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Foreword

The colorful career of William Richard Kreutzer, retired forest supervisor, interwoven with the early forestry movement in Colorado, has long been considered historically important. Members of the Denver Regional Office of the U. S. Forest Service had wanted a record of his official life years before it was authorized by the Government.

Consequently, William A. Du Puy was assigned to the task by the Washington Office, in 1941. He worked directly with Kreutzer at Fort Collins, and together they assembled consider​able data on early ranger activities. Then, unfortunately, Du Puy suddenly died.

In 1943, Regional Forester Allen S. Peck assigned me to the task. The notes and work of Du Puy and Kreutzer were made available for my use, and credit for what they had already ac​complished is given. Kreutzer, afterwards, furnished an abundance of material when we met for personal discussions at his home. Other information was added as it was found, and the result was a very disorderly arranged story. To remedy this and other imperfections, I have revised the manuscript.

I am grateful to F. R. Johnson, C. J. Stahl, and Colonel Peck of the Denver Office (the last two now deceased) C. E. Randall, of the Washington Office, and L. R. Hafen, former State Histor​ian of Colorado, who read the original manuscript and gave offi​cial and professional assistance. I sincerely thank these men, and others, who have given help.

The following “Introduction” from the pen of the late Gif​ford Pinchot, our first Chief, is gratefully acknowledged, and I again thank Mr. Randall for having secured it.

Denver, Colorado





    Len Shoemaker

July 7, 1955





Retired forest ranger

*
*
*
*
*

August 17, 1944
Bill Kreutzer was the first United States Forest Ranger ever appointed. No other has ever served so long.* Forty-one years, from August 8, 1898 to October 31, 1939 - forty-one years during which the whole color and content of Government forestry in America were completely changed. 
When Bill Kreutzer was appointed “to protect public forests from fires or any other means of injury” in the State of Colorado—one Ranger for a whole State—not a single acre of Government forest land in Colorado or anywhere else was under forest man​agement. Not only so, but the U. S. Forest Reserves were in charge of the General Land Office, which knew nothing about forestry, and whose fundamental purpose was to turn all public resources in its charge over to private ownership as fast as pos​sible and with the least practicable inquiry as to whether the law had been violated or not.

Into this Land Office mismanagement of the public property by political appointees in the field and ignorant clerks in Wash​ington, this combination of farce, fraud, and (at times) finicky insistence on the letter of unworkable regulations, came Bill Kreutzer, a youngster of twenty, resolute, intelligent, enterpris​ing, with a real interest in the forests and the mountains, and a genuine determination to do the right thing. Here is the saga of his long hard fight.

When Bill began his work for Uncle Sam, the West was nearly everywhere, and not least in Colorado, firmly set against practically every form of government control. For this the Gen​eral Land Office was in no small part responsible, through its constant and consistent failure to enforce the law. Largely be​cause of it, the West had formed the habit of lawbreaking, and that man was rare who looked down on his neighbor because he broke the law.

The larger cattlemen, sheepmen, lumbermen, and the great railroad, mining, and water power corporations regarded the public domain as their natural prey, and the government officials who said them Nay were few indeed. Then, in 1905, came a change. The Forest Reserves (now the National Forests) were transferred from the Land Office in the Interior Department to the Forest Service in the Department of Agriculture, and the cur​tain went up on a scene that was altogether new. At long last the law, and the regulations under the law, were going to be enforced.

This book is the story, the fascinating, realistic, convincing story of how Bill Kreutzer, the first Forest Ranger to be ap​pointed, had to fight not only the trespassers and thieves, but his own superior officer, who did his best to prevent an honest and effective public servant from doing his duty, even to the extent of trying to get him killed.

This is the first part. After it comes the story of the new day, when Kreutzer and his superiors in the Forest Service were working for the same objectives, with the same understanding, and in the same spirit, and getting results. In this second part the ruling purpose was no longer somebody's political advantage, or somebody's chance to make money out of breaking the law, but “the greatest good of the greatest number for the longest time,” as Secretary Wilson put it in his famous letter to the Chief Forester on the day the Secretary put the Forest Reserves in his charge.

Bill Kreutzer's struggle to clean up the mess is by far the most vital part of his story. I am glad it has been told, for in these days, when the National Forests stand high in public esteem and support, we are apt to forget both what it took to put them where they are, and the men who made the fight that had to be made to do it.

The part Bill Kreutzer played in that fight won him promo​tion, first to Forest Supervisor, and then to District Forest Inspec​tor. What is far more, his loyalty and steadiness, his courage and common sense, won him the respect and affection of the Forest Service, as fine a body of men as ever served under this or any other Government. He who has that has not lived his life in vain. 
[image: image1.png]


*I.e., up to the date of this letter. L.S.
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I

Forest Ranger No. 1
THE OFFICIAL LIFE OF WILLIAM RICHARD KREUTZER, the first forest ranger to be appointed in Colorado, and the first or one of the first to be appointed in the United States, began in August, 1898. For two years before that time, Billy (as he was called) had worked for H. H. Metcalf on a large ranch about twenty miles south of Denver.

Two days prior to his appointment, Billy rode slowly down the Plum Creek trail toward the ranch. Usually, when riding in from the range, his cow-horse was fanning the breeze down the trail, but today he let it choose its own gait, for he was deep in thought. For the third time that day, he pulled a letter from his pocket and reread it as he rode.

The letter was from his father, Edward D. Kreutzer, whose ranch lay several miles westward on Indian Creek. It told of the Government's recent decision to man and administer this area, the Plum Creek Timber Land Reserve, and the other Federal Reserves established earlier in that decade by Presidential pro​clamation.

After a seven-year evasion of the issue, Congress had appro​priated $75,000 for that purpose. Colonel W. T. S. May, a Civil War veteran and then a Denver attorney, was to be Forestry Superintendent for Colorado. He wanted range riders—forest rangers, they were to be called—to patrol the forests, put out forest fires, and check the otherwise wasteful destruction of tim​ber on the Federally controlled lands.

“It looks like a job with a future to it, Billy. Why don't you look into it?” his father had concluded.

Following a habit he had formed while riding alone, Billy said aloud, “It looks good to me, too. I think I'll do just that.”
As he topped a rise on the trail, he reined in his mount and looked westward across the Plum Creek Reserve. He knew that country well—every mountain, every cañon. He had grown up among them, and for years (probably because of his father's concern) he had been perturbed about the wasteful destruction of timber on the area. And there certainly was need for concern, for the voracious axe of the timber cutter had prevailed without restraint over the whole region for forty years. It had almost destroyed the once-verdant forest cover; and what few trees remained were slowly but surely being consumed by forest fires that burned continually during the summers in one place or an​other. Even now, he could see a dozen wisps of smoke from those fires.

Again he spoke aloud, “It's a cinch something ought to be done about it. I guess it's up to me to tackle it.”
Thoughtfully, he folded the letter, straightened up in the saddle, and pocketed the envelope. Then, his thoughtful mood vanished. He whacked his horse with his sombrero and tore off down the trail. The mettlesome animal raced until it felt its rider's exuberant spirits subside, then slowed to its customary rocking-chair lope. And Billy, with his compact one hundred sixty-five pounds swaying rhythmically to the movements of the horse, rode on, happy in the decision he had reached.

“I think this is the break I've been looking for,” was his final thought and comment on the subject before he broke into song, another thing he often did as he rode alone.

As he neared the ranch, his youthful energy again popped off, and, hat in hand, blue eyes alight, brown hair flying in the wind, he dashed into the Metcalf barnyard. The practical old cowman stood in the barn doorway. Quietly, he inquired why Billy was in such a hurry.

Billy stepped from the saddle and laughingly replied, “I wasn't in a hurry, Mett. It was Blue. For some reason, he always seems anxious to get back to the oat bin.”
With a glint of humor in his eyes, Metcalf said he suspected that it was Billy rather than Blue who was anxious to get back to the feed-box. Young Kreutzer laughed, led the horse inside, unsaddled and fed him, and together the two men turned toward the house. The elder man inquired about the cattle and the con​dition of the range. Billy told him the stock were doing well but the feed was getting short. Metcalf had suspected that it was and said they'd have to move the stock to other range in the near future.

Kreutzer had been wondering how to tell his boss that he was leaving and now saw an opening. He took the letter from his pocket and said, “Mett, I want to read you this letter.”
Metcalf looked surprised but told Billy to go ahead, adding that he hoped it wasn't bad news. The young man grinned, cheer fully admitted that it might be, but soberly said, “It's from Fa​ther.” He then read the letter.

The old rancher listened quietly, but as soon as Billy finished, he burst into a tirade of opposition to what Ed Kreutzer had written. He thought Ed was all wrong, that there wouldn't be any future to the job, that the Government was always going off half-cocked about something or other, that their plan couldn't last because Westerners, like himself, wouldn't support it. He decisively advised Billy to forget the whole thing, for it wasn't worth considering.

As he paused for breath, Kreutzer explosively cut in, “But Father has studied these things; he may be right!”
Metcalf scouted the suggestion; he admitted that Ed was usually level-headed, but in this instance he had gone astray. He went on for several minutes, trying to dissuade Billy, but seeing the determined expression on the young man's face, he stopped talking.

“Maybe you're right, Mett,” Billy gravely replied, “but Fa​ther thinks well of it; he's advised me to look into it and I think I shall. If you can give me my time, I'll go to Denver Monday and talk to Colonel May about the job.”
The rancher again remonstrated and they discussed the mat​ter more fully. Metcalf used many arguments to try to induce Billy to stay with him, but at length, realizing that he couldn't sway the young man's fixed purpose, he finally gave up, and they went on to the house.

Preparatory to the Denver trip, Billy arranged his affairs the next day, and again discussed the proposed change. At the con​clusion of their talk, Metcalf told Kreutzer he hated to see him go, for he had been a good hand.

Billy thanked the cowman and then said, “You've treated me fine, Mett, and I hate to leave, but there's something about this idea of fighting forest fires that stirs my blood.” He waved a hand westward. “Fires are destroying timber and grass back there right now. For a long time, I've wanted to do something about it. Now, maybe I can.”
Metcalf told him to hop to it if that was what he wanted. Also, that with his savvy of the out-of-doors, he ought to have no trouble in landing the job. The stalwart old pioneer then pulled his mustache and concluded his remarks with a droll statement something like this: “There's always a future in running cows, Billy. If the job don't pan out, come back to the ranch.” Kreutzer again thanked him, and said, “If I can't talk Colonel May out of a ranger job, I'll be glad to come back.”
Daylight was chasing the shades of night over the western horizon when Billy started for Denver. Freshly shaved and cleanly clad, he still wore his beloved old sombrero and his boots and spurs, that part of a cowboy's garb which must be worn wherever and whenever he rides. But the six-shooter he usually carried when riding the range had been left behind. He was a bit uncertain about Colonel May's reaction to the need for it.

He arrived in Denver about eleven, tied Blue to a hitch rail near the Union Block on Sixteenth Street and, with some trepi​dation, walked toward the building. He had learned from Metcalf that May's office was there. He paused before the sign, “W. T. S. May Attorney at Law,” made one last grab for his self-assurance, and opened the door. A stocky man with black, curly hair, heavy eyebrows, and sweeping mustache, sat behind a desk almost cov​ered with letters and papers. He was busily writing and did not look up.

He looks like General Sheridan, Billy thought, remembering a picture of the General he had seen. He removed his hat and asked, “Are you Colonel May?”
May, still writing, replied that he was, and asked Billy what he wanted. “I want a job as forest ranger,” the young man said quietly and clearly.

The attorney reared back in his chair and stared, almost glared, at the intruder. Then in tones expressing wonder, he asked Billy how in the world he had known where to look for a ranger job, considering that he had only received his appointment as superintendent by wire that morning.

“My father is interested in forestry and such things, Colonel. He knew of the Congressional appropriation and heard that you were to be appointed. He advised me to come and see you,” Billy replied.

May asked who his father was, and after Billy had told him, he repeated the name twice, reflectively, and said he hadn't heard of him. He then asked for Billy's name.

“William Richard Kreutzer. Folks call me Billy,” the young man stated, with a grin, changing his stance from one foot to the other.

May relaxed and smiled. Then with a grin that matched young Kreutzer's, he said that he, also, had been called “Billy” before the Army had prefixed the Colonel to his name. Both men laughed and May told him to drag up a chair and they'd discuss the matter.

Kreutzer moved a chair and gingerly sat down near the Col​onel's desk. May shoved some of the material aside and said that he might have other applications there, but hadn't had time to look at them. Billy, from the edge of his chair, frankly stated, “That's why I came early, Colonel.”
The superintendent smiled at the statement, then brusquely asked if Kreutzer had brought any kind of endorsement. At the applicant's blank stare, he tersely explained that all of the new jobs were to be political appointments, endorsed by party leaders.

Billy arose, picked up his hat, and said he guessed that let him out, but May militantly ordered him to sit down. When Billy didn't comply, he relaxed, smiled, and said he thought sufficient endorsement could be obtained.

“I don't want a political appointment,” Billy positively replied.

May looked at him keenly, ejaculated a “You don't!” seized a pencil and paper, and asked Billy to tell him more about himself. Kreutzer sat down, more confidently this time, and asked the superintendent what he wanted. May told him he wanted to know all there was to tell, but first he wanted to know how he spelled his name. He poised his pencil, expectantly.

Slowly, Billy spelled it out—K-r-e-u-t-z-e-r. “It's an old coun​try name,” he said. “The eu has the sound of oi. My father was born in Bavaria, in the edge of the Alps Mountains. The place was called Fischbackau.”
May wrote, then looked up inquiringly and said that was pos​sibly why the elder Kreutzer was interested in forestry; that people in some of the old countries had been forestry-minded for a long time. Billy told him he knew they were; that his father had told him so. He then explained that his grandfather had held some kind of forestry position and that his father had, at times, worked with him.

The Colonel mumbled something about a chip off the old block as he began to write, but his words faded out and he wrote hurriedly for a few minutes. Then he asked Billy to tell him more about his father's knowledge of forestry, and Billy told of how his father had tried to practice some of the old country methods on his ranch. May cut in and asked just what he had done.

“Well, for one thing, when Father sold timber off his land, he made the sawmiller leave the small trees—all those below twelve inches in diameter—for a future crop,” Billy explained.

May expressed his surprise and appreciation of the fact and said he would have to talk to the elder Kreutzer about it. He then asked Billy's age. Kreutzer told him October 3, 1877, was the date of his birth, and May started to write, paused, tapped the desk with his pencil, then said that Billy wasn't of age. Not that it really mattered, he mused, but—

Hurriedly, the young man broke into his thoughts and low-voiced words. “I'll guarantee to do a man's work if you'll give me the job,” he ejaculated.

The doughty Colonel laughed—a real haw-haw—admitted that he thought Billy could and would do a man's work, then pointedly asked if he thought he could put out a forest fire. Kreutzer, although slightly amused, gravely assured him that he could; that he had put out a lot of them. His family had had to fight like all get-out, twice, to save their timber and their home.

May questioned him about that, a tinge of doubt in his voice, and Billy replied, “Colonel May, a dozen fires are burning out there on Plum Creek Reserve, right now. I put out several small ones last week. The others are destroying timber and grass—”
May crisply cut him off by asking, sternly, why he hadn't put out all the fires, and Billy told him that fire-fighting took time, that he had his own work to do. Then he smiled engagingly at the superintendent and said, “But I know how to put them out, Colonel May. If you'll give me a job, I'll go back and get them all.”
The superintendent wheeled his chair around, faced Kreutzer, and fired several questions about fire-fighting at him. Each of these Billy answered apparently to May's satisfaction, for he relaxed and settled back in his chair. He ran a hand through his hair; he twisted his mustache; a frown knit his brow. A minute or two passed during which time Billy barely breathed.

Then a smile lit up May's face, but the smile faded as he tipped his head to one side and told Kreutzer that he thought he had talked himself into a lot of hard work. For, he went on, he knew a ranger's job would be just that if he took it seriously and did what he was hired to do. He paused and look quizzically at the young man.

“Then you—you're going to—to give me a job,” Billy stam​mered.

May said that he was and political endorsements be damned. He started to write, paused, again cocked his head askance, and in a humorous tone of voice said he hoped that Billy was a good Republican. Otherwise, old man May would catch heck from some of the party leaders when they learned what he had done, he wryly quipped.

Before Billy could reply, May shook a finger at him and said he didn't want to know. He flashed a keen glance at young Kreutzer and said he wanted to think of him as one ranger out in the hills who wasn't tied to the job by political apron-strings, a ranger free to do the things that ought to be done, as he found them.

“Thanks, Colonel,” Billy said, “that's how I'd like to have it.”
May took up a pen and began to write on one of his letter​heads. Billy watched him write, a lump in his throat—a lump he found difficult to swallow when the Colonel handed him the paper, with the stern admonition to take care of it, for as far as he knew it made Billy the first forest ranger to be appointed in the United States. He then grinned and whimsically stated that probably it was the only forest ranger appointment that wouldn't have to have the approval of the United States Senate.

Billy took the paper and thanked Colonel May. He was thrilled and delighted with the success of his venture. Silently, he read the certificate:

Department of The Interior

Office of Supt. of Forests

Denver, Colo., Aug. 8th, 1898 
To Whom It May Concern:

This is to certify that Wm. R. Kreutzer is appointed Forest Ranger in the State of Colorado to protect the public forests from fire or any other means of injury to the timber growing in said reserves.

W. T. S. May

Supt. of Forests

“I appreciate what you've done, Colonel. I'll do my best for you,” Kreutzer managed to say, when he had finished reading the certificate.
May said he had felt sure that Billy would do his best or he wouldn't have hired him. He then asked the new ranger to tell him more about himself and his family. As Billy hesitated, May said he especially wanted to know more about his father's for​estry training.

“He has told me, Colonel,” Billy said, “that he received for​estry training in the schools at Zurich, Switzerland, and Munich, Germany, and afterward worked with Grandfather in the Sihlwald and Schwarzwald Forests of those countries. He came to America when he was twenty, worked for some time in New York, then moved to Titusville, Pennsylvania. He met Mother there and after they were married they moved to Colorado.

“Mother is English. Her name was Jane Keppel. Her father, John Keppel, was a London merchant who came to this country about the same time Father did. He couldn't find a satisfactory location in the East and came to Colorado with Father.”
As young Kreutzer paused, May asked about his education, and Billy told him that he had attended summer school for sev​eral years and his mother had taught him during the winters. Then he had gone to school in Sedalia for two terms, and after​wards, Mr. Whittier, a neighbor, had taught him algebra, civil government, and English. “I'm still studying, whenever I have a chance,” he added.

May asked about his present work, and after Billy had told him about his job with Metcalf, he asked other questions. Kreut​zer explained this and that until May was satisfied. He then arose, thinking the interview at an end, but May arose, too, and in a jocular tone he told Billy that he had learned several things during his years of Army service, one of which was to eat three good meals every day if he could get to them. He turned his head sidewise, squinted one eye, and asked in a low voice, “How is your appetite?”
Billy's natural grin blossomed forth again and he replied, “Colonel, my appetite's good, and I didn't have to go through a war to learn to eat three meals a day.” He laughed with May and followed as the Colonel led the way to the street.

At the Manhattan Restaurant, they ordered steaks, and Kreutzer answered other questions while they waited for the order to be filled. May was anxious to learn conditions on the Reserve where Billy lived and worked, and fired his queries like blasts from a Gatling gun. The new ranger met each with a quiet, sensible answer and May was pleased.

As they finished the meal, May said he was glad that Billy had come in, for he had given him a better picture of what he had to contend with than he might otherwise have obtained. He now realized that he, Billy, and all other appointees of the new service would have their hands full if they saved what was left of the public resources.

He said he hadn't realized just what he was up against when he had accepted the position of superintendent or else he might have refused it. He shrugged his shoulders and opined that he'd try to carry it through, now that he had accepted it. Since he had seen Billy's enthusiastic acceptance of the responsibility, he felt he could accomplish what was expected of him if he could recruit a few more rangers and supervisors with such promise. Kreutzer, sensing his honesty and loyalty to the cause, pledged his support. “I'll try to do my part, Colonel,” he said. And before he parted from May, he asked if he had any definite instructions for him.

May said that Billy should keep some kind of daily record and report weekly on accomplishment; that he would send fur​ther instructions as soon as possible. He then delivered a charge which Billy remembered, word by word, all of his official life: “Right now, I want you to go back to the Plum Creek Reserve, ride as far and as fast as the Almighty will let you, and put out those forest fires. That will be the first duty of you rangers. Other things will follow, but, to me, there is nothing so im​portant.”
The tone of May's voice indicated that the interview was over, so Billy told him he would follow his instructions to the best of his ability, and bade him “so long.” “So long, Billy,” May said. He smiled, but quickly assumed a dour expression and cor​rected himself, “Er—that is—Ranger Kreutzer.” He resumed his likable grin and waved a hand as Billy turned away.

Kreutzer's next concern was to find feed for his horse, and, afterward, he walked down the street to find and purchase a few things he needed. With Colonel May's letter of appointment in his pocket and his last order ringing in his ears, he floated down Sixteenth Street, as if his spurs had turned to wings. He was no longer Billy Kreutzer, ranch hand; he was Wm. R. Kreutzer, a personage—a forest ranger.
Forgetting that he wasn't alone, his pent-up emotions ex​ploded in an exuberant “yip!” Passers-by turned and looked at him in amusement, but he was too engrossed with his own thoughts to notice them.

As soon as possible, he started back to Metcalf's ranch. Out on the road Blue couldn't go fast enough to suit his mood, for he wanted to tell Mett of his good fortune and later, of course, to tell his parents. But he knew what a horse could do and regulated its pace accordingly.

Twilight shadows deepened before he reached the ranch, and from one point on the road he could see the red glare of a forest fire over toward Devils Head. Not till then had the seriousness of the thing he had undertaken broken through the novelty—the glamour of it. For a while the enormity of the job appalled him, but his usual self-confidence soon asserted itself, and he jogged along happily singing a song of the range.

Metcalf came out to meet him upon his arrival at the ranch and questioned him about his success. Billy told him that he had been appointed as a forest ranger, and showed him his letter of appointment. The old stockman swore softly, saying that he had feared and expected as much.

But he congratulated Billy, rustled him something to eat, and talked with him far into the night. The young ranger's enthu​siasm was contagious, and finally the older man told him that he had been thinking about the matter all day. He could see the need for what the Government was proposing, but couldn't see much chance of its success until he'd heard Billy spout off. Now he felt that if May could find enough fellows like Billy, he might put it across.

He clapped a hand on Kreutzer's shoulder as a friendly ges​ture, and said he hoped the new service could do something about the forest fires. Billy said he was sure that they would because there was so much need of it. Metcalf agreed. “We've all been mighty careless and neglectful with our forests; I reckon it's about time the Gover'ment took a hand. Count on me for what help I can give.”
“Thanks, Mett,” Billy said. “We'll need all the help we can get, if we bring this country back to what it was originally—to what it was when Captain Pike first saw it.”
Metcalf grinned and reckoned that it would take longer than Billy's lifetime to do that, but, as someone had said, it was a star to which he could tie his horse. He yawned, arose, and said they'd better roll in, because he knew that Billy would want to jump on those fires early tomorrow.

Tired but happy, the young ranger bade him goodnight.
II
Fire, The Destroyer
AFTER AN EARLY BREAKFAST ON THE MORNING OF his second official day, Ranger Bill Kreutzer (as he soon became known) bade farewell to the Metcalf family and started home​ward. He was anxious to tell his parents and his brothers and sisters of his good fortune. He knew that they, especially his father, would be pleased—would rejoice to know he had entered upon a career so nearly in keeping with the family tradition.

As Blue galloped easily along the Sedalia-Deckers road, Bill thoughtfully considered the job ahead of him. Colonel May had not tied him down to any given point; he was privileged to come and go wherever and whenever he pleased on the Plum Creek Reserve. To best accomplish the work at hand it might be better to get right out in the woods where the fires were, instead of working from some specific location.

Should he follow that procedure, he would need two things— a light, portable camp outfit and a pack horse to transport it. The latter was no problem as he had three horses besides the one he rode, but camp equipment was another thing; he didn't have an article of that kind. Fortunately, he wouldn't need much— just bare necessities, and these he would borrow until he could buy them. Perhaps his mother could help him out until he had more time to consider the matter fully.

He had asked about fire-fighting tools and May had told him that tools would be forthcoming, but for the present he would have to provide what was needed. In previous experiences, when he had helped his father fight forest fires that had threatened their home, they had used axes and shovels to build fire line and buckets of any kind to carry water, if it was available for use. He was sure he could find these articles somewhere in the neigh​borhood and wasn't greatly concerned about it.

As he approached the head of Jarre Cañon, he smelled smoke and soon came to a small fire burning beside the road. He dis​mounted, broke a bushy limb from a tree, and whipped out the blaze. He'd often done the same thing before, as a matter of course, but this time it seemed different; now, it being a part of his responsibility, the job of suppression assumed a new significance. He felt a sense of duty he had not known heretofore.

