to the U. P.—not to bite
off my nose to spite my face, as the
saying goes, but because it may wor-
ry these highbinders here in Chey-
enne.”

Cress returned to the ranch to be
told that Triple K had tried to make
good Buck Marr’s threat to run big
Bat out of the Crossing.

“When did this happen?” he asked
Ryan.

“Early last evening. Dutch did his
best to get his finger in the pie.”
Cash was provoked about it. “I don’t
mind him remembering he’s got a
grudge against that bunch, but my
orders were to stay on our side of the
fence. | understood that if Chadron
asked for a favor he was to get it,
but I didn’t know we’d taken him un-
der eur wing. That seems to be the
crew’s idea.”

“I'm afraid it’s my fault,” Benton
told him. “Bat’ pulled us out of two
bad boles that | know of. | undoubt-
edly said something that the men have
taken up. You know | wouldn’t go
over your head, Cash. | couldn’t turn
Bat down after what’s happened, but
if he wants to stick it out at the
Crossing, he’ll have to do it on his
own. You send Dutch up to the
house; I'll make that plain to him.”

Schilling walked into the office h
few minutes later, as unabashed as
ever. Cress liked the happy-go-lucky
puncher so well that it was difficult
for him to be severe with him.

“You’re in the dog-house with
Ryan,” he said. “What about this
ruekus at the Crossing last night?”

“Some unknown parties—yuh can
imagine how unknown they are—rode
by Bat’s place last evenin’ and shot
out what he had left in the way of
windows. ’Bout half an hour later
they come back ag’in, <In the mean-
time Bat’s got himself a big buffalo
gun and is barricaded by the door.
When they open up this second time,
he starts blastin’ ’em with that can-
non.”

"Well?” Cress prompted.

“Wal, Bat’s still holdin’ the fort.”
Dutch’s puckered blue eyes lost their
smile. “He had that big gun loaded

with buckshot. It musta torn some
of them skunks wide open.”

"Yeh,” Benton grunted.
wece you doing there?”

“Wal, | was down in the far corner
near the gate -’hen | heard all that
bangin’” Dutch pulled at his hat a
moment. “I figgered the Frenchman
might need a little help.”

“When Bat needs hel»from us, let
him come to me for it,” Cress said
with authority, though he found
Dutch’s crooked smile hard to resist.
“Ryan told you to stay on your side
of the fenee. In the future, see that
you do. Get out of here now, and
dont get in his hair again or you’ll
find yourself peeling potatoes for the

cook.”

ETHRINGTON was quite will-
H ing to establish his camp at the
lake and work down from there.

“That’s where the biggest part of
the job will have to be done,” be told
Benton. "We’ll be up there a few
weeks. | received word yesterday
that they’re beginning to put the
stuff on the cars in Denver. They’ll
load the mules last. 1've arranged
with the agent in Wild Horse to let
us unload at the station before the
empties are spotted on to that snaky-
looking siding below the corrals. It
seems to be the only place where we
won’t be in the way when the steer-
shipping starts.”

“How many cars will you have?”
Benton asked.

“A carload of mules, two bunk cars
and four flats.... You better be ready
for us at the river by the end of the
week.” When Hethrington had
popped into the office it was just for
a moment, he had said. But he sat
down now and filled his pipe. “I
don’t want to try to tell you your
business, Benton,” he observed with
some hesitation. “You've been frank
with me; | wonder if you would let
me say what’s on my mind.”

“Sure,” Cress replied, surprised
and, for some reason, apprehensive.

“l know the way things went in
Cheyenne has upset you,” the engi-
neer observed. “l can’t help wonder-
ing if you aren’t putting the shoe on
the wrong foot. What Gatchel said

“W hat



to you doesn’t sound half as impor-
tant to me as what he didn’t say.”

“l dont know whether | get you
ot not,” Benton confessed.

“It’s just this: the Wyoming and
W estern may be a lot more interested
in your proposition than you were
given any reason to believe. This
talk about retrenching doesn’t mean
a thing; that road has had its ups
and downs for ten years; in the fall,
when stockmen are shipping, it has
more business than it can handle; for
the rest of the year it’s slim pickings.
Fifty thousand dollars, or several
times that amount, is a drop in the
bucket when you think of the invest-
ment they've got. They’re not toss-
ing over their shoulder anything that
promises to pull them out of the red.
I've spent a good part of my life
working for big corporations; I know
how they function; they always let
the other fellow do the sweating and
proving up; when things are ripe,
they move in.”

“I’'m not counting on them,” Ben-
ton said flatly. “If I really thought
my bluff about stopping at the cou-
lee would stand up, 1'd have you bury
the stakes from there down to the
river. I’ll get along without doing
business with them.”

“l don’t believe you will,” was
Heihrington’s soberly considered an-
swer. “They’ll outlast you, Benton
—wear you down. They’ll keep in-
formed as to the progress we make.
Long before we reach Grand Coulee
it will be obvious to everyone that
the water can be brought down. The
Wyoming and Western will put out
feelers about then. They’ll offer you
less than half of what you’ll take,
and they’ll want control of the proj-
ect.”

“They’ll never get it!” Cress was
tremendously sober and determined
about it. “I’ll be the one to say what
rates are to be charged for the water
and who is to be put on the land.
You know why | went into this. I'm
not going to lose sight of my real
goal.”

“l think you have done that al-
ready, in a way,” Hethrington said
with the good hard sense that had
made him a successful man. “I know
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it’s enough to rile anyone to see the
plums dropping into the other fel-
low’s basket. But yoi: shouldn’t let
that become your problem; it
shouldn’t matter to you how much
the railroad profits through your ef-
forts. You've got a bigger purpose.”

“It won’t matter if they’ll do busi-
ness with me.” Even though Ben-
ton’s respect for the man’s judgment
was great, this criticism was getting
under his skin. Hethrington shook
his head, unwilling to le* it go at that,
now that he had spoken at all.

“They’ll do business with you, or
offer to,” he said. “That Won’t be
your difficulty. 1I'm afraid you’ll find
that your real problem will be not to
do business with them. You've said
several times that you wanted to
bring in about three hundred farm
families. Have you any idea where
you’re going to find them on your
own? It would be just a routine
measure for the railroad. They can
offer a farmer a cheap rate, put his
goods and himself in a box car and
ship him out here. You can’t hold
out any inducement like that. It
takes an organization to colonize a
district. | don’t want to add to your
worries, Benton, but it’s always a
good thing to look facts in the face.
If you start bucking the Wyoming
and Western, you’ll be four to five
years settling enough people here to
swing the balance of power away
from Medicine Lodge.”

ENTON took it silently for a
moment, his thinning lips white
with his rising indignation as he
stared across his aesk at Hethrington.
“l don’t believe it’s quite as hope-
less as that,” he said curtly. “The
W. and W. isn’t the only railroad in
this part of this state. Gatchel’s tell-
ing me the Union Pacific wouldn’t
invade their territory because it gets
most of Wyoming and Western
freight doesn’t frighten me; when
that freight arrives in Cheyenne it
has to be turned over to the U. P. if
it’s going to go on to Omaha or Den-
ver.”
“The Union Pacific may be your
out,” Hethrington admitted. “I hadn’t
thought of that. If you’re going to
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make any overtures to them, Steve
Merriweather is the man for you to
see. He happens to be an excellent
friend of mine. | believe | could get
him up here to have a look and talk
things over with you. He’s got au-
thority enough to commit the road
to building into Wild Horse. You’ll
at least get a straight answer from
Steve.”

Cress melted, his umbrage forgot-
ten.

“l guess | needed a little talking
to,” he said apologetically. “You've
straightened me out, John; I'll sleep
a lot better for it. I've realized ever
since | started back from Cheyenne
that if | had to go it alone the real
pinch would come when | started
rounding up the people to put on the

land. | know there’s so-called ‘land
companies’ in Chicago and other
places. Most of them are shysters,

but it was the best idea that occurred

to me. If you’ll write your friend
Merriweather—"

“I will. And no hard feelings,
Cress; | want to see you lick this
proposition.”

They talked a few minutes longer.
On the way out Hethrington said,
“No need to tell you to keep this
quiet as long as you can. | don’t want
my material held up in transit.”

Benton lay awake that night mull-
ing over what Hethrington had said.
He knew how true it all was. It oc-
curred to him that he well could be
chasing another rainbow in thinking
that the Union Pacific would be in-
terested.

“l took too much for granted with
the Wyoming and Western; | won't
make that mistake this time,” he
promised himself.

And yet, he fell asleep enlarging
on what it would mean to Wild Horse
if he could bring in another railroad
and put the town on a transconti-
nental line. In all his dreaming he
had never raised his sights that high.
It would leave Medicine Lodge in the
shade, a fading cow town, and noth-
ing more.

He felt he should acquaint Cam-
eron with the way things had shaped
up, and in the morning he rode over
the hills to the Box C.

There was stern stuff in Jim, and
he listened to what Benton had to say
without complaining. “It leaves us
just about where we were, as far as
I’'m concerned,” he said. “l expected
there would be some disappointments.
It’s only a bare thirty miles from
Wild Horse to White Sage, on the
U. P., and only the low Gallatin Hills
to cross. If they’ll see it our way,
we’ll be better off than ever. If we
got two ailroads in here, maybe we
could squeeze a decent freight rate
out of them. That would appeal even
to Reb Grinnell.”

“It’s just a chance, Jim,” Cress de-
clared conservatively. “Maybe it’ll
stand up. What’s that pile of stuff
at the end of the porch? It looks
like fit weed.”

“It does kinda. It’s a Russian vetch.
It only showed up in this country a
few years ago. No one knows how
it got here, Dr. Collett told me.”

££~AkH, SHE’S been here, has
she?” Cress observed, not
sounding too pleased. Jim laughed.

“She told me you had run her off

Flat Iron. | can’t see the sense of
that. 1| feel about as Chad Harvey
does. He says they’re here and we've

got to help pay the bill, so why not
take advantage of it, if they can do
anything for us? |I've had a couple
of mighty sick cows for a day or two.
One of them died vyesterday. Dr.
Collett performed an autopsy on it
and found it had been eating this
stuff. 1ve had the boys digging up
all of it they could find, so we can
burn it...She’s attractive, isn’t she?”

“l didn’t bother to notice,” Cress
answered gruffly and hurried on to
something else. “Hethrington says
his construction train will roll into
Wild Horse no later than Saturday.
I’ll be on hand with part of the crew
to help him get the stuff moving this
way.”

“You anticipate any trouble about
it?”

“No, we’ll lay some timbers across
the ford tomorrow—"

“l wasn’t referring to that kind of
trouble,” Jim interrupted. “I'm just
wondering if some organized attempt
won’t be made to smash hell out of



that stuff, once it gets moving along
the road between town and the river.
The Association has had some secret
meetings lately. | wasn’t invited, nor
old man Harvey. Not a word has
leaked out of what they’ve got up
their sleeve. | can tell you this,
though: Babe Grinnell and about
twenty young fools of his age have
been riding together the last few
nights. They rode this way on Tues-
day night and left a warning scrawled
on my gate. You want to look out
for them, Cress; they’re reckless
enough to try anything.”

“l don’t want any trouble with

those kids,” Benton answered, his
gray eyes cloudy with misgivings.
“But if they try to put on a raid,
we’ll have to stop them. | know what
it’ll mean if a couple of them get shot
up.”
“It’ll be bad,” Jim agreed. “It’s
Kinnard’s job to break up a thing like
that before it gets started. You've
got time enough to communicate with
him.”

“l don’t want to send for the sher-
iff,” said Cress. The reasons were
so obvious that he didn’t bother to
state them. “But anything will be
better than fanning up a lot of new
hatreds... .I’ll get in touch with
Rip.”

He was halfway home when he
changed his course so that he would
have to pass the Dry Creek school.
He didn’t know just what he was go-
ing to say to Donna.

“If | start eating humble pie, 1'll be
sure to get my ears slapped down
again,” he mused. “She took advan-
tage of me, not saying anything about
Linscott, and I’ll let her know it.”

One end of the little building had
been fitted up as a field laboratory.
Donna was busy with some test tubes
when Benton rode up to the door.

“Anyone home?” he called.

“You may come in,” she answered,
recognizing his voice. “I’'m engaged
for a minute.” She picked up a pen
and pretended to jot down notes.

She was aware of him, a tall, lean
shape in the doorway as she kept him
waiting. Her minute became ten be-
fore she said guilelessly, “There! It
took me longer than | thought.”
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“Your notes would be easier to
read, wouldn’t they, if you had some
ink in your fountain pen?” Cress
queried with an annoying grin. “In-
stead of trying to punish me for my
pig-headedness the other morning,
you should be apologizing. Why
didn’t you tell me you are acquainted
with Alva Linscott?”

“Because | prefer to stand on my
own feet, Mr. Benton,” Donna an-
swered lightly. “As for my fountain
pen, | shall certainly have to be more
careful in the future. You see, I'm
not used to having people looking
over my shoulder.”

ENTON laughed. “Shall we
B call it even? We can’t go on
sniping at each other like this.”

“It isn’t very civilized, is it?” Don-
na’s tone was softly bantering.
“Wont you sit down? That box in
the corner is our guest chair.”

“l can only stay a minute,” Cress
answered. “l—I just wanted to tell
you that you’ll be welcome on Flat
Iron. You can go where you please,
but it better be under my personal
escort. | think you realize that some
parts of my range are going to be
dangerous ground for the next few
weeks.”

Donna’s mood changed. “It’s a sub-
ject that everyone avoids when speak-
ing to me,” she said, her blue eyes
large and sober. “l don’t believe |
should permityou to mention it. You
know what my position must be.”

Benton nodded. “I’'m sure you’re
right. Your safety may depend on
not knowing anything about thi3
trouble. But don’t be foolhardy
about it, Doctor. The best way to
keep from becoming involved in
something that doesn’t concern you is
to walk away from it.”

“I'm not alarmed about my safety,”
Donna told him. “I shall go wher-
ever my work takes me. | discovered
a dangerous enemy from Siberia on
this range yesterday. It had not pre-
viously been identified in this part of
the state. If the controls do not suc-
ceed in accomplishing anything else
they’ll have more than justified their
expense.”

“I’ve just come from Box C,” Cress
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suppose that poison
vetch has got a foothold in more
places than Cameron’s range. But
that doesn’t change my mind about
the trickery with which the appro-
priation was put through. It was not
intended that we’d reap any benefit
from it. The affairs of this county
are conducted without any regard
for our rights.”

“From what I’ve heard, | suspect
that’s true.” Donna’s eyes were as
steady and unwavering as his own.
“Your indignation has a self-right-
eous ring, but, somehow, it doesn’t
arouse my sympathy. You resent what
the Rasks have done to this district,
but isn’t it exactly what you propose
to do to the rest of Box Elder, once
you have the votes? I'm quite will-
ing to believe you intend to be gen-
erous with your neighbors about the
water, but as for the outsiders you
hope to have settle here, they dont
mean anything to you. They just
represent votes in your mind, and the
more the better... .Big families and
small farms,” she added accusingly.
“It’s not a very noble business, Mr.
Benton.”

Cress realized that she had wormed
her way into Cameron’s confidence
and got her information from him.

“That may be one way to look at
it,” he said with edged resentment.
“It’s not the way | see it.”

“It could be a fine, brave thing you
are trying to do.” Donna spoke with
a forthrightness that stopped him as
he was turning away. “It could mean
schools, and churches, and happiness
for a lot of people—a better way of
life for everyone here. You would
fight harder if you had such things
in your mind. If you set such a goal
for yourself it would take you much
farther than just satisfying your
vengeance.”

It was a strange note on which to
reach an understanding, but as they
stood there searching each other’s
eyes, something ran between them
that approached an understanding.

“Maybe | need someone to point
the way for me,” Benton murmured
cryptically.

It left Donna without an answer,
and he clumped out, his spur chains

murmured. “I

jangling, and rode away. He was
still angry with himself and with her
when he reached the house.

“She may be right about it,” he
growled, “but if | don’t watch my
step, she’ll have me standing on my
head!

