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WESTS RANGES 
BEING RESTORED 
TO FULLER USE

Trails tha t marked the prairies long 
ago are now gone—just as are the 
old cow outfits that once dotted the 
plains. Montana’s rolling prairies and 
snow-capped mountains were truly a 
paradise for the cattle that were trailed 
in the 1880s.

In 1886 Neidringhaus & Neidrlng- 
haus, better known as the N-N Cattle 
Co., trailed cattle into Canada to a 
ranch at Woody mountain. Due to its 
size the N-N outfit soon found it nec
essary to expand, subsequently estab
lishing two more ranches in Montana, 
one at Rock creek in Valley county and 
one at the Little Dry, south of the 
Missouri river. Their herd, estimated 
at 75,000, fared well on the abundant 
grass and brush. The principal ex
pense was the wages of the .cowboys. 
Land did not have to be leased at 
that time and taxes and fees had not 
been imposed. Montana was not then 
a state.
Range Becomes Overstocked 

The N-N outfit was only one of 
many that became established in the 
new country. Upon hearing of all the 
open range many other cattlemen took 
advantage of the opportunities offered 
by ample feed, and in the succeeding 
years the range became overstocked. 
By 1934 the range was in very poor 
condition due to drouth, overuse and 
extensive trailing.

In addition, grasshopper infestations 
had retarded the growth of the grass 
to such an extent that in many places 
the once green prairie had been turned 
into a barren waste land, often pro
ducing little more than a few of the 
hardier weeds. Drouth caused the little 
creeks and streams to dry up, leaving 
nothing but slimy potholes and empty 
creek beds.

In 1934 the late Congressman Ed
ward T. Taylor of Colorado was suc
cessful in his long effort for range 
conservation and on June 28 of that 
year the Taylor grazing act became 
a law. This act authorized the secre
tary of the interior to set aside 80,- 
000,000 acres of public domain for graz
ing districts. Later this limitation was 
extended and 142,000,000 acres may now 
be included in districts under the act 
as amended.

Grazing districts were set up in 10 
western states and the division of 
grazing, as it was then known, was 
organized to administer such districts. 
A regional office for Montana was es
tablished in Billings with a regional 
grazier in charge. The grazing service, 
co-operating with local stockmen, and 
all agencies interested in the area, is 
now staffed with a district grazier and 
the necessary technical and clerical 
help in each district.
Advisory Board Elected 

Stock owners are given an oppor
tunity to participate in operating their 
district. An advisory board, made up 
of 12 sheepmen and cattlemen, is 
elected by range users and this board 
is responsible for the affairs of Its 
district. Certain Montana districts 
have been divided into smaller districts 
known as state co-operative grazing 
districts. Each state district has a 
board of directors elected by the ma
jority vote of stockmen, and their 
main function is to straighten out al
lotments and tend to numerous other 
details.

To add to the efficiency of the of
ficers in charge, their qualifications 
Include vast knowledge of stockraising, 
engineering, botany and administrative 
work. Many of the employes of the 
grazing service were bom and raised 
in the state in which they work, and, 
therefore, are well acquainted with the 
problems of the range and stockmen. 
These men, in co-operation with the 
board members and other stockmen, 
are building up a real democratic or
ganization.

The grazing service engineers and 
range examiners are out on the range 
whenever the weather permits. It is 
the engineer’s Job to locate reservoir 
sites, survey them and make plans and 
specifications for them. The range ex
aminer does his part by appraising the 
range, township by township, Judging 
the carrying capacity, watching for 
under and over use, mapping, taking 
individual property surveys, and other 
types of work.
Grazier Has Many Duties 

The district grazier has the over
seeing ‘of everything in his district. 
He plans the range improvement and 
range management program in his 
district, investigates trespass cases, ap
proves the allocation of range privi
leges and takes charge of other nu
merous activities.

Range users pay grazing fees on 
an animal unit month basis. Upon 
receipt of the payment of his fees the 
range user is given a permit or license 
to graze in a particular area. In  Mon
tana grazing districts the season is 
from six to eight months, winter or 
summer range. A number of horses 
are permitted to run in the bad lands 
the entire 12 months. During the time 
the permittee has stock on the range 
he is expected to keep them inside 
his allotment boundary. Cattle and 
horses are usually run in common 
without herders, but sheep must be 
herded.