Very carefully, he went over the burned area, extinguishing hot embers here and there till he was sure the fire was dead out. And, whereas he had seldom if ever given a thought to the cause of a fire, he now tried to ascertain that fact. But there was not the slightest clue; a smoker, passing by, had probably thrown away his unextinguished match.

He wiped the perspiration from his hot brow, mounted, and rode on, taking the trail that crossed the first ridge of the Front Range to Indian Creek. From a high point on the trail, he could see smoke from other forest fires, and he knew he was going to have hard work suppressing some of them. But he had asked for it; now, it was up to him to make good. Somewhat impatiently, he urged Blue to a faster gait, for, once committed, he was anxious to get after them.

Surprised to see him arrive so unexpectedly, his brothers and sisters raised a clamor which brought his father from the barn and his mother from the house. The entire family gathered around him, and, after the usual greetings had been exchanged, he told them of his new job and produced his letter of appoint​ment. This act brought cries of delight from the younger mem​bers of the family, another kiss from his mother, and another warm handclasp from his father.

“I'm glad you did it, Billy,” his father said. “It may be the beginning of a career that could bring you happiness and success.”
“I liked the idea as soon as I read your letter, and, after I'd thought about it for a week, I decided to try for the job. Mett tried to talk me out of going to Denver, but I stood pat. Now, I'm glad I did.”
His mother asked him about the trip to Denver, and he told in considerable detail of his visit to Colonel May's office, of May's humorously worded invitation to dinner, and of his interest in the forestry training of the early Kreutzers. He turned to his father and said, “Colonel May is greatly concerned about the ter​rible conditions he has seen along the Front Range. He wants to do something about it. He is also interested in preserving our timber and water and grass. I told him about your knowledge of forestry work in Germany, and he wants to talk to you about that and other things.”
“I'm glad he is that kind of a man,” the elder Kreutzer replied. “I feared he might not be concerned about conditions here; so many political appointees aren't. Some day I'll make it a point to see him.”
Stocky, sturdy Edward Kreutzer had been born and raised in the forested mountains of Bavaria. There he had absorbed the theory that trees were essential to life—that forests must be zeal​ously protected and perpetuated. His forest-minded father had taught him the basic principles of forestry, but he had chosen as his trade the construction of willow ware, furniture, and the care of commercial willows.

After his arrival in America, he worked for some time in the nurseries of New York State, then moved to the oil fields of Pennsylvania. He met Jane Keppel at Titusville. She, like him​self, sang in the village choir, and, very naturally, their romance culminated in marriage.

Shortly thereafter, the Kreutzer and Keppel families moved westward in search of land. With other families they attempted to homestead in the Bear River Valley of western Colorado. The Ute Indians objected to their colonization plans and drove them out; so they recrossed the Continental Divide and settled in this little valley atop of the Front Range. Here, conditions were not quite so primitive but were hard enough.

In this rough environment Edward and Jane Kreutzer built a home, developed a cattle ranch, and started a family. In the course of events, Jane again answered the call of motherhood. She was attended only by her husband and a neighbor, Mrs. Breese. It was a wild, stormy, October night, and their newly-constructed house was unfinished and let in the snow. Neverthe​less, the child—a boy—arrived safely, and his lusty cries, blend​ing with the howl of wolves in the surrounding woods, added a new note to the clamor and fury of the storm.

Here, among the hardships of pioneer life, Billy Kreutzer grew to young manhood, ably assisting his father and brothers to conquer the wilderness. He fought with willows that had to be cleared away before crops could be planted. He operated the crude machinery used in the planting and harvesting of crops. He used the flail and the fan to thresh and clean wheat; took it to the mill and brought back flour. He broke wild horses and herded cattle on the range. He was full of the resourcefulness that comes from such a life.

And here from his father, he learned many things about trees and forests and some of the principles of forestry at first hand. His father had sold timber to the McAlpins, and they had set up a mill. In the cutting agreement Edward Kreutzer in​serted a clause which specifically stated that trees under twelve inches in diameter should not be cut.

Thus a practice which contained a fundamental necessary to satisfactory timber cutting was initiated in Colorado. It is used extensively now, and foresters of the Nation call it sustained yield.

Moreover, Bill fought forest fires when they threatened the Kreutzer holdings, an act which would aid him in his future calling, although undreamed of at the time. All in all, his was the best training obtainable to qualify him for the hard life of a forest ranger—the life he was to follow for so many years.

With Colonel May's order to “put out those forest fires” still ringing in his ears, young Kreutzer lost no time in getting at the job. At his father's suggestion, he did not immediately take to the kind of life he had contemplated earlier in the day. Close by on Garber Creek a fire had been burning for some time. This and other fires could be fought more easily and successfully from the ranch, Edward Kreutzer advised; and, in the meantime, Bill could be accumulating the things he needed for his nomadic life in the forests.

The young ranger readily agreed to the proposal, and, with an axe and a shovel from his father's supply, he went out to attack the closest fire. Single-handed in a day, working till dark, he controlled the fire by direct attack, as he had fought the one in Jarre Cañon. In another two days, he corralled the fire by clearing a pathway entirely around the edge of it and by shovel​ing all inflammable material from the cleared strip. On the fourth day, using an old pail from his mother's milk-house, he drenched the hot embers with water from a stream close by and had the fire completely out.

He returned to the ranch tired and hungry, but happy over the successful conquest of the fire. His joy, however, was short- lived. The news of his appointment as a forest ranger had spread rapidly, and several neighbors from Garber Creek came in to talk about the fire there. They had heard that he had been hired by the Government to put out fires and wondered why he hadn't got at it.

Bill told them what he had done since his appointment and asked why they, themselves, had not tried to extinguish the fire. One of the men replied that the fire hadn't been dangerous until yesterday and another said they'd expected rain before this.

That, Bill knew, was the attitude of the public. It was a universally accepted fact, even among the residents of these mountains, that a forest fire had to burn itself out. Until now, the idea of trying to put out a forest fire until it became a menace to private property had not been seriously considered. What if it did burn a few trees? There were plenty more, was the general opinion.

Kreutzer told the visitors that he intended to jump on that fire early the next morning, and asked how many of them would help him.

One of the men immediately reminded him that he had been hired to put out the fires.

Bill laughed and told them they knew darned well that one man alone couldn't put out a fire of that size; if they wanted it put out, they'd have to help do it.

Another man asked if they would be paid for the work, and Bill explained that whatever they did must be done free, that sometime the Government might pay for such work, but now they'd have to donate their time. In this case, they would have to do it to save their homes; so why not give it a try under his direction? The men talked it over among themselves, and one of them asked Bill if he thought they could put it out.

Bill answered that they could; he had learned much on the other fire, and he told them what he proposed to do. They would stop the spread of the flames with a direct attack; then, when the danger to their homes had been eliminated, they would circle it with a control line, hold it within that line, and let it burn itself out. His enthusiasm and his apparent knowledge of what to do was convincing, and the men agreed to meet him at day​break to attack the fire.

Before they had it completely extinguished, weather condi​tions grew worse. The extreme dryness of the season brought on more critical fire conditions and other fires sprang up. Although he worked almost day and night, Bill couldn't get to them fast enough. Forsaking his first policy of putting a fire completely out, he hurried from place to place, controlling the most danger​ous or damaging blazes. Personally, or with enlisted help, he returned later and finished the job. Also, from necessity, he learned to extinguish newly started fires quickly, thereby saving time and energy.

He had everything under control when a large fire developed overnight down toward the South Platte River, and there Bill had his real initiation into fire-fighting, for it immediately crowned. A crown fire is one in which the blaze climbs to the treetops and runs before the wind, and they are usually terrible and terrifying spectacles. Fortunately for Bill, this one made only a short run before the wind subsided, and he was able, with help from the aroused and frightened residents, to head it off. Within a week, they had controlled, corralled, and completely extinguished the blaze.

Kreutzer, jubilant over his success, thought he might rest a day, but a fire broke out on Casey Hill, and it was necessary for him to rush over there. He found two fires within shooting distance of each other and had to control both before starting the work of mopping up.

Conditions surrounding these fires made Bill think that they had been purposely set, but he could find no proof of it. A year later, he learned that they were incendiary fires. A disgruntled rancher, dissatisfied with the Government's policy of hiring for​est rangers, told a neighbor that he'd wanted to give the damned rangers something to do.

Before Bill finished the Casey Hill job, a more serious fire broke on Russell Creek. Again the fire crowned before he got to it, but he mustered a number of settlers and attacked it. Work​ing almost day and night, they controlled it in five days and practically hemmed it in. Then he had to let the volunteer crew finish it, for a message from May called him away. Taking the telegram from the messenger, Bill read: “Repair to fire near Palmer Lake and put it out. May Supt of Forests”
Palmer Lake was thirty miles away in the direction of Colo​rado Springs, and from his knowledge of the country, Bill knew it must be on another district, possibly, on another Reserve, the Pikes Peak.

So, with fires needing his attention here, he was somewhat mystified at the order to go to that one. But he learned afterward that the smoke was being blown straight to Denver, and the newspapers were wanting to know the whereabouts of the recently appointed and considerably advertised forest rangers. May hadn't been able to locate the ranger responsible for fires in that area, therefore his call to Kreutzer.

Today, anyone who drives down the scenic Rampart Range Road toward the beautiful city of Colorado Springs can look down on the place where this fire was raging through the trees. Before Bill got to it after considerable night riding, he met an​other ranger, Jerry Shoemaker, who, like himself, had been detailed to the fire because the ranger responsible could not be found. Jerry wore long red mustachios and side whiskers; he had been, previously, a marshal at Palmer Lake, and was on his way there now to secure grub for his fire-fighting crew.

A little farther along, Bill found the crew of four men in an old cabin playing cards, while near by the fire burned briskly. He tried to get them out on the fire line, but they would not work until Jerry returned with something to eat. This made Bill angry; so he left them and went to look after the fire—to find the proper place to begin the fight. Before Jerry returned, Bill found bough beds where the men had been sleeping on the job. He inquired and learned that they had slept at night despite the fact that the hours of the night, especially the early morning hours, afforded the best chance of mastering the flames.

Bill hadn't slept much during the past month and this evi​dence of mismanagement again aroused his ire. However, he realized that night work was unnatural to these men, and he knew he would have to teach them how to evaluate its worth. He knew (if they didn't) that a forest fire, like a person with a fever, has a rising and falling pulse, that at night the cool air and the falling dew lower the temperature, and that just before sun​rise a fire usually burns feebly. That, then, is the time to do the most effective control work.

In the end he got the crew on its toes, and brought the fire under control after an exhaustive fight and a near tragedy. While they trenched a fire line along one side, the fire front was caught in a shifting wind, came roaring down upon them, and cut off retreat.

Bill scouted the area already burned over, found its least dangerous side—a place where the fire had burned low—and told the men they would have to go that way if they got out of the trap. They wallowed in a wet bog to reduce the inflammability of their clothes and then rushed through the fire. All escaped, but most of them suffered burns. Bill still carries scars from burns received there, and Jerry Shoemaker's flaming whiskers, much to his sorrow, were almost destroyed.

After the fire was controlled, Bill (as was now his custom) searched for the cause of the fire. He found that the fire had started at several places; in some instances it had gone out after a short run. He found tracks of a horse beside these fires, and upon close inspection, the surface debris and vegetation showed that something had been dragged along the ground. Later, he picked up a partially burned rag that smelled of kerosene, and could easily visualize what had happened—some one on a horse had dragged a bundle of burning rags through the woods.

Leaving a few men to patrol the fire line, Bill sent the others home and set out to find the horse that had been used. It had been a small animal and had left an odd-shaped track. A left hind shoe was loose or broken, and he thought he could track down an animal so definitely marked. And he did find the animal in a near-by village; a small mare that left the identical track seen at the fire.

He hunted up the owner and boldly accused him of setting the fire. The man denied the charge, but, watching him closely, Bill was sure that he was guilty. But without proof he could do nothing, even when he learned that the man had been refused a forest ranger job and was very bitter about it. He reported the facts to higher officials, but they said the evidence wasn't strong enough to support the case and told him to drop it.

As Kreutzer was leaving the scene of the fire after his last inspection of it, Andy Templeton, the forest ranger in charge of that district, appeared. He was greatly amazed to learn of the fire; he hadn't known a thing about it. Bill was greatly provoked at his apparent inattention to duty, and sternly asked where he had been. Rather hesitantly, Andy told him that he'd been down to his home in Colorado Springs, attending a flower show. Indig​nant at his lack of responsibility, Bill reproved him for leaving his forests when the fire danger was so great. Andy seemed ashamed of his actions, but wasn't greatly concerned about the fire, as Bill learned after a few minutes of conversation. Too vexed to speak the usual “so long,” he turned his horse homeward.

A few weeks afterward, Bill put out another fire on an ad​joining district, sought out the ranger to tell him about it, and found the man at his headquarters, half clothed, a bottle of wine at his side. Still later, he had to go in search of a ranger (a mere boy) who had disappeared. After a long search, he found the youth and took him home to his parents. On his first venture into the woods, he had become confused and couldn't find his way back to his headquarters camp.

Rangers of this type formed a majority of the group ap​pointed under the first Congressional authorization. The failure of these irresponsible, political appointees to take their jobs seriously was the curse of the early days of the Service. They had little interest in the job itself, no sense of duty, no love of service, no concern for the forested domain they had been hired to pro​tect. A ruinous seven-year period was to elapse before Congress corrected the shameful condition.

After Kreutzer's return from the Palmer Lake fire, he was constantly on the go, trying to control the fires on his district. As soon as possible, he got the situation in hand; then, day after day, he rode patrol, watching for fires and trespass. He climbed to high elevations to look over all the visible area carefully for smokes from possible forest fires. Devils Head, the well-known lookout station on the present Pike National Forest, was one of the points he used.

Standing on its topmost crag for the first time, he looked at the devastated lands around him. He thought of the words his father often used, “It's a sin and a shame, Billy,” and realized how true they were. Why had the Government waited so long? Why hadn't they stopped this wasteful cutting and burning years ago?

His eyes turned toward Pikes Peak, majestically enthroned before him. The interjacent hills had been very different in ap​pearance when Captain Zebulon Pike first saw them in 1806, he imagined. Undoubtedly, at that time, an unbroken forest cover extended from foothills to timber line; now, there was unlimited devastation.

As he gazed on the gigantic mountain named for the fearless explorer, the magnitude of the task the Government had under​taken stole over him. It seemed as colossal as the mountain had seemed to Pike—almost beyond accomplishment. Yet strangely, he was not afraid; he had grown up with Nature and knew her recuperatory habits. By hook or crook, he would save what tim​ber there was left from fire, he would stop the illegal cutting of timber, and then let Nature take her course. A century or two hence, she would restore the land to its former fruitfulness.

Two years later, during the summer of 1900, from that point, Bill discovered another fire near by, and he secured assistance, extinguished it, and turned in the usual report. His work and his report were highly praised by Supervisor Steinmetz in a letter which is here partly given.

Pine, Colo., July 27th, 1900. 
Wm. R. Kreutzer, Esq.,

Forest Ranger,

Sedalia, Cob.

Dear Sir:

I am in receipt of 3 applications for grazing permits, James D. Jamison's application for ranger, and your com​prehensive and elegant fire report of fire near Devils Head. I am delighted with your work, and that you were able to get volunteers. I shall forward this report with my monthly report on fires to the Dept.

The words comprehensive and elegant as applied to the fire report, are brimful of meaning, and in using them Supervisor Steinmetz revealed Bill Kreutzer's character more clearly and fully than a whole page of direct praise might have done.

III
Trespass, Another Problem
BEFORE BILL KREUTZER'S APPOINTMENT AS FOREST ranger, he had talked occasionally with his father about the serious conditions along the Front Range. Now, as he sought to remedy those conditions, they often discussed them at great length. For two hundred miles on the hills and mountains that form the rampart of the Rockies, the original timber stand was slowly but surely vanishing.

The fur trader, the prospector, the settler had needed wood for their fires, logs for their cabins, lumber for their buildings. Miners required timbers for their mines; railroad crews must have ties and timbers for bridges; all helped themselves to the abundance of trees around them. More recently, the commercial timber cutter and sawmill operator were completely denuding the hills, slashing at the forest indiscriminately, with no thought of their wasteful methods.

They left behind them hillsides covered with debris which were potential firebrands for the demon FIRE. Not that HE needed to do much about it; man's carelessness was enough. Fishermen smoked in the woods and threw down their matches. Settlers burned the brush from their clearings. Lumber crews burned the waste from their cuttings to get rid of it. Hunters failed to put out their campfires. Engine drivers took their en​gines into the forests, belching sparks. In these instances and in a hundred other ways, the trees of the forest were exposed to HIS devastating flames.

Edward Kreutzer had long been indignant about conditions; to him this waste of timber was sacrilegious. He talked, he plead​ed, he urged men to cut timber properly, to save the unused trees from fire. Moreover, he wrote to the Commissioner of the Gen- oral Land Office, told of what was happening, and asked him to intervene in the matter, but his plea fell on deaf ears. “It's a sin and a shame,” he said over and over again, when he saw flagrant abuses perpetrated.

Because of the calamitous conditions which prevailed here and elsewhere in the West, by the end of the 1880's, Ed Kreutzer's voice was only one of thousands crying for relief. Their feeble plaint became a rumble and increased to a roar that reverberated across the continent. Congress could no longer ignore their com​plaints; by the Act of March 3, 1891, it authorized the President to withdraw certain lands from settlement and set them aside as Timber Land Reserves (afterwards called Forest Reserves, and still later, National Forests).

President Benjamin Harrison established the first Reserve by proclamation on March 30 and followed this with other reserva​tions, Plum Creek Timber Land Reserve being the sixth. Presi​dent Cleveland established other Reserves, but Congress did not provide for their administration until seven years after the orig​inal Act. On June 4, 1897, it appropriated $75,000 to be spent for that purpose, as before mentioned.

The new administrative unit of the Government, which the Act created and its authorization financed, was known as the Forest Reserve Service of the General Land Office. It was charged with the protection and administration of the public resources on the thirty Reserves now existing, and on any estab​lished thereafter. Superintendents, supervisors, and rangers were appointed, and a measure of relief, especially from forest fires, was obtained.

Yet for a few years the Service was so powerfully dominated, politically, that many incompetent men were hired. Proper ad​ministration of the Reserves by such a force was impossible, but its existence marked a beginning, a turning point in the adminis​tration of the Nation's timberlands. The regulations formulated by the Commissioner's office had the force of law, but seldom were they enforced. The early forest rangers had no police pow​ers, and, after they were granted, few of them dared to face a public so wholly antagonistic.

Orderly management was not secured for several years, in fact, not until reorganization of the Service was effected in 1905. Yet the presence of an occasional forest ranger, keeping watch for incendiary fires, prosecuting a miscreant once in a while, put​ting out small fires, marshaling now and then a force to fight the large fires, pouncing upon an illegal timber cutter, produced immediate and gratifying results.

Soon other fires engaged Kreutzer's attention, one of which broke out near the Smith sawmill at the foot of the Front Range. By the time he got to it, the fire was raging over the land from which the sawmiller had cut timber, and he had not raised a hand to stop it. Bill went to him at once and asked for help to suppress the fire.

The sawmill operator asked Bill what right he had in the matter, and Bill explained that he was working for the Govern​ment and it was his duty to put out all fires in the woods.

Smith told Kreutzer he was sticking his nose into things that he shouldn't and had better stop doing so, or he would get it knocked off. Bill answered that perhaps he might, but in spite of that risk he must follow his instructions and put out the fire; then he again asked Smith for help.

Smith, now peevish at Bill's persistence, told him where he could go. Bill, however, stayed and argued with him, gave him reasons why it was good policy to keep fires out of the timber, why, in the long run, he and everyone else would benefit by saving small trees to grow into a future crop. After several hours of steady insistence, he broke down Smith's resistance and had him and the whole crew out on the fire line that afternoon.

In the neighborhood Bill found a childhood friend, Old Jim Brennon. Jim had once hauled the Kreutzer's household goods out into an open meadow when forest fire threatened their home. He was now working for the railroad and had four mules and a large plow. Bill had handled a plow of this kind in clearing land and knew what could be done with it; so he talked Jim into coming over with his outfit, and, together, they plowed several furrows around the fire. It was a strenuous job, but it did the work of a hundred men in corralling the fire. This was probably the first plowed fireline, a procedure which became common practice as the years advanced.

Jim told Bill that everybody in the neighborhood thought that Smith had started the fire to cover up his illegal cutting of timber. Bill suspected that this was true, but he had no proof of it and couldn't find any. So he ignored the issue and talked long and convincingly to Smith about saving a part of the timber for a future crop and as a prevention against erosion. His powers of persuasion prevailed, and there were no more fires or trespass at that mill.

While land trespass on the Reserve wasn't as prevalent as timber trespass, it was bad enough. Bill found that the public lands were used for almost everything by the settlers. He found fences, cabins, sawmills, ditches, horse corrals, cow pastures, gar-den patches, hayfields, and many other things on his district.

The Government had not theretofore prohibited the use of public land for such purposes, and when Bill asked the users to vacate or secure permits for the use of the land, he was met with derision and sometimes with hostility. Squatters, who considered the lands they occupied as homes, were the most bitter objectors to the new policy, and settlement of such trespasses was a long- drawn-out affair.

An outfit known as the Browns had bought and were cutting timber on State lands. Survey lines were poorly marked and the limits of these lands were not readily recognized. Brown made no effort to run out the lines, but cut wherever he found the best timber.

Kreutzer suspected that some of the cutting was on Reserve land, hunted for section corners of the General Land Office sur​vey, found them and ran out the lines. Some of the cutting was on Government land, and he told the cutters this and showed them the survey lines to prove it. He told them to stay off the Reserve, counted stumps of the trees already cut, and, afterwards, made a full report to the supervisor.

Nothing came of the report, and, when Bill came that way two weeks later, he found that the Browns were still cutting over the line. They had completely ignored his orders, and he knew he must do something about it if he expected to exercise any kind of authority thereafter.

The crew had gone to their headquarters a mile away for dinner; so Bill untied his lash rope, placed all their axes and saws on top of his pack, retied his diamond hitch, and went on his way. Ten miles from the cutting area, he cached the tools. Again, he reported the unlawful depredations and told of the removal of Brown's tools. “This,” he gleefully told the supervisor, “ought to cure them of their bad habits!”
But instead of commendation, he received a scathing call-down: he had no authority to do a thing like that; he must return the tools at once and apologize. Half expecting such a reply, he was not surprised, but he did not take the tools back or make an apology. Instead, he sent word indirectly to the Browns that their tools could be found at a certain place and that other reprisals would be more stringent if they continued their illegal activities. His tactics were successful; that trespass on Reserve land was not continued.
The incident, however, was not without its aftermath. One day he was riding a trail in that vicinity, and a bullet whizzed by close to his head. He rolled from his saddle and sought shelter behind a large tree. Four more bullets struck near him, and the boom that followed each shot told him they had come from a large rifle, fired from a spot some distance away. He had only his six-shooter with him, but ascertaining as best he could the spot whence the shots came, he elevated the barrel of the gun and fired every cartridge in it. The shots of his assailant ceased.

Before he went on, Kreutzer dug one of the bullets from a pine tree. He recognized it as ammunition used in a 45-110 Bal​lard rifle, and, afterward, looked for the owner of the gun. He was unable to find a rifle of that calibre, and not till months afterward did he learn that one of Brown's crew had a gun of that size. He subsequently kept his eyes open when in that part of the district, but nothing occurred, and he decided that someone had just tried to scare him a bit.

Another sawmill operator whom Bill reproved for illegal cutting of timber attempted to scare him off by threats. When Bill served notice on him to cease cutting, he told the ranger where he stood; that agents from the General Land Office, in Washington, had just been there. They had been sent in espe​cially to check up on him, and had found everything all right.

Ranger Bill told him he didn't know anything about that, but he did know that he was cutting timber illegally and must stop doing so.

The offender then boasted that he had political friends who would help him, and told Bill to lay off him or he'd lose his job.

Bill told him he knew that could happen, but until he was fired he was responsible for what was done on that part of the Plum Creek Reserve, and concluded by ordering the man to cut no more timber on Government land until it was paid for.

His report on the matter got no immediate results, but the trespasser's political friends must have failed him, too, for the cutting ceased.

Bill soon learned that the railroads thereabouts were politic​ally powerful. They had been permitted, without restrictions, to cut ties wherever they chose, and now they considered it a right. When that right was contested, they brought pressure to bear on the contestant. They kept a representative in that locality to buy ties at any and all times, and consequently tie-hacks were producing a few ties most of the time.

Also, in the canons west of Plum Creek, a few miners were constantly prospecting for gold. Sometimes, tie-making and pros​pecting went hand in hand, and eventually Bill heard of the Farrells, miners from the Coeur d'Alenes of Idaho, who were combining the two activities. According to reports, their cutting was on Government land. Furthermore, the cowmen suspected them of killing some of their cattle for personal use. Bill doubted this, but was convinced that they were trespassers.