CHAPTER XII

Straws in the Wind

NOPPOSED, Ryan directed

the laying of the heavy

timbers across the river-
Very little water was coming
down the Medicine. Early on Sat-
urday morning the job was com-
pleted. Leaving a few men on guard
there, he returned to the house for
Benton. Hethrington had received
word that his construction cars had
been attached to the local freight, due
in Wild Horse during the afternoon.
It was his intention to start moving
the equipment toward Flat Iron at
once.

“We’ll let the crew have dinner,”
Cress told him. “We can start for
town then and you can be there in
good time. That freight always runs
late.”

They had talked over how the job
was to be handled. Benton knew that
Kinnard had a ived in Wild Horse
with several deputies. Between them
and Hethrington’s men, he believed
there was little chance of trouble in
town. Accordingly, he planned to
patrol the road, feeling that if an at-
tempt were r ade to wreck any of the
equipment it would be tried there,
sometime aft.r night fell.

“You won’t go in yourself?” the
engineer asked.

“No, | better not, John. You’ll have
a crowd of the curious there. Just
see that your men mind their own
business and get on with the unload-

bed.

ing. We may get through this with-
out any difficulty. Kinnard will be
o.i hand. If it’s just kids we have

to deal with, they’ll think twice be-
fore they try to climb over him.”
Passing Dry Creek that afternoon,
there was no ign of Donna. She and
Dr. Adams had spent the previous



day on Flat Iren, Cress had ridden
with them for several hours, covering
a piece of the west range without
discovering anything other than a
patch of rabbit <*rass that Ryan kept
burned off.

Cress kept dropping his men as
they rode along. Two miles north of
town, he pulled up, himself.

“If everything goes well, you ought
to see some of the wagons showing
up before evening,” Hethrington
said, as he rode on.

W ith nothing to do but wait, the
afternoon seemed interminable. No
one passed. Cress didn’'t know
whether to take it as a good sign or
bad. Santell rode up to him about
five.

“l havent heard that freight yet,”
Ross said. “She must be ’'way late.”
They had talked a few minutes when
Cress cocked his head,

“There she is now! |
blowing—"

They listened and- caught the faint
blast of a whistle. Benton looked at
his watch,

“It means we’ll be strung out along
till midnight, at least. You send
word back to Ryan that as soon as
it gets dark we’ll move in closer to
Wild Horse.”

“How close?” Ross asked.

“So we can hear a gun crack.”

heard her

EY TOOK up their new posi-
tions as the twilight faded into
night. It was no later than eight-
thirty when the sound of scattered

shots reached Benton’s ears. Ryan
car.-., pounding up to him.
“Did you hear all that?” he de-

manded. “Fifteen to twenty shots!”

“Yeh! They sounded pretty close
together—Ilike running shots fired by
one side. There wasnt any answer-
ing fire. 171be surprised if it wasn’t
Babe Grinnell’s bunch showing off.
I suppose they raced in across the
flat., and let their guns talk as they
swept past the station. They per-
haps lost their nerve then and faded
out.”

“Are we tolding on here?” Ryan
asked, far from satisfied with Ben-
ton’s explanation.

“We are for a few minutes. |If
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we’re needed there, Hethrington will
get word to us.”
As they waited, the sky above Wild

Horse took on a red tinge. It bright-
ened momentarily.

“Something going up in smoke,”
Cash growled.

“Listen,” Cress cautioned. The
swift drumming of shod hoofs

reached them. “I don’t know wheth-
er this is for us or not, but we’re
stopping this rider, whoever he may
Le. Break off a clump of sage and
touch a match to it.”

Th3 dead sage flamed up all at
once. The horseman came on at a
driving gallop. Benton and Cash had
the road blocked. The}- saw that the
man was a stranger.

“Pull up!” Benton yelled.
are you?”

“I'm Hethrington’s boss hostler!”
the other returned excitedly. “He
wants you in a hurry! The station is
afire! No engine there to move our
cars! They’e blazing already!”

Benton had heard enough. He
fired a couple shots to bring his men
in and headed fo: town at a driving
gallop. This was no time to ask ques-
tions; to get there and move those
cars of tools and materials was his
paramount concern. Save for the few
minutes of activity every morning
and afternoon v.hen the local freights
pulled in and shunted cars on the
siding, there was never an engine in
Wild Horse. The corral siding was
several feet lower than the main
track. By using a crowbar under the
wheels, a car could be rolled in that
direction. Cress wondered why
Hethrington had failed to do it; he
had men enough.

“Who

HEN THE main street opened

before him and he saw the
burning railroad station and freight
cars, Benton realized that the flames
had made impossible for men to
reach the wheels. A heavy steam-
shovel stood on the flat car nearest
the station The cab had already
been destroyed.

Across the street from the tracks,
several hundred persons had gath-
ered. Bento.1 dashed past them and
reached Hethrington. The latter was
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a grimy figure as he barked orders at
his crew. The mules had been got
out of the cars; teamsters were try-
irl t0 get them hooked up to a heavy
chain that Lad been attached to the
car fartherest away from the flames.

“Where are your men?” Hethring-
ten yelled at Cress.

“They’re just behind me!” A
glance told him what the engineer
was trying to do to save the ouftfit.
“Have the brakes been released?”

“Yes! When your men get here,
have them do what they can to help
me get these cars moving! There’s
giant powdei enough in that box-car
to blow this town off the map!”

The frightened mules were finally
lined up along the chain. Their best
effort failed to move the cars. The
teamsters shouted and cursed at them
in vain.

“We better uncouple the shovel
and try to save the rest of the stuff!”
Kethrington shouted at one of his
foremen.

“W ait!” Benton flung himself off
his horse. “We need that shovel!
Here’s my crew now! We’ll get some
ropes set if you’ll hold off just a
second! It may be enough help to do
the trick! Get your mules straight-
ened out!”

The roof of the station fell in,
sending up a shower of sparks that
sprayed both men and mules. Wild
Horse had a volunteer fire company.
It had failed to appear. Benton did
not find the “ason hard to supply.

When he told the crew what he
wanted, they grasped the idea quick-

I -

y“It’II ruin a good cow rope,” Dutch
complained. “This maguey set me
back twenty dollars.”

“I’ll. buy you a new one!” Cress
snapped. “Get busy, all of you! A
couple more minutes and it’ll be too
late!”

Between mules and horses, with
Hethringto s gang even putting
their shoulders into the job, the cars
began to move.

“Hethrington!” Benton yelled.
“Get some of your men ready to climb
up and tighten the brake chains when
this stuff roll, up to the water-tank!

You, Ross! Tiny! Come with me!
We’'ll get the spout down!”

They emptied the tank before they
had the flames put out. Hethrington
and the man who operated the shovel
climbed up and looked it over. It
appeared badly damaged to Benton,
He was relieved to hear the man say:
“It looks like hell, boss, but half a
day’s work will make it as good as
ever.”

“We’ll unload everythingl right
here!” Hethrington ordered. “You’ll
have to get some planks to reinforce
the floor of this car before we touch
the shovel!”

The railroad agent had run up in
time to overhear the order. “I’ve got
a through freight due here a few
minutes before midnight,” he protest-
ed. “You can’t block the main-line!”

“Flag your freight!” Hethrington
answered hotly. “This stuff comes
off right here!”

He had a look at the other

“How bad is it, John?”
asked him.

“God kno'vs it’s bad enough,” the
engineer answered, mopping his
scorched face with a wet handker-
chief. “A lot of small tools burned
—the grain for the mul s ruined—
and two of hese cars just about fin-

cars.
Cress

ished. It won’t slow up the work,
though; we’ll go right ahead. I've
got my dander up now! Have

you seen anything of the sheriff?”
“No. How did this thing start,
anyhow?”

W IT WAS supper-time when the

M train ulled in. It took half
an hour to get that out of the way.
We started unloading the mules then.
It was dark when we finished that.
We had just started on the shovel
when a couple dozen howling young
fools raced ap here from the corrals
and peppered the cars with their
guns. We were down on our bellies
by that time. Kinnard and his depu-
ties ran out of the station and chased
after the little pups. Apparently
that’s what they hoped he would do.
He wouldn’t let me arm my men with
uns, so | told them to grab up pick
andles. The first thing we knew,
someone was stampeding our mules



and the station was afire. It wasn’t
kids who did thut job. If you’d been
here with your bunch—"

Benton nodded. “It was a mistake
to stay out there on the road. You
go ahead now; we’ll stick right here
till you’re finished.”

An hour passed before Kinnard
came riding up the track. His depu-
ties were herding Babe Grinnell and
Felix Hoffman along with them. Rip
was furious in his quiet way.

“I’Il put this pair on ice for a cou-
ple months, and some of their friends,
too,” he rap :d. “When | saw the
fire, | knew what it meant.” He ran
a cold eye over Babe and young Hoff-
man. “Had to chase them all the way
to Quarter Circle. Take ’em over to
the hotel and lock ’em up, Chris,” he
told one of his deputies, “Don’t let
anyone get near them.”

The work went on without further
violence. About eleven Cress walked
over to the Morgan House with Kin-
nard. The shovel and a long string
of loaded wagons were lined up along
the street, with Flat Iron keeping an
eye on them.

"You’'ll be moving out of town in
a hour or so,” the sheriff observed.
“I'm tagging along with you as far
as Dry Creek.”

“Okay, if you think it’s necessary,”
said Cress. “Rip—whet are they say-
ing about my plans in the Lodge?”

“That you’re crazy and will go

broke before you’re half-way
through.”
“Is that what Bill Rask thinks?”
Kinnard’s inscrutable eyes wrin-

kled into the suspicion of a smile.
“It’s what he’s saying.”

They were in the deserted dining-
room of the hotel drinking a cup of

warmed-up coffee when the clerk
came in.
“Mrs. Harvey’s here to see you,

Cress,” he said. “She’s in the office.”
“Mrs. Harvey?” Benton queried,
“Cherry,” the man explained.
Kinnard called Benton back to the

table. “She’s undoubtedly here about

Babe. It won’t do any good, Cress;
I'm taking that brat down to the
Lodge.”

“Better let me see what she wants,”
Benton replie .
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He found Cherry seated in a chair
by the window. This was the first
time he had seen her since she had
married Ford Harvey.

“l hope you won’t misunderstand
my coming to you, Cress,” she said
at once, with a little flutter of em-

barrassment. “I know the sheriff has
arrested Babe. I've always taken
Babe’s side. But he broke his word

to me this time; he promised me he’d
keep out of this trouble.” She hesi-
tated, as though finding it difficult to
say what was on her mind. “This
may surprise you,” she went on, then,
“pbut | couldn’t help feeling that, for
my sake, you might think you should
ask Mr. Kinnard not to press the
charge against him. 1—I don’t want
you to do that, Cress. Babe’s got to
be stopped, and this is the best way
to do it. He and | were raised to al-
ways have a chip on our shoulder.
It’s all wron ,, and | know it.”

“I'm glad you feel that way about
it, Cherry,” Benton said, dissembling
his amazement. He surmised that
living under the same roof with old
Chad Harvey explained her changed
attitude. “It wouldn’t do any good
for me to speak to Kinnard; he’s de-
termined to teach these kids a les-
son. Babe wiil have company in the
county jail. | agree with you that
it’s the best place for them till this
trouble is over. A month or two may
see the end of it.”

“l hope so0,” Cherry declared earn-
estly. “lI won’t keep you any longer.”

RESS walked out to the rail
with her.

“l hear you and Ford are happy,”
he said.

“Veryl!”

“I'm glad,  he murmured. “I can’t
expect you to approve what I'm do-
ing, but it won’t be my fault if it
doesn’t make things better for all of
us.”

Cherry had nothing further to say.
Benton watched her ride away and
then went back to Rip. Kinnard was
surprised at what Cress had to tell
him. “Her old man won’t feel that
way about it,” he said. “You know
how Reb will take it.”

“Sure,” Benton replied. “But if
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there’s one person in the world he’ll
listen to, it’s Cherry. 1 don’t doubt
for a minute that he had a hand in
setting this fire tonight.”

Kinnard shrugged and had no com-
ment.

The through freight had to be held
up for thirty minutes before the con-
struction cars had been unloaded and
rolled down the siding. The caravan
of wagons began moving out of Wild
Horse at once. The pace was slow,
and dawn was not far away when
they reached Dry Creek. Kinnard
spurred up alongside Benton.

“Looks like vyou’ll be all right
now,” he said. “I'm turning back.”
W ithout even saying “So long!” he
swung his horse and headed for town.

Passing the control station. Cress
was surprised to see Donna standing
in the doorway. He turned that way.

“We’re making noise enough to
wake the dead,” he said. “I'm sor-
ry—”"

“Don’t be absurd,” she protested.
“Cherry Harvey was here early this
evening. She trld me what had hap-
pened in Wild Horse. Are you sure
you are all right?”

The note of concern in her voice
quickened Benton™ pulse.

"We got off pretty lucky,” he said,
startled to learn that she and Cherry
v.ere friends. “I thought of what
you said to me while we were fight-
ing the fire. | couldn’t help wonder-
ing if schools and churches and a
love-thy-neir hbor policy wouldn’t be
wasted on a ganr of men who’d come
at you that way. They were risking
the lives of half the people in Wild

Horse. Th-re was giant powder in
one of. the cars. They must have
known it.”

He couldnt help being bitter, but
he had not intended what he said as
a taunt. A

“Don’t take that the wrong way,
he pleided, as he saw her mouth
tighten until her lips lost their long,
breathless curve “lI wasn’t making
fun of what you said. In fact, I've
been trying to convince myself that
it can be made a reality. But | don’t
believe you expect me to ride around
this valley with a white flag. 1 tried

”

to avoid this violence tonight; that’s
why | sent for the sheriff.”

Donna noded. “lI know it wasn’t
easy for you to do. Cherry told me
it was the first time in fifty years
that one of you Bentons had asked
the law to step in. It’ll have a healthy
effect on this range long after this
night is forgotten. 1'm beginning to
understand why the men who hate
you most have never lost their respect
for you. I—I wish 1 could be on
your side, Cress.”

E LOOKED down at her from

his saddle i the ghostly, gray-
ing dawn. Their eyes held for a
moment.

“You’ll have to be on my side be-
fore this is over,” he murmured sober-
ly. “I’'m going to need you, Donna.”

She held him back, as he was leav-
ing.

g‘l wasn’t going to tell you this,
but | think you should know. It
wasn’t Wild Horse men who tried to
destroy the construction train. |
know Cherry saw you tonight. Per-
haps this will help you to understand
why.”

“Good Lord!” Benton groaned. “De
you mean to tell me Babe Grinnell
and those boys worked this out with
Bill Rask’s nen?”

Donna nodded. “lI have Cherry’s
word for it. She would know ”

Cress was stunned for a moment.
He realized now that Kinnard had
suspected the ti th. But though the
folly of Babe and his companions in
throwing in with Rask figuratively
took his breath away, a larger con-
sideration took possession of his rac-
ing thoughts. It was no less than
that the members of the Association,
the men that he had expected to fight
him tooth and nail, had taken no part
in the attack. He couldn’t under-
stand it, and he told Donna so.

“l know they’ve been meeting se-
cretly,” he said. “They had something
planned to op me, Why did they
keep out of it? Was it because they
knew Rask was to have a finger in
i

Donna shook her head. “Don’t you
know that couldn’t be the answer?
They may oppo.e your plans, but



they despise Mr. Bill Rask. I'm sure
if they had known how he was using
their sons th t they would turn their
guns on him. ... Why won’t you see
the truth, Cress? |It’s plain enough.”

He gazed at her blankly. “I must
be blind. What are you trying to
tell me, Doi na?”

“That you’re much closer to reach-
ing an understanding with your
neighbors than you find it possible to
believe.”

A great light began to break on
Benton; little incidents of the past
several weeks began to flow together
and form a very definite pattern in
his mind. It made him realize that
if the feeling against him in the val-
ley was wearing thin, that he could
thank Donna for it. He was vaguely
aware of Dr. Adams peering at them
from his tent and of the glances his
men were casting in their direction.
It kept him ;n his saddle but his eyes
were easy to read as he leaned down,
a warm grin rubbing all the hardness
out of his face.

