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$2.35 a Month

LJ-1 . . . Exquistte engagement
ring of 14K 85lid White or Yellow
Gold. Fiery, genuiae blue-waite
« center dlamond ; matched diamond
on eich side. (Specify color gold
desired.) Oniy $2.35 a month.

LOVA
Only $2.87 a month

LJ-3 ... BULOVA'S “Goddess

of Time''! Guaranteed 17 Jewel

BULOVA movement. Tiny, square

case in ¢charm and color of natural
old. Silk  cord bracelet.
2.87 a month.

Only

A ROYAL SENSATION!
Only $1.35 a month

LJ-4 . . . Ladies, baguette type

wrist watch in streamlined perma-

nent waite case; fully guaranteed

movement. Matched bracelet.

Only $1.36 a month.

A Only
$1.59 a month ‘s‘ 695
Diamond, Initial Ring
LJ-T ... Gentleman’s witial ring,
very avtractively priced. (0K Solid
Yellow Gold, set with a brilliant,
genume diamond and 2 Solid White
old Initials 6n contrasting, genu-
ine black Onys. (Specify Initials
desired.) Only $1.59 a month.

America's Laigest Mail Order

DIAMOND = WATCH co.i.

HIS Xmas, shop the ROYAL way! Send name and
address with’ only $1.00 deposit — just state age,
occupation and if possible 1 or 2 credit references. All dealings strictly
confidential. No direct inquities — no red tape — no interest or extras
—no C.O.D. 1o pay on arrival.
10 FULL MONTHS TO PAY- 10 FREEDAYS TRIAL
If you can surpass our values anywhere, just return your selec-
tion and we will promptly refund your full deposit. If fully
satisfied after 10 Day Trial Period pay only the small amount
stated each month.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Every ring or watch carries ROYAL'S written guarantee
backed by 41 years of fair and square dealing. Buy now
to avoid the big Xmas rushl

4 Genuine Diamonds

LJ-6 . Perfectly matched ‘‘Queen of
Hearts" engagement and wedding ring en-
semble of 14K Solid White or Yellow Gold.
Engagement ring is set with a flery, genuine
blue-white diamond, and the wedding ring
with 3 matched diamonds. Specify gold de-
sired. Both for only $2.87 a month.
If purchased separately:
LJ-6A ... Engagement Ring only...$19.76
LJ-6B ... Wedding Ring only...... $12.50
$1.00 Down— Balance 107 Monthly

2 Diamond Baguette

Only $1.87 a month
LJ-9 .
wrist watches at an especially low prici

Only
SI 975

. . One of America's smartest Baguette
llegantly

styled, modern lifetime case set with 2 genuine
Smart
9.76

diamonds; fully guaranteed movement,
link bracelet to muatch. Reduced to $1
only $1.87 a month.

s2750 2

-
Ladies’ 7 Diamond CLUSTER RING as Shown

Only $2.65 a month Only

LJ-2. .. Dazzling ladies' square prong clus- 75
terri expertly set with seven finely matched $
v, genuine diamonds. Looks like a $450.00
solitaire. 14K Solid Yellow Gold ring. Only

Complete

$2.65 a month. $1.87
a Mo.
17 Jewel =
WALTHAM Outfi
LJ-10... Nationally famous WALTHAM
at an amazingly low price! Handsomely

engraved 12 size white lifetime case; fuc-
tory guaranteed, accurate and depend-
able 17 Jewel WALTHAM move-
ment; complete with engraved knife
and chain to mateh. All for $19.75

—— only $1.87 a month.

Hundreds of mar-
velous gifts to
choose from

Lowest pricesand
liberal terms.

17 Jewel WALTHAM “Diplomat’’

Extra Leather Strap FREE!
$2.37 a month
-8...Imagine this foron 7 a month!

anteed 17 Jewel WALTHAM * Diplo-~
at a remarkably low price! Richly
engraved, permanent white case with
link bracelet to match and an extra,

ine leather strap. Usually
50 — now  only 4.75.
2.37 a month.

Credit Jewelers

New 1937 “‘Book of Gems'

32 pages of feature values in
fine, genuine blue-white diamonds,
standard watches, exquisite jewelry,
silverware, cameras, toilet sets, etc
Everything pictured and fully de-
scribed. Send for your copy todayl

Established 1895
170 BROADWAY N.Y.(.




FLL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE
1F Shows How [/ Train You
at Home in Your Spare lirne fora

J. E. Smith, President
National Radio Institute
The man who has directe
the home study training o
ore men or the Radio
ustry than any other
man in America.
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clear and easy it is to uuderstand— ow practical
make learning Radio at home. Then you will
know why men without Radio or electrica{ experi-
ence have become Radio Experts and are eamning
more money than ever as a result of my Training,

Many Radio Experts Make
$30, $50, $75 a Week
Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, oper-
ators, station managers and pay up to 000 8 yenr
Spare time Radio get s ervxcmg pays 28 mu
0 $500 & ar—full time jobs with R.ad:o obbers
manufactumrs and dealers as much as $30
& week. Many Radio_ Experts operate their own
full time or part time Radio sales and service busi-

nesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers employ
testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, servicemen,
p to $6,000 & year. Radio operators on nhlps
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i!e, pouce avlation, commercial Radio, and loud
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more than in 19341 mes nre ‘today
equi; with Radios, and every year millions of
these sets go out of date and are replaced with
newer ong more need servicing, new
tubes, repairs, efc. Broadcasting stations their
employees (exclusive of n.mstsl more than
& year! And Radio is & new nduatry, stil g:owing
fast} A few hundred $30, 5-a-week have
grown to many thousands in less than 20 years,

ﬂan{ Make $8, $10, $15 a Week Extra
n Spare Time While Learning
Practically every neighborhood needs & good spare
time serviceman. The day you enroll I start send-
ng you Extra Money Job Bheets. They show you
w to do Radio regair jobs that you can cash in
Throughout your training I und you
lans that made good spare time mon
a year—for hundreds of fell ows My 'l‘z
amous as ‘‘the Course that pays for itself
§ Give You Practical Exporleneo
My Course is nof all book training. I send you
special Radio equipment and show you how to
onduct ?r‘n perimen and build drcmu which
lustrate important principles used in modern Ra-
io receivers, broadcast stations and loud speaker

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. TAA2
Dear Mr. Smith:

NAME

GOOD FOR BOTH S4.255 229X FREE ! 11/

National Radlo lmtitnte Washington, D. C.

Without obligating me, send the sample
lesson and your book which tells about the spare time and full
time opportunities in Radio and explains your 50-50 method of
training men at home in spare time to become Radio Experts. (Please write plainly)

GOOD JOB IN RADIO
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that Men and
%men Gmeire!

FHave that healthy T A N

Don't have that pale indoor,
pasty look !— Nothing sets off a man’s
appearance more than a rich coat of tan.
He looks stronger, more virile . . . . the
rugged out-door type ... even in an office!
‘The coqtrast berween the man with a
good healthy tan and his pallid, puny
associates is so great that he stands out
immediately in a crowd . ... is the center
of admiration and envy wherever he goes!

L0OOK SUCCESSFUL - BE SUCCESSFULI

B8 Business men find that they pay more attention to
the strong, healthy looking men that they meer, that
they are more apt 10 give them preferences over the
pale, wao e thar looks too frail to hold downa
man’s size job. Salesmen especially, find that the very
appearance of health a strength helps them 1o
increase their orders, They wio instant atention
where they used to ger dis-interest and inattefition.
When they appear tanned and bronzed the customer
fastincuively assumes that they are successful—else
how could they get the time or the money to spend ag
pesorts to acquire a tan? And to be tbhowght successful
#s the first step toward deing 8 success!

NOW it is easy and inexpensive

to get that healthy TAN at home!
B Of course you agree that you want to bave thaf
much-admired healthy TAN . ... you know it would
improve your appearance 1009 if you could keep it
all winter, and yet you can’t afford to go to Florida for'
tlie Season. How then, can it be done? Véry quickly
and simply, by the wonderful Health Ray Sun Lamp.

4 Times as Powerful as Summer Mid-day Sun!

8 Just imagine having your own Erivue sun that you
<aa carry around your home, and that will give you as
much ultra-violet gnergy in {5 miautes as you could
get:on the beach in an hour! Just as Ford made the
sutomobile available 10 everyone, so has Health Ray
made a high quality genuine carbon-arc sun lamp thag
48 within the reach of every pocker book!

TEST IT AT OUR EXPENSE! -
SEND COUPON FOR FREE TRIAL OFFERI
e We want 10 experience the cemarkable bencfits the Fﬁ«.’
HEALTH RAY SUN LAMP bnns;. We offer you FRER
wse for 7 days in your own home . . . 7 days wofks wonders in
m'vluon look and feel!l Then if you decide to keep it, it is
] the remarkably low price of $7.95. Nothing wore

20 PaY «w and as littde us $1.00 buys it
Now, for the first 1ime, a really qub rade Ultra-Violer Sum’

a

mp, bearing the stamp of approv: o’ some of the hl:ht’
testing Jaboratocies, is within the réach of all. You iry before

bny—dop’ lay, h bels -
(Bieatehl oy it Company 0. 342 W. 14th St New York Ty,
SEND. COUPON FOR-FREE:TRIAL OFFER

L VAN I T TET TG L3S RARALL) [SLAREL v {j

# HEALTH RAY MFG. €0., INC. :
2 342 W. 14th St. Dept.22A12, NewYork City :
§ Send me full deuils of your special FREE
2 TRIAL OFFER on the Health Ray Sun Larop. E

& Name

..... At asaress wers evav svsavren by B

“\ Please write Mr., Mrs., or Miss

Bl Addeess cecrcirenirrinsrrrvserriririnacecens B

Bl M e 8 -
2 Lse Conpon or SEND Penny POST CARD!