He investigated further and learned that the cowmen, in an effort to intimidate the miners, had sent a message, which at first glance seemed to bear the stamp of authority. It read: “Anyone caught cutting timber on Government land will be sent to the United States penitentiary for fifteen years.”
The miners hadn't run to cover as was expected, had correct​ly determined the source of the message, and had promptly sent back a reply: “No ten United States officers, or cattlemen, can take us alive. Tom and Mark Farrell.”
The cattlemen, also politically influential, sent the note to Government officials in Denver, and in a short time Bill received notice to meet one of them at Sedalia on a certain date; together, they would ride to the scene of the tie-cutting activities and investigate them.

Kreutzer met the official as requested, but that individual told him immediately that he would have to cancel the trip; im​portant matters made it imperative that he return to Denver by the next train.

“But those fellows are cutting Government timber; we ought to do something about it at once,” Kreutzer contended.

The other man impatiently replied that they would do it, but later.

Bill continued to argue—the men had threatened them, they ought to go immediately. If it was all right with the other man, he would go up and look over the situation, today. The official told him to go ahead, to find out what he could, but to be careful; if he wasn't cautious, he might get shot.

Official consent was what Bill wanted; he didn't care about the other's failure to go with him, but he wondered why the man had changed his mind so suddenly after his arrival. Had the bloodthirstiness of the miners reached him and influenced him to forgo the investigation? If so, he knew he would be better off alone.

In their report, the cowmen had intimated that Government agents would ignore the case because the Farrells were such tough customers. He wanted to show them that one Government official wasn't afraid to tackle anyone who was violating the regulations of the Service; so alone he started out. He wore his new Smith & Wesson six-shooter at his hip, for there might be trouble if the tie-hacks failed to listen to reason; he hoped not but was prepared for anything that might happen.

Two miles up the cañon, he came to a cabin. At his approach, a grizzled miner came to the door, and Bill asked if he knew the Farrell brothers who lived up that way. The miner said he did, that they lived about three miles further up the gulch. He then asked Bill if he was the forest ranger, and when Bill said he was, the old man advised him to stay away from the Farrells, for they were all set to kill him if he showed up.

When Kreutzer asked why they wanted to do that, the old man told him that they had been making ties and feared they would be sent up for it. Again he advised Bill to go away. Bill thanked the miner, but said that he already knew about the tie- cutting and that he would have to go up and see them about it; then he rode away.

Farther on, he came to another, a newly built, cabin. At his halloo, an old man with white whiskers opened the door. Bill asked if the Farrells lived there, and receiving an affirmative answer, he dismounted. At that moment a stocky, rugged man of thirty appeared in the doorway, a rifle across his arm. He stepped out into the yard, and a younger, more slender man very much like him in dress and appearance, followed.

Kreutzer, tense and watchful, asked, “Are you the Farrell brothers?”
“We are,” was the older man's laconic answer. He, too, was tense and watchful. “What do you want?”
“I am Bill Kreutzer, the forest ranger,” he said, as he dis​played his badge. “I've heard that you have been cutting timber on Reserve land. I want to examine your cutting area to see if that is so. Where is it?”
Tom Farrell, the elder man, pointed and said it was about a mile up that way; then he pointed toward a trail and told Kreut​zer to go ahead. Bill told him that he didn't like to walk in front of men with rifles, and, deciding to force the issue, he ordered them to go ahead.

Somewhat to his surprise, the men started up the trail. He followed, silent and grim, but inwardly pleased; he had won the first victory. But he knew these men were dangerous; if they were scared, as the first old-timer had stated, they didn't show it. He knew he must get command in some way; he must be sure they didn't get the drop on him.

The Farrells stopped after they had gone a short distance up the trail. Tom pointed to an abandoned mine shaft and said that a forest ranger might be interested in it, for plenty of Govern​ment timber had been used there. The brothers walked to the edge and looked in, and Mark, the younger man, invited Bill to come and see it. Kreutzer told them he wasn't interested; he was more concerned about the timber they had cut. His natural sagacity had warned him to stay away and not get close to that yawning hole.

A little farther along they came to an old deserted cabin. Mark suggested that they do some shooting, evidently wanting to see how well Kreutzer could use his gun.

Bill was willing to show them what he could do and readily agreed. “We will use the same gun to make it fair all around,” he suggested.

They agreed, and Tom set his gun up against the cabin. Then, using Mark's rifle, they shot at a sardine can. The shooting was only fair, and as Bill was only interested in emptying the gun, as soon as they had fired the last shot, he got between the men and the other rifle. Seeing their mistake, Tom started for the gun, but Bill stopped him, took up the rifle and ejected the cartridges.

“I'm running this show, now,” he grimly stated. “And you'd better show me the timber you've cut.”
Leaving the rifles beside the cabin, they proceeded and quickly reached the cut-over area. Bill counted the ties and esti​mated the damage. Then he sat down and clearly and reasonably talked with the men about the trespass. The cowmen's threat to send them to the pen was a lot of moonshine; their offense called for no such penalty, he told them. They would have to pay stum​page on the timber and might have to pay a small fine, but it was very probable that the railroad that received the ties would pay the fees and fine. 

By the time they got back to the rifles, friendly relations had been established. Waiting till the men had secured the guns, Bill led off down the trail. He wasn't a bit afraid of the Farrells, now; they were hard and tough on account of the adversities encoun​tered in their youth, but he knew they would conform hereafter to the Reserve regulations.

As they approached the old mine shaft, Tom told Kreutzer that it was lucky he hadn't got close enough to look into it, for they had planned to push him in.

Kreutzer laughed and told them they had missed their chance by not potting him when he rode up. The brothers laughed, too, and Mark said they hadn't done it, because they hadn't wanted the old man to see them do it.

When they reached the cabin, the old man had supper ready, and Tom asked Bill to eat and spend the night with them. Kreut​zer said he would be glad to stay; then grinned and handed Tom his six-shooter. “Stack your guns over in the corner and put this with it,” he said. Tom's answering grin was sufficient evidence to him that the enmity which had existed was gone, and that hereafter Tom Farrell would be his friend.

However, Bill met him only twice after that time. The first time, two years later, he stopped at a cabin in another part of the mountains. Tom was living there and at the moment was facing one of life's crises. His young son was desperately ill, and he wanted to take him to a hospital, but didn't have a cent. Bill had about five dollars with him and he emptied his purse on the table. “Will that help you, Farrell?” he asked.

Tom told him, emphatically, that it certainly would, but he didn't want to take all the money Bill had. Bill insisted that he take it all, and quieted Farrell's protest by saying that he'd get more wages in a day or two.

Two years rolled by; Bill was walking down a street in Cripple Creek, when a passing miner stopped, looked, and hailed him boisterously, with outstretched hand. Again, it was Tom Farrell. He volubly declared he was glad to see Bill, and Bill told Tom he was glad to see him, which was actually the case. They inquired about each other's welfare and talked about their move​ments since they had last met.

After a few minutes, Tom pulled a well-filled purse from his pocket and told the ranger he wanted to repay the five-spot he had borrowed. Bill told him he need not do that as he had not expected him to return it. Maybe he hadn't, Tom agreed, but just the same he wanted to repay the loan. “Why, damn it, Kreutzer,” he exclaimed, “that was the biggest five bucks I ever saw. I'm working in the mines now and making more money than you are. Here's the five and four bits for interest.”

IV
Patrol and Permits
PRESIDENT BENJAMIN HARRISON ESTABLISHED FIVE Reserves in Colorado during the two years following the official Act which authorized him to do so. Two of these—White River and Battlement Mesa—were on the western slope of the Conti​nental Divide, and three—Pikes Peak, Plum Creek and South Platte—on the eastern slope.

Owing to the difficulties arising from the administration of these early Reserves, the tenure of office of most of the personnel as a rule was short. Supervisors and rangers came and went with fitful irregularity. S. H. Standart, the first supervisor appointed by May, was in charge of the South Platte, and also managed the Plum Creek. On September 17, 1899, he listed his rangers as fol​lows: South Platte: C. L. Fitzsimmons, J. D. Depue, W. W. Hoop​er, Louis Busher, A. Epperson, F. B. Keyes; Plum Creek: W. R. Kreutzer, J. B. Shoemaker, J. W. Anthony.

Standart was succeeded by F. J. Steinmetz. Jack Carter, Henry Michaelson, and James Clarke consecutively supervised the Pikes Peak. Transfers of station as well as transfers of authority were frequent, and Bill Kreutzer worked under Standart and Steinmetz at different times.

At one time, Government funds ran low, supervisors' salaries were reduced, and all of them resigned. Following that, all rang​ers except Kreutzer were dropped or furloughed. He alone of all the force was retained to ride patrol over the three Reserves.

For the first time since his appointment, he again seriously considered the wandering life he had anticipated earlier in his Service career. To follow more easily where duty led him, he now outfitted accordingly and took to the woods. His camp outfit and fire tools were packed on one horse, which was led or which tailed his saddle-horse, much as a dog would have followed.

He had an A tent for shelter but used it only when it rained. His bed was a roll of blankets, supplemented some of the time by evergreen boughs systematically piled to form a springy mattress. His cooking utensils consisted of a Dutch oven, two frying pans, and a coffee pot. A few extra clothes, some writing materials and books, and toilette and other accessories completed the outfit.

The forests were vast solitudes to be patrolled by the lone ranger; his home was wherever he unloosed the diamond hitch from his pack. He seldom slept in a house, and rarely did he eat food that he, himself, had not prepared. Usually, it was dough- gods (biscuits made of sour dough), bacon, beans, and dried fruit. It was a manner of life that broke many a romantic youth who undertook it as a way to adventure, but to Bill Kreutzer it was a glory through which he pursued the Holy Grail that symbolized his life purpose. There were others, filled with the same ardor, who followed in his footsteps, but few of them had his zealous and tenacious spirit.

The enlarged assignment eventually led to the Pikes Peak Reserve. There at Greenland, a railroad station just outside the boundary, he found men loading cordwood at night in freezing weather. He quickly investigated, found that the timber had been illegally cut, and ordered the men to unload it from the cars. They objected; they had been cutting timber there for years and didn't intend to stop now.

Bill told them that times had changed, and explained the regulations governing the use of public resources on the Reserves. He suspected that the men were deliberately stealing the wood, but he wanted to turn them from their wrongdoing.

The leader of the crew was not easily convinced. He argued angrily that he and his friends had settled that country and had a right to the timber even though it was on a Reserve.

Bill answered that they had no such right, for the Govern​ment had always owned the timber.

If that was so, why hadn't someone stopped them before, the trespassers inquired.

Bill patiently explained that there had been no public agent with authority here until the Reserve Service was organized.

The man still argued, but in the end, he and his crew un​loaded the cordwood and left it there until the trespass charges were settled.

Thus, alone and unaided, Bill sought to uphold the laws as defined by the Service regulations, and in so doing he became a Nemesis on the heels of wrongdoers within the limits of the Reserve. One day, he met a man leading a span of big, dappled- gray draft horses. He stopped to visit a few minutes, but the man, very contrary to the prevailing custom, didn't. This aroused Kreutzer's curiosity and he followed and asked questions: Were the horses his? Where had he got them? Where was he going?

The man angrily told Kreutzer that it was none of his damned business, and went hurriedly on his way. Bill then reported the case to the county sheriff; a little telephoning revealed that the horses had been stolen, and they were soon recovered.

Weeks afterward, following a similar hunch, Bill looked under a tarpaulin which covered the bed of a wagon, and found four freshly butchered calves. The wagon-owner plausibly claimed ownership of the veal, but, suspecting thievery, Bill again notified the local sheriff. The officer investigated immedi​ately, but, strangely, the veal had disappeared. All his efforts failed to disclose its whereabouts, and because of this, Bill was sure his hunch had been right.

His strict enforcement of the regulations, his cooperation with other law-enforcement officers, his persistent efforts to run down evildoers made him many enemies. Even though he was courteous and pleasant in his dealings with the offenders, he was blamed every time he brought one of them to justice. Many times he was threatened with violence, but he laughed at those who used threats in an attempt to intimidate him, and followed the voice of duty wherever it called.

Little wonder then that he met with disaster. One night he was riding north of Nighthawk, a settlement on the South Platte River, with his pack horse, as usual, following behind. He was late in arriving at a favorite camp ground where there was a plentiful supply of wood, water, and grass, and, feeling none too cheerful that evening, he was humming and occasionally singing a few bars of “Bury Me Not On The Lone Prairie.”
Dolefully but melodiously (his is a good voice), he had just finished the couplet, “In a narrow grave just six by three, we buried him there on the lone prairie,” when the unexpected and dynamic happened. Three men sprang suddenly from the aspen thickets adjoining the road and attacked him. Almost instantly, he was struck on the head with something which rendered him unconscious.

When he recovered consciousness, it was many hours later. He was lying beside the road, and when he sat up the world seemed to revolve about him. His head ached, and he found gashes in his scalp; his face was cut and his nose was bruised. He had bled and the blood had dried on his head and clothes.

He tried to get up but couldn't make it; so he sat there and looked around. His six-shooter lay near by; he had attempted to draw it in self-defense, but his assailants had beat him to it. Also close by was another object—a homemade blackjack of leather filled with shot. This and other weapons had been used to knock him out.

He finally recovered sufficiently to get up and hunt for his horses. They were not far away and a quick inspection showed that nothing had been disturbed. The attack had been directed to him alone, probably in retaliation for some enforcement of the regulations. After his recovery, he tried to run down the per​petrators of the act, without success—all clues had vanished, and he never knew who had attacked him.

Since Kreutzer's appointment, forest fires and timber and land trespass had been his greatest responsibilities. Now, another problem, grazing trespass, demanded his attention. Settlers and transient owners of herds and flocks that grazed on Reserve ranges (like the other trespassers) must obtain a permit. So said the Commissioner of the General Land Office through his agents, the personnel of the Forest Reserve Service.

The order caused the greatest outcry that Western citizens had made. They, the stockmen, had always used the open ranges of the Public Domain without restrictions; why should they be compelled to take a permit now, because a part of those ranges were within the Reserves?

The cattle business of Colorado had developed to a great extent from herds that had trail-hopped from the southern States. In the sixties and seventies, large cattle ranches had sprung up along the river valleys of the plains as a result of those drives. In the seventies and eighties, many smaller ranches appeared in the foothills adjoining the plains, These began to pick up cattle to supplement other forms of agriculture. The land, irrigated by water from the mountain streams, produced large crops of hay, and cattle were necessary to consume it.

Eventually, one of the Charles Goodnight herds swung wide to avoid paying Uncle Dick Wootton's tollgate charges at Raton Pass, and sought a market along the foothills of the Front Range. This was what the ranchers had been wanting, and they pur​chased all the cattle their finances would permit. They turned them on the near-by ranges, and, after crops were harvested, they used the ranches as winter holding and feeding grounds.

Cattle production thrived, and herds increased in numbers and in size. Here, as on the plains, the inevitable followed; soon there wasn't any easily available range except that on privately owned land. All owners who could do so pushed their stock back into the mountain ranges, and there most of them were when administration of the Reserves began.

When Bill took over the supervision of the ranges on his district, he found them more or less despoiled; some were poor, some fair, and others good, according to the availability of each. Only isolated tracts far back toward the Continental Divide were producing a full stand of grass and other forage plants.

The ranger's job in the grazing problem was to secure from each owner a written, signed application for a permit to graze his stock on range within the Reserve. The forms sent to Bill for that purpose were provoking, to say the least. They had been designed for sheep, whereas in that area all the stock were cattle. So on each sheet he had to cross out the word sheep and insert the word cattle. In view of the ill feeling between the two classes of stockmen, it was a blunder that well might have been avoided.

This error, however, was negligible compared to another on the same form. A certain paragraph bound the owner's cowboys, laborers, and rustlers to help put out forest fires. The cowmen were willing to assume that obligation, but they vociferously objected to the term rustlers. In the vernacular of the West, rus​tlers were cattle thieves, and they resented the insinuation that they employed such persons.

“Them fellers at the head of the Servus don't know much or they wouldn't use the word thataway,” stormed one old cowman. “Just what in tarnation do they mean?”
Bill didn't know what they meant, but he didn't tell that; resourcefulness, one of his chief assets, easily disposed of the question.

“From what I hear,” he convincingly stated, “in the East, a rustler is a fellow who is always doing things—always hustling. The man who made up the forms undoubtedly figured that we had a lot of them out here.”
His answer spread and the cowmen were mollified. Later, he heard the same cowman praise a hired hand by saying, “That hand of mine shore is a rustler.” Throughout the forty-one years of his career, he always remembered the incident whenever he had to meet an emergency.

When he started to secure the applications, he was met with angry protests everywhere he went. Many of the ranchers re​fused to give him the information needed to complete the appli​cation blank, or to sign it.

One rancher wanted to know the purpose of the application, and Kreutzer explained that the Service was starting a sys​tematic form of range management, and to do so they had to know the number of stock that were grazed on the different ranges. The stockman was somewhat appeased, but wanted to know if the ranger was going to try to boss their use of the range.

Bill met this question with a smile, for he knew what the man meant. He told the applicant that the Service was just con​cerned about the range in one way—its condition. If a range was overgrazed because of too many stock on it, someone would have to move to range that was understocked. He was sure that a good cowman could see the wisdom of that, and would comply with his request—there would be no need for him, or any other ranger, to boss them. If they worked with him, in the end, everyone would be benefited.

The rancher dubiously admitted that they might be, and signed the application blank.

Actually, the permit system had been devised in part to over​come the open-range principle that had always held sway. Citi​zens accustomed to using the range freely had come to regard the use as an inherent right, and something had to be done to correct this fallacy—therefore the permit to graze. Under the system, stockmen would learn that their use of the Government- owned rangelands was a privilege, not a right.

Another rancher's first question when Bill presented the form was “What will it cost?” In fact, most of the owners he approached asked that question at some time during the inter​view. Bill told the man that there was no charge, that the permit was required because the Commissioner thought that all the resources within the Reserves should be controlled in some way. The rancher thought it was a darned poor sort of control, and wanted to know what would happen if he didn't get the permit. Bill answered that he didn't know what would be done, but thought that the stockman who didn't comply would have to pay first forestry program. Many individuals never did change, and fought it bitterly to the end of their days.

“Why?” it has been asked. And there seems to be no answer. Probably, if you are an individualist, you will know why. If you aren't, no explanation is possible.

V
Improvised Education
WHEN THE YALE SCHOOL OF FORESTRY WAS ESTAB​LISHED in 1899, it presented new fields of learning to those seeking an education in forestry. Bill Kreutzer, guardian of the forests of Plum Creek Reserve, zealot for the establishment of proper forestry practices in the United States, deeply regretted his in​ability to obtain the training it offered. Even in his boyhood days, he had yearned for knowledge that lay beyond the horizon. The spare time of his youth had been devoted to the study of everything within the limits of his immediate environment. Since becoming a forest ranger, he had spent many hours delving by candlelight into every book he could find that might add to his knowledge.

In his own vernacular, he would have given his shirt to go to Yale, but that was impossible. Two things prevented it: first, he wasn't financially able to do so; second, he couldn't get away from the job. Already, he had become so essential to Colonel May in his superintendency of Colorado forests that he couldn't be spared.

He liked his job, but because he couldn't get the training that seemed necessary for advancement in that field, he occa​sionally thought of other employment—something more profit​able. Such an opportunity grew out of the investigation of the roadside attack near Nighthawk. During that time, he had gone to Denver and talked to General David J. Cook, chief of the Rocky Mountain Detective Association and a romantic and his​torical figure of that day.

Cook had solved many crimes of violence in and around Denver, and Bill wanted his advice. He had several conferences with the General and learned much about the fine art of detect​ing, but nothing that helped him solve the case. In the meantime, Cook had become interested in Bill's ability and invited him to become a member of his staff.

Bill was greatly tempted; he wanted that salary but not that kind of work. He wasn't afraid of the danger it presented, but he didn't like the constant taking of life that the job called for. He asked for time to consider the proposal, which was granted. Before the interview ended, Cook gave him two books, with the admonition:

“Here, Kreutzer, study these. You are an intelligent young​ster and ought to absorb enough wisdom from them to start you out as a first-class detective.”
Bill thanked him and took the books along. They were Hands up, written by the great General Cook, himself, and Crimes and Criminals of America, written by Colonel Jack Trip​lett. The former contained such chapters as “The Capture of the Allison Gang,” “The Farm Hand's Awful Crime,” and “Hanged in a Hog Pen.” In each, the detective always got his man, and, to do this, he always had to be a little faster on the draw than the culprit he was after. He must always “Come Smoking”; six-shooters were made for that purpose, Cook pointed out.

The other book followed much the same pattern; together, they presented a career of romantic adventure far more exciting than that to be found in the solitudes of the Plum Creek Reserve. The prospective life of adventure and the increased remuneration $5.00 per day) were alluring, and, furthermore, the job offered Kreutzer a chance to delve into some of the mysteries around him.

There was the Devils Head mystery, for example. Old Fred Albion had been murdered and his ranch buildings burned on Garber Creek, not far from the Kreutzer home. Another neigh​bor, Dan Eckert, lived on a ranch which adjoined Albion's. There had always been bad blood between them, and Dan was sus​pected, arrested, and tried for the crime. While drinking in a saloon at Sedalia, he had once said that he intended to kill Albion. This, however, was insufficient evidence to convict Eckert, and he was acquitted. Kreutzer had never believed him guilty and had often wanted to run down the murderer.

Then there was the treasure buried by those foolhardy out​laws, the Reynolds Gang, at an earlier day. At the close of the Civil War, they had come up from Texas into the rich mining district of South Park. There they robbed stage coaches, wagon trains, individuals—anything that would add another dollar to their wealth. They accumulated a lot of loot before the law took action.

When the sheriff's posse, organized to hunt them down, started after them, they crossed the Kenosha Divide to the North Fork of the South Platte River. They evaded that posse, but another was assembled, and it took up the chase. After a hard ride, the posse surprised the gang as they were preparing a meal in a remote spot north of the river.

Two of the bandits were killed in the fight; the others es​caped. Although they left their horses and equipment and a little of the gold dust they had stolen, the greater part of their treasure could not be found. Afterward, all but two of the rob​bers were captured by a troop of cavalry, sentenced to long terms of imprisonment, and somewhat strangely killed by the guards who were taking them to prison.

General Cook, who had helped capture them, subsequently ran down one of the survivors and learned that just before the surprise attack by the posse, Jim and John Reynolds had buried most of their unlawful gleanings in an abandoned prospect hole near the camp. Some $40,000 in bills and about $23,000 in gold dust had been cached.

A map which showed the location of the cache was made by Jim Reynolds before he died. Cook secured the map and sent men out to search for the cache. The hunt was unsuccessful, and the location of the treasure-trove still remained a mystery, when Bill began riding officially in that part of the country. He knew the general location of it and was certain that he could find it, with Cook's assistance.

These alluring mysteries and others and the prospective advantages of the job Cook offered were fast overcoming his reluctance to its objectionable features, when he met Mrs. Eliza​beth L. Entriken. This remarkable lady lived in “the house on the hill” near Bailey, and her influence, following the meeting, erased from his mind all thought of becoming a detective.

Mrs. Entriken was a sister of John Dyer, widely known throughout Colorado as the “snowshoe itinerant” preacher. She had migrated from the East with relatives named Bailey, who settled on the South Platte and founded the town of that name. She patented land and built a large log house beside the Denver-South Park stage road. It was old and weathered when Bill first saw it and gave no hint of the attractiveness within.

She had been a school teacher, and her knowledge of things in general was well known. Her place became the center of cul​ture and refinement in that part of the Western frontier. It was generally known that her door was never locked, nor was the hospitality of the house ever denied, no matter who knocked at her door.

And many people enjoyed that hospitality. Bayard Taylor wrote Horace Greeley, of the New York Tribune, about finding there the first eggs he had seen on his trip along the Continental Divide. He also told of his surprise at meeting, in this wilderness, a woman so cultured and so learned in the botany of the moun​tain country. H. A. W. Tabor, later known nationally, often stopped there on trips to Denver to buy merchandise for his Leadville store.

Some of her guests were of another pattern; Colorow, the Ute chief, who participated in the bloody Meeker Massacre of western Colorado, was one of them. But it was food rather than culture that prompted the visit: he had heard of the exception​ally tasty biscuits she baked.

When the chief arrived one day with several of his followers, they unceremoniously entered the house, took seats at the table, and demanded biscuits. More in hospitality than in fear, the lady complied. She baked them a plentiful supply, so she thought, but they demanded more. She was amazed at their enormous appetites, but again complied, baking panful after panful. Finally, her flour ran low and she told them that was all. In dignified silence, they arose and went out to their horses.

Mrs. Entriken watched them go, even followed them outside, and to her further amazement, when Colorow mounted his horse, the tail of his shirt came out and from the shirt many biscuits fell to the ground. With no trace of her resentment showing, she calmly gathered up the biscuits and returned them to the chief. He as calmly received them, replaced them in his shirt, and rode away. Afterward, he referred to his hostess as the heap good squaw.