“I'm just beginning to get this
through my head,” he murmured. “I
knew you had been worming your
way in to the Harveys and a few
others. For a neutral, you've been
awfully busy, lady!”

CHAPTER XIII

The Long Chance

HOUGH Babe Grinnell,
Felix Hoffman and two oth-
ers were all minors, they
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work completed. Driving the short
tunnel that was to tap the lake pro-
ceeded more slowly. Benton had a
dozen of his best men riding the
hills. The days ran along sq peace-
fully, however, that the endless rid-
ing became a boresome chore.

Cress went up to the lake every
second day to watch the progress of
the work. The fiie-scarred steam-
shovel was now in the canyon where
he had surprised Chip Durant, cut-
ting away one of the last barriers
into the valley. Hethrington rode
down from above as Benton sat
watching the shovel tear away the
loosened rock. He was in a jubilant
mood.

“We’re apparently through the
tough niggerhead quartz that’s been
slowing us up,” he said. “We’ve been
breaking one drill after another for

two days. It’s been a mean job of
tunnelling."”
“You’re still ahead of schedule,

aren’t you?” Cress asked.

“A little. Any mail for me that
might be word from Merriweather?”

“No, and no word from the Wyo-
ming and Western. This complete
lack of interest is beginning to wor-
ry me. | don’t mean only the rail-
roads; | can’t get it through my head
that Rask is letting the days go by
without doing something to tie us
up. It’s certainly not his way, John.
I had a letter from Alva this morn-
ing. He’s coming up next week to
see what we’re doing and get in some
fishing and hunting. He’s bringing
Mrs. Linscott with him. Maybe he’ll

were, sentenced to the countyhajadl something to tell us.”

for ninety days for the malicious de-
struction of railroad property. Kin-
nard could have brought more se-
rious charges against them, but he
wanted only to teach them a lesson.
For reasons best known to the dis-
trict attorney, no attempt was made
to bring anyone to justice for the
burning of the railroad station.

As Donna had predicted, Cress
found no feeling against himself
over the outcome of the boys’ trial.
Hethrington was pushing the work
at Wolf Lake. In less than three
weeks the blasting had been finished
and a good part of the excavation

“1’ll be glad to see him,” Hethring-
ton remarked. “Did you have any-
thing in particular on your mind this
morning?”

“Only that we’ll be starting our
fall round-up the first of the week,
I've got a big crew, but I've also got
a lot of range to work. | intend to
keep several men on my west fence;
I really don’t see how I'm going to
be able to spare more than three or
four up here. Ryan and | were
speaking about it last night.”

“l don’t believe we need anyone,”
Hethrington said. “Among these
wild Irishmen of mine, there are
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I've armed them
think

some cool heads,
with the guns you sent up, |
we can take care of ourselves.”

It was a step that Benton hesitated
to take/- And yet, the situation
seemed to have improved enough to
warrant it,

“l could leave Santell with you,”
he said. “Ross would know what to
do if you got in a jam. He could get
word to the wagon in a hurry.”

“If that will make you feel better,
go ahead, Cress. But you know the

hotheads in the valley have begun
to cool off. Whether it’s because
they’re all pinched for water right

now or not, and | suspect that’s the
reason, they’re not howling down
this undertaking the way they were.
And, of course, they’ll be busy with
their fall work, too.”

“I’ll leave Ross here,” Benton in-
sisted.

YAN pulled out with the crew
R and round-up wagon early
Monday morning. The yard grew
quiet when they had gone. Cress
was in the office, working on the
ranch books, when old Curly limped
in.

“That lady perfessor is here to see
yuh,” he announced. “She’s jest
druv in.” He dusted a chair with
his sleeve and gave the rug a quick
swipe. “l’d appreciate it, if yuhd
let me know when we wuz goin’ to
have visitors,” he grumbled.

Cress smiled to himself; Curly
had never been so concerned about
anyone else’s coming. He knew the
old man had stopped at Dry Creek
several times at Donna’s invitation,
She had got around him quite as
easily as she had Chad Harvey and
a good many others.

“One particular visitor, you mean,”
Benton declared dryly.

“Wal, she’s cut accordin’
lines,” Curly averred.

Donna drove up to the door a mo-

to my

ment later. “Good morning, Cress!”
she called. “And good morning to
you, Curly!”

There was a fresh young eagerness
about her that laid violent hands on
Benton.

“You’re out early,” he said.

“Time’s running out on me,” she
answered lightly. “lI’ve got to make
the days count. | want to spend the
morning around the springs where |
stopped three days ago. You’re not
working that range today?”

“No, we won’t be down there for
a week to ten days.”

Donna stepped into the office for
a minute. She had been on Plat Iron
three or four times of late and had
insisted on not taking Cress away
from his work. She handed him some
mimeographed pages.

“It’s just some field notes and a
brief summation of mine on the
choke cherry that the Bureau is
sending out. I'm all alone at Dry
Creek now; Dr. Adams has been
transferred to Red Butte.” Red
Butte was a Triple K stronghold,
north of the Lodge. “l’ve been giv-
en a month to finish up here.”

It was news to tighten Benton’s
mouth.

“l hadn’t expected that,” he said,
not trying to dissemble his disap-
pointment.

“Appropriations run out, Cress,”
she reminded him, trying to be gay
about it. Benton shook his head
soberly.

“l don’t know how I’ll get along
without you. | told you once that
I was going to need you before I
got through. 1 haven’t changed my
mind about it. | suppose | should
have realized that you wouldn’t be
staying here forever.”

“A lot can happen in a month.”
There was nothing in her tone to
suggest what the moment meant to
her, but she could feel the pulse in
her throat beating faster. “l under-
stand the Linscotts are -expected,”
she said, glad that she had such a
safe subject to turn to.

“Tomorrow,” Cress told her. “I
hope you’ll be able to come up while
they’re here. We could have dinner,
or maybe a little picnic. Alva likes
to cook, and he’ll be bringing in
some sagehen and trout.”

“It sounds exciting,” Donna an-
swered. “I’ll have to find time for
it.”

Cress walked out to the rig with
her.



“l don’t suppose you could dis-
cover some signs of an epidemic on
this range that would compel the
Bureau to keep you here indefinite-
ly,” he remarked, with a humorless
smile.

“Something catching, | presume?”
Donna answered in the same vein.

“Preferably.”

She shook her head; she knew they
were saying one thing and meaning
another. “It would be difficult.” Her
blue eyes were sparkling. “Usually
such cases are pretty far advanced
before you begin to see any symp-
toms.”

Benton went back to his desk
when she had gone. If he had not
known before how much she meant
to him, he was aware of it now. He
found himself making so many mis-
takes in his bookkeeping that he
gave up in disgust and rang for Cur-
ly to bring up a horse.

He was in Wild Horse the next
day to meet the Linscotts. Workmen
were building a new station. It
promised to be as ugly and inade-
quate as the one the fire had de-
stroyed.

ESSIE LINSCOTT had a merry

laugh that she never permitted
to grow rusty from disuse. She was
forty, and a grandmother, but still
pointed out as one of the most at-
tractive women in the Lodge. On
the way out to the ranch, Alva let
her carry the conversation. He in-
quired about the progress Hethring-
ton was making, but the very care
with which he avoided mentioning
Rask and the Wyoming and Western
warned Cress that he brought news
of some unexpected development
with him.

When they reached the house, they
found Hethrington there, making out
his payroll. Linscott shook hands
with him.

“I'm glad you’re here,” Alva told
him; “l know Cress has no secrets
from you. Suppose we sit down;
I've got a headache for you.”

“l knew it!” Benton exclaimed.
“What is it?”

“Bill is going to hit you where
it’ll hurt the most this time,” Lin-
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scott declared bluntly. “He’s been
in Cheyenne for three or four days.
W hat you'’ve got here, Cress, is a hot
potato as far as the Wyoming and
Western is concerned. | can tell you
now that they won’t touch it. When
you wrote me the conclusions the
two of you had reached in regard to
the railroad, | agreed with you fully.
But that’s all out the window now.
Rask has been delivering the vote of
this county to the machine for some
years; no question but it gives him
a drag with certain big-wigs in the
state government. He’s using it now
for all it’s worth.”

“Well, let’s have
ripped out impatiently.

“He’s putting pressure on the Rail-
road Commission to compel the
Wyoming and Western to eliminate
the three grade crossings in Medi-
cine Lodge. There’s good reason to
believe he can force it through, and
no one knows it better than the rail-
road company. |It’ll cost them a for-
tune. It’s just a mighty smart way
of putting the screws on the W. and
W.; Bill's not interested in doing
away with those crossings. If they
want to hear the-last of the agitation
he’s stirring up, all they’ve got to do
is turn you down and make things
as tough as possible when you try to
bring in your farmers.”

Cress realized this explained Bill’s
seeming inactivity of the past sever-

it!” Benton

al weeks. It was a shrewd move.
Undoubtedly, the Wyoming and
Western would make a deal with

Rask.
about it.
way.

“It sums up to about what we ex-
pected,” he said. “l think we’ve been
pretty well agreed for days that we’d
have to get along without the Wyo-
ming and Western.”

Benton nodded. “This makes it
just a little more definite, that’s all.
It doesn’t make the odds against me
any longer.”

Linscott gazed at them incredu-
lously and began to bristle. “Are
the two of you crazy?” he demand-
ed. “This is going to tie you into
knots! You can’t put this proposi-
tion over without the railroad!”

Benton refused to get excited
Hethrington felt the same
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“l can’t put it over without a rail-
road,” Cress said. “l’ve got my eyes
turned in another direction. You’'ll
call me a fool, sitting here planning
and hoping, without anything tangi-
ble to go on. But that’s what | in-
tend to do until I know I'm licked.”
He gave Alva a sober smile. “I didn’t
want to say anything about this till
something had developed, but | guess
you better hear it now.”

What he had to say about the
Union Pacific coming across the Gal-
latin Hills from W hite Sage and the
letter Hethrington had sent his
friend, Steve Merriweather, fell on
skeptical ears. Alva shook his head
almost pityingly.

“My boy, if you didn’t need the
U. P. so desperately, you wouldn’t
have the heart to sit there and tell
me you seriously believe they may
build into Wild Horse.” Linscott
shook his gray head regretfully. “I
hate to see you grabbing at straws
like this, Cress! You know it’s a
conservative railroad; to my knowl-
edge, they’re never rushed into any-
thing like this. Your optimism is
based on nothing more substantial
than the fact that -Hethrington has
written Merriweather an enthusiastic
letter. It hasn’t even brought a re-
sponse. You haven’t any reason on
earth for presuming he is interested.
It’s only wishful thinking, Cress!”

LVA turned to the engineer and
A said:

“Don’t misunderstand me, John;
I’'m not disparaging Steve Merri-
weather, nor casting any reflection
on your friendship. You’ll hear from
him, no doubt. But you’ve got to
admit that his answer is far more
likely to be no than yes. That’s all
it will take, and this dream will cave
in like a house of cards.”

“l believe Cress and | understand
perfectly,” Hethrington answered
good-naturedly. “We’ve never rep-
resented it to the other as anything
more than a hope. But Steve knows
I'm not in the habit of letting my
enthusiasm run away with my judg-
ment. | suspect that the reason why
we haven’t heard from the shrewd
old fox is that he has been finding

out what he can before coming to us.
It won’t surprise me if he turns up
here one day without warning.”

“If he’s at all interested, certainly
one of the first things he’d do would
be to send someone cruising through
the Gallatin Hills to make a report
on how heavy a job that thirty miles
of track would be,” Benton argued.
“You can call it what you will, &lva
—maybe it’s just a hunch, but I'm

playing it,”
“l hope you’re right,” Linscott
gave in. “Lord knows if the U. P.

wants to come in that nothing will
stop them—no political frame-up, |
mean. How much longer is it go-
ing to be before you bring the water
down to Grand Coulee?”

“l could do that now most any
time,” Hethrington told him. “But
I want to finish the work there be-
fore | do—some excavating and put-
ting in the main head-gate. .. We
haven’t been letting the grass grow
under our feet.”

“It doesn’t sound like you had,”
the lawyer declared. “lI suppose all
the blasting you’ve been doing has
run all the chickens out of that
country below the peaks.”

“No, there’s a lot of them there. If
you and Mrs. Linscott want to stay
up with me a day or two, I'll try to
make you comfortable.”

Alva thanked him and said they
would go up in the morning,

“We’ll all go,” Cress said. "I
want to see Cash and find out how
the gather is coming along.”

Cress rode with Jessie Linscott
the next morning on the way to the
lake. She asked about Donna. She
found Benton so full of information
about her that she smiled to herself.

“I'm glad you two have gotten
along so well,” she said. “A picnic
would be fun, Cress, if Alya doesn’t
insist on singing. You tell Donna
I’'m anxious to see her.”

Benton found the round-up work
going along satisfactorily. When he
got back to the house that evening,
Curly stopped him as he was riding
past the kitchen.

“A man by the name of Steve Mer-
riweather here to see yuh,” he an-
nounced. “Ben here most of the



day. Says yuh was aixpectin’ him.”
The old man wagged his head ap-
provingly. “Plays a mighty tough
game o0’ checkers! Hardly let me
have a look-in!”

It was a happy moment for Cress.
He threw off the shock of it and
hastened up the yard, telling himself
that even an unfavorable answer
would be better than the days of un-
certainty he had put in for nearly
three weeks.

He found Merriweather seated on
the gallery, looking anything but an
important official of a great railroad
in his undershirt and with several
days’ growth of whiskers on his
chin. He looked Benton over from
head to toes, grinned his approval
and shoved out his hand.

“l hope you don’t mind my taking
possession of your place,” he said,
laughingly. “I’ve been out in the sun
for three days; it hit me just right
to spread out on your gallery and
listen to Curly’s tall tales.”

“I'm sorry | wasn’t here to greet
you,” said Cress. “Hethrington pre-
dicted that when you showed up
you’d just walk in. [I’ll send a man
up to let him know you have ar-
rived.”

“No, don’t bother to do that,” Mer-
riweather demurred. “Curly tells me
your lawyer and his wife are up
there with him. | wouldn’t pull him
away this evening. We can talk
things over and go up in the morn-
ing, if that’s all right with you.” He
told Cress that Curly had given him

a room. “l’ve got a bag upstairs, but
I didn’t unpack. | suppose it’s about
supper-time.”

Benton grinned.
I know I’ve got an appetite.
Curly going out to ring
now.”

“l sure hope so.
That’s
the beU

erriweather pulled on

his shirt and stufffed it into
his pants. “I’ll let these whiskers
go till morning,” he said. “You run
a big outfit here, Benton.”

“Yes, | guess it rates among the
biggest in the state. The water dis-
trict John wrote you about isn’t go-
ing to cut it down very much; I in-
tend to run as much stock as ever.”

Busted Range * 83

“For a big stockman, you’re tak-
ing a revolutionary step,” his visitor
remarked, as they walked into the
dining room. “It’s something that
will have to be done in a good many
places in Wyoming if we’re ever go-
ing to get out of the rut we’re in.
I've been thinking along this line
for years. Stock-raising will always
be our most important industry, but
this state is big enough, and much
of it rich enough, to support ten
times the population we’ve got to-
day. . . Is this water project as good
as John says it is?”

“Well!” Cress declared with an
amused smile. “I'm prejudiced, of
course. At least, it isn’t any wild-
cat scheme. I'm putting close to a
hundred thousand dollars into it.
John told me what he wrote you. A
letter leaves a lot to be learned, but
from what little he was able to tell
you, is there a chance that you might
be interested?”

“You bet we’re interested!” was
Merriweather’s emphatic answer. “If
you can show me something that
will justify our building into Wild
Horse, we’ll do it.”

Benton’s spirits soared. “l’m con-

fident | can,” he said with convic-
tion. “lI know that between the wa-
ter we can take out of the river
early in the year and what | can

bring down from the lake that better
than twenty thousand acres of excel-
lent land can be irrigated. 1've got
a big chunk of it; Jim Cameron has
the whole Little Medicine Valley.
When my other neighbors see how it
works, they’ll be glad to let some of
their range go, too.”