Out of the funds paid in by the 
range users, 75 percent of the money 
from each is returned to it for range 
improvements such as reservoirs, wells, 
corrals, seed, gopher and grasshopper 
poison, rodent control, and others.

This past year a  portion of it was 
used for firefighting equipment. This 
equipment was placed at ranches in 
the localities where fire hazards are 
greatest. The equipment included as
bestos dragmats, fire swatters, Indian 
backpack guns, pulaskis and lady 
shovels. Men in each area are given 
instructions in fire fighting by the 
district grazier.

The grazing service has planned ex
tensive improvements ‘ of the range— 
many reservoirs will be built in order 
to utilize range that is now inacces
sible to stock, due to the lack of water
ing facilities. Wells are being drilled, 
roads and bridges constructed, and 
projects set up for the purpose of 
planting and restoring to its former 
grandeur, the range as it  was when 
the cowboys rode it  so many years ago.
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There are 255 bears (black and 

brown) in  Florida.
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A Young Sheriff 
Solves a Murder and 
Fulfills His Father’s 
Prophecy.
IN TWO PARTS—PART ONE

Budge Dampier, the sheriff of Ross 
county, young in years and tenure of 
office, was enjoying the rare treat of 
having his girl to himself. I t  would 
be more than five minutes, maybe, 
they were sitting op the porch in the 
swing seat and nobody had butted in 
to chaperon them.

They had to talk in whispers, 
though, on account of the front room 
windows being open. In there Char
lotte Mitchell—called Aunt Charley by 
Suzy—clicking her knitting needles 
and clacking her tongue, was laying 
down the law to Mrs. Pratt on some 
church bazaar matter.

Amos Mitchell and Lewis Pratt had 
moved to the back steps, as far away 
from their" womenfolk as they could 
get, but their rude male laughter came 
in windy, uproarious gusts.

Charlotte Mitchell, a fine, upstand
ing -woman for her 50 years, with a  will 
of tempered steel and a lot of peculiar 
ideas, bossed her husband just as she 
bossed Suzy and anybody else who 
could be got to stand for it.

Budge Dampier was getting to the 
point where he wasn’t going to stand 
much more of It. Maybe one of these 
days he’d forget that his mother had 
brought him up to be courteous to the 
ladies in all circumstances, trying and 
otherwise. Suzy Hanson was 21, wasn’t 
she? They were engaged to be married, 
weren’t they?

Suzy was soft and easily scared, and 
it was hard for her to stand up to 
Aunt Charley. Besides, she argued, the 
Mitchells had been wonderfully good 
to her; they did think of her as their 
daughter, and if Aunt Charley laid it 
down that Budge could only come to 
the house one evening a week and had 
to leave for home sharp on the stroke 
of 10—well, Suzy Hanson didn’t feel 
she could raise any kick.

She tried to soothe Budge down, 
reminding him they were alone, and 
it was a lovely night. I t  sure was 
pleasant to be sitting here with her 
in the dusk, as close together as they 
could get.

There was a cough and the scrape 
of a chair inside, and Aunt Charley's 
voice raised on a thin, high note.

“What say we go sit on the porch 
for a spell, Mrs. Pratt, and keep the 
young folks company?”

Budge said, “Oh, damn. Can’t she 
ever leave us alone?"

At that moment the telephone start
ed up like it was ringing for a  fire.

“There’s the telephone, Amos!” 
shrilled Aunt Charley.

In his shirt sleeves, paunchy little 
Amos came out on the porch. “You’re 
wanted, sheriff.’’

It tickled Amos to give Budge his 
title; only yesterday Budge wasn’t 
knee high to a grasshopper and the 
biggest nuisance In town. And now he 
was 6 feet 2 and they had gone and 
elected him sheriff.

The sheriff rose with dignity, dis
engaging his arm from Suzy’s waist 
just in time to avoid Mrs. Mitchell 
coming out to the porch.

“Who wants me?” Budge asked.
“Barney O’Dell, over at Mirabeau,” 

Amos told him. “Must be mighty im
portant, sheriff.”