SUN RAYS IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH
AS WELL AS YOUR APPEARANCE!

Health Authorities tell us we would be in better health if our modern
living conditions did not exclude Ernctically all sun light from oar
y

bodies. Most of our skin is covered by clothing, and when the sun lighs
finally reaches the few exposed poriions of our skin, it has lost much of
its health-giving energy in the soot and dust of the atmosphere, Those
of us who live in cities or work in offices =ll day seldom have an
opportunity 10 expose our bodies to the direct ultra-violer rays . ..
unless we own a Health Ray Sun Lamp. Then it is easy!

IR It is possible to greatly increase youthful vigor and vitalitythrough
ultra-violet rays . . . . to prevent colds . . . . 10 overcome listlessness and
anemia....and especially 10 aid in the treatment of rickets. Build up your,
own resistance and that of all your family by this simple, quick method!,
A sun lamp used to be a fuxury ... . now it is an inexpensive necessity!

TESTED AND APPROVED BY ‘CHILD LIFE

T B Pioducis advertised in Child Life Magazine
are all tested and approved in their laboratories,
They say, “hiis a pleasure to advise you that the
publishers of CHILD LIFE have granted your
company the ‘Seal of Approval' on *“Health
Ray" Lamps and Carbons. This Lamp has been
in constant use by a reputable physician and is
still perfect.”

CHEAPEST FORM OF HEALTH INSURANCE
FOR EVERY MEMBER OF THE FAMILY:

Build up your resistance and vitality so that your system will easily
tow off germs and poi I y inst illness tho sunshing
-yl Start NOW by mailing the coupon TO L 5 4

5100
DEPOSIT
BUYS ITS

START NOW

DON'T WAIT! TO. GET YOUR

SUN-TANNED PALM BEACH APPEARANCE



BOOKS
to help you $

win your cherished goal

Formerly to $3. OO—Now ONLY each

Thege handbaoks have he]ped thousands of ambitious
men and women to make fast progress toward their
octal and bnsiness goals. All regular size, sturdy

olks, priced formerly as high as $3.00, they are
npw reduced to only 81 each, pos paid] At this
price they are within the reath of all, and you, 100,
can benefit by their easy-to-understand an practical
pointers to success!

CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK

Containing Complete Home Study
Courses For Federal, State and

City Positions
Shows you how to get a job with the best
boss in_the world—the American Govern-
ment, The CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK is
complete in itself—gives actual previous ex-
aminations, 1,000 gunestions and 100% oor-
rect answers for postal clerk, mail carrier.
electrician, book er, ete., etc. Te 5

Com loto exactly the mistakes to avoid in l{»e d‘
Nothi grammar, geography, civies. Just publish §
more to uy

A really ;Eecucal help to those seeklng gov-
ernment ﬁ) 1 Postpaid, $1.

Self-Instruction In Art

side tips, shorteuts and trade secrets on
ow to prodnce saleable art work and where
to sell it} Tel lsly on hrow to get your sharg
of the millions of dollars spent annually for
all kinds of art work from gift cards to
Nuut{hcn 2% simple lessons. C, H. Provost,
n forty years ol prncticsl art experi-
nce made a fortune by h shows you
ow he did {8l Posspaid 81.

Home Lessons In Tap Dancing

Good times, good exercise, good pay on the

ap dancing has many rewards for
lalemed young men and womsn. Here is &
clear and simple system thal you can learn

— 4t home. Begin dancing many steps after

58 onl{‘n few hours of practice! The author

mmtfut!ono : :maex pronfinent professional,
Postyp

ABC Shorthand (12 Easy Lessons)

This shorthand system is absolutely complete in 12 simple
lessons ! No complicated symbols to learn—uses the a b ¢’s

you use in everyday writing. This single volume contains
the full (12 lesson) co Nothing more to buy. The
Price is only $1, postpaid.

1,000 Spare-Time Money Making Ideas

America 1s still the land of opportunlty-—-this book proves
t! Here are 1,000 different ways to make exira money at
dignified. easy work. A véry helpful book! Postpaid, $1.

mail to NATIONAL LIBRARY PRESS
Dept. M.S.11, 110 West 42nd Street. New York, N.Y

I enciose $...... (31 p gostage free). Please
send me the volumes chacked blect to return and
Jull retund in five days. if unsamlactory

{1 SELF-INSTRUCTION IN ART
[J HOME LESSONS IN TAP DANCING
{] CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK
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(AR books tull size. Sturdily dound.)
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g:cec-i You tan %ud out everything tutely free.
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OVRHAUL MOTORS

How This Sirangs
Discovery Was Made

Far up in the Rocky
Mountains » miner buflt &
fire in the shelter of a
cliff. A strange new min-
ergl in the overhanxing

rock expanded rapldly
when the heat reached ft. This Interesting
phenomene of nature was so startiing that
samples were submitted to the highest authori-
ties on mineralogy who recogn its un-
usual qualities. Thousands of rests were made
by chemists and engineers. United States
and foreign patents were then secured cover-
ing the formula and method of 2p lication to
motors. The result 18 OVRHAU It iz a
fine, fiaky mineral produced by voleanie
eruption that took place in the Rocky Moub-
tains thousands of vears ago.

TESTING LABORATORY
REPORT

“We hereby certify that we have tested
OVREBAUL UNDER WORKING CON-
DITIONS with these results: Test made
on 1928 Pontiac drivén 72,000 miles. TOTAL
GAIN in compression 92 pounds (nearly
normal secording to manufacturer's speei-
fications), OVRHAUL does NOT scrateh,
abrade or otherwise injure the motor, The
‘piek-up,” spéed and hill climbing perform=
ance were increased ENORMOUSLY. Car
runs practieally as well as when new.”
Industrial Testing Laberatory. Ine.

By R. M. SNYDER

AMAZING PROOF

at 95% Saving

AMAZING NEW DISCOVERY CUTS OIL AND GAS
BILLS—ADDS POWER, PEP AND QUIET—INCREASES
MOTOR COMPRESSION WITHOUT REBORE OR NEW
RINGS. READ BELOW HOW YOU CAN GET FREE
TEST, THEN MAIL COUPON.

If oil and gas bills are keeping you broke science at last has
developed a new way to solve these motor troubles at practi-
cally no cost. A new scientifically approved product called
OVRHAUL makes new ring and rebore job unnecessary. Works
on the new “Mineral Plating” principle, filling scores in cyline
der walls and plating around worn rings forming a cushioned
seal which takes up excess clearance. This increases compres-
gion, saves oil and gas, checks oil pumping, blow-by and smok-
ing—brings back “new car” zip, power, quiet and efficiency——
all at less cost than spark plugs—saves 95% of ring and rebore
costs.

SAVES GAS —SAVES OIL

OVRHAUL reconditions motor while you drive—quickly pays
for itself in oil and gas savings and is good for 10,000 miles in
new or old cars. Its action is so utterly amazing that it has
astounded engineers and car owners. OVRHAUL is put in
cylinders and does NOT contain graphite. Certified laboratory
tests prove it cannot harm the finest motor.

The Ovrhaul Company is willing to send this revolutionary
new discovery for test.
Every car owner should
investigate this opportu-
nity to increase compres-
sion, restore motor
power, REDUCE UP-
KEEP COSTS, and pro-
long the life of his
motor.

FREE Sampie!

Yes, we will send you a
FREE SAMPLE of this
miner’s amazing discovery
which every salesman uses
to demonstrate its astound-
ing action. No obligation—
send no money—simply mail
coupon now or a 1 CENT
POST CARD—let us show
ou how others have cut the
Klqh cost of motoring, and
also show you a real money
making opportunity. Be first
in your locality, This Free
Sample offer is limited—Mall

ML
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USERS

“Used 68 gallons of
88 on 1.250 mile
trip (about 18 miles
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only 48 gallons
(which 13 28 miles
to the gallon).” -
P. D. Collins. Ind.
“No smoke on starte
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of ofl” - I
Shank. Mich.
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‘Who ACT QUICK?
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CHAPTER 1
Rance Hoc

HE long twilight of late June was

fading rapidly into night as a horse-

man crested the low hills to the east
of the Willow Vista Ranch. Momentarily,
man and beast were silhouetted against the
skyline, for behind them the moon was al-
ready tipping the mountain-desert with
silver,

Both bore evidence of a slashing ride.

A tight-lipped grunt of satisfaction es-
caped the man as he caught his first glimpse
of the distant lights that marked the ranch-
house—pale, buttery daubs of yellow, glow-
ing dimly against the black bulk of the
Steen Mountains beyond.

“Qld Slick-ear better be there,” he grum-
bled desperately as he raked his horse with
his spurs.

The big dun, obviously winded, was
heaving violently, its distended nostrils
blood-flecked. The spurs bit cruelly. The
horse trembled and tried to hold back, eyes
rolling wildly. Heart and lungs were burst-
ing, and fear—not unlike that known to
humans—was clamping its icy fingers on
the animal.

A Complete
Action

SN

The man realized that the end was not
far away. By choice, he was not a killer
of horses; but the business on which he
rode was urgent enough to make him reck-
less of horseflesh as well as himself. The
news he brought was important, and in the
end, minutes would spell the difference be-
tween success and failure.

The way was down hill now, two miles.

A story of a desperate range feud. A
Oregon cow-country in the days before
outfits gave to themselves the rights of

often, was the pistol=
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The horse plunged onward in a last gal-
lant effort. The man’s eyes were alert, as
though expecting the animal to go down
any moment. Danger to himself was great,
unless he managed to jump clear. He was
not unmindful of it, nor was he unmoved
by the dun’s gameness. Since late after-
noon, they had covered the fifty long, des-
ert miles that lay between the Bar S on

smashing story of the Old West, set in the
the barbed wire came, when the big
judge and jury and the verdict, all foo
flash of death.

the South Fork of the Owyhee and the
home ranch on Rebel Creek.