Curly placed their supper on the
table.  Steve Merriweather caught
the old man’s eye. “Have you figured
out that four-for-one move of mine
yet?” he asked, a twinkle in his eyes.

“She’s a hoss thief!” Curly cack-
led. “I reckon when | git her work-
in’ smooth she’ll jest about keep me
in tobaccer this winter.”

Merriweather’s hearty laughter
filled the room. He was beyond fifty,
but his cheeks had the ruddy glow
of perfect health and an untroubled
mind.

“I’ll take you on for another game
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or two when we finish our business
tonight,” he promised.

Hethrington had spoken frankly
in his letter of the position the
Wyoming and Western had taken.
Merriweather dismissed it carelessly,
and surprised Benton with the ad-
mission that he had been in the Gal-
latin Hills for several days with a
construction engineer and a sur-
veyor. “We didn’t find anything to
discourage us,” he said, “But I'm
doing all the talking. Suppose you
tell me in detail what you have in
mind.”

Cress welcomed the opportunity.
Merriweather proved himself a good
listener, dropping in only an occa-
sional question. Several times, how-
ever, he said flatly that the feud with
Rask was a personal matter and that
the company would not take a hand
in it

“If this district booms, and Rask
is put in the discard, we will not let
it involve us,” he declared. *“As for
money, Benton, you’ll have to go it
alone. We've got land of our own
to sell—miles of it—given the U. P.
in the original federal land grants.
It’s not our policy to compete with
ourselves. But money won’t bother
you; just the announcement that we
are coming in will give you all the
credit you need. [I’ll give you an

answer tomorrow, and | believe it
will be yes.”
When they rode east from the

house in the morning Cress took a
shovel along. By the time they had
reached the old high dam and turned
north toward Grand Coulee, he had
dug several dozen test holes to show
Merriweather the depth and richness
of the soil. It was a convincing
demonstration, and at the coulee,
where concrete was being poured for
the sill of the head-gate that was to
control the Wolf Lake water, there
was further evidence of the feasibil-
ity of thj project. By evening, Mer-
riweather had seen enough. Gath-
ered around the fire with Linscott,
Hethrington and Cress, he said,
without fanfare:

LOOKS all right to me;
A we’ll go through with it

We’ll run a survey this fall and start
building as soon as the weather per-
mits next spring.”

“Why, that’ll hold me up a full
year!” Cress protested at once.
“You’ve got two or three months of
good weather left. Why let them go

to waste?”
“You want people here, Benton—
practical farmers, who’ll stay with

the land, once they come in. You
can’t find two-hundred and fifty .to
three hundred of them over night*.”
Merriweather was matter-of-fact
about it. “The thing to do is to let
me go back to Cheyenne and call in
the newspapermen and make an an-
nouncement of what we are going to
do. Our colonization department can
get busy then. We’ll offer an attrac-
tive rate to White Sage. There’s no
reason why the people we interest
should object to driving up from
there.”

“It won’t do,” Benton declared
grimly. “Farmers don’t look for
land in the spring. 1°ve got to have
them here this fall, so they- can build
their homes and be all set to put in
their crops when the snow goes off.”

“Steve, you know he’s right,”
Hethrington spoke up. “You can do,
it if you roll up your sleeves and get
busy. That survey can be run in a
week. If you’ll turn Swearing Mike
Lafoon and a couple hundred of his
Paddies loose, they’ll be in Wild
Horse by the end of the month.”

Merriweather threw up his hands
in surrender and turned to Benton.
“I've known John thirty years and
I've never seen him go overboard
like this before. You must be pretty
near all right. We won't be in Wild
Horse early enough to get your beef,
but you could drive to our railhead.”

“I'll do it, and so will Cameron,”
Benton assured him.

The picnic the following evening
could not have been held under more
propitious circumstances. Jim Cam-
eron had come down from Box C at
Benton’s request. He and Donna
were as delighted as Cress at the
way things had turned out. At the
latter’s urging, Merriweather had
stayed over. He entered into the
spirit of the occasion as heartily as



he did everything else. He found
Donna and Jessie Linscott charming
companions. Inevitably, the conver-
sation returned to the changes com-
ing.

“Where do you expect to find your
farm families?” Donna asked Merri-
weather.

“Frankly, | don’t know,” he an-
swered. “lowa, perhaps.”

“Northern Utah might be a better
place to look. Good land is sky high
there now.”

“That’s an excellent idea!” The
railroad man turned to Cress. “Ben-
ton, would you have any objections
to Mormons?”

“Why should 1?” Cress asked in
turn. “They’re good people. We
have some here now—Tom Green-
way, for one. I’'d welcome them with
open arms.”

“You can thank' Dr. Collett for the
idea,” Merriweather told him. “I
think it’s a capital suggestion. [l
go down to Salt Lake in the next
ten days.”

It was late when Cress said good
night to Donna at Dry Creek.

“I'm so happy about it all,” she
told him. “Nothing can stop you
now, Cress. When the news of the
Union Pacific breaks, you’ll find Reb
and the others coming to you.”

“l hope you’re right,” he mur-
mured. She was so close, and so
lovely, that he was almost afraid to
speak. His heart had been set on
what he was doing, but now that the
goal seemed to be in sight, success in

that' direction seemed strangely
empty and meaningless. In a few
weeks, she’d be gone. He knew he’d

never find anyone to fill her place.

The desire to take her in his arms
and crush her lips with his kisses
began to run away with him. Donna
read his thought. Panic of a sort
seized her, and she sent him away.
After he had gone, she came out on
the porch and sat there for an hour,
trying to order her thoughts.

“It means good-bye to my career,”
she sighed. “But if I go, I'll always
regret it.” Though she shook her
head at her lack of decision, there
was a wistful look in her eyes. “And
I thought I was going to be neutral!”
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CHAPTER XIV

Bright Tomorrow

HE Medicine Lodge Ledger
had confined itself to ridicul-
ing Benton’s efforts, but

when Steve Merriweather gave out

his statement to the newspapers in
Cheyenne, announcing that the
Union Pacific was beginning the con-
struction of the branch line to Wild
Horse at once, and that he was al-
ready in position to state that, by
winter, several hundred Mormon
farmers and their families would be
settled on the upper Medicine, the
news was too important for the
Ledger to do anything but print it.

If the Lodge was stunned, so was

Wild Horse. But there the reaction
was swift. Flags were run up;
bunting appeared on the wooden

awnings of the stores and bank. Be-
fore night fell, lots that had gone
begging at two hundred dollars were

snapped up at a thousand. Out in
the valley, the news was received
with hardly less excitement. Stock-

men were busy with their fall work,
but word flashed across the range
that brought a score of them togeth-
er at Quarter Circle that night. They
knew that the coming of the U. P.
meant lower freight rates, more
trains, prosperity for Wild Horse.
But there were even greater consid-
erations. They knew beyond doubt
that the railroad had taken this step
only because Benton’s scheme was
an assured success; that though they
had fought and reviled him,” he was
bringing down the water that would
save them and free them forever
from the domination of Bill Rask’s
unscrupulous clique. When Reb said,
“It’s up to us to go to Benton and
eat gravel,” no one opposed the sug-
gestion.

Cress was still in the office when
Curly stormed in and yelled at him
to grab a gun. “Thar’s a big bunch
of men cornin’ up the road!” he cried.
“They’re ridin’ like they meant busi-
ness !”

Benton strapped on his gun and
turned out the lamp. He felt a lit-
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tie foolish when he recognized the
men who rode into the yard and
sensed their peaceful intentions.

“We’re here to bury the hatchet,”
Greenway called to him. “You won't
need that gun.”

“Come up,” Cress invited.

“lI've done most of the talkin’
against you,” Reb said. “I reckon |
should d» most of the crawlin’ now.
It seems I've made a damned fool
of myself. It’s purty late to be of-
ferin’ to help you, but if there’s any-

thin” I can do, you only have to
name it. | reckon that goes for the
rest of us.”

The chorus of approval from the
others left no doubt of it. Benton
was moved, and he told them so.

“I'm glad we’re standing together
again,” he said. “This valley is going
to be a better place in which to live
—better for your wives and children.
They’ll have someof the con-
veniences we had to get along with-
out. And we won’t have to be wor-
rying from year to year if we’re go-
ing to have water enough to see us

through.”
After the strife of the past
months, with Babe and the other

boys still in jail, it amazed Cress to
see how little bitterness remained
on either side. Tom Greenway was
pleased that it was Mormons who
were coming in. “They’re workers,
and you’ll find they mind their own
business,” he declared.

“We’re letting water into Grand
Coulee tomorrow,” Benton informed
them, as they were leaving. “Heth-
rington is doing it just to test the
ground for seepage. If you want to
ride up in the afternoon, I'll be glad
to have you.”

The control gates at the tunnel
that tapped the lake had long since
been completed. When they were
opened, the water roared down
through the canyons into the coulee.
Reb and the others were there to see
it. Hethrington pronounced the
tests satisfactory. The water was
turned off again, and work proceeded
on the mother ditch that was to sup-
ply Cameron’s land and the district
along the river. In the meantime,
the surveyorg began to lay the land

out in sixty and one-hundred-and-
twenty-acre tracts. They had just
finished on Flat Iron when Merri-
weather arrived with a party of Mor-
mons, big, strapping men, with soil
ground into their fingers.

ing every acre that Cress and
Cameron were willing to sell.

THEY were there two days, cover-

“They like it,” Merriweather re-
ported to Benton. “I’'m going back
to Salt Lake with them and see
Bishop Freeman. |I’ve been corre-

sponding with him. He sent this
committee up here. | think you can
consider it a deal. What do you hear
from Linscott?”
“Nothing for the past few days.”
“You better advise him to open an
office in Wild Horse,” Merriweather

declared, with a chuckle. “There’s
going to be a lot of legal work
there.”

Flat Iron’s beef herd was almost

ready for the drive. Cress arranged
with Merriweather for cars,

“When will you be moving?” the
latter asked.

“A week at the latest.”

“We’ll be ready for you. You’ll
find our railhead about eleven miles
north of White Sage by the time
you get there.”

Ryan rode in several nights later.
The work was going along satisfac-
torily, he said. Cress was riding
high, and he relished being able to
tell Cash that Reb and the rest had
made peace with him. What he had
to say regarding the visit of the
Mormon committee didn’t interest
Ryan particularly.

“Are you making the drive with
us?” Cash asked.

“Why, yes! |
new railroad.”

“It’s going to leave the ranch de-
serted, Cress. |’'m going to need the
whole crew, putting all that stuff
over a new trail. Rask will know it.
If he’s got something up his sleeve,
he’ll pull it while we’re away.”

“I’ve got him licked, and he knows
it,” Cress declared positively. “Heth-
rington’s got his gang here. If he
needs help, he can get it from Reb.
I’ll tell him so.” He nodded to him-

want to see that



self. “There’s little Rask can do
now.”

“Okay, if that’s how you feel about
it,” Ryan told him. “Like all rat-
tlers, he’s dangerous as long as
there’s any life left in him. Don’t
forget it, Cress.”

Benton refused to be alarmed. He
had taken Bill Rask’s best and beat-
en him, and he intended to go on
beating him. It wouldn’t be long
now, he told himself, before the
businessmen of the Lodge would see
the handwriting on the wall and
turn against Rask. The human tick-
birds, who long had been content to
do his bidding in return for the
crumbs that came their way, would
be the next to desert the sinking
ship. That was what Cress wanted;
that and more.

When Flat Iron drove through
Wild Horse, he rode at Ryan’s side,
lie knew that Jim Cameron would be
only a day or two behind him. Chad
Harvey, Greenway, Grinnell — all
were shipping by the U. P,

Once through the Gallatin Hills,
he saw the raw new railroad there
to meet them. Cars stood on a sid-
ing; shipping pens had been hur-
riedly knocked together. A station
was to be erected. Already a sign-
board proclaimed that this was Gal-
latin. Only a few weeks back there
had been nothing here but a sage-
brush flat.

In view of the Ilimited loading
facilities, it should have taken Flat
Iron two days to get its stuff aboard
the cars. But Ryan drove the men
unmercifully and by noon of the
second day the job was done. He
already had the wagon moving back
to the ranch. Benton had only to
observe the man’s rocky face and
sense his impatience with the sweat-
ing crew to know that Cash had not
shaken off his fear that their ab-
sence had left Flat Iron exposed to
danger.

ESPITE his expressed opinion

to the contrary, it began to

weigh heavily on Cress. He could

not forget that Ryan had called the
turn many times in the past.

Cash gathered the men around
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him for a word. “You’ll be in Wild
Horse fairly early this evening. If
you want to take aboard a drink or
two, that’s all right; but that high
old time you’ve been promising your-
selves will have to be put off a week
or two.”

Benton caught himself uncon-
sciously nodding his approval. He
heard the men grumbling among
themselves as they turned hack
through the hills, especially Dutch
and Stony LlcCarran.

“They’ll get over it,” Ryan mut-
tered. “I'd rather be back home
and find | was mistaken about this
than have something blow in our
face just because we stalled around
down here, or in town.”

He couldn’t possibly have known
what was to happen at Dry Creek
that evening. If he was close to the
truth it was only because he was a
worrying man, always looking for
the worst to happ-n. Cherry Har-
vey was at the station having sup-
per with Donna. The girls had be-
come really fond of each other, and
it was not unusual for one or the
other to be found at Quarter Circle
or the Dry Creek station.

When Cherry was leaving, Donna
accompanied her out to her horse.
As they were saying good-night,
they stiffened at sight of a stagger-

ing, hulking figure floundering to-
ward them from the direction of
the river.

“It’s Bat Chadron! Cherry ex-
claimed. “The man who runs the
saloon at the Crossing—"

“Yes,” Donna answered, with a
sharp intake of breath. “He’s been

shot! He’s covered with blood!”

Bat was indeed a gory sight. His
legs seemed about to buckle under
him at every step. Gasping for
breath, he reached the porch and
grabbed an upright to support him-
self.

“Bat, what happened?” Cherry de-
manded excitedly.

The big Frenchman sat down
heavily, his head drooping and his
cheeks sagging. “Get Benton quick,”
he got out with an effort. “They’re
going to smash him—for keeps!”



88 DoubSe Action Western

“They?” Donna echoed.
mean Bill Rask?”

Bat nodded and toppled over. The
girls exchanged a frightened glance.

“lIs he dead?” Cherry demanded
tensely.

“l don’t know,” Donna answered,
getting a grip on herself. “I'm not
an M. D., but I'm going to have a
look at him. Get a blanket, Cherry!
And bring out a lamp — he’s too
heavy for us to movel!”

She quickly ascertained that Bat
was not dead. His heart was pump-
ing blood out of a gaping hole in
his chest. She called to Cherry to
bring out a pair of scissors.

With Cherry holding the
Donna cut away Bat’s shirt.

“It must be his lungs,” Cherry said
in a small, tight voice.

“l think so, but | wouldn’t know
how serious it is.” Donna ran inside,
got towels and a bucket of cold wat-
er and placed a wet pack over the
wound. “This must have happened
some time ago,” she said. “There
are streaks of dried blood on his
shirt.  His hair is singed, too—as
though he’d been in a fire.”

Cherry had pulled herself togeth-
er. “l told you | thought I smelled
smoke soon after | got here,” she
said. “Rask has very likely burned
him out. His foreman threatened to
do it. . . Donna, how are we going to
find Cress? There’s no use going to
Flat Iron; there’s only Curly and a
couple old men there.”

Donna hesitated only a moment.
“Cherry—are you afraid to stay here
with this man? He’s weak from
bleeding so freely; he’s only fainted.
He’ll be all right if you keep him
quiet and put on fresh packs. Il

“Do you

lamp,

take your pony and go to Wild
Horse. I’ll find someone who’ll go
for Cress.”

“l won’t be afraid,” Cherry an-
swered. “See about a doctor, too.”