With his passion for education it was natural for Bill to seek out this grand old lady. He took her a quarter of venison one day, and she invited him to stay to dinner. A friendship devel​oped, for the lady was likewise attracted to the youthful forest ranger who so avidly sought and absorbed knowledge.

Bill told Mrs. Entriken of his ambitions, of how he had chosen a career of public service only to find that there was little or no chance of advancement. He then told her of his opportunity to become a detective under the guidance of General Cook, of his talks with Cook, and of the books he had read. He described the methods the General followed in capturing or killing each culprit he attempted to bring to justice. He spoke of the increase in wages, three times what he was now receiving, and of the ap​parent possibility and probability of promotion. His new friend was interested, and a conversation about like this followed:

“Why haven't you accepted the offer?” Mrs. Entriken inquired.

“I'm not chicken-hearted,” Bill replied, “but my mind revolts when I think of taking another man's life, no matter how bad he is.”
“I suspected as much. You are unfitted for such a life on that account. By the things you have done, the work you have accom​plished, the emergencies you have successfully met in your pres​ent position, I know that you are not afraid to do whatever is right and necessary.”
She smiled at him and continued, “Forget General Cook and the offer he has made. It is an illusion and a snare that will rob you of all that is good and beautiful in life.”
“I was afraid it might rob me of my peace of mind,” Bill agreed.

“Let us go into it a little further, with that thought in mind. The principle first to be considered in the detective career is, as Mr. Cook has said, you must always 'come smoking'. This means, that under all conditions and upon all occasions, you must be ready to kill your fellow man. That is an unholy thought, and I think you should talk to my brother about that. He is a preacher and has a peculiar philosophy of life. I'm sure you would enjoy a visit with him.”
“I've heard of him; I'll try to meet and talk with him.”
“Then, let us consider the men with whom you would natur​ally associate. As detectives, they would of necessity be potential killers. The business of tracking down criminals, of beating the other fellow to the draw, would have to be foremost in your mind as in theirs, would it not?”
“It would, Mrs. Entriken.”
“I believe that yours is the kind of mind that should not har​bor such unhealthy ideas.” She handed him a book, a thick and impressive-looking volume. It was The Elements of Political Economy, by Arthur Latham Perry. “Here is something you should read; it will help to free your mind of the urge to become a detective.”
Bill thanked Mrs. Entriken, took the book with him when he left, and studied it thoroughly. He has it yet; half worn out, it shows the result of contant use and a long, hard ride in the pan​niers of his pack outfit throughout many years. And, as Mrs. Entriken had claimed, it had helped to drive the thought of being a detective from his mind.

The lady gave him another volume which he also carried for years—Whittier's Poems. Sometimes, when he found himself snowbound in some solitary camp or cabin, he would turn to the opening line of the poet's masterpiece, “The sun that brief De​cember day,” and find there a panacea for his own loneliness.

Five large volumes entitled, Science For All, for which sev​eral great men in England had written chapters, were a part of Jane Kreutzer's library. These Bill read over and over, gleaning from them many important bits of knowledge.

After refusing General Cook's offer, Kreutzer started a cor​respondence course in law—a preliminary reading course—with the Sprague Correspondence School of Law, located in Detroit. Oddly, his preceptor, the one who answered his letters, was a man named Clarence Buddington Kelland, widely known later as a prodigious producer of fiction. Bill was very much pleased with the success of this venture, and for fifteen years thereafter he kept some sort of law course going.

He took a course with the Parson's Business College, of Kala​mazoo, Michigan, working out the lessons around the campfires. He practiced penmanship until his handwriting was round and flowing. He learned bookkeeping through correspondence schools, and he familiarized himself with business forms. Whenever there was an issue in the community in which he lived that led to public debate, he missed no opportunity to get into it. In later years, he became an unabashed public speaker.

He wrote to Binger Hermann, Commissioner of the General Land Office, asking what there was that a ranger might read to help him with his work. The Commissioner answered personally and recommended two books, both translations from the German. One was Schlich's Manual of Forestry, and the other was Fisch​er's Forest Utilization. So few were the books on forestry at that time that this was the best the bureau administrator could sug​gest. Bill avidly read them as a means of increasing the knowl​edge he sought.

Today, a young forester may attend forestry schools that provide courses of instruction to meet his needs. Teachers, pro​fessionally trained and duly qualified, make plain the technical details that he must know to pass a Civil Service examination. But the rudiments of his profession Bill Kreutzer had to dig out of the books named and others of that kind. His tenacity of pur​pose and dogged persistence are praiseworthy. They must be, and are, admired by those who know his thorough grasp of the subject and are aware of the difficulties he experienced in obtaining that knowledge.

Battlement Mesa

VI
Transfer Of Station
CITIZENS OF THE WESTERN FRONTIER IN THE 1890'S were used to running things to suit themselves. They hadn't been told by any legal authority that they couldn't do as they pleased with Government lands and resources—that is, they hadn't been told emphatically enough for the order to be seriously considered. According to the letter of the law, some of their acts might be slightly illegal, but no authority seemed greatly concerned; so they went right on doing them.

But now, at the turn of the century, orders were coming out of Washington, from the Commissioner of the General Land Office. Ranger Bill Kreutzer, stationed at Sedalia, was one of those receiving the orders, and he was proceeding forthwith to enforce them on the Plum Creek Forest Reserve. When railroads wanted to cut ties as promiscuously as they were used to doing, no matter how strong their political pull, he made them, literally, hew to the line. When stockmen wanted to graze more cattle than their permits called for, he refused their requests. When fishermen wanted to catch more fish than the law allowed-,they often found it wasn't profitable.

The Rules and Regulations Governing Forest Reserves was Kreutzer's guidebook, and he saw that these rules and regulations were enforced. It was as if he had been moulded alongside a straightedge and could not therefore do it otherwise. This does not imply that he was partial or unfair, or that he did not temper justice with mercy; on the contrary, it showed that he enforced a just compliance of the regulations wherever and whenever it seemed necessary.

State officials, United States Senators, other men with recog​nized political influence, protested. Petitions were signed by those whom they, in turn, influenced. They wanted a muzzle put on this persistent cuss, this young ranger who was not influenced in the least by their pleas for laxity of administration or their threats to get his job if he didn't lay off such rigid enforcement of the regulations.

That may have been the reason for his transfer in May, 1901, to the Battlement Mesa Forest Reserve in western Colorado, but it was not the one given. He was told that he was being trans​ferred because conditions over there were worse than they were on this side of the Continental Divide, and Washington author​ities thought he was needed there.

Whatever the reason, he was told to report to Supervisor 0. T. Curtis, at DeBeque. Accordingly, for six days, he rode across the “Backbone of the Continent”, by way of Leadville, astride his faithful Blue, followed by a sturdy animal laden with his earthly possessions.

The Battlement Mesa had been the ninth Reserve established by President Harrison. It lay between the Grand and Gunnison Rivers, just east of their junction to form the mighty Colorado. It is now the Grand Mesa National Forest, the name having been changed to favor the more predominant of the two mesas.
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These mesas are odd formations, flat on top, usually precipi​tious on the sides, as high in elevation as many well-known peaks of the Rockies. Grand Mesa is 10,300 feet, and Battlement is slightly less. There are fifty-four peaks in Colorado which rise above 14,000 feet and many mountain ranges that are near the 11,000-feet level, but there are few plateaus anywhere that are higher than these.

Their geological formation is peculiar. Close to the top there is a layer of lava-like stone. Throughout the ages this stone with​stood the forces of erosion and held the layer of earth beneath it in place, while the surrounding lands gradually eroded to lower levels.

The surface of the hard cap cooled unevenly into many large depressions. Deep snows fall annually on the mesas, and the resulting waters formed lakes in these basins—beautiful lakes which, like mirrors of silver among the green forests, adorn the mesas as jewels adorn the brow of a queen.

And besides being ornamental, these lakes are useful; or, it might be said, man's ingenuity has found many uses for them. First, these waters harbor fish—gleaming, spotted, native trout that men like to catch. Second, the waters irrigate thousands of acres of fertile ranch land below the mesas' rims. Made prolific by the clear, cool lake water, the land is very productive, espe​cially of fruit—plums, pears, peaches, apples, apricots, cherries, and melons.
Ranger Bill Kreutzer
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Supervisor Kreutzer
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0. T. Curtis, to whom Kreutzer reported, was supervisor of the White River Forest Reserve, but at that time he also tem​porarily guided affairs on the Battlement Mesa. When Bill ar​rived at DeBeque and reported for duty, Curtis sent him on to that Reserve, naming Mesa as his headquarters town.

Mesa was, and still is, a typical cow town. It lies in Plateau Creek Valley some thirty-odd miles from Grand Junction. It is surrounded by a large ranching community. Stock raising is the chief industry, and crop raising is merely incidental to the more dominant cattle business. Then, as is true today, the welfare of Plateau Valley settlers depended greatly on the number of fat beef animals they could send annually to market.

Bill's first big job there was to ride over all range lands on his district; his second, to secure from the ranchers applications for permits to graze stock. He thought he ought to know the ex​tent and condition of the ranges, and it was well that he made the examination, for he found that ranges on the west end of the district were heavily overgrazed.

Farther east, however, he found excellent forage: on Buzzard Creek it was good; and on Muddy Creek, still better. He knew he had a problem and thought he saw the answer to it: move some of the stock to those ranges. Would the stockmen comply? He pondered deeply about it one evening as he camped in Battle Park, a beautiful mountain meadow in the Muddy Creek country.

Battle Park was like a hayfield, and the wild hay there had been responsible for the battle whence came the name. Tom Welsh, an employee of a gold-placering company that had once operated there, had cleared the bottom land and cut hay for sev​eral years. Ed Harbinson, Elliott Labelle, Pete Small, Charles Perham, and others attempted to homestead the land. On August 5, 1890, a fight ensued in which Tommie, Welsh's son, and Labelle were killed, and two others were wounded—Small, who died the next day, and Perham, who died many months afterward.

“If those Plateau Valley cowmen would drive their stock up here for a few seasons, their range would recover,” Bill said to Monk, his newly acquired cow-horse, as he unsaddled and turned the animal loose in the rich bunchgrass, which was knee-deep. As Bill cooked and ate his supper, Monk gorged himself, for after the poor pickings he'd found down in Plateau Valley, this was heaven. Undoubtedly, no one ran cattle hereabouts, and he hoped his owner would stay in this land of grass, forever.

Bill, however, did not stay up there; he returned to Plateau Valley the next day, hunted up Ruff Barnard, Jess Snipes, M. E. Laswell, and other stockmen, and told them of the good grass he had seen—acres and acres of the finest forage imaginable going to waste. He suggested that they drive some of their stock up there to eat it.

Someone with authority called a meeting at the Snipes Schoolhouse to discuss the matter, but no one was interested; the range was too far away. They intimated, casually, without making it a direct statement, they were not taking orders from the Government, especially, from a tenderfoot ranger like Kreutzer.

But Bill hadn't left his chief characteristic in the Plum Creek country; he was still the same persistent individual. He attended a meeting of the local Stockmen's Association at Collbran and presented his case. Some of the stockmen angrily resented his interference. They couldn't understand why he wanted them to drive their stock away up there; it was a long forty miles. This range belonged to them; they had used it for many years—ever since they had lived in the valley—and they were going to keep it.

Kreutzer told them he wasn't trying to take away their range; all he wanted was to move some of the cattle to higher range and give that part of it a rest. There were acres of good grass going to waste up on Buzzard and Muddy Creeks, and if some of their stock were pushed up there, they would get fatter beef and build up their home range at the same time.

Still they objected, and Bill asked if any of them were familiar with the higher ranges. Some said they were; it was good range but too far away; this range was good enough for them.

“Maybe so,” Bill said, “but I'll be doggoned if I can see why you want to use a desert like this when there's a grassland that can't be beat just a little farther away.” Then he asked if any of them had seen the other range this spring.

Nobody answered for a few minutes, then one old cowpunch​er said he had come down Buzzard a few days ago. “And how was the grass?” Bill demanded. In a drawling tone and appar​ently without interest in the matter, the rider admitted there was lots of grass, some of it up to his stirrups.

“And not a hoof on it,” Bill said, dolefully. He laughed and continued, “Look here, men, that grass is yours for the taking, and you'd better grab it before someone else does. There are many stockmen who will drive a hundred miles to get range like that. The Government believes that people who live close to the range have first choice. I'm giving you the first chance at it today and if you don't take it, as soon as I have time I'll look for some​one else; for as surely as I stand here, I'm not going to let that grass go to waste.”
Receiving no response, when the meeting adjourned, Kreut​zer, disgusted, walked out to the corral where they had tied their horses. He had recently traded for an unbroken, buckskin bron​cho, and he suspected from the owner's readiness to part with it that the animal would buck. He hadn't felt like topping it off before, but now he was in the mood to do so. Quickly, adroitly, he changed his saddle from Monk's back to that of the buckskin.

The man with whom he had traded and others, seeing his preparation to ride the bronc, gathered around. They knew that the horse could buck and usually did each time he was mounted. One of the watchers told his partner that Bill knew how to saddle a horse, but then he wondered if the damned cuss knew how to ride one. His companion said he'd bet his saddle that he didn't.

Kreutzer overheard them. He walked over and said quietly, “I heard your remarks, men, and I'll lay you two to one I can ride this horse.”
One of the pair asked how much he would bet, and Bill told him, two bucks—the size of his pile—or his horse against fifty.

The men laughed and said that each of them would take one dollar at even money. Bill tried to get them to accept the larger bet, but they wouldn't do it; so they deposited the four dollars with a stakeholder, and the ranger went back to the broncho. He tightened the cinch of his saddle and carefully, swiftly, mounted. He stuck a spur into the animal's shoulder, and yipped sharply as the buckskin plunged forward.

Bill soon realized that the horse knew the art of bucking, for, to use a cowboy expression, he went high, wide, and hand​some. He went this way and that way. It looked as though he were laying out a ground plan for a rail fence. Bill rode him straight up; there was no need to pull leather. Over on Plum Creek, he had ridden worse broncs when he was punching cows for Old Man Metcalf.

He dismounted, tied the horse to the corral fence, and col​lected his money. He thanked the losers and pleasantly invited all of the men to have a smoke with him. He treated the crowd to Dry Climates, the best cigar in the local store—three for a quarter. It took all of his winnings, but he was playing for bigger stakes; he wanted their good will.

As they smoked, Kreutzer's bettors wanted to know where he had learned to ride. They had thought that he was a green pilgrim, but now they figured he was quite a feller to be able to ride like that.

“I'm a Westerner, same as you boys,” he said. “I was born in this State. I've handled cattle ever since I was knee-high to my father's much cows. I'm not trying to boss you around; I'm just anxious to improve this range, for it's in bad shape. How about trying out one season on Buzzard Creek? I'll go with you and help to get the stock settled.”
Tom Weller, the man who usually ramrodded such jobs, came forward and addressed Bill about like this: “Kreutzer, I'm range boss in this neck of the woods, and when it comes to grazin' matters, I've got the say. Get those permits fixed up and we'll start the roundup and drive to Buzzard, pronto.”
Another of Bill's problems had been solved, successfully. The stockmen took twelve hundred head of steers, bulls, and the stronger cows to Buzzard Creek. There was plenty of feed on the Mesa Lakes range for the remainder—the weaker cows and calves. That fall, all the stock were sleek and fat, and the range showed some improvement.

So again, the intrepid ranger, Bill Kreutzer, had started an​other fundamental practice for the Forest Reserve Service. In after years, it became known as deferred grazing, an important phase of efficient range management. Also, unawares to himself, Bill had partially solved the largest job that he would encounter on the Battlement Mesa Reserve—the opposition of the stockmen to the regulated control of grazing.

From the preceding chapters, one might think, without too much presumption, that Ranger Bill had sometimes been consid​ered a trouble-maker on the Reserves of the Eastern Slope. Many of those who violated the rules and regulations of the Service considered him as such and had been relieved when he had been transferred to the Battlement Mesa. But here, on his new assign​ment, he assumed a new role, that of trouble-shooter for the busy acting supervisor, Colonel May, who had personally taken charge of the Reserve for a while. And, as soon as Bill had ironed out some of the wrinkles around Mesa for him, May sent him to Alexander Lakes to put out some forest fires.

The lakes were on the Delta County side of Grand Mesa, and Bill arrived there just after Frank A. Mahaney had shot William A. Womack over fishing rights at the William Radcliffe fishing preserve. Mahaney was a guard at the preserve and, incidentally, a State game warden and a General Land Office fire ranger. Womack was a stockman-rancher from Surface Creek.

The shooting was the climax of a long fight by the residents of Cedaredge and the Surface Creek country against a peculiar condition that had arisen at the Lakes—a fight born in defiance of unjust usurpation of their rights as American citizens and nurtured in bitterness at the seeming impossibility of securing justice.

VII
The Grand Mesa Feud

THE ALEXANDER LAKES FISHING FEUD IS A STRANGE tale, as lurid as a dime novel; in its details it is almost unbeliev​able, yet it is true. The main event, the shooting of Bill Womack, occurred before Ranger Bill Kreutzer reached the Lakes, but he arrived just in time to reap the aftermath—the anger, indigna​tion, and enmity of a people risen in revolt at unAmerican-like conditions.

William Radcliffe was a British barrister, aristocratic, influ​ential, and wealthy. He visited Grand Mesa in the early 1890's, and there found the place of which he had long dreamed. It was the ideal setting for a game and fish preserve; of sufficient size and natural charm, it satisfied even his aesthetic tastes.

Could he acquire it, he wondered. Surely there was a way. Systematically, he set out on that undertaking, but soon learned that the area was in the newly established Battlement Mesa Forest Reserve, and land couldn't be bought or otherwise ob​tained there under existing land laws.

He asked Dick Forrest, who had houses at one of the lakes and rented boats to transient fishermen, how he had acquired his land. Forrest told him that he and his partner, Bill Alexander, had come there in 1885 and had preempted and patented one hundred sixty acres apiece before there was a Reserve.

Radcliffe tried to buy his holdings, but Forrest refused to sell. The Englishman raised his offer twice, but the owner still re​fused; he said he was doing too well to give up the place.

The barrister was balked, but did not give up; he persisted, and finally, in 1896, he bought the whole Richard Forrest outfit— land, houses, and other appurtenances. He did more than that: he acquired the fish cultural rights which Forrest had secured in trades from the Surface Creek Ditch and Reservoir Company. That company held priority rights on the water for irrigation purposes and had built dams to increase the water content of the lakes.

To put it in present-day vernacular, Mr. Radcliffe was now sitting pretty. Of course, three hundred twenty acres wasn't enough land, but the area included one lake and parts of the shore lines of three others. Then, there were nine or ten other lakes in the group; if no one objected, he would use those, too. Even the new custodians, the Reserve Service, didn't seem to be much interested in them. In fact, no one seemed in the least con​cerned about what happened there. Perhaps, a few fishermen might object—ranchers who came up from the valley, occasion​ally—but he would soon eliminate that nuisance.

He immediately recruited a corps of employees and built a large hunting lodge, an elaborate building for that primitive, Western country. He erected many cabins in which to house his friends when they came from England to visit him; he spent fifteen thousand dollars on a fish hatchery and constructed roads; he developed a baronial estate, to quote the description given by a Denver newspaper of that period.

Radcliffe furnished the lodge sumptuously. He brought in valuable pictures and books and priceless hunting trophies. He entertained lavishly and always dressed in expensive clothes. Kreutzer recalls that his attire at the lodge often ran to red hunting coats with tails, whipcord trousers, and highly polished riding boots.

After Radcliffe had completed his developments, he took charge of all the lakes. He denied the local people the right to fish in them—even those who held fishing rights dating back to the original agreement between Dick Forrest and the Ditch and Reservoir Company.

And right there, Radcliffe made his first mistake.

Early Colorado settlers were a law unto themselves when it came to hunting and fishing. A majority of the local ranchmen liked Radcliffe, for in their words, he was pretty much of a man; they ridiculed his manner of dress and speech, but, nevertheless, they liked him. He might have gone on indefinitely in the use of the lakes if he had not denied local residents the right to fish there. But he did and the fishermen rebelled. They didn't pro​pose to let any Britisher, or American either, for that matter, deprive them of the right to fish in those lakes. The fight was on; they openly and deliberately fished on Radcliffe's alleged hold​ings.

But they underestimated Radcliffe's capabilities. First, by some sort of magic, he persuaded the directors of the Ditch and Reservoir Company to grant him full or absolute fish-cultural rights in all the waters which they controlled. Then he secured, through a Class A license from the State Game and Fish Com​mission, the right to propagate fish in all the lakes, with the privilege of selling fish at any and all times of the year.

Next, he established a permit system and allowed fishing in the lakes by holders of his permits. This was an overture for peace on his part, but few of the ranchers availed themselves of the privilege, because such action virtually acknowledged his title to the lakes.

Radcliffe next entered into an agreement with the United States Bureau of Fisheries. He allowed them to set up a station at the hatchery and harvest spawn, provided that they kept the waters well stocked with fish fry. This action resulted in enor​mous numbers of trout, and Radcliffe was soon shipping thou​sands of them to market.

The Surface Creek residents were now really up in arms; and defiantly, in greater numbers, they fished in the lakes. Rad​cliffe next hired guards, secured game-warden commissions for them, and set them to watching for and arresting poachers, as he called them.

Here, Radcliffe made his second mistake, the mistake which finally resulted in his downfall.

The ranchers continued to fish. The guard-game wardens ar​rested them each time they offended, but those arrested were, without exception, released, for local juries would not convict them. This made it tough for all enforcement officers of that part of the country, but it was one of the early-day conditions which they had to meet.

Any American citizen, at least those of the Colorado variety, when denied personal rights, as he proudly calls them, becomes resentful. If the denial continues, his resentment increases and eventually bursts forth in violent words and actions.

Such was the case with W. A. Womack on that pleasant July day of 1901. He had camped in the vicinity of Alexander Lakes in the pursuit of his cattle-grazing activities. His family and four cowboys were with him. Sunday morning, July 14, rolled around, and after breakfast Womack said to his riders, John and Dan Gipe, Frank Hinchman, and Frank Trickel, “Let's go fishing.”
They agreed, and fishing they went with no hint of the forth​coming tragedy in their minds. If any thought but that of fishing was present with them, it was, probably, “To hell with Radcliffe!” for Womack was one of the most defiant contenders against Rad​cliffe's assumed authority at the lakes. He still claimed his right to fish there under the old Ditch and Reservoir agreement with Forrest.

Shortly after the stockmen began to fish, guard-warden-​ranger Mahaney appeared and ordered them to leave. They obeyed, only to ride to another lake. Mahaney followed and again ordered them to leave. Fiercely, at this point, Womack's resent​ment burst its bounds, and he defied Mahaney in words too hot to place on anything but asbestos.

Of what followed, a dozen versions, in one form or another, exist. Some have claimed that Mahaney deliberately shot Wom​ack. Mahaney claimed that Womack, who was still on horseback, dismounted, pulling his carbine from its sheath as he did so. He ordered Womack to drop the gun, and when Womack refused to do so, he fired in self-defense. This was his plea at the trial, later.

Womack fell to the ground and his cowboys rode hurriedly away. Mahaney called to them to take Womack with them, but they did not stop. Hinchman claimed that Mahaney was shooting at them at the time, and disclosed a wound in his heel to prove it.

Womack died sometime during the day, before medical aid could reach him. During the night, Mahaney went to Delta and surrendered to Sheriff George Smith.

When Surface Creek and Gunnison River Valley citizens heard of the affray, they were highly indignant. As the facts became generally known, that feeling gave way to anger and then to rage, and a mob formed. “Let's get Mahaney!” it cried, and to Delta it rode. But Smith's deputies had spirited Mahaney away, and the contemplated lynching was frustrated.

Learning on Monday that Mahaney had been taken to Gun​nison and, consequently, was beyond their reach, the still en​raged ranchmen thought of Radcliffe. He, actually, was to blame; so they decided to lynch him.

Therefore, they rode to the lakes on Tuesday. Radcliffe's overseer, a local man named Jeff Smith, met them, and told them that his employer had gone to visit friends the previous week and had not yet returned. Smith urged them to go home, but, their lynching orgy frustrated, they turned to arson. They burned the hunting lodge, the cabins, the guard's living quarters, every​thing Radcliffe owned except the hatchery; it displayed an Amer​ican flag and they thought it was Government property.

There was a rumor at the time that the mob forced Mrs. Mahaney and her children out of their cabin with but little clothing; that they would not allow her time to get heirlooms and valuable records before they applied the torch. That may or may not be true; however, Kreutzer thinks that it might have happened, because of the unreasonableness which perverts the minds of men who have reached that state.

As the flames subsided and nothing but glowing embers were left to mark the Radcliffe buildings, the mob turned home​ward, but before they departed, the leaders ordered Jeff Smith and the other Radcliffe employees to leave the Mesa. This they did and the employees of the Bureau of Fisheries went with them. Smith immediately sent a telegram to Radcliffe, advising him not to return to that vicinity—he wouldn't be safe if he did.