The man had come even farther. He
had been in the saddle since morning. The
horse he rode now was the fourth that
had served him that day. He was net an
emotional man, but the dun happened to
belong to him. Maybe that made a dif-
ference.

“I reckon if there’s a horse heaven you’ll
just about reach it, Baldy,” he muttered
grimly, a tortured look in his eyes. But
of course a man gets to know a horse rather
well in four years.

Suddenly the wooden bridge at Rebel
Creek loomed out of the darkness at him.
A tattoo of flying hoofs rang out sharp
and pregnant with alarm as the dun thun-
dered across the planks. In the stillness
of the early evening the drumming echoed
and re-echoed across the valley until it
reached the house.

Supper was over, but two men and a girl
sat at the long table in the dining-room,
memorandum books and a pile of freight
bills spread out before them. All three
looked up sharply.

“What was that?” the girl asked appre-
hensively. Her father, seated acress the

7
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table, was busy with his note-books again.
He smiled to himself over her anxiety.

“Just somebody crossing the bridge,
Letty,” he said.

“Whoever it is, he ain’t losin’ no time,”
the other man remarked. He was Joe
Tracey, the foreman of Willow Vista.
“He’s sure comin’ fast,” he added to him-
self,

Letty Stall went to the open window and
: %pered out, but she could not see anything.

he moon was just beginning to peep over
the hills to the east. Even as she tarried
at the window, it grew lighter. Presently,
she could make out a moving smudge of
blackness in the dark. Recognition was
still impossible.

Just why a madly driven horse at this
hour of the evening should tighten her
throat with a premonition of trouble, she
could not say. Usually it meant sickness
or possibly the death of one of her father’s
men—something that had been happening
ever since Old Henry had brought her up
from San Francisco to spend her first sum-
mer on one of the Bar S ranches.

But that was years ago. She was twenty
now, and if San Francisco regarded her only
as a charming débutante, she was quite
used to the exigencies of ranch life, with
doctors and hospitals miles away. Still,
it in no way explained the feeling that
gripped her to-night.

Fastern Oregon was a new country. Stall
and Matlack had dene well in Harney and
Malheur counties. They owned not less
than eleven ranches in that big sweep of
country between the Steen Mountains and
the Snake, an empire unto themselves.
Their brand, the Bar S, was as well-known
—and hated—there as it long had been in
Nevada and certain parts of California.

Steve Matlack was no longer active in
the affairs of Bar S. In the truest sense,
he never had been active. From the begm-
ning, Henry Stall had been the moving
force behind their success, He had led
the invasion into Nevada, and later into
Oregon.

E had been in the Steen Mountain

country for twelve years now—a pe-
riod in which he had never failed to arro-
gate to himself all the rights and priv-
ileges of a reigning monarch. What he
wanted, he took; and he managed to keep
_it, too—either with the aid of the courts
or without them. It was his boast that
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he had never vented a brand of his on
horse or steer, nor sold an acre of land once
he had acquired it.

Letty knew the feeling against her father
often ran high. Cowmen called him a
range hog. Threats had been made against
his life. Only a few days back, over in
Harney Valley, he had been fired on from
ambush. If the bullet had missed him it
was because the shot had been mtended
only as a warning.

It had not deterred him. Letty knew
nothing could change her father. He would
go on grabbing land and water rights, run-
ning more and more cattle, until he died.
Trouble was sure to come of it, sooner
perhaps than he supposed, and as she stood
at the window, her blood thinning, she
could not throw off the depressing %eeling
that, whoever the rider was, his business
there brought that day nearer.

The moon hung low above the hills now,
bathing the valley with its soft glow. Barns
and corrals gleamed whitely. The oncom-
ing horse splashed across the shallow irri-
gation ditch that supplied the ranch truck-
patch, lashing the water to spray. As it
fell back, the moonlight touched it and it
glistened like tiny particles of silver tinsel
drifting on the air.

“Who is it?” old Henry asked.

“Can’t make out,” Tracey answered, his
eyes screwed into a piercing squint. Across
the yard, someone came to the door of the
bunkhouse and held up a lighted lantern.
“We'll know in a minute who it is.”

The old man leaned over the table and
peered out with the others, his face, ruddy
against the gray of his closely-cropped hair,
ag stolid as usual.

It was only a moment or two before
the horse galloped into the ranch-yard.
Then, before anyone could speak, the ani-
mal crashed to earth, throwing its rider
headlong.

“Rode him till he dropped!” Tracey ex-
claimed. ‘“Whoever he is he got a good
shakin’ up.” He put a leg through the
window to hurry to the stranger’s aid. Men
were running from the bunkhouse, too.
The man who had been thrown had not
moved.

“He's dead!” Letty gasped, unable to
look away.

“No danger of that,” her father said
sourly. “It’s the horse that’s dead. They’re
cheap enough, but it’s a waste of good
money to ride them until they drop.”
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Before Tracey could climb through the
window, the man sat up. He shook his
head as though to clear it and then got
to his feet. He was tall, and thin, almost
to emaciation.

Old Henry bit at the ends of his stubby
mustache. “Huh,” he muttered with gen-
uine surprise. “That’s Mr, Case of the
South Fork ranch, isn’t it?”

He always addressed his foreman as Mis-
ter. It was equivalent to knighthood with
Bar S men.

“It’s Judd as sure as shooting!” Tracey
exclaimed. He turned to the old man,
and his eyes were suddenly grave. “What'’s
he doin’ way over here?”

The owner of the Bar S dropped his
ever-handy note-books into his pocket.
Judd Case had been working for him for
years. The man was altogether too level-
headed to have ridden fifty miles over
nothing at all.

“I daresay it won't be anything pleas-
ant,” he muttered glumly. “Good news
doesn’t travel fast like that.”

From the conversation without, they
knew Judd was not seriously hurt. The
Willow Vista men started back to their
quarters. A moment later, the foreman
of the South Fork ranch limped into the
dining-room.

Old Slick-ear looked him over as though
he hoped to discover the r for his
presence there even before 3ase could
speak. Failing in that, he put his ques-
tion into words. “What is it, Mr. Case?”
he asked abruptly.

“Certainly glad to find ya here,” Case
replied. “Mind if I sit down? Got shook
up a little.” Now that he had arrived he
seemed strangely unexcited. He nodded to
Tracey. “Hi, Joe? And you, Miss Letty?”
Unhurried, he turned to Stall once more.
“I was afraid you and Miss Letty might
have gone back to the Quinn River ranch,
on your way south.” He paused momen-
tarily, hunting for words. “I came a right
smart ways to-day, Mr. Stall. I was in
Wild Horse this morning.”

“Wild Horse?” the old man grunted in-
credulously. The others did not try to
conceal their surprise, Wild Horse was a
shipping point on the Oregon Short Line,
and well across into Idaho. Ordinarily,
it was considered a hard two-day trip.

But most of the Bar S beef was driven
south to the Southern Pacific at Winne-
mucca. So, although Wild Horse was a

county seat, being in Idaho, Stall and Mat-
lack had little or no business there. That
little was confmed to the Government Land
Office where the deputy commissioner for
the Oywhee-Malheur district held forth.

“My blacksmith quit last week,” Judd
explained. “I went over to Wild Horse
to see if I couldn’t hire a new man. I got
that attended to last night. I was waitin’
around the hotel for breakfast this morn-
ing when I run into Clay Quantrell. I guess
you know him. He’s been freightin’ out of
Wild Horse and doin’ a little ranchin’ on
the side for two or three years,”

“Yes, I know him,” the old man mut-
tered, and his tone said the memory was
not a pleasant one. “What about him?”

“He wanted to know if I'd been over
to the land office. Well, I didn’t like the
way he said it,” Judd went on. “I always
figured he was on the other side of the
fence where we were concerned. So I
waited around until eight o’clock and
went up to the commissioner’s office. I
sure got the news.”

“Come, come, Mr. Case, let’s have it!”
old Henry exploded, impatiently.. He
had been making his own deductions the
past few moments. “Has it anything to
do with Squaw Valley?”

“You guessed it, Mr. Stalll The Gov-
ernment is movin’ the Piutes over to Fort
Hall next month. The Squaw Valley Res-
ervation is going to be thrown open for
sale.”

“Well, well, no fault to find with that!”
Letty saw her father rub his hands to-
gether like a money-lender. “Finest blue
joint grass in Oregon!” he exclaimed. “You
know I've had my heart set on it for a long
while. This is the best news I’ve heard in
months!” He actually beamed at his men
as he pushed back his chair and got to his
feet. “Jim Montana is still the deputy
commissioner, eh?”

“Yeah,” Judd answered tonelessly.

“When is he going to hold his sale?”

“Tomorrow noon on the steps of the
court-house in Wild Horse!”

“What. . . . Tomorrow moon?”’

N the silence that followed, the tick of
the clock on the wall sounded loud and
oppressive. Letty closed the window. Her
father’s face was purple with rage.
“Well, I do be damned!” Joe Tracey
whipped out as he brought his chair down
on all fours with a bang. It so perfectly
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expressed old Slick-ear’s feelings that he
offered no reproef, though, as a rule, he
objected to profanity. “You sure you got
this straight, Judd?”

“Sure I got it straight, Joe.
is going to be held tomorrow.”

“But Montana promised to keep me in-
formed,” old Henry stormed. “He was to
let me know if anything like this came up.”