Donna had been gone some min-
utes before Bat opened his eyes.
Cherry told him they were trying to
get word to Benton, and cautioned
him not to attempt to speak. He had
come all the way from the Crossing
on foot, with his strength ebbing out
of him with every step. Between the

effect of the cold packs and lying
still, he was improved enough in the
course of an hour to insist that Cher-
ry leave him there and go for her
father and the valley men. When he
told her why, she did not hesitate.
Mounting Donna’s horse bareback,
she pounded the startled animal into
a run.

ENTON was standing at the bar
B in the Morgan House with
Ryan a few minutes after ten when
Donna rushed in. Women were not
seen in Wild Horse saloons, but she
ignored that inhibition. The mes-
sage she brought sent Ryan popping
out of the barroom to round up his
crew.

“Bat didn’t say where Rask was
going to hit us, Donna?” Cress de-
manded.

“No—just that it was to be ‘for
keeps™—”

Benton caught Uncle Luke and
told him to fetch the doctor. “Dry

Creek—and you’ll have to hurry!”
he commanded.
They were
minutes later.
“Go on without me,” Donna urged.

“And good luck to you!”

Benton reached down and caught
her hand. “God bless you!” he mur-
mured devoutly.

Though men and horses were al-
ready weary, their fibre was tough
enough to take them to Dry Creek
without complaint or faltering. Bat
still lay on the porch, the lamp
burning beside him and casting dark
shadows in the deep lines of his
face. Benton ran up to him.

“Are you alone here?” was his
first question. “Where’s Cherry?”

“l sent her for her old man—to
round up some help,” Bat answered.
“They ought to be here directly. |
didn’t know when you’d be showin’

ready to ride a few

up.” He wet his fevered lips with
his tongue. “Bill’s after you this
time, Benton; he’s pulled men in-

from as far west as Red Butte—sixty
or seventy of ’em. Been gatherin’
at Jules’ place for two, three days.”

“Just give me the facts, Bat,”
Cress urged, “and save your strength.
I've got a doctor on the way. How



did this start? How did you get
shot up—and your hair burned?”

“l  knew there was somethin
doin’,” Chadron answered. “I did a
little spyin’ on ’em and got caught.
They ran me back to the Crossin’
and burned the place down with me
inside. When | tried to bust out the
back way and get a horse, they
nailed me. They left me for dead. |
crawled off into the brush and finally
got over here.”

The effort left Bat exhausted.

“Take it easy,” Benton told him.
“I’ll wait to hear the rest of it.”

“You got it all,” the big French-
man muttered. “That bunch was
headin’ into the Big Medicines, last
| Sayw of ’em. Rask was ridin” with
Tm.”

“You don’t know what their game
was, Bat?”

“No. They had a
with ’em—well loaded.
ger it was grub.”

“Most likely dynamite,” Ryan put
in. “l knew it!”

They heard Reb and the valley
men coming. There were a score of
them. Medicine Valley was stand-
ing together at last. Benton told
them how matters stood,

“What’s your first move?”
growled.

“We’ll start for the lake and stop
at Hethrington’s camp on the way
up. The doctor and Wiggins will be
here soon to look after Bat.”

The noise of their coming aroused
the construction camp. Not know-
ing what was up, Ross Santell had
a dozen armed men lined up to meet
them. Hethrington ran up to Cress,
demanding an explanation.

“It’d be the tunnel they’d go aft-
er,” he declared, when Benton fin-
ished. “It could be wrecked; one
good heavy blast would do it!”

With a word to Ross to keep his
guards posted, Cress signalled the
others to follow him. Following the
course of the water through the can-
yons was hard going for the jaded
horses. Trying to avoid running into
an ambush wore down the men.
And yet, it was only a few minutes
past midnight when they reached the
lake. The tunnel was intact. Not a

pack animal
I don’t fig-

Reb
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shot had been fired, nor had anyone
caught sight or sound of a prowling
foe.

EB rode up to Cress and Ryan.

“What do you make of it?” he
asked. “Don’t seem to be anythin’
wrong here.”

“Bat knew what he was talking
about,” was Benton’s pointed answer.
“We’ll move down the—"

“Wait!” Ryan interrupted. He
turned to the men. “Let’s have it
quiet here a minute! 1 thought I
heard something,” he told Cress.

They listened, and the sound Cash
thought he had caught was repeated,
not once but in measured succes-
sion.

“That’s coming across the water,

from down the lake,” he declared
sharply.
“Yeh!” Benton rapped. “It’s a

sledge striking a steel drilll They’re
after the wall Hethrington built to
block off Split Rock Creek!”
Hethrington had dammed the
creek and run a wall up high enough
to raise the level of Wolf Lake, as
he had originally suggested. The
destruction of the barrier would not
greatly affect the irrigation project,
but if a heavy charge were placed
deep enough, it would open a fissure
in the natural cup of the lake and
send a torrent rushing down the
eastern slope of the mountains.
When it was over, Wolf Lake would
be just a shallow duck pond.
Grinnell and the others who had
fought the project tooth and nail ex-
pressed their wrath as violently as
Benton and his crew. It meant al-
most as much to them now as it did
to Cress. The diabolic cleverness
of Rask’s last desperate try to bring
the scheme to naught was apparent
to all. He had evidently brought his
men in around the far side of the
lake. They had undoubtedly been
drilling into the rock for hours.
“It’s going to be next to impossible
to run them out of there tonight,”
Ryan averred soberly. “We can’t
come up in back of them. On this
side, there’s a hundred yards of open
ground. They can lay out behind
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that wall and mow us down like
wheat.”

Benton knew it was true.

“They can’t stay there after day-
light and live,” he said. “If we can’t
run them out tonight, we can climb

the side of this mountain and pump

enough lead into them to put an
end to that drilling. You men with
rifles, follow mel!”

The first blast from their guns
brought an answering fusillade from
the old mouth of the creek. W:ith
the gun flashes to give them the di-
rection, the valley men opened up in

earnest. They fired at will for a few
minutes. Benton finally called a
halt.

“Don’t waste your cartridges,” he
told them. “They can’t reach us up
here. Let me have your rifle, Steve,”
he said to Hoffman. He slapped”a
shot at the unseen enemy. A howl
of pain rewarded him. “What |
thought!” he cried. “They’re right
down in the old creek bed. Drop half
a dozen shots at them and then hold
up.
The shots were fired, and the si-
lence that followed told them the
drilling had been interrupted. When
it was resumed, they were able to
stop it again. The performance was
repeated until Benton was convinced
that they had that situation in hand.
He spoke to Grinnell,

“You take charge here, Reb,” he
said. “Ryan claims we can’t come
up in back of those rats, but there’s
no reason why _we can’t swing
around the lake and take them on the

flank. 1t’ll take an hour. You keep
your shots low. If we don’t accom-
plish anything more, we’ll keep

them from running. When daylight
comes, start picking them off. It
ought to be as easy as stringing
fish.”

Flat Iron, armed with nothing
heavier than six-guns, began the long
swing around the lake. For a time,
they rode away from the shooting,
then came back toward it. Benton
had his men spread out as they ad-
vanced, and under orders not to fire
a shot, till he gave the word.

“Rask doesn’t know we’re strong
enough to have divided our forces,”

he told Ryan. “He asked for this,
and I’ll smash him right here.”
They were moving cautiously. The
moonlight was filtering through the
trees. Moving blobs of shadow sev-
eral hundred yards ahead of them
caught their attention, and they saw
that it was fully thirty men, riding
closely bunched and unsuspicious of

danger. At fifty yards, Flat Iron
charged them. The surprise was
complete. Triple K went crashing
back through the brush in a hail of
slugs.

“Let ’em go!” Benton yelled. “If
they try it again, they’ll have to

come up this slope! We couldn’t find
a better place to stop them!”

E REALIZED that Rask, see-
H ing how the fight was going
at the creek, had dispatched part of
his men around the lake to dislodge
Reb’s crowd.

Tiny Starbuck snared two rider-
less horses. “That’s two of the
skunks,” he growled. “lI know | got
Ferd Smiley, myself.”

The charge was not tenewed. Sev-
eral hours passed. Benton could hear
Grinnell’s guns speaking every few
minutes. Several hours passed like
that, and then it was suspiciously
quiet. Cress was near the shore of
the lake when a dull, booming ex-
plosion rolled across the water. He
knew what it meant. The water be-
gan to recede at once. He waded
into it, wondering how far it would
drop.

“Fell off about three feet!” Ryan
called to him, “Looks like the wall
went out and nothing more!”

The moon faded and out of the
inky blackness that followed, the sky
began to brighten along the eastern
horizon. Benton gazed out over the
lake and sighed his relief. Only the
new wall.had been destroyed.

The light strengthened quickly.
Grinnell’s guns began to crack with
vicious monotony.

“Come on!” Benton yelled at his
men. “We’ve waited a long time for
this!”

They raced down the slope. With-
in ten minutes they were in sight
of the ruined wall. Rask had his



horses hidden in the lee of it against
Reb’s fire. His men had taken what
cover they could find. Now, caught
in a crossfire, panic seized them.
They stood off Flat Iron’s first rush,
but before Benton' could strike
again, Triple K’s vaunted gunsling-
ers grabbed their horses and fled,
leaving men whose only crime was
that they took their wages from Bill
Rask, to carry on the fight. They
had no heart for it, and when Flat

Iron came in with guns blazing
again they broke and fled.
Bill went wit\f them. Anxious to

be in at the finish, the valley men
drove down the motintainside reck-
lessly. Flat Iron left them behind. In
a minute or two, they had split up
and were pursu' Ig the beaten enemy
in a dozen different directions.
Benton saw Rask grab his saddle
horn as a slug slapped into him. For
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a moment Cress thought the man was
going down. But Bill hung on and
used his spurs. Cress raced after him.

Rask knew he was being pursued.
He turned several times and fired
blindly without knowing who was
after him. Benton began to realize
that Bill was striking back toward
the Peaks. It was an excellent place
to shake off pursuit.

Cress lost him once for ten minutes
and picked up his tr?il only by the
blood spattered on the rocks. When
he caught sight of his quarry again,
Rask was dropping over the divide
into the Kkittle Medicine. Benton
went after him and shortened the dis-
tance between them to a hundred
yards.

The way Bill was riding now said
plainly that ue was a badly wounded
man. He glarced back and recognized
Benton. Deliberately he turned into
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a little stand of aspens. When Cress
came up to him he was stretched out
on the ground, his right arm under
his leg.

At first, Benton believed the man
was dead. He was about to swing
down when he saw Rask’s right arm
come up. Cress fired. It wasnt what
he wanted; this was not the end he
had planned for Bill Rask.

He kicked the gun out of Bill’s
hand and sa,. that he was still breath-
ing. Stony McCarran and half a
dozen others found him there. They
carried the boss of Triple K to Jim
Cameron’s house. Rask was uncon-
scious, but he -°ung tenaciously to
the faint spark of life that still
burned in him.

Benton went out in the yard and
waited. Every few minutes someone
rode in until they were all there.
Ryan was one of the last to come.

“I1t’ll take that outfit sometime to
get done with its burying and doctor-

ing,” he said grimly. “Did you know
Kinnard’s up here?”

“No.”

“Cherry sent for him. He’ll be
showing up.”

MAN had been sent to Dry

Creek to fetch the doctor. Rask
was still breathing when the latter
arrived. The sheriff was with the
doctor. Rip and Benton walked down
to the corrals.

“l don't know how good a doctor
Sweetzer is, but I hope he’s able to
pull Rask through,” Cress said, his
mouth hard and implacable. “I don't
want him to go like this, Rip; | want
him to be a long time paying for what
he did to my father an me.”

“This will be the best way,” Kin-
nurd insisted. “Bill’s been licked for
some time. He wasn’t smart. A hog
never is. Twenty years ago, he might
have got away with it. The thing for
you to do is to wash all this out of
your mind.”

Rask died about five o’clock. The
exodus from Box C began at once.
Benton had little to say as he rode
home. The damage at the lake could
be repaired after the rest of the work
had been completed. He understood
from some of his men that Hethring-

ton was up there, looking things over.

“We’ll have to do something for
Bat,” he told Cash. “Doc says he’ll
be laid up a long time. | want you to
go in to town tomorrow and see how
he’s fixed up for money. Tell him I"ll
be in later.”

Donna had been pacing the gallery
at Flat Iron for hours. When Cress
rode into the yard with the men,
she ran down the steps to greet him.
He saw her coming and slipped out

of his saddle. Oblivious to the men,
she rushed into his arms.
“Cress!” she cried. “l’ve died a

thousand times today, thinking you
would never be coming! You’re not
hurt, darling?”

He crushed her close, not even try-
ing to answer, and kissed her mouth.

Uncle Luke started a cheer that the
others joined. Benton accepted it for
what he knew it was.

“It seems they approve of you,
Donna,” he said.

“And of you,” she answered.

Benton led the way into the office.
He spoke briefly about what had hap-
pened since he had left her in Wild
Horse. Donna was smiling through
her tears as she raised her face to
him.

“l guess you know,” he murmured.
“lI've told you before that | needed
you. It isn’t a biologist | need,
Donna. I'm never going to let you
go!”

“Please never, Cress,” she mur-
mured. “l’ve had this out with my-
self. | knew | needed you more than
you’ll ever need me—that | couldn’t
go.” She smiled at him wistfully.
“l want to be here when Benton
County is born, don’t 1?”

“Benton County?”

*“Surely, you won't be satisfied with
anything less than that? It may take
you a year or two but you’ll see that
Box Elder is divided.” Her tone was
light and gay, but she was not jest-
ing.

Cress held her a little closer. “W ith
you to show me the way, maybe we

can do it. . Benton County!” he
murmured. “The old man would
surely like %1t.”

THE END
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EGLEG BILL” EL-
DRIDGE tyas a bad
hombre—rustler, stage
robber, horse thief, and
disturber of the peace. After shoot-
ing up a town of an afternoon, he
was likely to be heard of the next
day at a distance of fifty miles away,
holding up a stagecoach, or running

without ear-mark or brand to identi-
fy their owner. A good mount of
horses, a rope and a running iron in
thkatoads of an active man, were
better than financial capital. The
good old days when a freebooter
could brand fifteen calves annually—
all better than yearlings—to every
cow he owned are looked back upon

PEOLGG OF THE OWE HOOT

off some choice bit of horseflesh that
took his fancy. From the Butte
country to the Border his unsavory
fame extended, and the authorities
of two States had long desired an
interview with him, a fact of which
Pegleg was not in ignorance, for
after each raiding foray he quickly
retreated to an isolated wakiup in
the mountains.

Pegleg Eldridge was a product of
that swashbuckling era succeeding
the Civil War. During the readjust-
ment period after that strife the
great herds of the Southwest were
neglected to such an extent that
thousands of cattle grew to maturity

By KennetSi P. W ood

to this day, from cattle king to the
humblest of the craft, in pleasant
reminiscence.

Pegleg was of that time, and when
conditions ' changed, he failed to
change with them. It was the reason
that, under the new order of things,
he frequently got his brand on some
other man’s calf. This resulted in
his losing a leg from a gun shot
wound at the hands of the man he
had thus outraged. Worse, it made
his identification easy and branded
him for all times as a cattle thief,
with every man’s hand against him.

Despite his physical handicap he
could fork a kak with the best, a
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specially made leather boot for his
wooden leg taking the place of a
stirrup on the off side of his saddle.
At one time he was reputed to be
the surest shot and the quickest on
the draw in the Panhandle. It is
said that he could whip out his gun,
shoot from the hip and empty its
six chambers in five seconds, mak-
ing every bullet tell. In addition he
was ambidextrous and could fan a
six-shooter to perfection with either
hand. Other than this, no tinge of
cavalierish color attended his ex-
ploits, for this consummate villian
was a crafty, evil brute, a cold-blood-
ed killer. If he had ever done a
kind or generous deed, it never came
to light.