Radcliffe first scoffed at the warning, but later realized the seriousness of the situation, went to Denver, and tried to enlist the aid of Governor Orman. He considered the case a civil matter and turned it back to county officials for investigation and prose​cution.

Charles Harris, an official of the State Game and Fish De​partment, went to Delta to investigate, following receipt of a telegram from Mahaney. The still-angry citizens told him to get out, and he finished his investigation and left as soon as he could. The fish hatchery employees returned and completed the hatch, but the mob spirit still persisted, and in September a group of thirty masked men came up and fired the hatchery. They had learned that it, too, belonged to Radcliffe and consequently de​stroyed it.

Alexander Lakes and their environs were now about as Nature had originally made them, and the people in the adjacent ranching communities were halfway satisfied. They felt that they had partially avenged Womack's death; that hereafter they could now fish there in peace. They did not know that adverse conditions there would exist, in one form or another, as long as or longer than they would live. But they did, and not until 1937 did the United States Forest Service and the Colorado Game and Fish Commission obtain the easement which permitted free and unrestrained rights to all at the lakes.

Radcliffe was unable to obtain police protection from County or State authorities necessary to rehabilitate himself at Grand Mesa. He afterwards employed the aid of the British vice-consul and entered a two-hundred-fifty-thousand-dollar claim against the United States. Later, in order to have a reliable watchman on his land and to keep up favorable relations with the Bureau of Fisheries, he gave that agency a lease on his property. In 1902, he returned to England, his claim still unsettled. In 1904, he re​duced the amount of the claim to twenty-five thousand dollars, and Congress appropriated that amount to pay it.

So ended the Grand Mesa fishing feud for William Radcliffe, English aristocrat, who refused to accept the democratic princi​ple of free and equal rights to all. But not for William Kreutzer, United States forest ranger, who, with all his might and main, was fighting to uphold that same principle. For several years he had to reap the whirlwind which resulted from the seed Radcliffe had sown.

Bill, however, didn't mind whirlwinds; in fact, if the truth is told, he rather liked them.

VIII

Bill Reaps The Aftermath

EVERYTHING WAS CONFUSION ON THE DELTA COUNTY side of the Battlement Mesa Forest Reserve at the time Ranger Bill Kreutzer assumed his temporary duties there. Many of the settlers were still on the warpath over the Mahaney-Womack shooting affray and openly defied any authority to keep them away from the Alexander Lakes.

There was a regularly appointed forest ranger somewhere on that side, Colonel R. N. DeBeque, an old Army veteran. He, undoubtedly, considered safety the better part of valor, for he kept his headquarters at a considerable distance from the Reserve and went there only when it was absolutely necessary.

Bill wasn't so timorous; he had bucked opposition to consti​tuted authority for four years, and figured he could handle al​most any kind of situation. So, at Colonel May's request, he had again packed all his worldly possessions on one horse, mounted another, and rode over the crest of Grand Mesa to—plenty of trouble.

The fires he had been sent to suppress weren't large, but they needed attention, and to fight forest fires he knew that one had to stay with them. He, therefore, set up a temporary camp close to the largest one and began putting it out. Learning quickly of the settlers' animosity and general hostility toward any kind of official authority on that part of the Reserve, he sharpened his wits and cultivated further alertness and sagacity. He knew he must do so if he expected to come out of this assign​ment with a whole hide. To circumvent any planned night at​tack, he moved his bed every evening. He slept with one eye and one ear open, for he knew how to anticipate and avoid trouble; alertness was the keynote.

“If any one else gets shot around here, it won't be Bill Kreut​zer,” he said to himself, after one of his precautionary moves.

As fast as possible, he put out the fires. After they were out, he tacked up on the trees here and there along the trails a num​ber of fire warning posters, or fire signs, as they were called in those days. They cautioned people to be careful with burning matches, tobacco, and campfires, and named penalties for care​lessness with fires in the forests within the Reserves. As Bill posted them, he often wondered if they were worth the time spent. But Uncle Sam wanted them posted; so up they went.

Free from fire-fighting, Kreutzer now considered a new role: that of peace-maker among the disgruntled residents of the Cedaredge-Surface Creek country. Perhaps if he tried zealously, he could establish friendlier relations for himself and the Reserve Service and clean up the mess which had resulted from the late feud. His plan might not work, but at least it was worth trying.

But bringing about even a semblance of peace with a people who continually wanted to scrap was uphill business, he found. Fishermen, cowboys, in fact, everybody resented his presence. The number of forest fires decreased, probably owing to his presence there, but someone delighted, it seemed, in tearing down or mutilating his fire signs. Sometimes, he found them full of holes, because they had been used as targets by the gun-toting element who visited that part of the Reserve.

One day Bill back-tracked and found some men shooting. He suspected they were shooting at a freshly posted fire sign, al​though it hadn't been hit. He knew one of the men slightly, and decided to talk to the group. “Pete,” he said pleasantly, “you're a darned poor shot, you didn't even hit the tree.”
The accusation, however, must have hit close to the mark, for the men laughed—even Pete joined in. While they were in that mood, Bill preached them a sermon. “Men, the Government is paying me to do this job, and, as you probably know, it's at your expense. What you don't seem to realize, though, is that the Government is doing it for your benefit. You need timber and water for irrigation. Save the timber, and it's here when you need it. Burn it, and you have no firewood, no poles for fences, no logs for buildings.

“Also, our foresters figure that growing forests hold back the melting snow and rain and give a gradual, even supply of irrigation water. How about it? Why not sign up as fire coopera​tors and save this timber for your own use, and for your chil​dren, later?”
The group listened quietly, then one of them said, “Ranger, you sure talk sense. What do I do? Where do I sign up?”
Fortunately, Kreutzer was carrying a little notebook, and he took it from his pocket. “By signing this book, boys, you pledge your word to help keep fires out of the woods,” he said.

Every man signed his name, and each promised to spread the gospel among his friends. Bill, elatedly, watched them ride away. “Well, by gum!” he exclaimed; “those fire signs are worth posting, after all.”
After Bill settled the fire problem on Grand Mesa, he turned to other things of minor importance. One of his jobs was to secure permits for the settlers for the free use of timber. To do this, he had to write up the application and send it to Washington. The permits were issued there and returned to him for delivery. This took two or three months, and in the meantime the applicant would grow impatient and complain.

One angry old ranchman wondered why, if the Government officials were willing to give them the timber, they didn't let him write the permits. Bill told him he didn't know why, but he had asked the Washington Office to do just that, and he thought they would, for it would save time for everyone concerned.

Eventually the Washington officials allowed Bill to issue the permits. His efforts along other lines of public contact got results also, and slowly but surely he saw that he was nearing the ob​jective he sought—that of being a peace-maker.

Before Bill had left for his temporary assignment at Alex​ander Lakes, Colonel May had told him that he had come to Mesa primarily to find a supervisor to take charge of the Reserve. The supervision of both the White River and Battlement Mesa had been too big a job for one man, and he wanted to relieve Super​visor Curtis of some of the responsibility.

The ranger force at that time was composed of R. N. DeBeque, L. A. Myrick, Dave Anderson, Bernard Duffy, Walter Borum, Tom Hogan, and Kreutzer; and while looking for a man for the supervisory position, May brought Frank R. Sherwin from the Pikes Peak Reserve and made him ranger-in-charge.

Bill had worked with Sherwin and didn't like his way of doing things; so he was pleased when he heard that May had selected Dr. A. R. Craig, of Mesa, as the supervisor. However, he wouldn't have been so pleased had he known that Craig didn't like him and was to be his enemy during the next four years.

In his appointment of Dr. Craig as supervisor, Colonel May had followed his usual custom of favoring a strong political group. Craig was very popular in and around Mesa, and, as he had been a political war-horse in that locality, he got the oats. As soon as he took charge of the Reserve, and May had returned to Denver, he began to look for ways to reward the friends who had helped him get the appointment. Some of them wanted to be forest rangers, but Craig soon learned that Federally appointed rangers couldn't be discharged indiscriminately—there had to be just cause for such action.

One of his first official actions was to assign Kreutzer per​manently to the Delta Slope district and to place Colonel De​Beque in his former assignment at Mesa. DeBeque had refused to go back to Alexander Lakes, claiming that the people of the Cedaredge country classed him with the game-warden-fire​ squadron rangers to whom Mahaney had belonged. They had told him that they had declared an open season on rangers, and he had believed them.

Bill accepted the transfer tranquilly; he liked the Delta County side of the Grand Mesa and was still imbued with the idea of bringing peace to that highly disturbed community. But, alas, that fantasy was soon sadly shattered.

Later in the summer, two horsemen whom he recognized as residents of Cedaredge, approached him. They rode directly up to where he was working and told him that they were a com​mittee sent up from Cedaredge to tell him to leave the Mesa. Since Bill Womack had been killed by a Government agent, the people of that town had decided to keep all wardens and rangers off that area; they would take care of things there themselves. They concluded by saying they would give him just thirty min​utes to pack up and get out of that locality.

The ultimatum was conclusive. Bill realized instantly that they were serious, that wordy discussion would not suffice. The situation demanded action, and fast action at that. What should he do? He was in his working garb; his .45 was fifty feet away with his coat and might just as well have been fifty miles away for all the good it would do him now. He thought fast and saw a possible way out of the dilemma.

The six-shooter of one of the young men hung loosely in its holster within easy reach, and he knew that if he could get it, he would hold the advantage. He decided to try to get it, and, smiling at the men, he approached them with upraised hand as if he intended to shake with them.

He smiled pleasantly and asked them just what they wanted, as if he hadn't understood them. Then in a split second, before either of the men could speak or move, he snatched the gun from its holster, firing into the air as he did so. He hoped to intimidate the men and avoid a fight, and his ruse worked; they gave up quietly. He disarmed the other man, and, having secured his own gun, he ejected the cartridges from their guns and handed them back.

Then he sternly told them that they had better go home and mind their own business; that they weren't bad men and the sooner they learned that the better. If at any future time, they had legitimate business with the Reserve Service, he would be glad to see them, but if they did come back, he wanted them to leave their guns at home. Furthermore, he told them, he was tired of the threats that had been made, and they had better cease or some of them would find themselves face to face with a grand jury.

The men did not reply, and quietly rode away. Bill watched them go and then followed them to see that they kept going. Somewhat disturbed, he returned to his work, and right there he gave up the idea of being a pacifist on Grand Mesa. Also, he decided that hereafter he wouldn't be caught napping again—that always the old .45 would be within reach.

He pulled the gun out of the holster and thoughtfully looked at it. His hand began to tremble, and he suddenly realized that he had been scared—that he still was. He slipped the gun back into the sheath and stood still for a few moments until that feel​ing vanished; then a hand flashed and four shots rang out faster than one could count. Fifty paces away, four closely patterned holes appeared on the white surface of a fire-killed spruce tree.

Kreutzer walked over and looked at them. “I guess I'm not too scared,” he soliloquized, and turned back to his work, the repair of an old cabin that he might need for his headquarters building later that fall.
IX

A Bag Of Tricks
WHEN DR. A. R. CRAIG ACCEPTED THE POSITION OF forest supervisor, he intended to keep up his professional work at Mesa as well as manage affairs on the Reserve. But E. T. Allen, the Washington inspector who outlined his duties and started him off officially, told him he must give up one or the other; that the Government job would require his undivided attention.

Craig didn't want to give up his practice, nor did he want to lose the position that had been given him for faithfully serving his party leaders. However, he felt that he owed something to his friends—those who had helped him to get the appointment— and agreed to give up his professional work. This information Kreutzer got from Allen, later.

Also, Bill learned from those Mesa residents who were po​litically or otherwise opposed to Craig, that the doctor openly admitted he was not in complete sympathy with the Reserve movement and did not intend to enforce the regulations strictly. He thought that his friends and relatives—some of whom were trespassers on the Reserve—had a perfect right to use the land and resources, and he proposed to see that they were not mo​lested in that use.

In this Craig was wrong, and in abetting their actions, he was riding for a fall, but wasn't aware of it. Their trespass, in itself, was not too serious an offense, for it was common practice on this Western frontier to help one's self to natural resources, and they had only followed the general trend. Like Westerners everywhere, they had taken the resources they needed without much thought of ownership. But as this was one of the things the Service was trying to correct, Craig's administration of the Battlement Mesa Reserve was, to say the least, decidedly awry.

As time went by, Bill saw that the supervisor condoned many of the trespasses and made little or no attempt to correct irregularities. He investigated all the trespass cases on his dis​trict and turned in the necessary reports, but Craig paid no at​tention to them.

Soon after taking office, he attempted to fulfill his promises to appoint some of his friends to ranger positions, but knew that before he could do this he had to get rid of some of the present force. Accordingly, he notified Anderson, Myrick, DeBeque, and Kreutzer, the four older rangers, that the Washington Office had let them out. At the same time, he recommended to that office that they be dismissed. However, the proposed change in personnel failed. E. T. Allen, the Washington inspector, had heard of what he intended to do while initiating him into the duties of his office; and he arrived in Washington just in time to have the dismissal order, which was being prepared for signa​ture, withdrawn. Myrick and Anderson had turned in their tools and badges before they knew that the order had been counter​manded, but they went back to the job when they learned they were still employed.

Unable to get Bill to resign and thwarted in his attempt to have him dismissed, the supervisor tried other things—things that were irritating, exasperating, and enraging to one of Kreut​zer's straightforwardness. As one thing failed, he tried another, but in each instance Bill outwitted him. And instead of discour​aging him, it had the opposite effect; he delighted in checkmating the man's attempt to trick him into quitting the Service.

First, Bill noticed here and there on the Mesa, an old man with pack and saddle equipment similar to his own. Wherever he went, there the old man soon appeared. The man's face was vaguely familiar, but he couldn't place him. He watched the old fellow for a day or two, and after starting on one of his daily trips he discovered that the man was actually trailing him. He wondered why.

Now, suspicious, he suddenly remembered that the man was one of Craig's friends, a ranchman known as Old Man Jackson. “I wonder what's doing, Monk?” he said, aloud. Of course, he didn't expect an answer, but just to voice his problem seemed to help; and that was well, for Monk just cocked one ear forward, one backward, and plodded onward.

After a little while, Bill decided to do a bit of sleuthing himself. He turned Monk into a dense thicket of Engelmann spruce and waited. Soon Jackson appeared and passed, and Bill cut in behind and overtook him. He saw that Jackson was armed with six-shooter and carbine, but he boldly rode up and accosted him. “Why the pussyfooting, Jackson?” he demanded. “Why are you trailing me?”
The old man was so surprised that he let the cat out of the bag, in words about like these:

“Craig told me to follow you. He's the supervisor, and his word goes.”
The answer amused Kreutzer, and he laughed. “I suspected that Craig was mixed up in the deal, but I want to know why you're following me.”
“He promised me your job as range rider and I'm going to have it.”
“Do you have any written instruction to that effect?”
Jackson had none, and further questioning disclosed that he was following Bill to learn the work. Bill didn't object to that phase of the case, but he wasn't going to be followed by one of the supervisor's satellites who wanted his job, and was going to have it.

He told Jackson so and ordered him to leave the Mesa. Jack​son objected, but finally left. Bill watched until he was sure he had gone home, and then heaved a prodigious sigh of relief; he had heard that old Jackson was the best shot in the country, and seldom, if ever, missed.

Craig came to the district soon thereafter and immediately opened the subject. He said that Jackson had told him about his talk with Bill, and then he advised Bill to be careful, for Jackson was a tough hombre. Bill accused Craig of sending the old man up to scare him off the job, but he would neither admit nor deny the accusation. Bill became angry and told Craig he didn't like such tactics, and Craig immediately told him “to get out if he didn't like it.” The trap had been set to that end, and he had almost swallowed the bait, but now, realizing the truth, he pleasantly told Craig that he liked it and laughed at him.

Not long after this, sometime in the winter, Craig called Bill into his office at Mesa and told him to take over as acting super​visor while he made some field inspections. Bill was surprised; he knew there was some chicanery, but he couldn't see where it lay. However, he took charge and began drafting a large map of the Reserve. He expected something to break loose, but nothing happened.

After a week he began to relax. Then he accidentally learned that Craig had gone to the Delta Slope district to examine a right-of-way, and instantly he became suspicious again. Why hadn't the supervisor asked him to make the examination before he came over? He suspected there was more trickery afoot, and said to himself, “Bill Kreutzer, the plot thickens; you'd better watch your step.”
Craig returned in two weeks, and shortly afterward Bill went back to his district and resumed his regular routine. For several days he kept his ears cocked at acute angles and his eyes doing double duty, but nothing unusual was heard or seen. To himself he muttered, “I must be getting old-womanish.” Then, more disgustedly, he said, “I guess I'd better take to knitting.”
Then, quite unexpectedly, the plot came to light. He re​ceived a letter from Craig which said in part: “A report has reached the Washington Office that the ranger on the Delta Slope district of the Battlement Mesa Forest Reserve has been guilty of gross misconduct. It is claimed that he recently met a certain ranchman with a load of wood, and because the ranchman had no permit the ranger made him unload the wood and burn it. When the ranchman protested, the ranger drew his gun and forced the issue.”
After further details the letter asked, “Are you that ranger?”
The accusation made Bill angry, for he instantly guessed its origin. Had Craig been there at that time, he would have had occasion to report gross misconduct against Kreutzer. Fortunately for both, Grand Mesa with its winter coat, thirteen feet deep in places, separated him from Kreutzer's wrath. And before they again met, Bill had solved the conundrum and had cooled to normal temperature.

He immediately denied the charge in an official letter; then enlisted the aid of an old detective friend. Together they investi​gated the case, casually interviewing everyone in the Doughspoon Creek area where Craig had made his inspection. After a long search, they found a ranchman who had been accosted by a stranger as he returned from the Mesa with a load of wood. The man had stopped him and asked if he had a Government permit to get the wood.

Black, the ranchman, told him he did not have a permit, and the prying stranger had cautioned him to watch his step; that he'd better not let Kreutzer, the forest ranger, catch him getting wood without one.

Black had wanted to know why, and the other man had told him that the ranger would have made him unload the wood and burn it. The ranchman said he doubted that, but the stranger had assured him that it was so; Kreutzer was a tough guy and would enforce his orders at the point of a gun if necessary.

That was the sum total of the incident. The wood-hauler had not reported the case or said a word about it to anyone. From his description of the stranger, Bill recognized the man as Craig and saw in the conversation one of the supervisor's tricks—a chance to discredit him in that locality. The official letter from Washington had undoubtedly been a part of whatever it was that Craig had tried to do.

The following spring, Kreutzer worked with Dr. H. K. Porter, a forest expert from Forester Gifford Pinchot's office. He was making studies for the Bureau of Forestry of the Department of Agriculture. Subsequently he was supervisor of the Uncompahgre Reserve, but at that time he was studying the control exercised by forest and vegetative cover over the natural run-off of melt​ing snow and rain. Bill, always intensely interested in the tech​nical phases of forestry, greatly enjoyed this chance to increase his knowledge along that line.

Soon after Dr. Porter left, Bill was instructed to begin an examination of a number of illegal enclosures. These, for the greater part, were pastures fenced by Surface Creek ranchmen to hold stock on certain parts of the free Public Domain lands. Now that that public land was part of a Federal Forest Reserve, the enclosures were trespass, and District Attorney Earl Cranston of the Department of Justice had authorized the opening of the fences as fast as the legal status of each could be determined. The purpose of this action was to allow the joint use by all stock​men on all parts of the Reserve with special favor to none.

With his usual vigor, Kreutzer attacked the new problem. To pursue this work more easily, he set up his headquarters in the old cabin he had repaired near Alexander Lake. Shortly afterward, Craig showed up with two newly appointed rangers, Frank Barnes and Ben Jay. He introduced them and told Kreutzer that he would later assign Barnes as his assistant to help with the surveying work he was doing on the fenced enclosures.

He then took Bill aside and told him, very confidentially, that Barnes was lazy and that he would have to make him do his share of the work. Then, he casually warned Bill to be careful, for Barnes was hot-tempered, a hard fighter and a good shot.

Instantly Bill saw Craig's intention; Frank Barnes was a large, brawny young man, and his reputation as a fighter was well known. Bill's temper flared. He wasn't opposed to the ap​pointment of Barnes, for he knew he could take care of himself, but he did resent this further attempt to scare him off the job, and his anger flamed into words. Hotly, he accused Craig of trickery in the cases of Jackson and Black.

The supervisor listened quietly; then blandly admitted, “Yes, Bill, I did it to put you on your guard.” It was an explanation fully as absurd as his actions had been.

A few minutes later, the visiting forest officers went down through the timber and began an earnest conversation near the lake shore. Bill decided to listen to their conversation, and he felt justified in eavesdropping, because he sensed that their con​versation concerned him. Silently and swiftly as an Indian, he started toward the lake through the spruces whose branches swept the ground. On hands and knees or flat on his belly, he proceeded—a method he had learned from the Utes when he was a boy on Indian Creek.

When he got within earshot, he heard only a few words, but they were disturbing, for they indicated that the three men had been discussing ways to oust him from the job. He couldn't believe that Craig would go beyond petty trickery to get rid of him, but those words showed that he might do so.

Again, his anger flared, and he was tempted to do some rough-housing, himself. Quickly, however, his sane, reasonable nature asserted itself. He thought of several retaliative measures, but decided his best move was to outwit them—to match his alertness against their art, or skill. Quietly, he returned to the cabin, and was seated at the table busily engaged in some rough mapping when the men came back.

As they came in, he arose and said, “Well, fellows, you must have made a lot of plans down there by the lake. What have you decided to do now?” His words were crisp, and the tones of his voice were as cold as ice.

The other officers noticed his changed demeanor, and they could plainly see the gun he hadn't worn when they left the cabin. The supervisor ignored Bill's question. Casually, he turned to the two rangers and said he thought it was time for them to return to Mesa Lakes. Without the customary “so long,” they mounted their horses and rode away.

Kreutzer watched them go, and then began the preparation of his evening meal. His anger subsided, and dejection took its place. “What the heck's the use,” he said, as he placed his bacon in the frying pan. “The game isn't worth the effort; guess I'll look for something else.”
But that mood didn't last long, and his old fighting spirit returned as his bacon, beans, and biscuits began to take effect. He would not be run off the job by such tactics, he thought; he would keep alert and if the time came when it was necessary to defend himself, he would act. He wasn't afraid of the result, for he knew he was able, mentally and physically, to cope with anything they attempted. To clear his mind of the matter, he turned to his books. He had obtained a few new ones—books on forestry, law, and other subjects that had been recommended by Inspector Allen and other persons. Soon, he was deep into the search for the thing he wanted most, learning and a higher plane of life. Far into the night, by the light of his flickering candle, he pursued the god of knowledge, Craig and his tactics forgotten.
X

Lost In A Storm

WHEN THE FIRST FOREST RESERVES WERE CREATED, there was little objection to them. This favorable condition existed because, at first, there were no rules and regulations governing their occupancy and use. Subsequently, when rules for their administration were set up, they frequently were not enforced. Many Reserve administrators believed that public resources, and sometimes public lands, were fair game for any​one who could acquire rights in them, legal or otherwise. Hence they managed those Government properties accordingly.

This laxness of administration, this nonenforcement of the regulations by those in charge of the Reserves was the result of public opinion. There was a general belief in the West at that time that everybody could and should grab all the public re​sources available, and pay nothing, or as little as possible, for them. This manner of procedure was called, in Western vernac​ular, “the grab-and-git system.” Generally, however, it was re​ferred to as the spoils system and was prevalent over most of the Western states.

Where this spoils system had a strong hold, it can readily be seen how impossible was the proper management of the Forest Reserve. Under the system, political influence and not ability, secured positions in the management of the Reserves. Likewise, political influence rather than ability oftentimes made it possible for an inefficient Reserve officer to hold his position. There were few foresters at the time and only a part of those were employed. There was little incentive for anyone else to learn forestry.

Consequently, the official who was a just administrator often met insurmountable obstacles, while the one who held the posi​tion for what he could get out of it met with no, or few, diffi​culties, at least until he was caught red-handed, and the voice of public opinion demanded his dismissal. The prescribed standards of administration were not low, but the policy of appointment was such that unscrupulous men got into office and did a great deal of harm before they were found out.

Men such as Craig were among the last of the political appointees to administrative positions in the Reserve Service. With the general induction of these officials into Civil Service status in 1904, he and his kind began their exodus from the ranks. Fortunately, a complete reversal of former conditions took place; ability, and ability alone, counted. If a ranger didn't have the necessary qualifications, he soon learned of his shortcomings and corrected them or went down the road talking to himself, to use a common Western expression.

But while men like that supervisor, backed by political in​fluence, continued in office, men like Kreutzer suffered many injustices. Also, they knew much humiliation of spirit when pride and loyalty in their work came to naught. Bill often had to stand by indignant and helpless, while the supervisor or one of his henchmen permitted abuses in the use of lands and resources, secure in the political pull of their sponsors.