“Well, maybe this is his way of lettin’
you know, Mr. Stall,” Judd declared point-
edly. “There’s no use beatin’ about the
bush. I know Jim Montana used to work
for you here. Don't let that fool you. He
don’t want the Bar S in Squaw Valley. If
he can fix it so that the Crocketts and the
Gaults and those other outfits abeve the
reservation can grab that range and split
it up between them, he’s goin’ te do it.”

“But he can’t sell an acre of that land
without advertising it] The law compels
him to do that!”

Judd shook his head wearily. “It’s been
advertised—and mighty good care has been
taken that only the right people saw it.”

Letty’s head went up stiffly and her
brown eyes glowed with indignation as she
faced the foreman of the South Fork.

Mr. Case—you’re not accusing Jim Mon-
tana of anything underhanded, are you?”

Her father answered for Judd. “Un-
derhanded?” he echoed. “What else can
you call it? I’ve had my eyes on that res-
ervation for ten years, because I can claim
water rights in that valley! I always fig-
ured some day I'd get it. With my water
and that land I’d have a cowman’s para-
dise. Montana knew how anxious I was
about it.” :

“Maybe he had a reason for changing
his mind,” Letty argued.

“What? Are you taking sides against
me?” Old Henry’s white mustache fairly
bristled.

“Of course not, Father.” She did not
flinch as she had often secen men do who
had thought to cross him.

“Well, you’re making excuses for him.
What reason do you think he had for
changing his mind?”

“Maybe he feels as others do—that
you've got range enough in this country.
Just being opposed to you doesn’t neces-
sarily mean that he’s been underhanded
about anything. When he worked for you
he proved himself a good man. You said
so yourself.”

“Pah!” he stormed.

The sale

“You heard what

Mr. Case said, didn’t you? I know when
T've been tricked. You need not try te
defend the man.”

“Pm not,” Letty insisted. “But there’s
trouble enough here now—and more com-
ing, if I know anything about it. If Jim
Montana is trying to keep you out of
Squaw Valley it’s only because he thinks
it’s the best thing for all concerned.”

The head of the Bar S had to laugh,
and he was not given to mirth as a rule.

“Best for himself, you mean,” he said.
“Well, he’s had his trouble for nothing.”
His manner was serious enough. “I've al-
ways had to fight for what I got, and I'm
going to fight now.” He turned to Joe
Tracey. “You have my grays hitched, Mr.
Tracey. I’ll be ready by the time you
drive up.”

Letty stared at him with fresh concern.
“Father, what are you going to do?”

“I’'m going to Wild Horse! Yl be there
by neon tomorrow!”

“Oh, no,” Letty pleaded. “Father, you’re
too old to make a hard trip like that—"

“Old?” he thundered. “Hunh! I'm not
so old that T’ll let Montana put anything
over like this on me. Just hurry along,
Mr. Tracey.”

Judd started to follow Joe. Old Henry
called him back.

“You better get your saddle and bridle,
Mr. Case. You can throw them in my
rig and ride back with me. That'll save
sending a man back with a horse later on.”

Old Slick-ear always knew how to save
a day’s wages. But he paid the top price,
and he expected his men to earn it. His
preparations for the long trip were simple.
His field equipment in traveling over his
ranches consisted of a nightshirt, a tooth-
brush and his note-books. When he re-
turned to the dining-room, he found Letty
waiting for him. Her hat lay on the table
beside her.

“Father, you know you can’t drive to
Wild Horse by noon tomorrow.”

“I don’t intend to drive all the way. Tl
use the grays as far as the Seuth Fork.
T'll get a fresh team there and go on to
Mud Springs. I ought to make the Springs
by daylight. I’ll get a saddle horse from
Ed Ducker and go into Wild Horse with
time to spare.” Letty was drawing on
her gloves. The old man’s eyes clouded as
he watched her. “Where are you going?”

“With you,” she answered without hesi-
tation.
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“Hunh?” he grunted, his jaws working
nervously. “Say, look here, Letty, this
isn’t any lark: I don’t mind your defying
me around here; but I’'m not taking you
into Wild Horse. It’s a hard trip—hard
even for a man.”

“If you can stand it I can,” she assured
him.

“But you don’t belong in business of
this sort. There’ll be a crowd there—
maybe trouble!” ;

“That’s just why I’'m going. You know
what the feeling is against you. Do you
think I'd let you go alone?”

“I don’t intend to go in alone,” she was
surprised to hear him say. “I’'m going to
have Mr. Tracey send word to Furnace
Creek. I'll have them and the South Fork
men to back me up. Squaw Valley is go-
ing to the highest bidder—and I don’t in-
tend to be cheated out of it!”

Letty’s face paled. If she had needed
anything to confirm her fears, she had it
now. :

“There you are!” she exclaimed. “You’ve
given vourself away! You wouldn’t be
drawing men in if you didn’t expect trou-
ble. I tell you, I'm going with you,
Father!”

They were still arguing the matter when
Judd and Tracey drove up in the rig.

“All right,” he grumbled. “If you must
go, get a heavy coat. It'll be right cold be-
fore sun-up.”

CHAPTER 1II
“Say WHAT You MEean!”

LITTLE knot of men stood grouped
about the big map on the court-house
steps. The land that was to be auc-

tioned off was divided into quarter sections
of one hundred and sixty acres. They
spoke among themselves, a conscious re-
straint in their manner. Under the cotton-
woods on the court-house lawn, other men
waited, tall, lanky, their faces seamed and
tanned in the way of desert men. There
was a twang to their speech not unlike
what one hears in the mountains of Ken-
tucky. It was natural, for these men, as
their fathers before them, had come from
Kentucky and Tennessee, a hard-fighting
race of pioneers who had been breaking the
wilderness for generations.

There was a holiday air about their plain
clothes; the occasion was important enough
to warrant that. From time to time, one

or the other would glance at his watch.

Jim Montana, seated at his desk in his
office on the second floor, turned from
watching them to glance at the clock on
the wall. It was only eleven-thirty; half
an hour yet before the sale would begin.

The tension that so obviously rested on
the men below found an echo in him.
There was a set look about his strong
mouth, the little laugh lines in the corners
straight and uncompromising. His lean
jaw, determined enough at any time, jutted
out severely.

“No sign of trouble yet,” he mused.
“Maybe I'm going to get away with this
after all. . . . It won’t take long.”

Wild Horse was a one-street town. The
court-house stood at one end of it. From
where he sat, Montana commanded a view
of it. There were very few vacant places
at the hitchracks in front of the stores
and saloons. Saddled horsés and rigs of
one sort or another lined both sides of the
street. It was Saturday. That always
brought people to town. But this was like
the Fourth of July. Some men had
brought their families with them—women
and children to whom even such a place
as Wild Horse held excitement and diver-
sion.

Montana had grown up on a ranch; he
could appreciate the interest with which
three sun-browned boys were regarding the
articles on display in the window of Charlie
Brown’s hardware store.

“This thing today is going to mean a
lot to them later -on — school and better
clothes,” he thought.

Across the street an Indian stalked out
of the tiny frameshack that served Clay
Quantrell as an office for his freight and
express business. Montana recognized
him. It was young Plenty Eagles. He was
not a reservation Indian. Since the snow
had gone off that spring, he had been team-
ing for Quantrell between Wild Horse and
the Jordan River Country.

Quantrell came to the door a moment
later and called to the Indian, but Plenty
Eagles only walked faster. He was mak-
ing directly for the entrance to the court-
house, and it was easy to see that he was
enraged over something.

“Looks like a bad day all around for
our red brothers,” Jim thought aloud. He
shook his head sadly. His sympathy was
all with them. He toyed with the freshly
stamped letter that lay on his desk. It
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contained his resignation, He knew forces
would be brought to bear against him for
what he was doing today that would make
his dismissal certain. The resignation was
just his way of beating those forces to the
draw.

He did not regret the stand he was tak-
ing. It would make him enemies as well as
friends. That seemed rather unimportant
just now. ‘A man’s got to play his cards
according to the way they’re dealt to him,”
he thought.

Someone was clumping up the stairs.
The door of his office stood open. A mo-
ment later, Plenty Eagles stamped in. Clay
Quantrell was only a step behind him.

Plenty Eagles was tall for a Piute. He
brought a great excitement into the room
with him, his piercing black eyes smoking
with rage.

Jim knew him well. He raised his hand
and gave him the sign. “How, Cola/” -

Plenty Eagles drew himself up stiffly.
“No! Long time I am knowing you.
When you work for Henry Stall, many
times I am come to your camp. Always
you spread the robe for me and call me
brother. I am trusting you, Adiee/’ He
pulled down the corners of his mouth with
withering contempt. “Your tongue is
crooked! It says onme thing and means
other!”

Montana looked to Quantrell for the an-
swer to all this.

“Don’t pay any attention to him, Jim,”
Quantrell said, trying to make light of the
matter, “I tried to talk to him, but he
wouldn’t listen. He thinks you are driv-
ing his people off the reservation.”

“My father old man; he not like leav-
ing reservation,” Plenty Eagles exclaimed
fiercely, “Squaw Valley good place, he say.
Indians living there long time. Not go
away. All the time he sad for these hills.”

Quantrell found a chair and sprawled all
over it. “Did you ever hear anythin’
sillier?” he laughed again.

His derision rubbed Montana the wrong
way. They were not the cronies Quan-
trell liked to pretend they were, although
of late he had been spending a lot of time
in Jim’s office.

“Nothing very funny about this to me,”
Montana said coolly. “Plenty Eagles is
right; it’s a damned nasty business yanking
his people out of Squaw Valley. When
they consented to go there they were led to
believe the valley would be theirs forever.

Now some fathead in Washington has dis-
covered the Government can save a few
dollars by packing them off to Fort Hall.”
He turned to the Indian. “You bet it's
pretty taugh, Plenty Eagles. You tell your
father my heart feels for him. I love these
hills, too.”