On the night of September 8, 1881,
Pegleg Bill and three companions
crouched in the shadows of the huge
water tank near the tracks of the
Denver & Rio Grande Railroad at
Texas Creek. All four men were
roughly dressed, though well booted
and spurred. Eldridge and his pal,
Pat Cornish, packed a brace of six-
guns while the others carried Win-
chester rifles. In front of them on
the ground were four grain sacks
with small eye-holes cut in the sides,
and several feet away lay two saddle-
bags stuffed with dynamite. A quar-
ter of a mile beyond their horses
were picketed in a greasewood thick-
et. The place was only a watering
stop on the railroad line, and there-
fore an inviting spot for a holdup.

Surrounded by the vastness of the
front range of the Rockies, Pegleg
and his little gang of desperadoes
selected this lonely way station as
best fitting for the transaction in
hand. To the southwest lay the
Sangre de Cristo range, in which the

quartette had rendezvoused and
planned the robbery. Farther to the
southwest rose the snow-capped

peaks of the Continental Divide, in
whose silent solitude an army might
have taken refuge and hidden with-
out detection. It was inviting coun-
try to the road-agent and rustler.
These mountains, where the owl
hooted and the coyote howled, of-
fered retreats that had never known
the tread of human footsteps. En-

couraged by the thought that pursuit
would be almost an impossibility, the
outlaws laid their plans and executed
them without a single hitch.

BOUT ten o’clock, a speck of
A light appeared on the eastern
horizon where the railway tracks
came together. Without a word the
men adjusted the grain bags over
their heads and flattened themselves
in a shallow gully. The dot of light
grew into a glaring, white eye, and
the eastern overland express slowed
up, and with a groan stopped at the
water tank. Like silent specters the
four hooded figures rose quickly
and advanced. Each followed his
instructions to the letter. Two of
the bandits dashed for the coaches
to cover the passengers, while Pat
Cornish roughly ordered engineer
and fireman to climb up on the tend-
er, face about and reach for the stars
—an order instantly obeyed — for
sudden death was aimed in their di-
rection. Meanwhile, Pegleg Eldridge
ran to the express car and knocked
on the door with the handle of one
of his six-shooters.

“Who’s there?” came a voice from
within. “What do you want?”

“Open the door an’ I'll tell yuh,”
snapped the one-legged man. “An’
make it quick, too!”

“Who are you, anyway?” demand-
ed the voice.

“Neb’ mind who | am. | want that
box of yellow bullion yuh’re bringin’
from the smelters. If yuh don’t toss
it out, 1°'ve got enough dynamite here
to blow yuh and yore whole damn
car plum’ to hell. Sabe? Chuck it
out, pronto, or [I’ll turn the fire-
works loose!”

There was a movement inside the
car but no answer. For a few sec-
onds Eldridge crouched at the side
of the big door, his weaving weapons
covering it. Now he stood upright
and stepped back a few paces.

“Look-a here, you in there,” he
yelled through his hood, “if that
stuff ain’t out here when | count ten,
I’m gonna blast it out!”

“One—two—three—four. . .

There was another movement and

”



quick shuffling inside the baggage
car, but no word was spoken.

“Five—six—seven—eight. .

“Hold on there—here it is,” inter-
rupted the voice from inside the car.
The door slid open several feet and
a large iron-bound box was pushed
out and fell with a dull thud to the
ground, then the door shut with a
bang. Pegleg, his six-guns still
pointing at the door did not move,
but called to his companions: “Okay,
boys, let ’er go!” Again the bandits
played their parts, slowly withdraw-
ing with leveled guns. There was
scarcely any excitement among the
passengers and crew, so quickly was
it over. The engineer slid down
into the cab, pulled open the throttle
and the ponderous train lunged for-
ward with a roar into the night.

While the haul was a good one,
the express company never divulged
to the public the actual value of that
box of golden ingots which the high-
waymen hastened to the greasewood
thicket to blast open. The loot was
quickly divided four ways on the
spot, each portion packed in one of
the grain bags and lashed behind the
cantel of a saddle, then the four owl-
hooters melted into the mountains.

W ithin the hour, however, the tel-
egraph wires from the next station
were humming with the news to
headquarters, and when it was dis-
closed that the leader of the holdup
men had a wooden leg, the law knew
on whom to place its finger. In
another half hour, United States
Marshal Harry Burdette, whose suc-
cess in pursuing criminals was not
bounded by the State in which he
lived, took up his warbag, hurriedly
gathered a posse of six deputies and
boarded a specially chartered train
for the nearest station to the depre-
dation.

URING the night the few home-
D steaders who resided in the vi-
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been turned loose in the open range
for the night. However, upon ar-
rival, Marshal Burdette and his men
were supplied with the best available
horseflesh the community had to of-
fer.

Day was breaking when the posse
reached the deserted water tank. The
marshal lost no time in circling
about until the trail of the train
robbers was picked up, which started
from the shattered remains of the
bullion box in the wooded thicket.
Unfortunately several hours were
lost by the pursuing party as they
had to await the arrival of pack ani-
mals, so when the trail was taken up
in earnest they were at least twelve
hours behind the fugitives. But lit-
tle did Burdette realize that those
wily bandits would lead him on a
merry chase for nearly two months
through the mountains and gorges.

The first night the posse reached
the narrow plateau that forms the
crest of the Sangre de Cristo range.
Here they made their first halt. The
necessary resting of his sweat-
soaked horse was very apparent to
the marshal, though he would have
gladly pushed on. The only halt he
could expect of the outlaws was to
likewise save their horses, which
were obviously better than his, so
he must do the same. Forcing a tired
mount an extra hour has left many
a thoughtless rider afoot.

It was ten days later before the
posse picked up a fresh sign, for
Pegleg’s little band doubled and re-
doubled through the mountain fast-
ness. A narrow gulch in which they
had camped showed evidences of
where the horses had been picketed
for the night, and where men and
beasts had slept. From this temporary
camp-site the trackers moved down
the opposite slope toward the San
Juan River, and into New Mexico.
From the mountainside a few blurred
ranches were visible far out on the
mesa, but in all instances they were

cinity of the station were kept bumarefully avoided by the fugitives.

getting together saddle horses for
the marshal’s party. This was not
easily done, as there were few
mounts on hand, while practically all

the horses of nearby ranches had

Three weeks later Harry Burdette
received his first encouraging piece
of information from a lone Mexican
sheepherder beyond the Divide.

(Continued On Page 97)
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(Continued From Page 95)

“Yesterday morning,” said the
sheepman, “shortly after daybreak,
four men rode into my camp and
asked for food for breakfast. | gave
them all the coffee | could spare,
but having no meat on hand, they
tried to buy a lamb, which | have no
right to sell. After drinking the cof-
fee they offered me money, but |
refused it. On leaving, the leader, a
one-legged dirty son, rode into my
flock and killed a ewe which he
snatched up with him as he galloped
away after the others.”

From the shepherd Burdette re-
ceived a good description of all the
men, the color and condition of their
horses, and the amount of saddle-
luggage they packed.

W ith unremitting energy the pur-
suers pushed on through country
which was principally Mexican, and
even the swarthy aliens the bandits
avoided as much as possible. At a
little store adjoining a rather pre-
tentious rancho, a second description
of three of the men was obtained—
but no Pegleg. He was so indelibly
marked that he was crafty enough
to remain in the back trails, out of
sight of so public a place. The three
others, the marshal had learned,
bought some provisions and several
fresh horses. The outlaws, he was
told, were very rough though liberal
in their dealings, but extremely ex-
acting as to the quality of horseflesh
they purchased.

Close upon the heels of the fugi-
tives several days later the posse gal-
loped into the old town of Santa Fe,
a stamping-ground of hard gamblers,
hard drinkers, and still harder fight-
ers. Here the officer was informed
that three men, fitting the descrip-
tion, had spent a wild night and
were reckless patrons of the many
gaming houses the town boasted. But

like the stars, they had vanished
with the dawn.
T NO time in the next two
weeks did the hunters come

within two days of their quarry. This
was owing to the fact that the latter
traveled almost continuously. Then
suddenly the bandits doubled back,
heading almost due east toward the
(Continued On Page 98)

Now you can learn to dance in the privacy of your own home with
the hélp of these 3 books! All tlio newest Swing steps—the Rhumb*,
Susi-Q, Truckin’, Bomba, as well as tho Fox Trot, Walt®, and
basic tap steps—are explained with simple, graphic diagrams in
“Dancing” —and the two books we include FREE with each order,

GET MORE FUN OUT OF LIFE!

It is the person who can dance the new steps that gets invited to
the dances and parties where Fun begins. Watch your own popular-
ity Increase as you learn the grace, the swing of ‘dancing! No more
wall-flower nights, or days of Waltlr_l% for the phone to riDg! Thi»
is your chance to fill your future with Romance.

Make this FREE test!

*Dancing/' by Betty Lee, includes every-
thing %lou need to "know about dancing.
Instructed by this well-known teacher, you
learn the fundamental steps in the right
way . . . quickly. But you need not take
Our word for “it!  You may return the
book in 5 days and get” your mone
back If you “are not delighted witl
results! "And remember, we include
two_hooks FREE of extra charge, .,
"Tip TOE Tapping” and "Swin
Steps.” et these three books teacl
you to dance for fun or money—or

It costs you nothing!

SEND NO MONEY!
When ?lour books arrive, deposit
$1/J8_plus postage with the postman.
Practice these “simple dance steps
each day and in 5 days if you have
not learned to dance, wo will refund
your money at once. Act now and
surprise your friends at tho next
party!

Pioneer Publications, Inc.,
J7S0  Broadway, N. , C

I PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INC.
1790 Broadway, Dept. DA-1 New York 19, N. VY.

Gentlemen: Send me 'Dancing” by Betty Lee. | will pay
?qstman $1.98 (plus posta?e) on arrival. If In 6 days | have
ailed to learn 1o dance. will return tho book and you will
refund purchase price. Include FREE of extra charge” "Swing
m Steps” and “Tip Top Tapping/* ,

m Name..
2 Address

S City...... . e s S TATE
E Orders from Foreign Countries, 10/- In advance, J
luuuuaaa s

97



Believe It Or
There’s Something In It!

Have you tried atl kinds of “charms" without sue-
c.-As?  Don't give up hope until you've used this
re.»ica | the world-famous Cabalistic Cross,
which has been used for hundreds of years to
uncross ill? wearer, overcome enemies and obsta-
cles, protect against sickness, accident, evil condi-
tions, and disaster, and to attract good fortune.
This replica is inscribed with the Ancient mystic
symbols belleved to signify PROTECTION. LIRE
and HEA . and which were thought to bring
happmess Iove success, and power. Sold only by
L3. We make_ no claims of supernatural POWER,
but GUARANTEE SATISFACTION or money back.
Complete with full information, only 51-29 post-
paid, c. lus postage.

Not,

th every orde Lord’s Prayer reproduced
on pERchment PdpkT, t@ be inserted in the replica

F U E E Ancient Cabalistic Cross
CABALA CURIO CO., Dept. 6-R

37 EAST 1? ST, NEW YORK 3, N. Y.

Policy Costs Only, 7.00 a Month

Provide for those you

love this wise, easy way. S-POINT
Oaly a few pennies a day

“wm’pay for TRIPLE IN- °~ " T crton

DEMNITY LIFE INSUR-
ANCE, backed by Legal
Reserves. Old reliable
Pioneer Life Insurance 1-
Company offers this as- 2-
eured protection without
restrictions as to
Occupation, Travel
Riesiderioe amd imcludes

“valuable Incontestability Clause—all as plamly
stated in the policy. Men, women and children
from 1 day to 70 years of age eligible. No Red
edical Examination! Full details sent
by mall. No Agent will calL Write at once
for FREE Inspection offer. DON'T DELAY!

PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
S531  Pioneer Building O Rockfort, Illinois

LOSS of LIFE
doe to
Natural Causes. . .
All Sicknesses ,
3 OrdinaryAccidents
your 4- Auto Accidents...
5- TravelAccidents.

16 DAYS* TRIALftg

ITRY OUR SIGHT TESTERS! £5*E||g

i yoor face with good looking glares

ISENDNO " |
MONEY I

t look be
ot * & Guarantees |

Wear our srlaaseai on trial Broken Glasses!
16days— if not fully satis- HePAlseo. Dr.at*
tiedyourmoneyreiuncled. Opt. supervis«s.
U.S.EYE-GIASSES CO..1557 Milwaukee Aye.

on you.

. Dept. mA40 chicago

"Facts about EPILEPSY"

This mast Interesting and helpful Booklet will be mailed
to anyone while the supply lasts. | will send a free
copy to anyone who writes for it. C. M. SIMPSON

Address Dept. DA-2, 1340 W. 44th St., Cleveland, Ohio

Let us help you find real happiness. Join our old reliable
Club. 42 years of dependable, confidential service. Corre-
spondents most everywhere. Manywnh means, seeking con-
genial mates. Proven results. Photos, descrlptlons free.

STANDARD CLUB, Box C-40, Grey Lake, IB,
98

Double Action Western

(Continued From Page 97)
Panhandle. Thither went the tire-
less marshal, toward the owlhooters’
old haunts—down between the two
Canadians. But Pegleg’s day was
waning; he could not hold out for-
ever against the indomitable Bur-
dette.

One morning just as the sun raised
its fiery eye above the level of a lit-
tle desert sink in the Staked Plain,
the outlaws reached a favorite water-
hole. After filling their canteens,
they parted company, two of them

striking out for the north, leaving
Pegleg Eldridge alone with Pat
Cornish. Pegleg prepared for a

short rest and commenced to unsad-
dle the horses, while Cornish pro-
ceeded to open his bag of ill-gotten
wealth, and carefully weigh each yelr
low ingot one by one in his hand.
But the one-legged man’s glutted
imagination also reeled with the de-
lirious madness of gold, and between
slitted eyes he watched the other
gloat over the precious products of
the smelter. It annoyed him so he
could scarcely build a fire.

The thought of his share of the
spoils commenced to aggravate him.
It seemed very insignificant com-
pared to Cornish’s portion. Somehow
the value of it figured up different-
ly; it refused to fill his mind’s eye.
Pegleg felt a sense of loss, a mental
pain. As he brooded, it fretted, stung,
maddened him and a fleeting impulse
while he watched his companion, be-
came a definite, dominating, resist-
less purpose.

W ithout a word Eldridge made a
pot of coffee and warmed a can of
beans. He helped himself generous-
ly to both and pushed the remain-
der toward Cornish. From the cor-
ner of his eye he furtively watched
every move of the other man. Turn-
ing his back he drew one of his six-
shooters and toyed nervously with
it. The acoustics of the desert are
remarkable, so he put the weapon
back into its holster. Not until Cor-
nish had finished his sorry meal did
Eldridge speak. In a voice velvet
and persuasive he suggested that
Cornish should turn in and avail
himself of a little much-needed sleep
while he kept a look out. The un-
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suspecting and travel-weary partner
readily agreed to the proposal.

A mocking smile played across
Pegleg’s lips as the other relaxed in
the sparse shade of a mesquite. Ten
minutes later the outlaw leader wrig-
gled noiselessly on all fours toward
the recumbent figure. A few feet
from the sleeper he paused, un-
sheathed a bowie knife and, like an
animal, sprang for the throat. There
was no struggle, no outcry. It was
all over too scon for that. He drew
back cowering, yet gazing with fas-
cination at the murdered man that
now lay in the shadow of the bush.
Then the instinctive human fear of
the dead possessed him and he
sprang to his feet and ran to the only
living things in that lifeless place—
the horses. Feverishly he saddled
his mount. Its mate whinned ex-
pectantly, but Pegleg did not heed it.
Strapping the two unwieldy bags of
bullion to the saddle, he quickly
mounted and lashed his horse into a
mad gallop.

When Burdette arrived at the wa-
ter-hole, the first thing he saw was
the corpse of the murdered man
whose throat had been slit. Sending
his entire posse to follow the tracks
of the two bandits who had headed
north, the officer wheeled about and
took up single-handed, the trail made
by Pegleg’s galloping horse. The
experienced eye of the marshal told
him the whole story, and it was a
cold-blooded murderer now he had
to hunt down.