The world at large will never know the tribulations of loyal forest officers like Bill during the early stages of National Forest administration. But those who do know involuntarily pay hom​age to him and his indomitable spirit and to other men like him, who overcame all obstacles and brought the toddling, sickly infant, forestry, safely through that corrupt political era.

And moreover, despite the intense general dislike that the West held for Federal methods of administration, time alone will prove (as it has already partially proved) the true worth of the policies advocated by early foresters and later adopted by the Government—policies which men like Kreutzer followed, and which eventually brought about the present healthy status of forestry on the National Forests.

Bill's period of service on the Battlement Mesa Reserve was a fight to overcome the results of the spoils system there. And that contest was carried out under the most difficult conditions. He had no Ranger station, but lived out of doors most of the time, beneath the open sky—a sky which, so it seemed, was be​decked for his especial pleasure with sun and moon and stars. He moved about much like the nomadic Indian tribes, camping where the night overtook him, but he was better equipped than they; he had good horses, saddles, utensils, and blankets.

In the fall of his second year on Grand Mesa, he decided that he ought to establish a ranger camp, for he needed a pasture in which to hold his horses. So he scouted the area and selected a site between Ward Lake and Alexander Lake. The supervisor immediately approved his action, but told him that no funds were available for improvements; if any were built, he would have to build them.

Bill was not averse to that, and between regular jobs he selected the location for his cabin and his pasture fence. He was supposed to leave for the town of Mesa, to meet Colonel May on or about the first of October, but stayed on a few days to finish that work before seeking quarters at a lower altitude.

Then it was that Mother Nature, as if to test fully his un​conquerable spirit, unloosed the full power of the elements upon him. Accustomed as he was to the weather, Kreutzer, taken unawares, was caught in her first autumnal storm; and, on the wings of a terrible blizzard, he rode with the storm gods of Nature, down through the Valley of Death. Only a spirit which knows no such word as defeat and a body inured to great hard​ships could have emerged victorious from such an ordeal.

October third, Bill's natal day, arrived. The day had been rainy; the evening was worse—cold, windy, dismal. Twenty-five years Bill had lived; four of those years he had spent in Govern​ment service. He had finished the daily task and at his camp he prepared a good supper—biscuits, stew, and coffee—as a means of celebrating the occasion.

Alone, he partook of the simple fare, enjoying it only as one can who has toiled long hours in the outdoors. As he finished the meal and scoured the frying pans, he planned the details of his ranger camp which was about one mile away. He wished he had that stout cabin over his head now, for the wind had changed and its direction presaged a storm: it was whistling out of the northwest.

Suddenly, as he knelt to replenish his campfire, there came from the darkening forest the long howl of Lobo, the wolf. He sprang erect, for that weird cry, borne on the wind from the solitudes around him, portended something. Other wolves an​swered. Then, he knew: it was their ages-old call to the storm gods.

Quickly, he made everything secure for the night. Old Chub, his camp horse, he picketed as close as possible. He hobbled the others and turned them loose, trusting that they would stay with Chub. He piled his fire high with logs, to hold a fire throughout the storm, if that were at all possible. At the time he did not fully value that precaution, but it saved his life.

Snow started to fall, but the fire had gained a good start on the logs when the storm broke in all its fury. It instantly oblit​erated the surrounding forest, and quickly extinguished the flames. The wind increased to a sixty-mile gale, full of sand-like snow. Bill climbed into bed, for he was unable to keep warm otherwise.

Then something unexpected—something Bill hadn't planned for—happened. The wolves he had heard earlier in the evening boldly approached his camp. The horses heard them and came closer to stand with Chub. The wolves came nearer, and one suddenly voiced his sad plight—a cry that was long, hair-raising, blood-curdling—and the loose horses fled before it.

Old Chub ran, too, although the picket rope stopped his stampede before it broke. Close by, he stood, snorting in terror, and Bill knew he would be gone in a few minutes unless he quickly tethered him again. Arising, he hastily donned his trousers and boots, ran out, and laid a hand on Chub's mane. As he sought to halter him, Chub sprang away, and Bill followed. He approached the horse again, but Chub charged away into the forest and was instantly lost in the darkness.

Bill turned back to camp, but, amazed, he stopped: there was no camp; it had been swallowed by the storm as completely as if it had never existed. For a minute the usually resourceful ranger grew panicky. “I'm lost” he cried. “I'm lost in a storm!”
Then sanity returned, and as methodically as possible he began to try to determine the location of the camp. He tried to back-track, but the whirling snow had obliterated all trace of his previous movements. He went this way and that for short dis​tances, turning each time at right angles to the last course. He attempted to walk in circles, but found that too difficult. Slowly but surely the intense cold benumbed his faculties; he tried to crawl, but had no power of locomotion.

Again the fear of primitive man assailed him—the fear man knew before the onrush of civilization brought him a sense of safety. He cried aloud to that Omnipotence to which man turns when the godhead within himself fails. “Oh, God! I'm lost! Save me!”
The very intensity of that cry revived him, and he struggled on, sometimes walking, sometimes crawling. Slowly, his body and mind succumbed to the cold. He knew he would freeze to death if he gave up; but utterly exhausted he fell to the snow- covered ground and lay still.

Then bright lights flashed before him, and a kaleidoscopic array of pictures passed before him. He saw flowers, a fireplace, pictures, and faces of those he knew, of those he loved. He saw his mother, father, sisters, and brothers, all sitting before the fireplace in the old home on Indian Creek.

The pictures changed: he saw horsemen riding through the sky. They approached a camp in the forest—his camp. A skeleton lay on the ground. “Look!” one of them said. “White, bleached bones. Poor Bill, lost in a storm.”
With a cry Bill arose and followed them. There was a terrible pain in his chest and shoulders and arms, but he fought on through the wind and snow. Again, between blasts of the storm, he saw a bright light, a spark which arose from the ground, danced for a moment in the whirling snow, then went out. He crawled toward it, but gave up and again lay still.

It was here that fact became stranger than fiction. Bill Kreutzer, himself, marvels at it even now. Slowly succumbing to the intense cold, but hanging tenaciously to life, he caught a whiff of something familiar. He tried to identify the odor, but couldn't do so. Then more strongly he smelt it; the acrid scent of wood smoke, his old enemy of a thousand forest fires.

It acted like a whiplash to revive his faculties. He knew there could be only one source of smoke - his campfire. Frantically, he struggled in the direction from which it came. Soon the dull red glow from the under part of the, logs of his campfire appeared. He found his bed and crept into it.

Life welled slowly back into the spent but still unconquered body from which it had almost been torn; Bill Kreutzer had sur​vived by some quirk of fate to continue his fight for forest con​servation. When questioned about it, he somewhat reluctantly admitted that the statement might be true. However, he emphat​ically declared he was thankful that his life had been spared, and felt that he should more fully dedicate his life to the service of his fellowmen.

Some persons who believe in a Supreme Forester of the Uni​verse who continuously replenishes the surface of the earth with grass, flowers, shrubs, and trees see in Bill's deliverance a manifestation of divine guidance. Disbelievers flout the idea of di​vine intervention.

Who knows the answer?

How strangely, how wonderfully, are our days woven into the pattern of life.

XI
Bill Drinks Stone Fence
THE MOST DIFFICULT DAY OF BILL KREUTZER'S LIFE was the one after the storm. It is hard enough to break through three or four feet of snow when one is physically at his best. With physical energy low and parts of his body smarting and aching as a result of last night's exposure, he had to fight through the snow and the continuing storm all day to get over the top of Grand Mesa.

At daylight, he had gone in search of his horses, and after considerable hunting he found and brought them to camp. Hastily, he prepared and ate a substantial breakfast, then packed his outfit and started. All through the day he toiled, many times breaking trail for the animals through snowdrifts as high as his head. Late at night, he arrived at the Parker Basin Ranch on the Mesa County side, where he was welcomed and fed by the hos​pitable owner.

Within a few days, he reported to Superintendent W. T. S. May at Collbran, a town further east in Plateau Valley. May had come over from Denver to attend to some personnel changes that he considered necessary. Bill spent several days with him, recu​perating while they discussed problems of administration on the Battlement Mesa Reserve.

After Bill recovered from the physical damage wrought by the storm, regular routine took him to Mesa for a short detail in the supervisor's office, a task he didn't like to do. Then he went, by way of Delta, into the North Fork of the Gunnison Valley as far east at Paonia, where he counted cattle and horses owned by North Fork stockmen, in connection with some grazing trespass cases.

Next, from Cedaredge, Bill climbed back into the deep snows of Grand Mesa and spent a month burning brush on timber-sale and free-use areas. The regulations of the Commissioner of the General Land Office (at that time, W. A. Richards) required cutters of Government timber to lop all limbs from the trees cut and to pile them in open spaces between the remaining trees. E. T. Allen, the Washington inspector, had instructed Bill to burn the brush, and he had to do this while it was covered with snow to avoid starting forest fires.

Bill believes that his brush-burning was the first attempted in the Rocky Mountain Region's timber-sale areas, and there is a probability that he initiated the practice. The piling and burning of brush in certain types of timber was followed for many years on timber cuttings within the Reserves. It was dis​continued only after it had been proved that scattering the brush was more beneficial to the stand.

He followed logging roads which were still passable from Cedaredge to the Mesa, and burned some five thousand piles of brush. Wading around through the timber on snowshoes was a slow, disagreeable job. The brush was hard to light, but after a few days, he improvised a torch of gunny-sacking soaked with kerosene to light the ricks. In that way he about doubled his efficiency and completed the work in half the time allotted to it.

By the time he had completed that task, the snow had melted and settled considerably; so he decided, unfortunately, to cross Grand Mesa again, following the general route of his previous crossing. He succeeded in getting over, but again met with serious difficulty. This time he found the snow crusted, with a skiff of new snow on the crust. This caused balls to form on his horse's hoofs; Monk slipped and slid around like an in​ebriate on an icy pavement, and several times he fell.

One fall was disastrous: the horse fell on Bill's foot, severely injuring it, and one of his thumbs was dislocated. However, he was able to mount and go on, although suffering much pain. Doggedly, he hung to his saddle horn and the horse took him straight to the Parker Basin Ranch, which he remembered as his former haven of food and rest.

Parker gave first aid by pulling the thumb into place and bandaging the foot. Kreutzer still remembers him as a genuine angel of mercy. Such kindnesses he has never forgotten nor will he ever forget them, for kindness was a thing he seldom en​countered in those hard, pitiless years.

The next spring, Bill went back to Grand Mesa and con​tinued the job of checking the illegally enclosed pastures of the cattlemen. Colonel DeBeque was assigned as his assistant and soon arrived. He was considerably older than Bill, and the as​signment was very distasteful to him, because he didn't want to work under a kid like Kreutzer, as he expressed it. Also, he emphatically declared, no forest ranger should be required to do manual labor of that or any other kind, for forest rangering was a police job, and the Forest Reserve Service should hire laborers for such work.

Kreutzer liked the Colonel and humored his whims as much as possible, but went right on with the job. He had worked long hours at many kinds of labor since he had joined the Service; as he saw it, the job demanded as much elbow grease as gray mat​ter or persuasive blarney. He tried to expound this theory to DeBeque, but the old ranger would not be convinced. "Kreutzer," he explosively declared, "you're as nutty as a pine cone, and you ought to be sent to Pueblo."

Reluctantly Debeque accompanied him, and, on one of their trips, he balked completely. They had encountered rainy, foggy weather and were soon wet to the skin. At length DeBeque's anger flared into words: he'd be hanged if he would work longer with his boots full of water! Indignantly, he marched to his horse, mounted, and swiftly rode away in the rain and fog, on the wrong trail.

He didn't return to camp that night, and Bill spent the next day hunting for him. In the evening, he found the old man at Cedaredge almost exhausted from fighting through the slide-rock and otherwise rough terrain he had encountered on the southern slope of the Mesa. He had been lost in the fog, couldn't find camp, and had gone to the town as a last resort.

Kreutzer still remembers DeBeque's quiet, bitter, scathing tirade, as he cursed him, the Service, the weather, and the world in general. He concluded by saying that he had had enough; that he was going to resign.

Bill listened silently until he ceased, then begged him to reconsider, but DeBeque was adamant in his determination to quit. Disregarding Kreutzer's pleas, he gathered up his belong​ings and rode toward the town of Mesa. Bill had to finish the work alone, and during that time experienced another exciting incident, the last of the distressing Mahaney-Womack affair.

Despite the threats of the settlers to destroy any improve​ments erected on the William Radcliffe land at Alexander Lake, the Bureau of Fisheries, under its new agreement with that in​dividual, set up a temporary station, with E. A. Tullian in charge. Within a few days, he was visited by a band of night riders and told to leave. He asked to be replaced and the Bureau sent in a man named Hall, whom the night riders, likewise, ordered to leave.

Kreutzer chanced to pass the temporary hatchery the next day after the last visit. He found Hall greatly alarmed, or, to use his own words, scared stiff, and he told Bill he was going to leave without waiting for a substitute caretaker. Kreutzer tried to rally his waning courage, but couldn't do it, for Hall was determined to go at once. He begged Bill to take charge until he could have another caretaker sent in. After some discussion, Bill agreed, and at dusk Hall left on foot over the Whitewater trail, his Winchester across his shoulder.

The first night Bill spent in Hall's tent the riders returned, and for a few minutes Bill feared that he had been too accom​modating. "Hall!" they called, and then again, "Hall!" Bill dropped to the floor, placed his artillery close at hand, and yelled, "Hall is gone. What do you fellows want?"

The riders wanted to know who he was.

"I'm Bill Kreutzer, the forest ranger," he told them. "Hall isn't here. You've run him off the Mesa; and I'm telling you, that's a serious offense. He is a Government agent, and you'll have to account to Uncle Sam for your actions as soon as the Bureau of Fisheries officials learn what you have done. I advise you to go home and leave this Government property alone."

From his prone position Bill could see the men gather and discuss the matter. They undoubtedly decided to follow his ad​vice, for soon they rode away, much to his relief. He had been ready to back his hand, but he fully realized that the wall of a tent would have been a poor barricade if the riders had decided to smoke him out.

The Bureau of Fisheries diplomatically hired Dick Forrest, the local man who had formerly owned the Radcliffe land, as caretaker; and the opposition of the local people subsided. Later the Bureau built a better hatchery under the direction of W. T. Thompson.

One other exciting incident occurred in connection with Bill's work of opening up illegal enclosures. The Figure Four Ranch, owned by a Dr. Whiting, had a pasture on Grand Mesa which Bill had to consider. After he had taken the action author​ized by the United States District Attorney, he went to Cedaredge one day to post his reports and secure mail and supplies.

Cedaredge was and still is another typical cow town of western Colorado. There the business of raising cattle is the chief occupation of residents of the town and countryside. And at that time the description, "wild and woolly and full of fleas, never been curried below the knees," commonly and frequently applied to bronchos, applied equally well to some of the cow​boys in and around Cedaredge.

As Kreutzer entered the town, two young fellows whom Bill later recognized as Bert Lowe, foreman of the Figure Four, and Bill Whiting, a brother of its owner, had the town in an up​roar. Those young cowpunchers, astride one large horse, were riding up and down Main Street aimlessly shooting at whatever attracted their attention. One shot to the right, the other to the left, and bullets were hitting promiscuously here and there.

As Kreutzer approached, it looked as though they were trying to shoot a door knob off the door of the local hostelry. When they spotted Bill, down the street they came and pulled up facing the ranger. They were intoxicated, very much so. They waved their six-shooters in Bill's face, and with an oath, Lowe wanted to know why Kreutzer had opened their pasture on the Mesa.

That is where Bill Kreutzer again had to use his head. He was equal to the occasion, for looking Lowe straight in the eyes, he said, "Lowe, if I had to open fences such as yours I'd compel you to do the cutting, wouldn't I?"

This stumped Lowe for an answer, and, fortunately, just then Bill Whiting produced a quart bottle and said he knew that Kreutzer was right, and thought they ought to drink on it. Lowe, too besotted to reason with Bill about the fence-cutting, passed the bottle with a blatant order for him to drink.

Kreutzer took a nip, thinking it might placate the drunken cowpokes, and drank again when they insisted. It was stone fence, a mixture of bad whiskey and hard cider. After the third drink one was always afraid he was going to die, and after the fourth, one feared he wouldn't. Bill hoped he wouldn't have to go that far, and he didn't; the second drink apparently satisfied the young hell-raisers, and they turned again to their indefinite shooting. Their wild spree ended suddenly, shortly thereafter, when Whiting fell off the horse, lit on his head, and had to be carried away for repairs.

When Kreutzer recounted that story, he was asked, "Were you scared that time, Bill?"

He evaded the question, but when pinned down, he laughed quietly and said, "Well, no; at least, I wasn't much scared after that second drink of stone fence."
XII

Game Violations
EDWARD KREUTZER ONCE SAID TO HIS SON, "BILLY, the West could never have been pioneered and settled without venison and baling wire." He then amplified the statement.

Venison, applying equally to deer and elk meat, had been easily obtained food for the pioneer when all else failed. He could go out into the woods almost anywhere and bag a buck or a bull, and with fresh meat under his belt the problems of the frontier, no matter how difficult they seemed, were soon solved.

Baling wire, it seemed, had come in with the Pikes Peak gold-seekers and had served a thousand and one purposes. After settlement had progressed further, the baling of hay for ship​ment to market widely distributed prospector's twine, as it was often called. In fact, it has often been jokingly said that one could start from any given point in Colorado and find a piece of baling wire within a radius of 100 yards.

In his ranger career, Bill often thought of his father's words, and realizing the full value of the game resources of the State he gladly and energetically joined the attempt made by a few interested persons to save the fast dwindling big-game herds, just as he previously had joined the movement to save the Nation's forests. He became an ardent supporter of the State's game laws, insufficient and ineffectual as they were in those days. He ac​cepted a commission as a deputy game warden and gave active assistance to the State authorities.

The Department of Game and Fish had been established in the State in 1899. Prior to that time and closely following it, a few laws had been enacted for the protection of those resources. But the development of agriculture and other industries had distracted public attention from them. Both game and fish decreased rapidly, for the market hunter and fisherman were taking a heavy toll, and little was being done to restrict their illegal activities. True, more laws were passed, but enforcement was lax. 

Here, as in the administration of the Federal Reserve Service, the spoils system held sway. Politically appointed wardens enforced or did not enforce the game laws, according to the man​ner in which each individually wished to function. Luckily, the responsible type of warden predominated, and as the years went by, they increased, and saved a remnant of the game herds that Bill Kreutzer as a boy had considered inexhaustible.

But by 1903 a haunch of venison was almost as much of a curiosity as one of those newfangled automobiles. Only baling wire remained of those twin progenitors of civilization which Edward Kreutzer had so philosophically called to the attention of his son, Bill.

Bill's most important early game case was in the vicinity of Cedaredge, the town that for three years he considered his offi​cial headquarters, although he was seldom there. But it was there he came for mail and supplies most frequently, and he eventually became known to the residents and was accepted by them as one of their community.

Along with the serious pursuit of his calling, Bill sometimes cultivated the social amenities. Specifically, he often attended the dances held in Woodman Hall, and he could trip the light fantastic with artistic skill. Waltz, schottische, polka, or other round dances of the day, he knew; and when Al Crampton called a quadrille, or square dance as it is known to country folk, Bill could cut a pigeon wing with the best of them. He knew all the changes—"Alaman a ding dong, Paddy go gee and Sally go haw; when you meet your partner, pat 'er on the head, if she don't like biscuits, feed 'er cornbread"—and dozens of others.

At times the Cedaredge dances became proving grounds for the prowess of factional groups of ranchmen or cowboys. One night there was a fight between the Crampton brothers and the Peterson brothers. Al Crampton was floor manager and ob​jected, it seems, when the two Petersons attempted to dance turn and turn about on one ticket. The Petersons came off victorious in the fray, but a few days later in Blanchard's store the Cramptons attacked the Petersons and evened the score. The fight ran into a feud which threatened to overshadow that of the Martins and the Coys, long famous in song and story.

Bill, following his customary role of arbiter and peace-maker, acted as intermediary and helped bring the feud to an end before blood was spilled by either side. After several months had elapsed, the Cramptons returned to Tonopah, Nevada, where they had formerly worked, but the Petersons remained and became a thorn in the flesh to Kreutzer. First, there was the game violation case previously mentioned, which occurred in the spring of 1903.

In that vicinity game violations were frequent, and civil authorities couldn't or didn't cope successfully with the situation. Recently the law-abiding citizens had been highly incensed by the impudent action of some violator who had purposely scattered deer hair through Main Street, leaving a large deposit on the postoffice steps. Kreutzer decided to take a hand in the matter, and, following the tip of Mrs. Freda Bourne, who lived near Cedaredge, he slipped silently through the darkness one night, and found five deer carcasses hanging on the back of the Peterson cabin. At that time there was no open season on deer, and the killing was therefore illegal.

Although almost betrayed by barking dogs, Bill returned and consulted with Mrs. Bourne, who was a regularly commissioned game warden, perhaps the only one in the State. They called up Sheriff Hunt of Delta County, but he would not act; he said it was useless to do anything, because he was unable to get Colonel Francis E. Boyd, the local justice of the peace, to issue warrants.

Kreutzer immediately went to see Boyd, and found that Hunt had been right; Boyd wouldn't issue the warrants. He told Bill that he didn't dare, because there would be disastrous results should he do so.

By that time, Bill was angry; he hunted up the forms, filled them out, and ordered Boyd to sign them. Boyd refused, and Bill threatened him with state-wide publicity if he didn't. Boyd protested long and loud, but finally he signed them.

Bill again telephoned Sheriff Hunt who, when convinced that the ranger actually held the signed warrants, sent two deputies. They arrested the father and both boys, Ot and Mart. However, the elder Peterson pleaded guilty and served out the imposed sentence in the Delta jail.

Following that case, Kreutzer had to prosecute a timber trespass case against the Petersons. He had been over to Mesa for a few weeks, helping Supervisor Craig with office work, and was returning to Cedaredge when he first detected the trespass.

Because the snowdrifts on Grand Mesa were still impassable, he had ridden around the horn, or west end, of the Mesa. As he rode toward Cedaredge from Delta, he saw piles of freshly cut

Douglas-fir telephone poles lying along the Delta County cooperative telephone line. He inquired of Reeder Light, a game warden, about them. Light knew that the Petersons had placed the poles along the line; nothing more.

Continuing his search, Bill found the place where the poles had been cut, well inside the Reserve boundary on Ward Creek. As he had sold no timber there, without a doubt the cutting was a case of deliberate trespass against the Government. So back to Cedaredge and thence to Delta he retraced his steps and tagged each pile of poles with a Government property notice. That tag reads "Property of the United States" and it advises everyone to keep hands off.

Then Kreutzer went back to Cedaredge and waited. He didn't have to wait long, for in came the Petersons, three of them. They wanted to know by what right Bill had claimed their telephone poles.

It didn't take Bill very long to tell them that timber couldn't be cut on Forest Reserve land without first being legally purchased from the local ranger, that promiscuous cutting such as theirs was timber trespass, and that where the timber was cut intentionally to defraud the Government, as this seemed to be, it was called willful trespass. Settlement called for a fine as well as for payment of stumpage on the timber. After that, it took Bill considerably longer to convince the trespassers that the property notices would stay on the poles till Uncle Sam's agents, in Washington, had been paid in full for the value of the stumpage, and notified him to release the poles.

After considerable argument, the elder Peterson offered to settle. That necessitated a trip to the area where the poles had been cut to count the stumps, and Peterson agreed to go with Kreutzer. When Peterson arrived at the place where they had agreed to meet, he was carrying a rifle, and as they rode, several times Bill found it pointed in his direction; unintentionally, it seemed, when he objected.

But as they went on, Bill felt that the old man was not to be trusted. He knew that Peterson was a good shot, and the gun might go off accidentally. He recalled that the old man had recently shot a gun and two fingers from the hand of George Hyder, of the Bar I Ranch. Hyder had attempted to draw on him but had been too slow. Therefore, while Peterson drank at the stream, Bill picked up the gun and extracted the cartridges. He handed the rifle to the trespasser and told him not to reload it while they were on the trip. Peterson took the gun, cursed and threatened Bill, but obeyed the order.

With no further fear of being shot, Bill went on, counted the stumps, and determined the quantity of the timber that had been cut. By the time they reached Cedaredge, Peterson was in a more amiable mood, and, according to the current method of settling a trespass case, Bill asked him to make an offer of settlement. Peterson made the offer, and Kreutzer sent it to Washington; but the officials there would not accept it, and there was a long-delayed settlement.

Twice during that time, the Petersons intercepted Kreutzer while he was busy at other work and threatened his life if he didn't release the poles. Bill, however, stood pat and called their bluff, for that is what it proved to be. The case was finally settled in 1905, about the time Kreutzer was transferred to the Gunnison Forest Reserve.