“Then why you make him go?”

“I not make him go,” Montana an-
swered with great patience. “Letter
comes; says Piutes go to Fort Hall; sell
reservation. Men in Washington do this—
not me.”

“Sure, Plenty Eagles! You got this all
wrong,” Quantrell cut in, his face an emo-
tionless mask even as he grinned, his teeth
white against his swarthy skin. “Jim didn’t
have anything to do with it. When the
soldiers came up from Fort McDermitt next
month to move your folks, they’ll go
peaceful enough. They'll have to go; ain’t
nothing else for ‘em to do. Better hitch
}Jp your team and pull out; you got a heavy
oad.”

Jim knew Plenty Eagles had not been
listening to Quantrell. There was a puz-
zled look on the Indian’s face.

“You put up plenty sign about sell res-
ervation,” said he. “I show him to Quan-
trell. He say, ‘Take down those signs;
Montana not have sale.” Me, I tear them
up. Now you have sale anyhow.”

F Quantrell was surprised or annoyed

by Plenty Eagles’ admission that he had
destroyed the legal notices of the sale, he
gave no sign of it.

“Did you tell him that, Clay?” Jim
asked, pushing back his chair as though
to get to his feet. Quantrell waved him
down,

“Don’t be foolish!” he drawled. “He
just got me wrong, that’s all. I—happen
to know they can send you to prison for
tearing up them things.” He lit a ciga-
rette and blew a cloud of smoke in the
Indian’s - direction. “Plenty Eagles, I
wouldn’t go around repeating what you just
said. It might get you into trouble.”

The baffled look deepened in the Piute’s
eyes. He sensed that there was a game
here, but he couldn’t understand it.
Prison? He understood that perfectly. His
face remained immobile and stern, but his
shoulders sagged impotently; he had been
tricked before. Without another word he
shuffled out of the office and went down
the stairs,



GUARDIANS OF THE SAGE 13

Quantrell smoked his cigarette uncon-
cernedly. He knew Montana was regard-
ing him thoughtfully. An impudent smile
parted his lips. “Don’t pretend you're sur-
prised,” he purzed. “You knew the signs
were down. You did ypur duty; you put
’em up. If they didn’t stay up, you should
worry. It served yeur purpose as well as
mine.”

“Yeah?” Montana’s blue eyes were cold
and gray. “You're pretty sure I've got a
purpose, eh?”

“I hope to tell you I aml!” Quantrell
began to lose some of the nonchalance he
liked to affect as Montana continued to re-
gard him, “I got your play right off. You
want to freeze old Slick-ear out of Squaw
Valley.” Quantrell permitted himself an-
other smile. “Feeling the same way about
it, I began to sit up nights, figuring out
ways to kelp you.”

“When I need help I usually know how
to ask for it.” Jim’s tone was definitely
hostile. “Why are you so interested?”

“That’s a fair question,” Quantrell re-
plied bluntly. “Il give you a fair answer.
Half of my business has been freighting
Government issues to the agency in Squaw
Valley. That’s all over now. But if you
can’t make a living one way, you got to
do it another. God knows that ranch of
mine will never put a dollar in my pocket
as it stands. My only out is to buy in some
of this reservation bottom land, so Il
have hay and water and make it a going

concern. I'm chucking the freighting
business.”
SOh- =Y

“] guess you know now why I don’t
want Henry Stall poking his nose into
Squaw Valley and gobbling up the whole
damn works.” Quantrell hitched his chair
nearer to the desk and leaned forward con-
fidentially. “Seeing the conversation has
taken this turn, Jim,” he ran on, “reminds
me of something. Section number seven—
just above the forks—is what I got my eye
on. You can—fix things so I'll get it, can’t
you?”

The silence that followed grew oppres-
sive. Quantrell began to fidget as Jim’s
eyes burned into his.

“Clay—I ought to kick you out of here
for that,” he said at last. “You talk as
though you had something on me. If you
have—shoot! I'm not fixing anything for
my Y'”

“Of course not!” Quantrell knew he

had over-stepped himself. “All I meant
was—if you can give me a break, why—
I’ll appreciate it.”

“Well, you want to-say what you mean
with me,” Montana flung back. He pulled
himself erect and walked over to the win-
dow and gazed up and down the street.
Plenty Eagles was pulling out of town with
his twelve-mule team,

Only the drening of the flies, sail-
ing in and out of the unscreened win-
dow, and the ticking of the clock on the
wall broke the silence as Quantrell rolled
another cigarette. As he moistened the
paper with his tongue, he raised his eyes
to flash a glance of hatred at Montana’s
back. “I'll square that some day,” he
promised himself.

Jim’s eyes had strayed to the road that
led into town from the southwest, Quan-
trell saw him stiffen. He failed to surmise
the reason,

“Well, only a few minutes now and you
can get started,” he drawled. “All the in-
terested parties are present.”

“Yes—thanks to you!” Jim whipped out.

Quantrell caught the challenge in his
voice. “What do you mean?” he demanded
as Jim whirled on him.

“Judd Case was in here yesterday morn-
ing. Said you’d been talking to him.”

Quantrell flushed. “No use denying it,”
he got out awkwardly. “Just razzing him
a little. It was too late to do any harm.”

“I might have known it,”” Montana
ground out furiously. ‘“You had to play
the tin-horn, didn’t you?”

“Say, muchacho, I don’t intend to eat
all the dust you kick up!” Quantrell tow-
ered above Montana as they faced each
other, his mouth cruel and reckless.

“Take a look out the window.”

A dozen men were riding into town.
They were armed — alert and unfriendly.
Quantrell let a grunt of dismay escape him.

“You know them?” Montana rasped un-
pleasantly.

“Reb Russell and the Bar S bunch from
Furnace Creek!” The big fellow’s voice
trailed away to a smothered whisper.

“Look the other way—beyond the tracks.
See anything?”

“My God!” was Quantrell’s answering
exclamation.

“Yeah! Too late to do any harm, eh?
You ought to grow up, Quantrell. This’ll
be the old man himself and his South Fork
outfit. They’re not here by accident.”
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Downstairs the hum of conversation fell
away to an excited whisper. The sober
faces of the men who had been waiting
about the court-house grew graver as they
recognized Reb and his men. They drew
together, silent and tight of lip. Suddenly
the very air had become charged with a
breathless tension.

Quantrell’s air of confidence had van-
ished when he turned away from the win-
dow, “It’s a shown-down now,” he got out.
“Are you going through with your play?”

“I haven’t any play left,” Montana an-
swered stonily. “A tin-horn kicked my
hand into the discard.”

Quantrell reared up defiantly, his face
white with rage.

“Get going!” Montana warned. “When
that crowd dewnstairs learns the right of
this they’ll be lecking for you with a
rope!”

CHAPTER III
To TaE HicHEST BIDDER

ACK in the beginning, when the rape
of the West began, the universal in-
tention of cattleman and miner had

been to rip out a fortune in a hurry. No-
body was concerned about the land or its
future. That was still the thought when
Henry Stall, a German butcher-boy, come
to California to make his fortune, first set
foot in San Francisco.

Frugal and industrious, he proved an apt
pupil. Fifteen years later, men were call-
ing him the cattle-king as he journeyed up
and down the San Joaquin, his note-book
in his pocket. It was his own domain; his
by right of conquest.

“On March 16th, and again a week later,
seated in a rowboat, we traveled back and
forth across the area herein described,”
two of his men made sworn affidavits to the
U. S. Land Office in an action looking to-
ward the acquiring of still more land. The
two men were in the rowboat, as they tes-
tified; but they failed to state that the row-
boat had been lashed to a wagon and that
a team of horses had drawn them over the
land in question. It was typical of Henry
Stall.

With his chain-store mind and mania
for expansion, it was inevitable that he
should invade Nevada and later, Oregon.
In this semi-desert country there was an
abundance of range, but precious little
water. Immediately, he began to prospect
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for it, filing on every creek and spring he
found unused, making them his own by
the simple expedient of proving his priority
and a real or fancied use of the waters in
question. Once established, those rights
were his forever, and he foresaw that
through them he would dominate this coun-
try sooner or later even as he did the San
Joaquin.

That thought had been in his mind the
August day he first rode into Squaw Val-
ley Other than the reservation, it was all
uninhabited public domain, open to entry.
With dummy entrymen he could have
homesteaded most of it, or bought it in
for the proverbial song. He was not
minded to do either, for without the res-
ervation there was not enough good range
in sight to interest him. It satisfied him
to buy a few scattered acres and establish
what water rights he could.

In the twelve years that had intervened,
one small outfit after another had moved
into the valley, using water that he con-
sidered his. He made no protest, willing
to bide his time until such a day as this
arrived. He knew the passing years had
not outlawed his rights—not with the legal
talent he could send to the firing line.
Those old water rights were an ace in the
hole now.

If he rode into Wild Horse outwardly
his usual phlegmatic self, he was aware of
the hostile glances leveled at him. It was
no more than he expected. In the crowd
he recognized Dan Crockett, Joe Gault and
one or two others.

“I don’t want to be hard on these Squaw
Valley men,” he said to himself, “If T get
the reservation, I'll buy them out at a fair
price.” His idea of a fair price, of course.
“But they can’t expect to use my water if
they” band together and try to freeze me
out.

He rode ahead with Letty and Judd. A
gngn South Fork men followed close be-

ind.

“Reb’s here already,” Judd informed him
as they neared the court-house. “Over
there in front of the sheriff’s office.”

“So I see.” The old man glanced at his
watch. It was five minutes to twelve.
“I'm going up and talk to Montana before
the sale starts. YVou tell Mr. Russell I don’t
want any trouble if it can be avoided.”