WO weeks later at a town in the

Chickasaw Nation, there was an
annual fair and horse race, a gala
event of considerable importance in
that part of the country. The resi-
dents for miles around gathered to
witness, and gayly bedecked Indian
bucks rubbed shoulders with swag-
gering cowpunchers in new Stetsons
and burnished spurs. Ranchers and
horse owners were “shooting the
works” on the entries, while the In-
dians wagered their live stock freely.
As the race was being run and ev-
ery eye centered on the outcome, a
dust-laden stranger with a silver star
under his lapel, pushed a .45 against

(Continued On Page 100)
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(Continued From Page 99)
the back of a very interested specta-
tor with a wooden leg. To the cock
of a loaded revolver rang out the
command: “Put ’em way up high,
long rider! One false move and it’s
your last!”

A quick-shot glance over the
shoulder into the little black eye of
a Colt required no further comment.
There was no alternative. As Peg-

leg’s hands slowly ascended sky-
ward, steel handcuffs quickly
snapped about his wrists. His guns

were removed, and he was escorted
to waiting horses that conveyed him
to his cache where the marshal
forced him to uncover his part of the
loot including Cornish’s portion
which he had confiscated.

En route for trial on the railroad
train the marshal was able to give
Pegleg Bill a good part of his past
history. But when he attempted to
draw him out as to the murder of
Pat Cornish, and the two accomplices
who had struck out for the north,
Eldridge was very innocent of every-
thing.

The outlaw leader was tried and
convicted of murder and train rob-
bery in a Federal Court in Colorado.
He went “over the road” for a term
of years far beyond the lease of his
natural life. When within an hour’s
ride of the penitentiary—his living
grave—Pegleg Eldridge raised his
manacled hands, and twisting from
the blue flannel shirt which he wore,
a large pearl button, said to the dep-
uty in charge:

“Will yuh please take this here
button an’ give it with my compli-
ments to Mr. Harry Burdette, an’
say to that human bloodhound that I
didn’t anticipate his catchin’ up
with me. If | had, it would ’a’ saved
yuh this trip. He might ’a’ got me,
but I wouldn't "a” needed a trial
when he did.”

THE END

Buy U. S. War Bonds
and Saving Stamps



WHITTLING

WADDY
By Martin Wolsey

Jeff Dacey always left a trail
which any man could follow if
he knew where to look. And
that trail could hang deadwood

on a killer!
S rel to a halt and stood sur-
veying the Lazy Y spread.
As much as he could see of it pleased
him—the well-built main house, the
sturdy wooden rails encircling the
corral, the practically new bunk-
house. He remembered standing here
ten years ago with his brother, Jeff.
They were just a couple of buttons
then, but they’d vowed that if ever
the outfit were for sale, they’d buy
it. And now that chance had come.

Steve jogged up to the ranch house
just as old Rip Colby, ramrod of the
Lazy Y, hobbled out the doorway.

“Well, well, you old mossyhorn!”
Steve greeted as he swung out of
the saddle. “So after all these years
you’re finally letting. me buy the
spread. | knew 1d get it from you
some time.” Steve’s browned face
creased into a good-natured grin; his
flame-blue eyes kidded tne oldster.

“Yep, | reckon so0,” Rip mused,
scratching his white head embarr-
assedly. “You always wanted it since
you were a couple of green younkers,
didn’t you?” His faded eyes roved
tenderly over the ranch. “Guess I'm
‘bout ready to cash in. The old
ticker, you know,” he added with an
indifferent little gesture towards his
heart.

“l wanted you
new ramrods though,
you had your eye on it.
used to it. Ain’t like
know.”

“Won't take us long,” Steve assert-
ed confidently. “Say, where’s Jeff?”

(Continued On Page 102)
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The jasper’s colorless eyes looked
quizzical; his nose screwed up in
surprise. “Jeff? He ain’t here?”

Steve gave a short warm laugh.
“C’mon, old-timer, I know you like
to have your little jokes now and
then, but | ain’t got much time. Got
to get into town for something. Let’s
get Jeff.”

“l tell you Jeff ain’t here. He
never was,” Rip insisted in a cracked
voice he was trying hard to make
emphatic.

Steve’s eyes bored into the old-
ster’s, and he realized Rip was ser-
ious. “But Jeff was supposed to
be here a week ago with five thou-
sand dollars for the spread. | was
to meet him here today with my
share.”

Rip shook his head. “Ain’t here.
Mebbe somethin’ held him up.” His
lined old face looked into Steve’s
with a concern he couldn’t hide.
“Couldn’t be nothin’ else,” he added
lamely.

Steve didn’t answer. But his face
stiffened into a cold mask, and his
eyes turned an ice-blue. Tightening
his gun-belt, he strode toward his
horse. “I'm gain’ out to find Jeff,”
he rapped. “And if anything’s hap-
pened—"

“Where you goin’ to find him?”
Rip interrupted.

“l got a note from Jeff last week,
post-marked Peak Town. That’s
where I'm headin’ for.”

“Go easy, son,” Rip called after
him. But Steve didn’t hear him. He
had spurred his horse and was pound-
ing down the road to Peak Town.
Rip stood staring after his dust.

FTER an hour’s inquiry around

Peak Town—at the hotel, the
restaurant, the livery stables, the gen-
eral store, and even the sheriff’s,
Steve Dacey was ready to believe the
worst. Not a soul in Peak Town had
seen or heard of Jeff Dacey.

He had disappeared into a dust
cloud, as it were, vanished like a
mirage in the desert. But Steve was
sure that Jeff would never have
gone anywhere with that five thou-
sand cached on him—that is, nowhere
but to the Lazy Y. He had come to
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Peak Town, but had never left; that
was the only explanation.
Steve sat down on the steps of the

general store to do some figuring.
He tried to imagine, from all he
knew about Jeff, just what Jeff

would do when he blew into a town.
He recalled his brother’s face—good-
natured, generous, lean, almost the
spittin’ image of Steve-—but full of
the devil. Jeff liked a fling now and
then—a harmless, little fling—a few
drinks, mebbe a game of poker, a
pretty face..,.

Steve’s eyes suddenly lit up. A
smile pulled at his lips as a plan
brewed at the back of his mind. He
sat for a few more moments think-
ing, the same expression on his face;
then slowly and deliberately, he
strode down the street.

Dacey pushed the batwings of the
Deuces Wild Saloon open with his
elbows. He felt all eyes turn on him
as he sauntered to the bar. There
was something about his granite jaw
and sinuous movements that drew
people to him like a magnet.

“Whisky,” he ordered, slapping a
coin on the bar. The barkeep took
the money, looked up indifferently.

Steve’s eyes narrowed into the bar-
tender’s. “Anything new since | was
here last week?” he asked and
watched for the man’s reaction.

The barkeep’s heavy-jowled face
remained expressionless. “You must
be loco, cowboy. | ain’t never seen
you before.”

Steve grabbed the bartender’s
wrist. “Mebbe you seen a cowpoke
that looks like me though—named
Dacey?”

“Ain’t seen no strangers,” the bar-
keep growled. “Don’t know nothin’
about it.”

Steve released his wrist. Then, to
the barkeep’s astonishment, he slowly
inched down the bar, closely examin-
ing it as he moved. In a few mo-
ments he was back to where he’d
started from. He gave a wry smile.
“Just lookin’ for somethin’,” he as-
sured the wide-eyed man.

"**W®,"HQ’S boss here?” Steve de-

* 1 manded suddenly of the

barkeep. “I want to talk to him.”
(Continued On Page 104)
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He took out his gun and nonchalant-
ly started shining it with a big red
kerchief.

The barkeep’s eyes popped. “Don’t
advise you to start no trouble with
Deuce—"

“Deuce—Deuce Tanner?” Steve in-
terrupted, surprised.

“The same, ranny. | warn you.”

The name was familiar to Steve.
Deuce Tanner’s reputation for ruth-
less and numberless killings and card
sharpings had preceded him even to
Texas. Steve had heard incredible
stories of gun-swift, courageous men
who had set out to kill the high-
stakes tinhorn, and had never re-
turned from Peak Town. But Steve’s
face betrayed no fear as he said
stonily: “Tell your boss | want to
see him.”

The bartender scurried off and dis-
appeared into a back door like a
gopher. Steve swallowed his whisky
in one long gulp, and glimpsed, over
the top of his glass, the stocky figure
of the barkeep emerging from the
back room. Behind him came Deuce
Tanner.

Steve was taken aback. He had
expected someone hulking and pow-
erful. The man who faced him now
was a half-pint, not more than a five-
footer and frail-looking to boot. But
scrutinizing the gambler’s face, Steve
saw hardness etched in every line and
muscle, ruthlessness in every gesture.

A quirly hung out of the side of
Deuce’s thin lips; his hair was slick
as snakeskin. He wore a tight-fit-
ting black suit over a bright plaid
vest. His hand-tooled boots looked
expensive. He seemed to pack no
guns—or none that Steve could see.

“Lookin’ for me?” he asked, the
quirly still in his lips, smoke swirling
past his eyes as he appraised Steve.

“Lookin’ for a cowpoke named Jeff
Dacey. | got reason to believe he
stopped in here a week ago.”

Tanner leaned against the bar,
stared out vacantly over the saloon.
“Don’t know him.”

“You sure?”

Deuce Tanner slowly turned his
tar-black eyes on Steve. He blew a
stream of blue smoke into the cow-
poke’s face. “Listen, stranger, no-
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body contradicts Deuce Tanner,
savvy?” He stepped on the butt of
his quirly and turned away from
Steve. “I’'m busy, stranger. And this
ain’t no lost and found office.” He
strolled away. Then in a quiet, omi-
nous voice, he said over his shoulder:
“We don’t like strangers in the
Deuces Wild, do we, boys?” And his
glance nudged the hombers in the
room.

Hostile eyes stared at Steve.
saw hands drop to their holsters.

“Cowpunch can buy a whisky,
can’t he?” Steve asked smiling.

Deuce didn’t answer. He went to
the back of the gambling-saloon,
weaved in and out among the crowd.
Steve watched him through the cor-
ner of his eye, caught him whisper-
ing to a slim burnette. Then he dis-
appeared into his office again.

He

TEVE was discouraged. So far

there was nothing that pointed
to Jeff’s whereabouts. But he had
to get to the bottom of this mystery;
had to carry through his plan, any-
way.

He sidled down to the end of the
bar, near the spittoon, and ordered
a bottle of red-eye. He was aware of
a couple of Tanner’s partners
stealthily watching him. He poured
himself a whisky, pretended to drink
it, then surreptitiously dumped it in-
to the spittoon. He kept this up;
took his time. An hour passed. The
gunslicks still watched him.

He began to blubber, sing drunken-
ly. He swayed down to the other
end of the bar and slobbered, “Gim-
me another bottle. | got plenty of
money. Here, I'll show you.”

He dove awkwardly for his pocket,
drew out a wad of bills; threw one
at the barkeep, and grabbed his sec-
ond whisky bottle. The long mirror
topping the bar showed him the
greedy faces of Tanner’s henchmen
signaling to each other. Then he no-
ticed one disappear into Deuce’s of-
fice.

TEVE stumbled over to the
S empty card table at the back of
the long room. Then suddenly he
lurched. His palms hit the card
table. It overturned with a loud

(Continued On Page 106)
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crash. Steve fell with it, his feet
tangled in the table’s legs, his arms
humorously embracing the stem. He
sat there, in a heap, looking bleary-
eyed.

Hoarse laughter guffawed through
the saloon. The commotion brought
Tanner’s gunmen to Steve’ side.
“Can’t hold his red-eye,” one of
them said winking. “Get him his
bottle, Jake.”

They dumped him into a chair. He
sagged over the small table, closed
his hands Over the bottle, noticing
they still kept their eyes on him.

Steve realized he was in a spot
now; he was getting deeper and
deeper into something he mightn’t be
able to crawl out from so easily.
Deuce Tanner was no blank cart-
ridge. He was known to kill a man
merely because he didn’t like his
face; a roll of bills was sure justifica-
tion for murder.

Suddenly Steve noticed the bru-
nette who Deuce had whispered to
coming toward his table. He eyed
her warily, still pretending he was
stewed.

“Hello, stranger,” she purred, seat-
ing herself opposite him.

Steve watched the girl carefully
through half-closed eyes. She ob-

viously worked for Deuce, yet there
was something clean and wholesome-
looking about her that seemed oddly
out of place in a gambling saloon.

He mumbled a greeting, then
lapsed into silence, waiting for her
to make the next move.

Clumsily he reached into his
pocket for a quirly, dragged out some
makin’s, dumped them on the table
before him. A tiny, whittled, wooden
cowboy accidentally clattered to the
table with the makin’s.

The girl stared at it.
it”? Steve remarked.
know makes ’em.”

She seemed unable to tear her eyes
away from the little wooden novelty.
Finally she turned to Steve, looked
into his eyes with a tender concern
he couldn’t fathom.

“What’s your name,
asked softly.

“Did Deuce ask you to find that
out?” he gritted at her.

“Cute, ain’t
“Someone |

ranny?” she
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Her face went white. She turned
her eyes away from him, nervously
bit into her lower lip. Then sudden-
ly she leaned over the table close to
him. “Listen carefully,” she whis-
pered.

She sneaked a frightened look over
to Tanner’s henchmen. “Don’t ask
any questions, canny. Just take my
advice and get out of here.”

“Why?” Steve shot at her.
did Deuce tell you before?”

“l can’t tell you any more than |
have. Better leave.”

“W hat

TEVE studied the girl carefully

through drooping, drunken lids.
She looked trustworthy. ‘'And then
suddenly he saw it—a little packet of
powder hidden in her handkerchief—
powder to knock him out cold, no
doubt. Resentment and confusion
rushed through him at once. But he
pretended he’d seen nothing. He
talked drunkenly, kept one eye OH
the girl’s ‘hands. And then, thinking
she had diverted his attention, she

nimbly opened the packet. But so
quick was the motion that Steve
couldnt be sure whether she’d

slipped the powder into the drink,
or whether she’d only pretended to.

“Here, ranny,” she said in a loud
voice. “Here—have a drink on the

house.” She pushed the glass towards
him.
He took it; lifted it to his lips.

He pretended to take a sip of it; let
the rest dribble down his chin. He
didn’t finish the drink, but slowly set
the half-full glass back on the table.
Then he flopped forward, and lay
still on the table.

A few moments later he heard the
girl get up. He waited tensely for
Deuce’s next move. It came sooner
than he’d expected. He heard two
pairs of boots clicking across the
hardwood floor—Tanner’s gunhawks!
So the girl had been in on the plan.
She must have dropped that powder
into his drink.

The men were beside him now; he
could hear them whispering. They
lifted him under the armpits and
dragged him across the saloon floor.
Then he heard a door bang shut.

“Drop him,” commanded an oily,

(Continued On Page 108)
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low-pitched voice that Steve
ognized as Tanner’s.

Steve hit the floor with a thud. A
boot jabbed viciously into his ribs,
and a flash of pain seared through
his side. He cursed to himself, but
didn’t flinch.

“Take his gun,” Deuce ordered.
“We can always use another one.”

Steve’s courage sank as he felt his
45 being lifted from its holster. But
it was Deuce’s next words that sent
a pang like a knife to his heart.

“Dump him next to his brother’s
bones, Jake—out on Ghost Gulch,”
Deuce jeered. “Together in death as
in life—very touching.” The man
named Jake on Steve’s left, cackled.

rec-

HOT wave of fury burned

through Steve, mixed with a
tender, lost feeling when he thought
of generous, high-spirited Jeff, His
brain  worked frantically.. He’d
planned on getting in here—but how
could he get out now that he knew
Deuce had killed his brother? Every
nerve in his body seemed suddenly
afire, as he heard Deuce say, “Okay,

get the dinero!” .
Steve waited for Tanner’s men to
get close enough. He felt their

whisky breath as they reached for his
roll.

Then, like a shot, he jackknifed up,
caught Jake in the stomach with the
full force of his feet. Simultaneous-
ly, his arm lashed out, clipped the
other henchman in the jaw, sent him
sprawling in to Deuce Tanner. They
both went to the floor in a heap of
arms and legs.

Before they could recover from
shock, Steve sprang to his feet,
kicked his .45 out of Jake’s hand.