So ended Kreutzer's troubles with the Petersons, but not his association with one of them. A decade later he sat in his office at Gunnison, when a tall, dark-complexioned man walked in and held out a hand. It was Otto Peterson, with a grin on his usually serious face.

Bill sprang up, grasped the hand, and said, "Well, I'll be darned! How are you, Ot?"

Peterson said he was fine, asked how Bill was, and they conversed about as follows: "I'm now a State game warden," Otto said.

"So I've heard," Bill replied, "and I've wondered about it. You used to be the wildest young buckaroo in Delta County."

"I'm giving you the credit, Bill," Otto said. "In those days back in Cedaredge, I always admired your way of going straight down the line without fear or favor. I couldn't forget it. One day I decided that maybe you were right and I was wrong. I had to find out, so I applied for a game warden's commission."

"You're a good officer, I'm told," Bill commented.

"I want to be," the warden replied. "Maybe I can make amends for some of my former indiscretions. If any good comes of it, as I said before, the credit belongs to you, for you set a mark for me to shoot at."

"Thanks, Ot," the ranger said; "that's a real compliment and I appreciate it. If I can help with any of your problems, I'll be happy to do so."

Thus started, one might say, the official career of Otto Peter​son, while he lived, the most feared and consequently the most hated of Colorado game wardens. Some of the things he did were questioned by those whom he had arrested for game violations, for Otto was merciless with wrongdoers.

But Kreutzer liked Peterson and commends his change of heart. Also, he praises Peterson's good work in suppressing game violations and the help he gave in restocking the game ranges of the State. The two men worked together on many game range problems thereafter, and their business relations were harmonious during the remainder of Otto's life.

As a paraphrase to the old battle cry, Kreutzer said, "Ot is dead, long live Ot." It was a gallant tribute from one public offi​cial to the memory of another, emphasizing, as it were, that part of Ot's character which raised him from thoughtless lawlessness to enlightened responsibility.

XIII

Range Troubles
LOOKING BACK INTO HISTORY WE FIND THAT MARY'S little lamb and all the members of the genus Ovis have continual​ly created disturbances among the peoples of the earth. An early Biblical story leads one to believe that Cain, Adam's farmer son, killed his brother, Abel, because Abel's sheep got into his (Cain's) corn patch, or whatever he was raising. And, in turn, it might be said, sheep have raised cain ever since that time.

In other historical records are many references to troubles which grew out of the perverse ways of the pesky critter. These records show that even at an early date the animal's wayward activities were fully as disturbing as the capers accredited to Mary's lamb in the schoolroom at a later date.

As the years advanced the sheep family multiplied a million- fold. Like locusts, they spread across the face of the land west of the Mississippi during our country's period of settlement, and wherever sheep and cattle met there was conflict over range rights. Their owners were always at sword's points and never lost an opportunity to pit their forces one against the other; their battles for range supremacy were bloody and hard fought.

Grand Mesa and Plateau Valley had known conflicts between cattle and sheep owners long before Bill Kreutzer saw them. The residents of that region, who were cowmen, had declared war against the enroachment of sheep as early as 1892. They claimed the high ranges as cattle range, and resentment against the transient sheepmen which had been smoldering for some time at last burst its bounds.

A band of bucks owned by Utah men had been wintered at the Reed Ranch in Plateau Valley. One night a group of men surrounded the band at a sheep camp on the Hogback, a divide between the valley and the desert range. They killed the rams and sent the herders out with instructions to keep all sheep away from Plateau Valley and the cattle ranges if they didn't want further slaughter.

Despite the warning, within a short time the sheepmen at​tempted to drive in a band of eight hundred ewes. They crossed the Hogback in the day time, but that precaution availed them no security. A group of about a hundred masked men met them on the Plateau side, took the sheep from the herders, and killed them with guns and clubs. The herders claimed later that seventy-five of their unknown assailants participated in the slaughter of the flock, while the remainder stood guard around them. After the job was completed, the herders were released and started toward the desert with the positive injunction that sterner measures would be taken if they came back.

No more attempts were made to bring sheep in that way, but attempts were made elsewhere. Several other bands were killed, and fights between sheepmen and cattlemen occurred. It is claimed by the relator of the story that one man was killed and one seriously injured in the encounters.

The cattlemen, on account of local residence, held an ad​vantage and won the fight; not a sheep reached the high ranges that year nor for many years thereafter. There had been a large loss of sheep, and for a long time afterward piles of bones and rams' horns were visible along the Hogback trail.

When Kreutzer arrived in that locality almost a decade later, he found that a deadline had been set up by the cattlemen; huge rock cairns, hand-constructed, marked the line beyond which no sheep should go. There was a Stockmen's Protective Association, composed of several hundred cowmen, who had banded together to combat the encroachment of the sheepmen's flocks. Each member had taken an oath of secrecy which, as dis​closed later by an officer of the Association who had become a forest supervisor in the Reserve Service, ran as follows:

“I, __________ , in the presence of Almighty God and the mem​bers of the Western Slope Protective Association here assembled, do promise and swear that I will keep inviolate and not divulge to any person or persons whomsoever any secrets or activities or names of members of the association, that I will do my utmost at all times to protect the ranges of northwestern Colorado against invasion by sheep. All this I promise and swear with a firm and steadfast resolution to perform the same without any mental reservation whatsoever, binding myself under no less a penalty than that of being shot to death should I ever in the least violate this my voluntary obligation."

Also, from this one-time officer of the Association something was learned about the range war that was waged just across the then Grand River from Grand Mesa, in the early 1890's. The dead​line, mentioned above, also extended into that area, and there, as on Grand Mesa, the sheepmen kept trying to gain a foothold in the summer ranges.

In 1890, Ed Horton, a sheepman, bought a ranch which lay inside the cow-range, and moved several bands of sheep onto it and the surrounding land. The cowmen, several hundred strong, quickly assembled and rode to a point near the ranch. They sent a committee of three to tell Horton to move out, and then placed themselves at stated intervals along the ridge which partially surrounded the ranch.

Horton came out to meet the committee as they approached the house, and listened while they stated their case. They told him he was on cow-range, and must move off immediately. But belligerently the sheepman refused to go; he told them that the range was public domain; that he had as much right to it as they had, and that he was prepared to defend himself and his flocks.

As he finished his statement, one of the trio waved his hat, and on the ridge the cowmen arose from their places of con​cealment and faced the ranch. With their rifles gleaming in the morning sunlight, they presented a formidable array of strength to the aggressive sheepman. He tried to argue, but the cowmen gave him a limited amount of time to get going, and, needless to say, he complied.

On September 10, 1894, that part of the conflict over range reached a climax. Some 200 cowmen overpowered the herders of flocks that had crossed the deadline, and drove more than two thousand sheep over a high cliff near the head of Parachute Creek, in Garfield County. Reverberations from this foray, gen​erally known as the Book Cliffs raid, were loud and long. They reached Bill Kreutzer on the Eastern Slope, the writer at his home in the Roaring Fork River valley, and others all over the State. Wherever and whenever stockmen met, the raid was discussed.

Because of the seriousness of the offense, an investigation was ordered by constituted authority. This was duly made, but nothing was done, for every one of the local cowmen had clear alibis. And as later disclosed by the supervisor before mentioned, they were true alibis, for cowmen from farther east had come in to perform the flagrant act.

After the raid the ill feeling between the two classes of stockmen flared higher, but the cowmen, being on the ground, held the balance of power and usually won out. They continued to fight, however, until the Reserve Service classified the sum​mer grazing lands, which lay chiefly within the Reserves, as either cattle or sheep range.

Twice during Bill's early service on the Reserve he worked with R. E. Benedict of the United States Bureau of Forestry, checking the boundary lines of the Reserve. In a certain place on the Whitewater side they saw many angora goat skins, and the ranchmen there wore fine goat skin chaps. Several times Bill was offered goat skins for that purpose, but he declined as he didn't like chaps of that kind.

Bill wondered about the large number of skins, but made no inquiry, and the stockmen vouchsafed no explanation. How​ever, one of them, when influenced by bad whiskey, boasted of certain dark misdeeds of which he was very proud. Bill checked up on his story and soon knew the answer.

A few years prior to his arrival, according to his informant, an old man had driven a band of goats into that area from the desert. One night he had been suddenly confronted by a large group of horsemen, armed with rifles and six-shooters, who from all appearances, were being led by John Barleycorn. The goats had been killed to the last one.

At the time Kreutzer appeared on the scene, many bands of sheep were crowding into Colorado from the Green River ranges of Utah, and all of the low ranges in western Colorado were overrun with them. On the west side of the Reserve they were pushing toward the Reserve boundary, and Bill had to go in and patrol the line to keep them from trespassing on the Federally owned range, for according to Government classification, all Grand Mesa range was allotted to cattle.

For three years, at critical periods, Bill patrolled that line along the Gunnison River side of the Reserve, from the horn or west tip of the Mesa to Delta. This was usually during the winter and early spring when stormy weather was the rule. With his pack horse following, he rode here and there with an eye peeled for trespass.

Because of the Government order which excluded sheep from the Reserve ranges, some of the rangers had openly cast their lot with the cattlemen. Therefore, sheepmen looked on all

rangers as a part of the force arrayed against them. Bill tried to set them aright in the matter; he told them that he was not aligned against them, but was only enforcing orders. The sheep- men listened, but Bill knew they were highly skeptical of his statement.

All went well, however, till the spring of 1903, when two sheepmen, Del States and Francois La Fon, decided to fight the cattlemen for range on Grand Mesa. They ordered their herders to push forward up the west face, and to pay no attention to the ranger's instructions.

Word of the advance reached Bill as, fortunately, he rode one day into Shorty Bowman's ranch on Kannah Creek. Alone, he started toward the front line of the advancing sheep, but one of the ranchers cautioned him about going in words about like these:

"Those sheepmen are on the prod; they'll kill you if you go out there alone to oppose them," the ranchman said.

"Not if I see them first," Bill replied.

"There's no need for you to take such a chance. The cowmen are ready to meet them. They'll take care of the situation."

"I'm not afraid of sheep or sheepmen," Bill told him. "All I ask is that you fellows lay off until I have a chance to act."

"Go ahead, we'll wait," the rancher said, and then sarcastic​ally gibed, "We'll also give you a fancy funeral."

When Kreutzer arrived at the front of the advancing bands, he attempted to question the first herder he met as to the where​abouts of the owner of the sheep, but the only reply he could elicit was "No sabe, no sabe." The herder carried a carbine across his arm, but Bill spurred Monk squarely into the face of the leaders and turned them pell-mell down the gulch. The herder rushed in, shouting imprecations in his native tongue and point​ing his gun threateningly.

Bill came back to him, showed him his badge, told him who he was, and again asked him who owned the borregos. He was not greatly surprised when, in recognizable English, the man told him that they belonged to Del States. He asked where he could find States, and the herder said he was over at the main camp on Deer Creek. He then told the herder that he was going over to see States, and, in the meantime, he must hold back the sheep.

Without knowing whether the herder understood the order, he rode toward Deer Creek, and before he reached States' camp he turned back eight bands of sheep, ignoring the protests of the other herders. Upon his arrival at the camp, States came out with a Winchester rifle across his arm, and snarlingly asked who he was and what he wanted.

Bill dismounted, told the sheepman who he was and why he was there, and immediately States asked him why he hadn't brought his friends, the cowmen, with him. Bill told him that he didn't need anyone to help him — he could handle his business alone. All he wanted was a chance to tell him that he couldn't take sheep onto the Reserve, because that area was cattle range.

States derisively said that maybe it was, but just the same he and La Fon were going to take fifteen bands up there, and no one could stop them.

Patiently, but persistently and emphatically, Bill told States that he was riding for a fall; that the cattlemen had agreed to lay off and let the Government handle the case as a grazing trespass; that should he go into the Reserve, his fight wasn't against the cattlemen but against Uncle Sam. He would be liable to both civil and criminal action by the proper Governmental authorities, should he proceed. He concluded by telling States that he was starting for Delta, at once, to notify the proper officials.

Accordingly, he mounted and rode toward Delta. And here again the weather man knocked him for a loop: a storm, register​ing far below zero, engulfed him, and when he arrived at Ben Lowe's livery stable in Delta his feet were frozen.

Lowe, notorious even then as a fast gunman, helped Kreutzer remove his boots and by using cold water and snow helped to thaw out his feet. Several years later, on June 9, 1917, Lowe was shot by Cash Sampson, a stock inspector, in the Escalante-Una​weep country, in a quarrel over ownership of some horses; and Sampson, in turn, was killed by Lowe. But at this time Lowe assisted Bill until he was able to walk again.

During that time Bill expected any minute to hear of a battle between the cattle and sheepmen, but nothing occurred. As soon as he was able to ride he went back to the western line of the Reserve and was overjoyed to find that the sheepmen had changed their minds; every one of the bands of sheep was several miles away from the line, and heading steadily westward toward the desert range. His fearless action in facing Del States had averted a range war which undoubtedly would have equaled or exceeded any other in the history of the West.

No other important range dissension occurred during Kreut​zer's period of service on the Battlement Mesa Forest Reserve. However, after he had been transferred to another Reserve, one other range fight occurred. Axel Swanson, one of the owners of the sheep, was killed, and many sheep were slaughtered. Civil authorities investigated the case, but before the men suspected of the crime could be brought to trial, Ole Swanson, who had witnessed the shooting of Axel, mysteriously disappeared. The case was dropped because of a lack of sufficient evidence.

That incident was the last of the cattle and sheep troubles on the Battlement Mesa Reserve. Government records show that one permit was issued by the Forest Service in 1909 and 1910. It was then cancelled and no sheep were again permitted until 1918, when, at the request of local men, sheep were admitted to parts of the range. Since that practice was inaugurated, there has been very little discord between the two classes of stockmen. About 10,000 sheep now graze there annually, separated from Cowland by an unfenced line, but that line is plainly marked, and both cattlemen and sheepmen respect the rights of the other. The Forest Service had solved a problem with its controlled range management which the stockmen would never have solved with their ropes, rifles, and six-shooters.

Cattle and sheep are but beasts needing forage to sustain life. Any perverseness ascribed to them should rightly be at​tributed to their owners, is Bill's opinion. This, of course, is true. They, not the cattle or the sheep, are to blame for the long, bloody fight for range. The same harmony that prevails today could have existed from the time of Adam if man's desire to fight had not predominated his ability to negotiate—a character​istic which is not particularly limited to men who specialize in raising stock.

"But history, especially that of Colorado, would have lost much of its romantic glamour," was Kreutzer's concluding com​ment on the subject.

Primarily interested in grazing and stock-raising before be​coming a forester, Bill merits much praise (as do other old rangers) for the generally harmonious conditions which exist between the two classes of stockmen and between the stockmen and the administrators of the ranges.

"For it was men of that type," said Will C. Barnes, a one​time Chief of Grazing of the United States Forest Service, "who won the West for forestry."
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Farewell, Grand Mesa
BECAUSE OF THE FAST-CHANGING STATUS OF FOREST​RY in the United States, the year of 1905 was one of the most momentous years of Bill Kreutzer's career. The old Forest Re​serve Service of the General Land Office, organized in 1898, was passing out of the picture, and borne on the flood tide of Presi​dential approval, strangely but truly, forestry was soaring to a favorable place in the sun. The dynamic Theodore Roosevelt had become its champion and, guided by the forceful Gifford Pinchot, the few foresters of the day were realizing a dream come true.

President Roosevelt pulled the administration of the Forest Reserves from the General Land Office in the Department of the Interior and placed it in the Bureau of Forestry in the Depart​ment of Agriculture, stating emphatically that forestry was a part of agriculture. He renamed the Bureau Forest Service and told Pinchot to reorganize it. This the Chief Forester proceeded to do under the watchful eye of the canny old Secretary of Agri​culture, James Wilson.

"You will see to it," Wilson told him, "that the natural re​sources of the Forest Reserves are administered for the greatest good to the greatest number in the long run." Several interpreta​tions have been given to those words, but what Secretary Wilson actually meant was plain to Pinchot; the wasteful thievery of natural resources, then rampant, must be abolished and some kind of controlled management should be instituted therefor.

To do that Pinchot first had to build up a reliable force of field administrators—forest supervisors, rangers, and guards—a personnel imbued with honesty and integrity. By blanket order, the existing personnel were transferred to the new organization. Dated February 1, 1905, Bill's order, transferring him from one department to the other, is now one of the prized possessions among his rare historical documents.

Even before that time, Pinchot had set his corps of forestry- trained inspectors to assorting the good personnel from the bad, and now they went about it in earnest. Heads fell right and left as they wielded the axe of official authority. Kreutzer claims that they were so avid in their desire to weed out poor material that a good man was sometimes sacrificed. The elimination pro​cess continued for a long time before a satisfactory force was established. However, once established, it was what Pinchot had asked for, an honest, hard-working group, willing to follow their leader anywhere he wanted to go.

Bill Kreutzer was retained, and, as it proved later, he was marked for advancement. One of the inspectors took away his round, nickel-plated badge which bore the words "Forest Reserve Ranger", and gave him a new shield-shaped, bronze badge which pictured a coniferous tree flanked by a large U and a large S. It wasn't a symbol of police powers like the old badge, but more truly symbolized the new conception of conservation. Bill talked the inspector out of the old badge and today treasures it among his souvenirs.

During that summer Bill completed several jobs that he had been working on for years. He finished his ranger camp and had a stout cabin over his head and a pasture fence to hold his horses. He also completed the examinations of reservoir sites for the purpose of placing them under permit.

The issuing of permits proved to be a perplexing problem, owing to the fact that for many years, on Grand Mesa, the un​restricted construction of dams to hold back irrigation water had been done by ranchmen who lived in the valleys below. Since the establishment of the Reserve such action had become trespass, and all current work had been stopped as soon as found. Some of the ranchers had defied the Government order and continued their work as usual. Restraining orders were issued in such cases, and in each case there was a fight which continued until it was settled by the issuance of the necessary permit.

Bill finally got all the cases settled on his district; then went over to the Mesa side to help Ranger Dave Anderson calm down an irate ranchman whom he had been unable to placate. As Bill and Dave rode up to the dam where Reed, the rancher, was working a crew of men, he stood on the bank with a Winchester rifle across his arm. As they drew nearer, he extended the gun threateningly, and ordered the rangers to stay away. By previous agreement, Anderson stopped and turned the job over to Bill. He rode directly up to Reed, read the restraining order, and asked the trespasser to stop construction for a week or two, until Anderson could get the matter adjusted. He told him that a permit would then be issued to him and he could legally proceed with the work.

Reed told him that he wouldn't lay off, that he was going to finish the work right now. Bill told him that they couldn't permit him to do that, and Reed angrily defied him. When Bill urged him to submit peacefully to the order, Reed told him he could go to hell. But Bill didn't go; this was just the kind of thing he liked to tackle. He stayed and argued with the angry settler; he was good at it, and Reed, at last, capitulated, and pulled off his construction crew. Within the allotted time, Ranger Anderson secured the permit, and Reed continued the work on the dam. Kreutzer was thankful that another obstacle to their program had been removed, and went back to his district feeling pretty well satisfied with life.

His complacency was soon disturbed, for another incident in connection with pasture trespass had a more unfortunate end​ing. Frank Barnes was again working as Bill's assistant; he was more hindrance than help, but Bill put up with his inefficiency rather than quarrel with Supervisor Craig about it.

Barnes frequently went to Mesa, and Bill usually had him do odd jobs there and pack in supplies. On one of the trips Bill asked Frank to serve an official notice on M. E. Laswell, a ranchman, who was in trespass. Several days later, Barnes returned, blear-eyed and belligerent. When Bill took him to task for drink​ing, Frank instantly wanted to fight. Grabbing up a camp stool, Bill fought him off, and he soon subsided docilely into an ex​hausted coma and slept many hours before he recovered.

Later, Kreutzer discovered that he had served notice on Laswell in the Mesa post office. When Laswell objected, Barnes immediately knocked him down, and administered the same treatment to several friends who had intervened. It took Bill and Dave Anderson a long time to allay the resentment of the as​saulted ranchmen.

Bill had another assistant, Ranger James G. (Jim) Cayton, who was more tactful and efficient. Among other things, Jim helped Bill complete his ranger camp. He was a dashing young blade who liked to dance and sing and squire the ladies, but he was loyal to the job no matter what it might be, and was always ready to hit the ball. Jim continued with the Forest Service almost as long as Bill. He was one of the more dependable of the old guard, and, like Bill, he had an eventful career before he, too, retired. In 1939, the Forest Service named the Cayton Ranger Station, near Rifle, in his honor.

As the summer of 1905 advanced, Supervisor Craig trans​ferred Kreutzer to another Reserve, the Gunnison. Named for an early explorer, Captain John W. Gunnison, it had been estab​lished on May 12, 1905, by President Roosevelt. It was one of the thirty-seven he proclaimed that year.

Supervisor Craig had been placed temporarily in charge. He came to Bill in July and said, "I'll need an experienced man to get things started over there. You'd better ride over."

Bill thought Craig had relented and was giving him a break. Later, he learned that the Washington Office had instructed Craig to send him there in May as ranger-at-large, but Craig had held him until he had completed the work he (Craig) wanted him to do. In the meantime, Craig had gone to the Gunnison, made promises to the stockmen which could not be kept, and in every way possible made it difficult for Bill to function prop​erly when he arrived there.

However, about August 1, Bill saddled Doc, an iron-gray horse he had recently acquired in lieu of Monk and other con​siderations, and hit the trail for the town of Gunnison. This time, Chub followed with Bill's frying pans, Dutch oven, sour​dough can, bedding, and other personal belongings tightly dia​mond-hitched on his back.

Blithely, Bill proceeded toward the North Fork Valley, his blood tingling with the joy of living and the thought of new lands ahead. For the pioneering instinct was as strong in him as it had been in Edward Kreutzer, his father. And, though he did not know it, greater responsibilities were to be his, and stranger adventures he was to experience in that new land. Among other things, he was to learn something about those Western neckties, sometimes referred to as hemp.

But now, unaware of all that lay ahead, he was happy. Turn​ing eastward, he headed serenely into the dry Dobe Hills which flank the north side of the Gunnison River. As he jogged along, with Doc's hoofs kicking up little puffs of adobe, Bill was soon as dry as, or possibly drier than, he had ever been. Wishing that he had a cold drink of water, he, laughingly, broke into the old drinking song, long a favorite of the cowboy clan:
"Goodbye, Cedaredge, I'm goin' t' leave you, 
My fortune to seek in some far-off land,

For whiskey and beer are my boon companions, 
Wherever we meet we join heart and hand."

But very soon, he was too dry to sing, or even to spit; so, silently he rode along, lost in thought. One of those thoughts must have suggested a solution to his problem, for he stopped, dismounted, unloosened his packrope, and dug a can of tomatoes out of the pannier. With his clasp knife, he opened the can and drank the juice; it was refreshing and he felt better.

He retied his diamond hitch, mounted and rode on, his mind now intent on a question which had intrigued him ever since he had been in that country: Where lay the exact line of march of the first explorers to ride that way, the route of the Spanish Padres, Escalante and Dominguez? He'd like to know how closely he was following that old trail. Not that it really mattered, but—well, he'd just like to know.
Gunnison
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New Frontiers
THE OLD SPANISH EXPEDITION OF WHICH RANGER Bill Kreutzer was thinking as he rode along toward his new as​signment had occurred in 1776. Bill knew little about it; merely that the Padres, Escalante and Dominguez, and their twelve followers had come north from Santa Fe to the Uncompahgre Valley. They had crossed the Rio San Javier (Gunnison) below the present State Bridge, proceeded up the Rio Santa Rosa (North Fork) and across the Muddy country to the Rio San Rafael (Grand).

Now, in fancy, Bill rode with the explorers. The whole country had been a wilderness; at no place had there been a trace of man's so-called civilization. The present road and rail​road or the houses and fences now visible ahead hadn't been there. Game had been plentiful, for buffalo and antelope, as well as elk and deer, had inhabited the area, and Indian tribes had occasionally come there to hunt them.

At the crossing of the Gunnison the local Indian tribes had asked them to turn back, but they were determined to continue their explorations. Bill knew intuitively the urge that drove them on. How enjoyable must have been each day, as they made their way through this primeval land! Why hadn't he lived then? He regretted that he had been born a century and a half too late, for surely, if he had lived then, he would have been with them.

Day dreaming of the men who had been trail blazers in Colorado, Bill Kreutzer didn't realize that he, too, was a trail blazer; probably, as important as either of the padres. Theirs had been the need to explore a new territory preliminary to its set​tlement; his, the need to remedy some of the evils incident to the settlement which followed in their wake. Coming out of his reverie, Kreutzer wondered ruefully if they had known better than he to carry some water into this desert-like part of their wilderness. Or, he thought, possibly they had crossed it at a more favorable season, as he had done heretofore.