Budge went through the hall to the 
telephone.

“ ’Lo Barney—Budge Dampier speak
ing-----”

“Oh, sheriff . . . say, Budge, you 
gotta come over here right away. I 
rung up Doc Grimes and told him to 
pick up your deputy. One of my boys, 
Tony Galattl—well, he’s fished a  girl’s 
body outa the lake. He was out trollin’ 
for bass, see—and this caught on his 
troll.”

“Drowned?” Budge asked.
“She couldn’t have been drowned,” 

said Barney. “She’s got a bullet hole 
in her back. Tony says you’d know 
who she was. He seen her talkin’ to 
you two, three weeks ago in front of 
Mitchell’s store in Ogontz.”

Budge was mystified. Ogontz was the 
county seat, but it wasn’t very big and 
he knew everybody. Who could she be? 
He tried to think of what girl he 
would have been talking to outside the 
store and couldn’t think of anybody 
but Suzy. Tony, one of the waiters at 
Barney’s roadhouse, must have got him 
mixed up with somebody else.

Mrs. Mitchell had parked herself on 
the swing seat.

“Got to go,” he said, gruff and im
portant.

Suzy ran after him.
“You aren’t mad with me, are you 

Budge?” she asked.
Whoever he was mad at, it certainly 

wasn’t Suzy. He gave her a public kiss 
in witness thereof and told her he’d 
be seeing her.

* * *

Out on the shore road and headed 
for Mirabeau, Budge was wondering 
again who it could be Tony Galattl 
had seen him talking with. I t  might 
have been any one of 50 girls in

AUTO DEALERS 
BENEFIT BY LAW
BILL INTRODUCED BY MONTANA 

SENATOR IS SIGNED BY 
ROOSEVELT

Relief for 44,000 automobile dealers, 
who, because their stocks were frozen 
by war rationing orders, have been 
threatened with bankruptcy, became 
effective when President Roosevelt 
signed SB 2315. This bill introduced by 
Senator James E. Murray for himself 
as chairman and the members of the 
senate committee on small business, 
was the result of the findings of the 
committee which began hearings on 
relief of the automobile dealers Jan. 
9, eight days after the order freezing 
automobile and truck sales.

Tire law authorizes the Reconstruc
tion Finance Corp. to purchase or make 
loans on rationed commodities and its 
purpose is to provide dealers financial 
assistance in carrying their stocks or 
unloading them if they are not sold 
to the public.

Dealers will receive for their com
modities a fair retail price at the point 
where their stocks are located plus 1 
percent a month from the date the 
stocks are rationed if they are obliged 
to hold their stocks for 18 months. In 
the case of automobiles, this will be 
from Jan. 1, 1942. In case stocks are 
disposed of through the R. F. C. before 

th e  expiration of 18 months, dealers 
will receive at least wholesale cost plus 
reasonable handling charges.

Tlie bill had the support of the Na
tional Automobile Dealers association.

Ogontz, but it was plain enough why 
he, himself, had been outside the store. 
He would have been going in to steal 
a few minutes with Suzy, who clerked 
there.

Suzy filled all of his heart and most 
of his mind. Ever since he had noticed 
her going to high school, the red tam 
and mittens she wore matching her 
cheeks, Budge was in love with her. 
And there was something more about 
Suzy Hanson than her just being 
young and as pretty as a  picture. His 
heart flooded with tenderness when
ever he thought of her. Maybe he felt 
like that because she was an orphan.

The older people of Ogontz remem
bered Charlotte Mitchell and Suzy’s 
mother, Harriet, as the “Kelly girls.” 
Charlotte, the elder, was the hand
some one, and the first to get married. 
Even in her young days she was bossy, 
and it seemed to grow on her. Harriet
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Service men all say, “We want oar girls to look feminine,” and certainly 
there conld be no more alluringly feminine frock than the one Songstress 
Joan Edwards wears for her personal appearances before them. Of pale 
green » 8  yellow monsellne de sole, Hie top tier of the skirt is cat in petals 
Its and under the tight fitting bosom.
and embroidered with silk braid. The embroidery is repeated on the epau-

was different, Budge had heard his 
mother say. Like Suzy in looks, but 
more larky and up to tricks, dodging 
Charlotte, who tried to make her toe 
the mark; finally she took the bit in 
her teeth and ran away with a hard
ware drummer.