As Steve reached for it, flame blurted
from the Colt at Jake’s holster.

The cowboy triggered. Satisfac-
tion swelled in him as he bedded
Jake down, saw a pool of blood

spread over the gunman’s chest.

He whirled then, just as the second
gunslick was about to ram his skull
in with a pistol. Steve hopped back,
hammered lead into the man’s wrist,
but not before a bullet slashed across
Steve’s cheek.
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At that moment, Deuce, tiny and
light-footed, bolted to his desk,
pocketed something from the bottom
drawer.

Steve saw him through blurred
vision. Bluffing, he made a dash
for Deuce. His voice managed to be
steady as he warned, “Reach, tin-

horn.”

Tanner’s hands climbed to above
his head. Steve inched up to him,
gun leveled at the gambler’s heart.
He dipped his hand into Deuce’s
pocket and came up with a heavy
wallet—Jeff’s hand-tooled leather
wallet!

That moment Deuce lammed to the
door. Steve’s .45 yammered, but his
spinning head had distorted his vi-

sion. The bullet whammed into the
wooden door, and the tinhorn es-
caped.

Steve’s will and the memory of his
brother’s killing gave him strength.
He yanked the door open, his head
clearing as determination welled back
into him. Deuce was standing at the
bar. A derringer magically filled the
gambler’s hand. Powder roared
through the saloon; smoke fanned
from both ends of the room.

In the empty silence that followed,
a groan spilled from Deuce Tanner’s
throat. Blood dropped from the hand
that held the derringer—the hand
that was quick, but not quick enough.

EN minutes later the sheriff

bustled into the Deuces Wild
Saloon, found Deuce Tanner and his
hireling grotesquely propped up on
top of the bar. A sardonic stranger
sat at a table, his gun cocked at them.
Around his shoulder was tied a blue
taffeta makeshift bandage.

“W hat’s coming off here?” asked
the sheriff.

“You can arrest Deuce Tanner for
the murder of my brother, Jeff
Dacey!” Steve said. And then point-
ing to the red-faced hireling beside
Tanner, he added, “And this coyote,
too.”

The gunman’s weasel features
worked as he shouted: “lI didn’t do
nothing. Deuce killed him—while he
was going out to the Lazy Y, then

(Continued On Page 110)
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dream of Youth and Love and Joy. Love Me i9 magnetic and com-

pelling. Love Me allows no refusal.

Capture again the Romance of Youth with LOVE ME. Send your name
and address on a penny postcard and | will rush LOVE ME to you
In plain wrapper. When LOVE ME arrives, pay postman only $1.98
plus few cents postage. If not thoroughly satisfied, 1 will refund

Yo TRULOVE “Bept” DA 7 BiftnAve., New York, N. Y.
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Double Action Western

(Continued From Page 109)
buried him out on Ghost Gulch. All
I did was get the cowpoke drunk.”

“Thanks for puttin’ us straight,”
the sheriff said as he clicked hand-
cuffs over Tanner’s fists and those
of his partner. “Guess the whole
town’s grateful to you for this,” he
said to Steve. “But how’d you know
he killed your brother?”

Steve stood up, stalked over to the

card table. Everyone’s eyes were on
him.
“l didn’t know. | only suspected

Jeff might have stopped in here
seein’ as how he liked to have a drink
and a game of poker when he blew

into town. | thought I1’d stop in
and find out. You see it’s not hard
to pick up Jeff’s trail. He had a
peculiar habit. Liked to whittle.
W hittled wherever he went—es-
pecially his initials—whittled them

into bars and—"
Steve didn’t finish. Instead he went
to the back of the saloon—back to

his table. Very deliberately he re-
moved the half-full whisky glass
from it; placed it carefully on a

Then he sent the table
as he’d done earlier
in the evening. “Jeff liked to whittle
on tables too—especially while he.
was playing poker. He didnt like to
mark up folks furniture so—he some-
times whittled them underneath. He
was an expert.” On the underside of
the table, the initials J. D. stood out

near-by table.
crashing again

white. “J wasn’t so drunk after all
when | overturned that table,” Steve
added.

The Sheriff prodded his gun into
Tanner’s ribs. “It’ll be a pleasure
to hang you, Deuce,” he said.

HE brown-haired girl pulled at
Steve’s sleeve, In her hand, held

out for Steve to see was a tiny,
whittled wooden cowboy—Ilike the
one that had fallen from Steve’s
pocket.

“Another funny habit of your
brother’,” she said. “He gave this
to me when he was here. He told

me he had made only one other like
it, and had given it to his brother.”
Steve waited for her to finish her
story.
(Continued On Page 112)



PAYS Sickness and Accident Benefits
Without Quibbling or Red Tape-

YOU CANCOLLECT

$100 A MONTH FOR
SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT

$3000 FOR LOSS
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fowa/sHIS ANCIENT Secrets

Black Herman is alleged to hare said that by following the seeret
instructions revealed In this volume, anyone may obtain money,
love, power, success, jobs, and happiness . . for he says that the
secrets revealed in this volume would unlock a store-house of knowl-
edge and power. If yon never thought it possible to get results . . .
If you seem to be walking around in circles without, making pro-
gress . if your luck never seems to reach you ... if your loved
ones seem to be drifting away . if you Seem to be carrying an
“7il tlint's holding you down L If you seem to be
persecuted get the Amazing Secrets of Black
Herman to help you overcome these conditions. Not for
the price marked in every volume, but for the
amazingly low price of only *1.on. Send only $1.00 for
this wonderful volume NOW and start to benctyt by
the blessings given you by Black Herman, your Friend
and Counsellor.

This Book Purports to

Tell You How To
Master the mysteries of Unite people for marriage
Astrology Remove thesource of un-
Gain love of opposite sex happiness
Make people do your Interpret your dreams nu-
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Be lucky in any game
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Better your condition power
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en lives doing
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Whittling Waddy

(Continued From Page 110)

“It was a question of family ties
with me also. Deuce was forcing me
to work here; | was sort of hostage
for a gambling debt my young broth-
er owed him. Deuce threatened to
Kill him unless | stayed on here and
sang and—"

“—And helped him with his dirty
work?” Steve suggested coldly.

“Oh no,” she said in a hurt voice,
“you don’t think because I—"

Steve’s glance went to the half-
empty whisky glass he had placed
on the table adjoining the one he had
overturned.

“You’re wrong,” she protested.
“Let me explain. The night Jeff
was here my brother came in threat-
ening to shoot Deuce for the trouble
he was causing him. He was drunk—
foolish. Jeff stepped in and Deuce
was distracted from my brother.”

Steve looked deep into the girl’s
brown eyes. “Maybe what you say
is true, and maybe you’re making it

up. He picked up the drugged
whisky glass. “There’s one way of
finding out. Drink this!”

She looked puzzled for a moment.
Then slowly a smile spread across
her face dimpling her cheeks becom-

ingly. She lifted the drink; swal-
lowed it. “I don’t like liquor as a
rule—and I’'m not one of Deuce Tan-

ner’s tools. 1 asked him to let me
have the knockout powder because |
wanted to save you from your broth-
er’s fate.”

A warm smile
bronzed features.
dropped the stuff in his drink.
really had wanted to help him.

“You’d better get to a medico with
that shoulder,” she said interrupting
his thoughts. He had almost forgot-
ten about that shoulder—talking to
her....

“Yeah. Got to get back to the
spread too. It’s gonna be lonesome
though, without Jeff.

Her brown eyes twinkled.
home,” she said.

“But | don’t know where—"

“At the medico’,” she answered
quickly. “That’s another family af-
fair. You see, he’s my uncle.”

lit up Steve’s
Then she hadn’t
She

“I’ll be

THE END
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NYONE who has learned to wrile, con learn to draw! This
helpful book removes the mysticism that has surrounded

mrt. By reducing the elements of drawing to its simple steps,
It teaches THE BEGINNER to draw, and then to advance into
more aifd more difficult subjects. For the practiced artist, It Is
a source book and veritable mine of information. This book
guides you from the first stroke on paper to selling the finished

art work. Includes specific instruction, advice, tricks, time-

savers, special effects, on—Still Life, Animals, Human Figure,
Art Anatomy, Faces and Portraits, Lettering, Layouts, Cartoon-
ing, Advertising and Commercial Art, Illustrations, Color in Art,

etc., "etc. Includes glossary of Art Terms, Supplies, Use of

Supplies, Types of Work, Mediums, etc., etc.—Completely and
profusely lllustrated—with over ONE THOUSAND "How*to*do*it"
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() I enclose $1.00 ( ) Send C.O.D. plus postage.
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HERE

IS YOUR SUCCESS CHANCE

BE A

RADIO-ELECTRONIC
TECHNICIAN

You Do Practice - Giving Experiments
With Real Equipment

The offer | make you here is
the opportunity of a lifetime,
rt’s your big chance to get ready
for a wonderful future in the
swiftly expanding field of Radio-
Electronics INCLUDING Radio.
Television, Frequency Modula-
tion, and Industrial Electronics.
No previous experience is need-
ed, wise! NOW is the time to start.
The Sprayberry course starts right at the beginning of
Ra li i. 0j can’t get lost. It gets the various subjects
across in such a clear, simple way that you understand
and remember.

You Get A Dual-Purpose Radio Set

| supply you with Radio Parts which you use to gain
pre-experience in Repair work. These same Parts are
used for testindg and for Si%nal Tracing, etc. You'll find
my Course and Equipment fully described in the catalog
offered below.

JUST OFF
THE PRESS!

"How to Test and Repair
Radio Sets Without Meters"

Developed in the Sprayberry Laborato-

SPRAYBERRY

YOU QUICKLY
FOR WAR
AND
PEACETIME
WORK

Prepares You for
a Business of Your Own «.. Or Good
Radio Jobs, Civilian or Military

I make it easy for you to learn Radio Set Repair and
Installation Work . . .by practical, proved, time tested
methods. | teach you how to install and repair Elec-
tronic Equipment, and give you the broad fundamental
principles so necessary as a background no matter what
branch of Radio you wish to specialize in. Soon you’ll
be qualified for a good paying job in one of the nation’s
Radio plants doing war work OR, if you enter the
Army, Navy, or Marines, my training will help you win
higher rating and better

pay. Let me prove

what Spray-

berry train-

ing can do

for you.

SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO

ry, this instructive volume tells about E L Sprayberry, President

an amazingly simple, yet' efficient meth-
od for Radio trouble~s»hooting and re-
pair without use of regular equipment
made scarce due to war. Send for this
FRFE book now while the supply lasts
and along with it, 1 well send
other big FREE book describing my
Radio-Electronic training.

MAIL COUPON ;..
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Please

ou an- Name

Address

10-A University Place, N. W., Washington, (9) D, C.

rush my FREE copies of "HOW TO TEST AND RE-
m PAIR RADIO SETS WITHOUT METERS” and "HOW TO
mMAKE MONEY IN RADIO.”

State

(Mail in plain envelope or paste on penny postcard)



Super Power

Crusher Grip-
“MOULDER OF MEN

The amazing super power Crusher Grip pictured in the four exercises,
made of Jg" high tension steel, has been used by some of the strongest
men in the world! America today has no place for weaklings. America
needs STRONG MKN, men who will build the better world of tomor-
row. Prepare for tomorrow's successes by developing crushing strength
today! Complete illustrated instructions with each Crusher Grip.

Get Strong This Professional Way!

Follow the footsteps of professional muscle men to develop a superb
body and muscles of steel. This fast-moving muscle developer gets you
there in four easy steps. Simply follow the simplified instructions and
use your Super Power Crusher Grip which is free with this offer. Act

. the supply

now while the entire outfit is available at a low price
is limited.

DOUBLE Money Back GUARANTEE

If these muscle builders don’t bring you satis-
factory results in an amazingly short time, WE
WILL GIVE YOU DOUBLE'YOUR MONEY

BACK.
SEND NO MONEY

Just fill in and send coupon. When postman delivers
your Super Power (‘rusher Grip and free Super Power
Hand Grips, pay him only $1.0H plus postage. Develop
champion strength as champions do. Rush coupon...Now!

MUSCLE POWER CO.
mpt 3601 P.O. Box 1 Station X. New York, 54. N. Y.

ADD INCHES to your
CHEST, BACK
AND BICEPS

Here isyour chance to de-
velop a body packed with
rock ribbed man-muscle,
surging with vibrant, dy-
namic power ... a body
that men and women
must admire. Just these
four easy steps, practised
only a few minutes a day,
will help build inches of
power packed
muscle onyour
frame,develop
crushing bi-
ceps, husky
forearms, su-
per-strength
back, chest,
stomach and
leg muscles,
make a new
man of you ...
aLL MAN!

Dept. 3601 P. O Box No. 1, Stotion X. New York. 54, N T.

me the Super StrAnRth Crusher (Iriji »» dessrrihed 1 will
pay the (tnitmnn only fl "K jilu* postage. Alio enclose the
Super Power liami (iritis free with my order

Address



YOURS With This GREAT Book!

Sinplified Vhthenatic

This Is the Great Book That Will

Scale*—A, B, C, D. Cl. K—enable you to MULTI-
PLY, DIVIDE. SQUARE, CUBE. Extract 8QUABB
and CUBE ROOTS! With 28-rage Instructions, Soil- ]

AND HOW TO USE
THE SLIDE RULE

Including -Quick-Reference LOGARITHM Tables

Help You

Do Your Work More Quickly, Accurately —

With Time-Saving Short Cuts —
Ready Reference Tables

Rapid Reckoning —

AR WORKERS! —business peo-
ple!l—machinists, carpenters!—
students!—now you can do your

figure work in a FRACTION of the
time!

With tills fascinating Slide Rule,
and this great book on Simplified
M athematics, you at last can make
figures DO what you want them to!
Save time and effort. Solve business
and shop problems EFFICIENTLY.

Practical Mathematics for
Today's Work

SIMPLIFIED MATHEMATICS And
How To Use The Slide Rule simplifies
Algebra, Geometry, Logarithms, Trig-
onometry. With simple, easy-to-under-
stand instructions and dozens of illus-
trations, this book shows you plainly
how to figure out any problem, and
know you are right.

Mechanics, carpenters, draftsmen,
electricians, engineers, students, any-
one \vh"se work or study calls for use
or mathematics or slide rule, can do
better work with this valuable book.
Hundreds of practical working exam-
ples and their solutlonst shlow you ac-

a

applica-
tion of mathe-
matical prin-

ciples and pro-
cesses explain-
ed in the book.

FREE SLIDE RULE COUPON ey

Nelson Doubleday, Inc.,
Dept.D.A.G.l, Garden City, N. Y.

Send Simplified Mathematics and How to Use the
I will examine it for 5 days
either send $1—$1 a month later—and 95c
postage, packing charge) one month after that as full
payment—OR return book without obligation.

Slide Rule.

FREE and

Secrets of

Useful, Quick— Reference
Tables Included

Tim© and labor saving tables In
SIMPLIFIED MATHEMATICS And
How to Use The Slide Kule enable you
to calculate more quickly and accur-
ately. Tables for Decimals of Inch
for each G4th with Millimeter Equi-
valents; Decimals of Foot for each
32nd of Inch; Common Logarithms
of Numbers; Natural Sines, Cosines;
Natural Tangents; Cotangents; Com-
mon Logarithms of Trigonometric
Functions.

For its immediate practical use.
SIMPLIFIED MATHEMATICS And
How To Lh© lhe Slide Kule can be
worth many times its small coat to
the worker aiming at [promotion.

EXAMINE 5 DAYS FREE

Simply mail coupon. Pay no money
—either now or when postman brings
volume for 5 days’ FREE EXAMINA-
TION.

If you do not agree that this is one
of the most helpful books you have
ever seen—send it back within 5 days
and pay nothing. But if you decide
to keep It. send only $1—$1 one month
later—and 95c¢ (with only 20c for post-
age, packing, handling) one month
after that, as full payment. Slide
Rule will be yours FREE. Addresa

coupon to: NELSON DOUBLEDAY,
Inc., Dept. D.A.G.l, Garden City.
New York.
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