Letty sighed wearily as she slipped from
her saddle. The long, gruelling ride had
told on her more than on her father,
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“You better stay here with Mr. Case,”
he advised.

“No, I'll go up with you,” she insisted.
“It won’t look so warlike if I go along.”

Montana expected the old man to come
up. He was surprised to find Letty with
him. It was the first time he had seen her
in more than a year—a period in which
he had tried unsuccessfully to keep mem-
ory of her out of his thoughts.

His belated “Good-morning,” won no
response from old Henry. Letty nodded,
her manner cool and aloof and in marked
contrast to the warm friendliness of the
days when he had been a Bar S man.

It hurt; but he told himself he could
expect nothing else under the circum-
stances. She refused the chair he offered.

“I thought you were going to keep me
posted about this matter,” old Slick-ear
queried without preamble of any sort.

“I changed my mind about that, Mr.
Stall,” Montana answered with equal blunt-
ness. “I don’t mind telling you I am sorry
to see you here.”

That was direct enough. The old man
drew down his shaggy eyebrows.

“Your gratitude for the geod wages I
paid you for three years, eh?”

“You may not believe it, but gratitude
had something to do with it—though I
aim to be worthy of my hire. I never
heard anyone accuse you of overpaying a
man,”

1t was a pertinent shot, Letty had diffi-
culty keeping a twinkle out of her eyes
as she saw her father’s head go up indig-
nantly.

“You are entitled to your opinion,” he
exclaimed sharply. “But you haven’t any
right to discriminate against me.”

“Neither against nor for you,” Montana
supplemented.

It nettled the old man to be rebuffed so
completely.

“I didn’t come here to bandy words with
you! The facts speak for themselves.
When a man goes to all the bother you
have about something that doesn’t con-
cern him, I begin to wonder what he’s
getting out of it.”

Jim refused to lose his temper.

“I suppose you mean I may be trying
to feather my own nest,” he said. “All I
hoped to do was pull out of this with a
clean conscience. But I won’t try to dis-
abuse your mind on that. You think what
you please.”

“You can’t deny your conduct has been
very—irregular, to say the least.”

“Possibly, irregular, but not illegal, Mr.
Stall. I have been careful about that.”

“Agents have been removed for less.”

The threat failed to have the desired ef-
fect. Jim tapped the letter on his desk.

“I have already removed -myself,” he
said grimly. “I’ll be looking for a job next
month.”

ETTY could not help feeling that her
father was coming off second best in
this tilt of words. He nervously fingered
the heavy gold watch chain that spanned
his vest as he tried to dissemble his rage.
“A smart Aleck gets a little authority
and disrupts a whole country,” he grum-
bled. “Your meddling is bound to cause
trouble.”

“I am sorry if that is so,” Jim said
thoughtfully. “It’s been the one thing I
wanted to avoid. You’re a rich man, Mr.
Stall. You don’t need an acre of this
Squaw Valley land. But take Morrow, or
Gault, or Dan Crockett—a dozen others—
what have they got? They’re just getting
by, that’s all. Beef is down; it’s been a
dry spring. They won’t make hay enough
to carry them through next winter. I fig-
ured if they could borrow from the bank
and pick up some of this reservation they’d
get enough water and bottom land to see
’em through. It wouldn’t make any of
them rich, but it would put them on their
feet.”

This appeal to his sympathy fell on deaf
ears, as Jim expected.

“I'm sorry,” the old man said, “but you
can’t expect me to wet-nurse the cattle
business. Nobody ever helped me; what
I've got I got for myself. All I can do to
take care of my own business.”

“Exactly! And it will be your business
to run every one of these little fellows out
of Squaw Valley. I know how you work.”

Anger began to run away with the old
man. “What do you mean by that?” he
demanded indignantly.

Jim’s answer was unhurried.

“I think you know what I mean, Mr.
Stall. I happened to discover that you filed
on most of the water over there years ago.
Soon as you get the reservation, you’ll go
to court and prove up on those rights. It
will be the beginning of the end for the lit-
tle fellows. They’ll have some range, but
youw’ll have their water, and they can do
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of two things: Move on without a
Hime, or sell out to you at your own terms,”
' The charge left old Slick-ear speechless
for a moment. His stubby mustache bris-
tled like the quills on a porcupine’s back,

Letty put an arm about him protectively.,
The blood had drained away from her
cheeks.

“Father — don’t bother to answer any-
thing as absurd as that! You've always
been fair—more than fair—’ She whirled
on Montana fiercely. “I never thought
you could be that contemptible.”

He had never seen her like that before,
superb in her indignation. And yet, he
knew he had voiced only the truth.

“I'm sorry you had to hear that,” he

said unhappily. “You shouldn’t have
come.”

“I'm glad I came! It’s been very—en-
lightening.”

The clock was striking twelve.
Henry reached for his hat.

“Come om, Letty; we'll go downstairs.
It’s time for the sale to begin.” He turned
to Montana for a parting shot. “I let
those people use my water for twelve years
80 you can accuse me of wanting to drive
them out, eh? Well, I'm here, and I didn’t
come alone. I don’t intend to be intimi-
dated.”

“Neither do I, Mr. Stall. I haven’t any
paid warriors to back me up, but if I knew
how to keep you from grabbing Squaw Val-
ley I'd do it.”

“If you knew how, eh?” Old Slick-ear’s
voice dripped with contempt. “You won’t
have much to do about it, Montana. This
is not my first landsale. Youw'll run it off
according to the rules of the Land Office.
The property will go the highest bidder!”

He started for the door. Letty followed
him, her chin held high. Clearer than
words it told Montana in what contempt
she held him. A tortured look in his eyes,
he stared after her until she disappeared
down the stairs.

“Y guess that’s final enough,” he mused
bitterly. ‘Can’t blame her for stringing
along with her father.”

He had always regarded his affection
for Letty Stall as hopeless. Nothing else
had led him to leave the Bar S at a time
when it was apparent the old man would
have made him foreman of one of his
ranches in a few menths.

Memories of pleasant days with her at
the Willow Vista ranch smote him, It

Oid
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made him realize that even in his hopeless-
ness he had never quite ceased to hope.

Everything about this business seemed to
have gone wrong.

“Maybe it will bring me to my senses,”
he thought, appalled anew by the absurdity
of daring to aspire to her. Wealth, posi-
tion—everything removed her from his
world. :

It occurred to him that he might ad-
vance his own interests by trying to placate
her father.

“No, I can’t do that. He’s wrong about
this, and I’'m right, even though he’s got
me at the end of a limh.”

This sale was the first one of importance
that he had conducted. From a desk
drawer he drew out his instructions and
scanned them hastily. He had read them
a score of times and knew them almost
by heart. If Mr. Stall or anyone else
wished to bid on the land as a whole, he
would have to take the bid. He glanced
over the terms under which the land
might be sold, looking for a loophole or
technicality he might invoke to defeat the
old man even now.

As he was about to toss the letter back
into his desk an idea flashed in his mind
that pulled him up short. It intrigued him
more the longer he considered it.

“If he does what I think he’ll do, it'll
be up to me to say yes or no,” he said
aloud in his abstraction. “It’s Saturday—
the bank is closed! He wouldn’t have an
out!”

He failed to hear someone run up the
stairs. It was Clem Harvey, his surveyor.
There was always something breathless
about Clem, as though he didn’t quite
expect to finish what he had to say.

“Gee willikens, Jim,” he exclaimed ex-
citedly, ‘“don’t you know it’s twelve
o’clock? Everybody’s waiting and people
are beginning to get restless and—"

“I'm coming.”

Montana’s preoccupation caused Clem
to push back his tattered Stetson and cock
his head at him inquisitively.

“Ain’t nothin’ wrong is there? Ain’t
nothin’—”

“No, everything is all right, Clem.”
Jim’s voice was hard and chilling. “Don’t
you hear the birds singing?”’

“Birds?” A baffled look crept into
Clem’s watery eyes.

“Yeah, buzzards! , , .
801"

Come on, let’s
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CHAPTER 1V
THE LETTER OF THE LAW

GREAT hush rested on the crowd be-
low. The Squaw Valley men had
drawn apart, their faces grave.

Their wives stood with them now, their
shopping done — women old before their
time with the never-ending drudgery that
is a ranch-woman’s life.

Man and wife, they resented Henry
Stall’s presence there. In him they recog-
nized their common enemy, come to dash
the cup of hope from their hands even as
they were raising it to their lips. Because
they came of a race of stout-hearted fight-
ing men, even hopelessness could not
strike fear in their hearts, and as they faced
old Slick-ear and his men, lounging in the
shade at the side of the sheriff’s office,
there was a smouldering defiance in their
eyes and the set of their mouths that said
they would not bow their heads to any
oppressor.

Their hostility included Letty as well
as her father. The fineness of her clothes,
her air of self-possession embittered them.
She felt it, too. It was as though she had
wronged them. It made her wonder how
much truth there was in what Montana had
said. Upstairs, she had championed her
father’s cause and said he was always fair.
In her heart, she knew he could be ruth-
less, brooking no opposition when he’d set
his mind on something.

Under a spreading box-elder, just be-
yond the steps, a young woman was trying
to get her baby to sleep. Three other chil-
dren, the oldest not over six, hovered about
her, their eyes big and staring.

The girl was not much older than Letty,
but already there was a pinched, hunted
look in her eyes. There was something
proud and defiant about her that made one
forget her shabby clothes and hands, red
and rough from hard work.

“Just getting by,” Montana had said.
The words came back to Letty, and she felt
her heart go out to the woman. Impul-
sively she tried to caress the oldest child,
a boy. He drew back, afraid. His mother
drew him to her side.