There wasn’t anything, really, 
against Ed Hanson. But he had a  weak 
chest and only lived a year after they 
were married. Then Harriet worked in 
a store to support herself and her 
baby, but the next summer she brought 
Suzy back to Ogontz to live with her 
sister. After she went back to her Job 
in Chicago word came she’d caught 
pneumonia and died. So the Mitchells 
had to bring up Suzy Hanson.

As Budge’s car took the bend at 
Mosquito Point, the lights of Mira
beau came into view. The brilliant 
cluster down by the shore was Barney 
O’Dell’s place.

Budge began to think of his job 
again. Sheriff at 26, but the blood of 
sheriffs ran in his veins. In Grandpop’s 
day there had been the Indians, and 
dad had had to deal with gangsters. 
Once in a big way.

Budge had wished that something 
would happen to him, something as 
important as dad’s breaking up Rod 
Romero’s gang. They’d found a  hide
out, a place called Moose Gat up on 
Bull creek close to the border. Dad 
stopped a bullet with his leg, but he 
and his two deputies had got that gang, 
and dad personally had got Rod Ro
mero, and got him alive, which some 
said was a pity. Romero, Rod Romero, 
the soft-spoken, the deadly, was now 
still working out his 30-year sentence 
in the penitentiary.

Romero had been convicted of prac
tically everything but first degree mur
der, and it was on a technicality he 
had escaped the capital charge.

“But the gallows’ got a long arm, 
son,” Will Dampier would say when
ever he told the story. He told it many 
times, but he always wound up with; 
“Yes, siree, the gallows’ got a  mighty 
long arm, son. Don’t you make no mis
take about that.”

But besides failing to hang Rod Ro
mero, they never recovered the 150 j 
grand in currency Rod and his mob 
had lifted from the Hopper bank. The 
loot was rumored to be salted away 
in a safety deposit box in Chicago, but 
they hadn’t located it. There was still 
a big reward out for its recovery.

Budge’s father was sure that Romero 
had hidden the money somewhere up 
on Bull creek, but now that Jo Star- 
face, the half-breed Indian member of 
the gang, was dead, and his widow had 
gone back to her tribe, it looked as 
though it was lost forever.

Jo Starface had always been a thorn j 
in Will Dampier’s side ever since | 
nemesis overtook Romero and his 
gang. ITiey hadn’t been able to pin 
a thing on Jo except that he had acted 
as a sort of handyman to the setup, 
bringing in game and fish for them, 
and running a launch to Mirabeau for 
store provisions. When the gang was 
mopped up, Jo Starface was left in 
possession of the bungalow on Bull 
creek, and there he-stuck with Martha, j 

! his lean old squaw. ;
|  *  *  *  i

Budge drew up his car at Barney's, 
j About 30 cars were parked in the drive, i 
and you could see their owners through j 
the windows sitting at tables or danc- i 
ing. i

He was hardly on the steps to the!
main entrance, before fat Barney j
ODell came out to intercept him, hisj 
usually pink face as pale as candle 
grease.

“No, no,” he said. “Excuse me—not 
In 'here.”

Barney made a  pretense of being

How long Budge ttood there he
never quite knew. What he eaw 

war unbelievable.

his own cook, and dressed the part in 
an outsized chef's cap and costume. 
Ordinarily he presented a figure of 
comedy, but now his role was one of 
tragedy.

“I get you,” said Budge. “The cus
tomers. Don't worry—won't upset 'em.”

“ Tain t that,” said Barney in a 
whisper. “My God, I wish it was. I t’s 
worser’n that. You come wit’ me and 
I ’ll tell you. You come wit’ me around 
to the office where Chick and Doc are 
waitin’ for you. We don’t need to go 
t ’rough the restaurant. She’s—it’s in 
the woodshed.”

As Budge followed him, Barney 
mopped his forehead. “You gotta be 
prepared for a shock, Budge.”