“You stay right here, Jess,” she scolded.
“I don’t want you takin’ up with no stran-
gers,”

Letty turned away, pretending not to
have heard. But everywhere she looked she
met the same distrust and hostility. She

knew their enmity was not perscnal to her;
She was a stranger to them. But she was
her father’s daughter, and they hated her
accordingly. It drove home the realiza-
tion that for all his talk of fair play, the
b_t(xisiness about to be enacted had an ugly
side.

Montana came out then. The charged
silence deepened as he walked over to the
big map. His manner was solemn. Letty
thought he seemed embarrassed at finding
himself the center of attention.

“If you’ll step nearer, we'll begin,” he
said.

Quantrell, tall and saturnine, stood with
the Squaw Valley men. He moved for-
ward and the others followed him. - Old
Slick-ear mounted the steps alone, un-
abashed by the glances levelled at him.

Montana read the letter authorizing the
sale.

“The land will be sold to the highest
bidder,” he went on. ‘“The terms: twenty-
five per cent now and the balance when
title is given.” He turned and pointed to
the map. “The map has been divided into
quarter sections. I cannot accept a bid for
any parcel less than one hundred and sixty
acres. I will begin the sale with section
one, offering it first as a whole section.
Are there any offers?” :

“Just a minute, Montana,” Old Henry
interrupted. “You are authorized to ac-
cept bids on this property as a whole.”

It was the very thing Montana had been
waiting for him to say.

“That’s correct,” he admitted, his tone
guileless. “If anybody cares to make a
bid on the reservation as a whole I am
compelled to accept that bid.”

An angry murmur broke from the Squaw
Valley men. They knew Montana and re-
garded him as their friend. They had not
expected him to sell them out without a
protest.

“Are there any bids on the property as
a whole?”

“Three dollars an acre!” Old Slick-ear
clipped the words off short.

“A man can’t come in here and hog it
like that!” Quantrell burst out angrily.
“Where do we come in, Montana?”

“You’re right, Quantrell! We don’t aim
to be cheated like that!” It was Dan
Crockett. The other Squaw Valley men
rallied abeut him instantly. '

Montana continued to gaze at the old
man.
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“That’s the minimum bid, Mr. Stall,”
he said. “It’s a ridiculous price.”

“It's my bid!”

The Bar S men had got to their feet and
drawn closer. Over their heads came the
creaking of leather as the horses fought
the flies.

“The law compels me to accept it,” Jim
droned tonelessly. “Are there any other
bids?”

Dan Crockett stepped up to him, his face
grim and determined.

“There’s going to be trouble here, Mon-
tana, if you go through with this,” he
warned. “We all thought you was our
friend.”

“I am your friend, Dan, but my hands
are tied; I've got to take this bid. If
there’s any trouble here, don’t you start
it. Are there any other bids?”

There were none.

“Sold to Stall and Matlack!”

It was a moment pregnant with tragedy.
There were a hundred armed men in that
crowd. It needed only a word to start the
conflagration.

Quantrell was beside himself. In the
emergency, he elected to become. the self-
appointed leader of the Squaw Valley fac-
tion. Crockett and the others were too
stunned by the sudden turn of events to
object.

“It ain’t no more than you’d expect from
a man who’d let an Indian call him a liar
and get away with it,” he bellowed as he
started up the steps.

Montana kept his head. A few seconds
now would tell the tale. The form he was
filling out ‘was about ready. Quantrell
pushed in between him and the old man.

“There'll be blood spilled here if you go
through with this, Montana,” he spit out
threateningly.

“And there’ll be a lynching as well as
a land sale,” Jim murmured calmly as he
finished the form. “If you think I'm bluff-
ing—call my hand.”

Implacable hatred blazed in Quantrell’s
eyes. He wanted to go through with the
play he had started, but wisdom warned
him that the very men who were backing
him up now would be the first to turn
against him if they learned it was his bab-
bling that had wrecked their hopes.

LD Slick-ear thought he understood
. Montana’s answer; but it was no af-
fair of his. He had won easier than he

expected, and he was content. He looked
the form over. It was in order, He got
out a peacil and made some figures on the
back of his note-book.

“Twenty-five per cent will be eight thou-
sand, two hundred dollars—right?”

“That's right, Mr. Stall,” Jim agreed.
“Eight thousand, two hundred dollars.”

The old man brought out a Stall and
Matlack script-book as well-known as
money in that country. Wages, bills, taxes
—every Stall and Matlack transaction was
paid in that familiar green script with the
bull’s head adorning it.

“If you'll step up to your office,” he said,
“I'll fill out this script.” :

The moment had arrived. Jim shook
his head. The eyes of the crowd were on
them.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Stall,” he declared
thoughtfully, “but I can’t take your script.”

“You can't take it? What do you mean
you can't take it?”

“The terms of this sale are cash.”

“Cash?” Old Slick-ear’s face was pur-
ple with rage. “My script’s as good as
cash! Any bank will take it. The gov-
ernment recognizes it as legal tender.”

The crowd had quickly sensed that
something was amiss. They swarmed up
the steps, the Bar S men alert and the
others on guard.

“You're not quite right about that. The
government has accepted your script as
legal tender, but it has never expressly rec-
ognized it as such.”

“Say, don’t be a damned fool, Mon-
tana!” Reb Russell exclaimed angrily.
“You know the Bar S script is as good as
cash. We ain’t goin’ to let you get away
with any nonsense like that.”

Jim was well acquainted with the freckle-
faced foreman of Furnace Creek.

“Listen, Reb,” he said, and his voice
was velvety, “I got an awful idea you're
trying to force my hand. If that’s the
case, you'd better forget it. You ought to
know by this time that I don’t bluff worth
a cent. My business is with Mr. Stall—
and it's almost finished.” He turned to the
old man again. “You insisted on the full
letter of the law. Now it’s my turn. I
know your script is all right; but it isn't
cash, and I refuse to accept it.”

A cheer arose from the Squaw Valley
men. Even Quantrell dared to join in it.

“Why, you young fool, I'll run you out
of the country for this!” old Slick-ear



GUARDIANS OF THE SAGE 19

roared. ‘“There’s courts in this state that
will protect me. I bought this land in good
faith, and I want my rights.”

“You’re getting your rights, the same as
any other man here.”

“Well, give me ten minutes then. I’ll
make Longyear open the bank. He’ll cash
my scrip.”

“l won’t give you one minute, Mr.
Stall!” Montana answered unhesitantly.
“I told you upstairs I would do anything
I could to keep you out of Squaw Valley.
I meant it. . . . The sale will go on!”

“You idiot, you!” the old man trembled
as though he had the palsy. “Do you real-
ize what you’re doing?”

“I think I do.” Jim answered tensely.

“I don’t think so! You talk about be-
friending these people. I warn you you’ll
never do it this way. The minute the
courts recognize my rights in Squaw Val-
ley, I'm moving in—and I’'m moving in to
stay! You're forcing a war to the finish
on all of us!”

“That may be,” Jim admitted. “God
knows they’d rather go down fighting than
wait for you to crush them.” He picked
up his yardstick again. “The sale will con-
tinue!” he cried. “Section one, the north-
east quarter! What am I bid?”

Joe Tracey, Judd Case and Reb gathered
about the old man and Letty.

“The sale won’t go on if you want it
stopped,” Reb informed him. “We can
stampede this crowd.”

The old man was biting his mustache
nervously. For once he seemed not to
know his own mind.

“Father—we’re going!” Letty exclaimed.
“I can’t stand any more of this!” She
got her arm around his. ‘“‘Please—"

“Might as well,” he decided grudgingly.
“T'll fight this in my own way. We'll let
this smart aleck have his little party to-
day.”

If Montana noticed that the Bar S was
leaving en masse, he gave no sign of it.
The sale proceeded satisfactorily. Every-
body seemed to get what they wanted, ex-
cept Quantrell. He had to be satisfied
with half a loaf. But prices were cheap,
the land good. They knew they’d never
give it up without a struggle.

Finding himself near a post-office, old
Slick-ear had to tarry to write his usual
stack of letters, included in which were his
voluminous epistles to his foreman, appris-
ing them when and where to meet him, or

not to expect him at all, and going into
the minutest details about a hundred things
he expected them to take care of before he
should next see them.

By the time he had finished, he had so
far recovered his temper as to suggest that
they have dinner before starting their long
ride back to the South Fork and Willow
Vista.

Letty had no desire for feod, but to
bumor him, she accompanied him to the
dining-room of the hotel. - He ate as slow-
ly and methodically as he did everything
else. Busy with his thoughts, he kept his
eyes on his plate as he munched his feod,
and said nothing. Letty was equally en-
grossed in her own musing.

They had almost finished when he sur-
prised her by saying:

“I made a mistake in not making Mon- °
tana a foreman last year. There wouldn’t
have been any of this nonsense today if
I had. But like as not he would have done
something else just as foolish. A man that
can’t mind his own business isn’t worth his
salt. He certainly made a spectacle of him-
self today, the contemptible ingrate!”

“Not to me,” Letty murmured tremu-
lously, her eyes fixed on the crowd mov-
ing away from the court-house. “I—I
thought he was magnificent.”

CHAPTER V
Backs To THE WALL

l POETS have made immortal the exile of
the humble Acadian farmers from the

homes and the land they loved. The
Squaw Valley Piutes had no poet to sing
their swan song. But their passing was
hardly less tragic. For countless genera-
tions they had waged incessant warfare
against their natural enemies, the Bannocks
and the Snakes, for the land of their
fathers. They had even waged a long and
losing fight against their white brothers.
A remnant of a once proud race, they had
consented to be herded together in Squaw
Valley. Now even that last refuge had
been taken from them.