“Hell, I ’ve seen a  dead body before. 
Have Chick and Doc seen it?”

“Sure—sure they have. They seen 
it all right. That’s what makes It so 
bad. You go on, Budge—there’s the 
office. I ’m getting you some brandy. 
You’ll need it.”

1 Deserted, the sheriff cast a glance 
in the direction of a shed that had a 
lamp hanging at the side of the door. 
This probably was where the body was.

Well, he’d show ’em his stomach was 
strong enough for anything. He went 
to the woodhousc and took the lantern 
from its nail.

It was eerie in the dim shack, with 
that sheeted form laid on a trestle 
table.

Budge hesitated and then lifted the 
sheet and found himself staring Into 
a pair of blue eyes that in spite of 
the glaze of death had a wide, startled 
expression.

How long Budge Dampier stood there 
transfixed like a man in some hideous 
nightmare, he never quite knew. What 
he saw was unbelievable.

His hand shook like a leaf when 
finally he forced it to replace the
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New State Officer 
Appoints His Staff

Acting Attorney General Howard M. 
Gulllckson announced a realignment 
of his office staff, subject to final ap
proval by the state board of exam
iners.

R. V. Bottomley was appointed to 
the office of first assistant, vacated 
when Gulllckson was named acting at
torney general to replace John W. Bon
ner, called to active army service.

Alfred E. Dougherty, who has been 
law clerk, was promoted to an assist
ant.

R. Lee Word, Helena attorney, waa 
added to the staff on a temporary 
basis. --$--
Sugar Signup Shows 
Population Shif ts

Major population shifts in several 
Montana areas have been revealed by 
the registration of Montana resident« 
for war ration book No. 1, Tom D. 
Oaverly, state rationing administrator, 
said.

Increases have been noted partic
ularly In Richland, Flathead, Still
water and Carbon counties. Oaverly 
attributed the Richland county in
crease largely to an Influx of agricul
tural laborers, with mining and other 
Industrial activities responsible for In-' 
creases in the other three counties.

He added that no major population 
losses had been revealed In any area.

like a  turkey cock. “B-but it is Suzy 
Hanson. I  seen with my own eyes— 
Doc, too.”

“I almost thought so, myself, Chick. 
But I  happen Just to have left Suzy— 
I was sitting on the porch with her 
when Barney telephoned. I had supper 
at the Mitchell's.”

“Well, d-doggone my hide! She’s the 
d-d-dead splttin’ image of Suzy Han
son. Only, I d-disremember—has Suzy 
got a little mole on the sus-slde of 
her chin?”

“No, she hasn’t,” said Budge.
“B-but her yaller hair in b-bralds 

around her head, the way Suzy wears 
hers.”

“That’s what I  thought,” Budge said. 
“At first I thought somebody was try
ing to rib me. That hair, the mouth, 
and the blue eyes—were Just like 
Suzy’s. Could there be two of ’em? 
Maybe you’d know, Doc. Did Mrs. Han
son, Suzy’s mother, have twins?”

"Couldn’t tell you,” Dr. Grimes said. 
“Mrs. Hanson died before I settled 
here.”

“Well,” said Budge, “we’d better find 
sheet, and the lantern rocked as he ou  ̂ what we can. How long has she 
stumbled out of the shed. It missed the been In the water, Doc?”
nail when he tried to hang it up and 
fell with a clatter. Barney was right; 
he would need that brandy.

He was weak in the knees and any
body could have counted his freckles, 
but he put on a hard-boiled grin as 
he went up the steps to the office.

There were three of them waiting 
for him, Barney cherishing a black 
bottle.

"Take it easy, fellers,” said Budge. 
"She ain’t Suzy Hanson.”

Chick Rogers, a stutterer, gobbled

“Not more than two or three days 
at the most. There’s nobody missing 
you know of?”

“Only old Dogsbody—fourth time 
since Christmas. He’ll show up again 
when he’s slept it off.”

* * •
All the same, although the dead girl 

couldn’t be Suzy Hanson, Budge had 
to grit his teeth when they went to 
v/ork to find out exactly what happened 
to her,

(Continued Next Week)
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"Stick around, friend, A
Old Sunny Brook ^

is on the way”
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