For fifty years a benign government had
said in effect that one reservation was as
good as another for an Indian. What dif-
ference could it possibly make to him
where he found himself? Fort Hall was a
big reservation. Three hundred Piutes
would not overcrowd it. Of course it was
a Bannock reservation. But what of that?
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Debauched, exploited, mute—perhaps it
was strange that it could matter, that the
.blood hatred of a Piute for a Bannock still
coursed through their veins.

Old men and women, children—a troop
of cavalry hurrying them along—they filed
into Wild Horse, their worldly goods piled
hit or miss on a long line of army wagons.
in the truest sense, they all were children,
with a child’s eagerness to be amused. Or-
dinarily, a trip to Wild Horse would have
been an adventure. But their eyes were
dull today, their faces stolid.

“Aie-e-e, aice,”’ the old squaws wailed as
they called on Nanibashoo, the god of their
fathers, to help them.

Little Boy, their tribal chief, a wrinkled
and toothless old man, rode on the first
wagon, proud and dignified, a chief even
in his rags.

“Aie-e-e,” Montana echoed. He sat
alone with Graham Rand, the sheriff, in
the latter’s tiny office. His face was stern.
“They don’t savvy this at all,” he said.
“When Little Boy saw me, I got his
thought. They think I did this to them.”

“They’re crazy!” The sheriff drew his
shaggy brows down. “They never had a
better friend. You're all Indian under the
skin, Jim,”

“There’s two of us. I reckon you'd
throw that star away in a hurry if they’d
only give us back this country as it used
to be before the barbed wire hit it.” Mon-
tana mused to himself for a moment.
“Graham, I didn’t see Thunder Bird in
that bunch. Did you?”

The marshal grinned, shook his head.

“] helped him to get away, Jim. He’s
hiding out in the old Adelaide mine on
Quantrell’s ranch. Plenty Eagles asked
me to do something; his father didn’t want
to leave the Malheurs. He'll have to lay
low for a couple of weeks.”

“He’s too old to work,” Montana
thought aloud. “Plenty Eagles will have to
take care of him.” :

“T’1l see that he does,” Rand volunteered.
“The old fellow’s got grub enough to last
ten days.” He paused to refill his pipe.
“No need to tell you to say nothin’ about
this over there,” he went on presently.
“What you aimin’ to do, Jim?”

“I'm going to strike Dan Crockett for
a job.”

“Yeah?” In the inflection of his voice
there was deep understanding rather than
surprise. “Gunnin’ for trouble, eh?”
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“No, just hoping I can steady the boat
a little. The old man won’t back up an
inch, now that the courts have upheld him.
He can do about as he pleases in that
country, With Creiger and his deputies
to help, he’ll take possession of his water.”

“And when old Slick-ear puts on the
pressure, something happens!” Graham
summed up tersely. “The next thing he’ll
do will be to move in enough men and
stock to worry that Squaw Valley crowd
into doin’ somethin’ foolish.”

“I expect he’s moved in already.” Mon-
tana’s expression was as grave as his words.
“Mr. Stall never wastes any time.”

That night he camped on Skull Creek,
inside of the old reservation and several
miles north of where the creek flows into
the Malheur.

Imagine a great inverted capital V with
the Malheur Range forming the eastern
line and the Junipers the western. Picture
the Malheur River, rising in the Junipers
and flowing to the north and east, so as
to close the great triangle, and you have
Squaw Valley, with the reservation occupy-
ing the lower part of the triangle. To the
north, extending into the mountains, you
would find the eight and nine-thousand acre
outfits that were fighting for existence.

There were three creeks of major im-
portance in the valley. From east to west:
Skull Creek, Big Powder Creek and Owl
Creek. Eventually, all found their way
to the Malheur.

Montana rolled his blankets at dawn.
The valley was wide there, not less than
twenty miles from range to range. The
scene was a familiar one to him. Beyond
the willows and aspens that choked the
creek bottom, the native bluejoint grew
high and green, even though the year was
a dry one. Because sheep had never ranged
there, no ugly patches of burr or broncho
grass marred that blue-green expanse.

At that hour, the rolling Junipers to the

. west looked like great tufts of pink cotton.

The Malheurs, nearer and more formidable,
too, rose sheer and forbidding, varnished-
green patches of mountain mahogany
marking the spots where the snow lay
late in the spring.

Skull Creek purled over the rocks at
Montana’s feet, as garrulous as an old
woman, as he waited for the coffee to boil.

“Just as sassy as usual,” he said. “Think
you'd get tired, jawing away like that
night and day.”
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He had not finished breakfast when he
caught the sound of breaking brush up the
creek. Presently, two mounted troopers
rode into view.

“Saw your smoke a long way off,” said
one, ‘“We thought you might be the party
we’re lookin’ for. But God knows you
ain’t an Injun.”

From their conversation Jim surmised
that they had made only a perfunctory
search for Plenty Eagles’ father. He in-
vited them to share his flapjacks, but they
said ne.

“Goin’ back to McDermitt, the younger
of the two explained. “Want to get
started before the sun begins to climb.”

After they had gone on, Montana sad-
dled his horse and followed the creek north.
The afternoon was well along before he
reached Dan Crockett’s Box C ranch.

AN, together with his cousins, the

Gaults and the Morrows, had been
the first to run cattle in the upper valley.
He was thrifty and a hard worker, as were
his grown sons. Comparatively, he had
done well, but the Box C was a far cry
from any one of the big Bar S ranches.

Dan was repairing a wagon-box as Mon-
tana rode into the yard.

“Hi, Jim!” he called out, surprised to
see him there. “What you all doin’ up this
way? You still workin’ fer Uncle Sam?”

“No, I'm paying my own wages now,”
Montana laughed as he slid from his sad-
dle. “And that’s a condition that’s got to
be corrected awful sudden, Dan.”

Crockett’s habitually solemn face creased
into a smile. :

“Well, with all this war-talk in the air,
there ain’t no one I'd rather have around
than you,” he said. “A top hand is worth
fifty a month and cakes. I ain’t got no
right to be treating myself to a luxury like
that, but I reckon you’re hired.” His
smile flickered out. “Things are goin’ to
happen fast around here, Jim. In fact
they begun to happen already. The Bar S
moved in yesterday.”

“I reckoned they would,” Montana ac-
knowledged glumly., “They drive some
stock in?”

“About five hundred head. They came
in through the Malheurs from Furnace
Creek. They're on the Big Powder and
the North Fork of the Skull. There’s at
least twenty Bar S men with Reb.”

“So Reb’s going to represent for the old

man, eh?” Montana shook his head slowly.
“That ought to show you how things are
drifting. If the old man wasn’t looking
for trouble he’d have given this job to Joe
Tracey or Case—somebody who'd be
awfully slow on the draw. Reb’s distinctly
hair-trigger. . . . Did anything happen?”

“Not so far as I know. It looked like
trespassing to move across a man’s range;
but the sheriff was here, spoutin’ law. He
says a man’s got a right to move his stuff
up to his own water. The boys let it go
at that. Quantrell was there. He’s a fire-
eater; you know that. His talk sounded
good to some, I reckon. But Dave Mor-
row and Gault and me cooled them down.”

“Quantrell hasn’t any judgment,” Mon-
tana declared bluntly. “Look out for him,
Dan; he’s a trouble maker. The old man
is going to give us every chance to overplay
our hand. If we do, look out! He can
move two hundred men in here. And the
law will ride with ’em, ’cause he can depu-
tize every one of them!”

“I know it,” Dan nodded. ‘“You ain’t
paintin’ it any blacker than it is. With
Furnace Creek on the east and Willow
Vista to the southwest, he can squeeze us
on two sides—and he will, Jim. I reckon
until last week he didn’t have a thousand
acres in the valley—and that was cut up
into four pieces. He’s got more now.”

“Where’d he get it?” Montana asked
uneasily.

Dan squatted on his toes and began to
draw a map on the ground.

“You can see the old Adelaide mine
from here,” he explained. “‘Quantrell’s line
goes north of there about two miles.” He
indicated it with his stick. ‘“From there,
right through the Junipers to the Willow
Vista line, was Eph Mellon’s range, . . ,
You follow me, Montana?”

“Yes. And—?"

Dan tossed away his stick and stood up.

“Eph sold out to the Bar S on Monday,”
he muttered gloomily. “Old Slick-ear’s line
is now right here in the valley. He’s driven
a wedge right into the middle of us—and
you’ll see plenty Bar S steers in here before
you git your hair cut ag’in.”

Montana did not try to hide his vexa-
tion. By advancing the boundary line of
Willow Vista into the very heart of Squaw
Valley, the Bar S had scored a tactical vic-
tory that strengthened their stand immeas-
urably, He eould appreciate the fortitude
it took to face the future calmly.
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Gene and Brent Crockett, Dan’s sons,
narrow-hipped six-footers, rode in half an
bour later. Both were taciturn, in the way
of the Mountain breed. If they were sur-
prised to see Montana, they dissembled
it.

“The boys have been movin’ some of
our stuff onto our new range in the reserva-
tion,” Dan explained. “Without the North
Fork water I can’t keep 'em up here no
longer., Course I'm better off than some
folks. I had some water rights of my own
that the Bar S couldn’t grab. But you
know how range cattle are, Jim. They get
used to waterin’ in one place and they’ll
go back to it in spite of hell. That’s where
the rub is goin’ to come. I suggested to
Reb that we put up a line fence and each
pay half of the cost.”

“I don’t suppose that interested him,”
Montana volunteered. “That’s not the
Bar S game.”

“No, he wouldn’t lissen at all. Said he’d
keep his stuff on his own range and we'd
have to do the same.”

“Darin’ us, that’s all!” Gene Crockett
muttered bitterly. He was the