Arriving at Rogers Mesa, he sought the nearest water, drank and watered his horses; then, as he proceeded, he received the most grievous physical hurt that had thus far befallen him. In cowboy lingo, Doc come uncorked, and suddenly, for no ac​countable reason, squatted, and then leaped into the air. The saddle horn sank deeply into Bill's solar plexus, and it had the same effect as a hard blow from a boxer; it was a knockout. Bill was too badly hurt even to pull leather, and Doc pitched him headfirst into a pile of rocks in the sagebrush.

In relating his adventures, Bill soft-pedaled this incident, for, as cowboys express it, he wasn't proud of being piled. He still wonders how it happened. And, as the writer knows, it will be cause for merriment among other riders, for every good rider wonders how it happened, after he has been thrown from a horse.

After Bill had pumped a few lungfuls of air, he tried to sit up, but sank back with a groan. Doc had really manhandled him; so he lay there and nursed his misery. Presently a woman and a girl came by in a spring wagon and, like the Good Samaritan, they stopped to render aid. They got him into the wagon, laid him on his back, trailed his horses behind the wagon, and de​livered him at the office of a Dr. Williams in the town of Hotch​kiss, who administered aid and gave him fatherly advice. Today, Bill remembers the kindness received more than the injury, for, as has been previously said, kindness in the early days of his career was scarce, a thing apart.

After a day's rest, Kreutzer secured a ride to Maher with George Goodwin, a sawmill operator from Black Mesa, and up there in the cool, densely timbered mountains, he recovered quickly and resumed his journey. Following Craig's instructions, he visited A. R. (Bert) Chapman on Black Mesa, Robert Under​wood on Smith's Fork, and H. N. Wheeler at Sapinero. They were newly appointed forest guards initiating official administra​tion, and Bill discussed with each the work to be done and the new regulations governing their activities.

With Wheeler, Bill went to the Carpenter brothers' sawmill on Elk Creek and extinguished a fire which was burning in the sawdust pile and threatening to burn timber near by. They final​ly put it out by turning a small stream to run directly through the sawdust.

As they had to stay overnight there, they accepted Grover Carpenter's invitation to sleep in the mill bunkhouse. Harry Carpenter had been profanely antagonistic to their efforts all that day, and when they retired he, with marked conspicuous​ness, placed his Luger on a chair close to his bunk.

Sometime during the night, Bill thought he felt a movement in the foot of the bed, and upon investigation discovered there was a mountain rat inside the mattress. The opportunity was too good to resist, and quietly he secured his Colt and shot the rat.

The roar of the old .45 inside the house was terrific, and Carpenter sprang up and grabbed for his Luger. He couldn't find it in the darkness, and wanted to know what in blazes was coming off. Kreutzer had a good laugh at his discomfiture, but he soon made another discovery, and this time the laugh was on him; the mattress was full of large, half-starved bedbugs, and before the night was over, he and Wheeler had to move outside to escape from the hungry insects.

Bill recalls that Wheeler, later a forest supervisor and a national lecturer, was a good marksman, and they had many contests during their trip to the mill and elsewhere.

On August 28, 1905, Kreutzer arrived in Gunnison. The town was full of stockmen, who had come in to attend a meeting of the local Cattlemen's Association. It was one of many held that fall to protest against the Chief Forester's recent announcement that a fee would be charged for stock grazed on the Federal Reserves. Bill didn't know about the meeting and was greatly surprised when a crowd of angry men surrounded him as he rode up Main Street.

Later, he learned that Craig had attended a previous meet​ing and had told them he was sending them a ranger; and since the grazing fee announcement the cowmen had been watching for him to arrive. Now they crowded around Bill and his horses, and fired a volley of questions at the ranger.

One of the men told him that Craig had told them they would have to obtain permits to graze their stock, and asked if that was true. Before he could answer, another man asked if they would have to pay for them. A third man lamentingly said it would break them if they had to pay, but a fourth loudly declared they wouldn't pay the tax; they'd fight it till hell froze over if they had to.

Bill kept trying to answer them, but couldn't get started; so, patiently, he waited for the clamor to cease.

Then, a man who seemed to have authority appeared. He told Kreutzer that he was Bill (W. A.) Gillaspey, the president of the Cattlemen's Association, and asked him to tell them what he knew about the proposed grazing permit and fees.

Kreutzer told Gillaspey that if someone would quiet the crowd, he would tell them what they wanted to know. Another man, who Bill later learned was T. W. Gray, a prominent stock​man, asked the men around them to be quiet, and the clamor ceased.

Bill dismounted, introduced himself, and said that he didn't know what they had been told by Craig, or anyone else, for that matter, but he was sure there was no need for them to worry about the permits and fees; the permits were merely a matter of administration and the fees would be small. He pulled the new Use Book from his pocket, held it up to view, and told them that these were the rules and regulations of the Secretary of Agriculture, just put out by Mr. Pinchot's office. If anyone wanted to know what they were, he would read a part or all of them.

Instantly, and almost simultaneously, several men wanted to know what the book said about the grazing tax.

Consequently, Kreutzer read them Regulation No. 25, which stated that beginning January 1, 1906, a grazing fee of twenty to thirty-five cents per head would be collected for horses and cattle grazed on the Reserves.

He had barely finished his reading when the before-men​tioned lamenter reminded the crowd that he had told them so, and dolefully claimed that they would be ruined.

The fee wasn't large, and his plaint amused Bill, but seri​ously he tried to tell the men that eventually they would get their money's worth. They were skeptical about that, but asked about other things, and Bill answered their questions until the crowd dispersed and then sought food and shelter.

Bill next visited forest guards A. W. (Skeets) Lindsley, Perry Snodgrass, and Carl J. Stahl in his capacity as ranger-at-large. Then he went about the Reserve examining, surveying, and mapping illegal timber cuttings, which he reported to Washington as timber trespass cases. He found many of them, and didn't get to Tin Cup, where he was to establish headquarters, until late in September.

Only one incident broke the ordinary routine of that work. On the thirteenth of September, Bill stopped in Crested Butte to post reports on trespasses and fires. He left his horses in Old Julian's livery stable, and later that evening he caught two drunken cowboys leading Doc out of his stall. Although they were very apologetic and claimed that in the darkness they had thought it was their horse, Bill strongly suspected that they had intended to steal his horse.

"After the way the ornery devil treated me over on Rogers Mesa, I almost let the drunk steal him," Bill asserted. "But I had to have him to go on to Tin Cup."

Prior to his arrival at Tin Cup, Bill met Sam Detwiler, a specialist from the Washington Office, and his assistant, one Sellars. Sam was making a survey of Western burned-over areas, counting the number of trees naturally coming in on them, and studying the annual growth of wood on the mature trees. This was the most technical bit of forestry that Kreutzer had seen and immediately he was intensely interested.

Detwiler had been assisted by Forest Guard Carl J. Stahl of the Tin Cup District, who later advanced to and, until his retirement on December 31, 1943, held the position of Associate Regional Forester in the Denver Office. It was Stahl's first as​signment, and before Bill arrived in Tin Cup, Stahl had been furloughed for the winter; hence it was necessary for Bill to assist Detwiler. The work consisted of making ocular estimates of several average acres of timber, then having the trees cut into ten-foot logs, scaling the logs, and having them sawed into boards at a mill. From there they branched into several channels of detailed counts, measurements, and recordings. Bill recalls par​ticularly the counting of growth rings in ten-year groups and measuring the growth for each ten-year period.

The job was fascinating to Kreutzer, and later, when Det​wiler and Sellars were recalled to Washington, he completed the survey alone, working Sundays and evenings by lantern light in order to keep up his ranger duties on official time. So great was his thirst for such knowledge that he continued the work well into the winter and during the period had another near escape from the old man with the scythe. This incident occurred when two careless loggers let a tree fall in a direction not intended.

One Sunday, these men were felling trees close beside the place where Bill was counting ring growths. He had warned the men to not fall anything near him, as he couldn't watch them; and, although they promised to be careful, a large Engelmann spruce fell backward directly over him. Hearing the cutter's cries and glimpsing the falling tree, he fell flat, face downward in the snow, between the logs. The snow, the logs, and his quick action saved him, even though a limb from the tree pinned his arm against the log, and he was unable to move until one of the men severed the limb from the tree trunk.

Tin Cup was a mining camp, whose name had originated in 1861, when Fred Lottes panned gold in a tin cup, that being the only receptacle the prospector had with him when he discovered the dust. In the 1880's, the settlement had been known as Vir​ginia City, and it was a prosperous town. After the boom sub​sided, the name was replaced by the original Tin Cup.

When Kreutzer arrived there, it was on the decline, as were many of the mining camps of the State. However, quite a crowd surrounded him as he rode in. Unlike the Gunnison crowd, these men were miners, concerned in mining claims and timber rather than stock raising and cattle range. They were curious as to what the Government would do with their claims, and wanted to know about the rule that required them to secure a permit to take fuel wood.

After Bill had explained the regulation, Charles La Taurette, a saloon keeper, asked for a permit for fifty cords of wood. Bill had to explain further that commercial concerns such as his had to pay for fuel wood. Instantly, La Taurette blew up and wanted to fight. Bill was still mounted; he was tired and wanted to find a place to stay, but he got off and asked the blusterous saloon man whether he wanted to fight now or later. Much to his relief, the blusterer subsided and went away.

Later, a storekeeper told Bill very confidentially that Charlie was a bad man, and had killed the last town marshal. The rang​er's apparent willingness to fight had undoubtedly satisfied or appeased his bloodthirsty tendencies, for he never molested Bill thereafter. And, much to his surprise, he learned later that Charlie had killed Marshal Henry Rivers, in 1882.

After the crowd dispersed, Kreutzer found a small cabin that suited his fancy, rented it, and established headquarters. The occasion was not auspicious, nor is the date historically important, but it marked a significant milestone in his Governmental career. Fifteen years he was to remain on the Gunnison Reserve, later the Gunnison National Forest. Fifteen years he was to serve there, under conditions so severe that few men would have stayed for any cause or for any remuneration.

But Bill Kreutzer's reason for staying on the job reached far beyond either of those things; he was following a lodestar, fighting for an ideal. What is the spark within man which, once fanned into flame, often makes him fight on and on despite ad​versity, dissension, and opposition? There should be a word for it, but Webster failed to name or define it.
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Advancement

THE GUNNISON FOREST RESERVE WAS TOPOGRAPHICALLY very different from the Battlement Mesa; at least, it seemed so to Ranger Bill Kreutzer as he proceeded on his inspection. He liked the country. For one thing, the terrain seemed somewhat similar to the Plum Creek, where he had begun his ranger serv​ice, and, for another, there was a greater variety of elevations. He hoped he could stay there, and thought that maybe he could, if the Forest Service appointed a new supervisor and left Dr. Craig on the Battlement Mesa Reserve.

As if conjured to appear and defend his interests, Supervisor Craig showed up ten days after Bill had established headquar​ters at Tin Cup, the town from which he was to administer affairs in the Taylor Park District. Strangely enough, it was on Bill's birthday, October 3, when Craig arrived, and this time the date marked the beginning of the most bitter experience of Bill's career.

Kreutzer had been estimating and marking timber on Wil​low Creek that day, preparatory for a timber sale to the West Gold Hill Mining Company. Wearily, he had returned to his cabin and was preparing supper when Craig, who had arrived earlier on the stage from St. Elmo, came in. In the semi-jestful tone he frequently used, he greeted Bill about like this: "Hello, Kreutzer, I see you're still here. I expected to hear that the stockmen or miners had lynched you, but didn't, so I thought I'd come over to see why."

Bill laughed at him. "Yes, I'm still here, Craig, and to date I haven't attended any necktie party," he answered in the same tone Craig had used.

"From what I hear since I arrived, you might have to attend one most any time," Craig said, and Bill caught a new note in the tones of his voice. It gave a sinister twist to the words he had spoken, and again Bill sensed the man's antagonism, more strong​ly than ever before.

Craig then questioned Bill concerning T. D. Woodbury, a forest assistant who had been assigned recently to the Battlement Mesa and Gunnison Reserves. Craig said that he thought that he had been sent there by the Chief Forester's office as a spotter and that he was trying to get their jobs.

Bill derided the idea, and Craig became abusive. Bill was tired and hungry, so he quietly ate his supper and let Craig go as far as he liked. He was despondent, too, for his mother had been ill, and he had intended to ask for leave to go home for Christmas, but with Craig in that mood, he feared that it was now impossible.

While he was still eating, a horseman rode up to the cabin door, shouted "Hello!" and asked if Kreutzer, the forest ranger, lived there.

Bill walked out and told the stranger that he was Kreutzer, and the man handed him a telegram. "I was ridin' over from St. Elmo and the telegraph company asked me to bring this. I was glad enough to fetch it along, but I'm warnin' you, it's bad news," the messenger said.

Bill thanked the man and opened the envelope. An icy hand clutched at his throat, and even before he read the message he knew what it told; his father had wired, stating that his mother was dead.

After a few minutes, Bill reentered the cabin, told Craig what had happened, and asked for fifteen days' leave of absence. The supervisor granted the request, and then asked if there was any work needing immediate attention. Kreutzer told him that Jim Garden might need timber scaled at his sawmill on Willow Creek, and Craig said he would get in touch with the mill oper​ator and have him meet them at the Tin Cup Hotel later in the evening to discuss the case.

Accordingly, Bill went to the hotel that evening and met Craig, Garden, and a young man named Furman. This young man, as Kreutzer learned later, was a student from The Univer​sity of Chicago who had come West to secure a summer's em​ployment in the out-of-doors. He was the fireman at Garden's sawmill and had incidentally accompanied Garden to town; and this accidental incident, as will be shown later, was a lucky break for Kreutzer.

Craig discussed log-scaling with Garden, and the sawmiller said he would need scaling once or twice during the fifteen-day period. If he didn't get it, he might have to close down his mill.
Bill suggested that Craig ask Ranger Snodgrass to ride over and do the scaling, but the supervisor thought it was too far for him to come. Then Craig suggested that they let Garden do his own scaling while Bill was gone and asked him if he would be willing to do that.

Garden seeing the joker in the proposition, laughed and said he would if it was all right with Craig.

Craig then told Bill to get his marking axe, scale rule, and scale book and turn them over to Garden. Kreutzer knew such action was positively prohibited by the Secretary's regulations, and refused to comply with Craig's request. Craig then ordered him to get the articles and bring them to him. This Kreutzer did, and Craig gave them to Garden over Bill's protests.

Kreutzer departed for Sedalia the next day, and upon his arrival at the old home helped to lay his mother to rest in Bear Cañon Cemetery in the churchyard of the little Episcopal Church she had attended on West Plum Creek. For Bill it was a sad occasion, the first great sorrow he had known.

After the ceremony, Bill walked alone under the trees in silent contemplation of their earlier association. Although he had been separated from his mother for several years, his life had been motivated more or less by the influence of her early teachings. She, like many pioneer women of the West, had be​lieved in the Bible and an exacting God who expected his earthly children to know the difference between right and wrong and to govern their actions accordingly. She had taught him many of her beliefs and had trained his mind to turn to truth and right rather than to falsehood and wrongdoing. He would miss her liv​ing presence but the memory of her staunch Christian character would ever be a lodestar for him to follow.

After a short visit with his father, Bill returned to Tin Cup. He had become somewhat apprehensive as day after day he thought of the possible results of the deal with Jim Garden. He realized now that he should have defied Craig and positively refused to give him the scaling tools. Of course, had he not com​plied, Craig would have denied him the leave of absence. Cir​cumstances had placed him in a vexatious predicament where he hadn't known what to do.

When he arrived at Tin Cup, the people he met seemed sur​prised at his return. They said they hadn't expected to see him come back, for Craig had told them that he had skipped the country. Bill knew that the word, skipped, implied something unsavory, and felt certain that the supervisor was up to new tricks. He, therefore, wasn't greatly surprised when, within a short time, he received notice to meet Inspector Smith Riley, of the Washington Office, at Gunnison, on December fifth.

When he met the inspector in Gunnison, Riley asked him about all phases of the work and the things he had done. He told Bill that Craig had accused him of many misdemeanors, and he wanted to know the truth in each case. He then advised Bill to lay his cards on the table, face up.

"I always play my cards that way, Mr. Riley," Bill said. "Shoot when you're ready."

Riley questioned Kreutzer for an hour; then he told him that Craig had accused him of turning over his scaling tools to Jim Garden during his leave of absence, and also, he had pre​ferred charges against him and had recommended that he be dis​missed from the Service. And, he further stated, if he found that the supervisor's allegations were true, he would approve his recommendation. "Did you do it?" he sternly demanded.

Bill was almost too angry to speak, but he told the inspector the facts of the case as calmly and as clearly as he could. Riley listened silently and then told Bill he would have to prove his statements, for it was now his word against Craig's. For proof of his innocence, he thought Bill should obtain an affidavit from Garden, and asked if he thought he could get one.

Kreutzer thought he could; so he returned to Tin Cup and walked five miles to the sawmill through a foot of snow to in​terview Garden. There, he struck a snag, for Garden wouldn't make a sworn statement; in fact, he had promised Craig he wouldn't make any kind of statement, he said.

Kreutzer asked Garden when he had promised Craig that, and in reply, Garden told him that Craig had been there while he had been in Gunnison. Bill then reminded the sawmiller that George Furman had been present at the time, and he, undoubt​edly, would swear to the true status of the case; and, knowing that Furman was in Tin Cup, preparing to return to Chicago, Bill hiked back to town. Garden, now realizing that he had been caught between cross fires, followed him in.

Furman, when interviewed, willingly wrote out a statement and had it duly witnessed. Garden, coming in at that time, could see the result of the forthcoming denouement, and likewise gave Bill an affidavit. These he gave to Inspector Riley along with other data he had requested.

Riley accepted and read the statements; then spoke about as follows: "I suspected as much, Kreutzer. When Craig wouldn't approve your trip to Gunnison, I wired the Chief. You are now attached to my staff. Tomorrow, I want you to go back to the Battlement Mesa Reserve and get some more affidavits; then I'll get this situation cleared up as soon as possible."

Bill made the trip and secured the statements that the in​spector wanted. He returned to Tin Cup on December 15 and found awaiting him—another telegram. Dated December 8, 1905, it said:

"Assume charge of Gunnison Reserve immedi​ately. Establish headquarters in Gunnison. Gifford Pinchot"

Stout hearts that ordinarily would fight unafraid through hell are sometimes overcome when there is nothing left to fight for. As Bill Kreutzer read that message his eyes were wet, his hands trembled, his knees wobbled, and his mouth was so dry he couldn't speak.

He reread the telegram. Yes, it was real; his eyes had not tricked him. At last he was free of Craig's domination; at last his effort had been rewarded. His whole being thrilled with elation; maybe life would now hold a little more happiness, a greater measure of peace and security. Surely, little of either had he known for the past four years.

Under the stimulus of the occasion, he wanted to do some​thing; so he went outdoors, walked over to the closest hill and climbed it. From the top he gazed at the mountains near by and then at those far across Taylor Park—they were massive, ma​jestic, beautiful. Truly, this was a great piece of God's handi​work that he was to oversee.

Professor F. V. Hayden, of the United States Geological Sur​vey, in his report of official investigations made in those same Elk Mountains, in 1873-74, had claimed that they afforded the most complex geologic problem he had encountered anywhere in the continent. Kreutzer recalled that in his report Hayden had also said "the mountains look as if a mighty force had lifted them and tossed them in every direction," and so it seemed to him now.

As he looked at them this time, clearly pictured in his mind, he recalled a verse from the Psalms of David, which his mother had taught him: "I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help." With earnest devoutness, he wished that his mother had lived long enough to know of his success. Then into his consciousness impinged the thought, she always be​lieved that honest effort was rewarded; she knows.

Somewhat relaxed mentally, he turned back to his cabin and tried to study, but could not concentrate. Then he got out his harmonica and played it for a long time. Finally, he laid it away and prepared to retire, his tumultuous state of mind calmed, his troubled spirit at rest.

He reread the telegram and unconsciously spoke aloud: "I'll do the best I can for you, Chief." It was a vow—one that he never broke during the thirty-four years he continued to serve the Government, under Pinchot, Graves, Greeley, Stuart, and Silcox, chief foresters, who came and went with the years.
XVII
Forest Supervisor

COMPLYING WITH THE INSTRUCTIONS OF INSPECTOR Smith Riley, Bill Kreutzer, forest ranger in charge of the Gun​nison Forest Reserve, opened an office in the Scott Block on To​michi Avenue in Gunnison, but he seldom stayed there long enough to get the office chair warm. He was constantly on the go, directing the activities of five other rangers and attending to matters which came directly to his attention.

Over here, as on the Plum Creek and Battlement Mesa Re​serves, he found that people were still following the custom of taking the natural resources and using them as they pleased, and, more bitterly than elsewhere, he believed, they were opposing Federal administration of the Reserves. For instance, there was the Taylor Park Reservoir and Power Site case.

A group of Denver citizens, represented by Albert B. San​ford, were trying to secure an easement on a part of the park for private use. Sanford had visited the park as early as 1880, and visualized the reservoir possibilities of the place. He later pre​pared a detailed survey of the site and filed it with the State Engineer's office in Denver, in the name of the Taylor Park Reservoir Company. The Washington Office asked Kreutzer to examine and report on their application.

Bill made the examination and recommended that the ease​ment be denied. He visualized a probable public need for that area sometime in the future; Taylor Park might be needed as a storage reservoir for the Uncompahgre Reclamation Project, which the United States Reclamation Service was developing near Montrose. The five- to six-mile tunnel through the west wall of the Black Cañon of the Gunnison had just been started, and the project was prominently before the public eye.

The Government upheld Kreutzer's recommendation, and the easement was denied, although political wire-pulling reached a new high in Denver. A Denver newspaper berated the activity of some meddlesome forest ranger who had blocked the develop​ment of this great enterprise. Local contractors, interested in the construction work involved, came to Bill and asked him to re​verse his recommendation. When he wouldn't do so, he was warned to get out of the country while the getting was good.

As might be expected, he didn't get out, and instead of leav​ing, he dug into other cases of similar nature; for he was now determined more than ever that private exploitation of all pub​lic lands and resources on the Gunnison Reserve should cease. He thought that those lands and resources should be held for such use as the Forest Service deemed necessary for the public good. The cause he had championed demanded that he assume that attitude of stewardship, and it had become his creed.

In 1938, the Bureau of Reclamation completed the gigantic Taylor Dam and Reservoir as a part of the Uncompahgre Proj​ect, just as Bill Kreutzer had predicted. In its story which cov​ered the event, the same Denver newspaper praised the great public project to the skies. It unearthed the old case, but, inci​dentally, failed to note that the meddlesome forest ranger had made the project possible by his action thirty-two years before in saving the area from private exploitation.

And for the edification of a future generation, we now call their attention to the fact that Taylor River and Park were named for an old pioneer, Jim Taylor, who prospected in that vicinity in the 1860's, while Taylor Dam and Reservoir are named for Congressman Edward T. Taylor, the man who spon​sored their construction. It is an odd repetition of names, based wholly on that freakish thing, coincidence.

Then there was the attempt made by citizens of Aspen to patent placer claims which covered most of Taylor Lake, a moun​tain gem at timber line near Taylor Pass. Bill made one exam​ination and report—an unfavorable one for the claimant—but on account of an appeal by the claimant, the Department of Interior sent in a special examiner, one Tom Lawton. Kreutzer was asked to escort Lawton to Taylor Lake and assist in a second exam​ination of the claims.

Lawton couldn't or wouldn't ride horseback; so at Schieren​beck's livery stable in Pitkin they rented a team and spring wagon and drove to the lake. The first day's travel was greatly retarded by the actions of a colicky mare, one of the team; she would attempt to lie down every time they stopped, and some​times did.

When they reached Alex Malmgreen's roadhouse at Dor​chester, forty-five miles distant, the animal dropped, and seemed near death. Her loss that far from Pitkin would be a catastrophe; so Bill rushed in and asked Malmgreen if he had any remedy for colic.

"Sure," Alex replied, "whiskey—best thing in the world for colic."

"I don't want it for myself; I want it for a horse," Bill exclaimed.

"It don't matter; this whiskey is good for man or beast," Malmgreen contended.

In desperation, Bill bought a bottle of Alex's worst whiskey —all of it was bad—and, with Malmgreen's and Lawton's help, poured it down the mare's throat. Her recovery was miraculous, and her antics as they stabled and unharnessed her showed plainly that she was intoxicated.

During the drenching of the mare, Lawton had complained about the waste of so much good liquor; therefore, Bill bought him a drink as soon as they entered Alex's place. Although Malmgreen had stated that it was his best brand, the whiskey almost strangled Lawton. "I'm not surprised that it cured old Doll's colic," he sputtered. "It would probably serve equally well as a cure for hydrophobia."

The next day the men went to the lake, and Lawton quickly agreed that no gold existed on the placer claims. Like Kreutzer, he thought that natural mountain lakes such as this one should be held for public use, and at a later date patent title was denied by the General Land Office. Another mountain lake had been saved for public recreational use.

On his return to Pitkin, Bill questioned Schierenbeck about old Doll, the mare. The liveryman said that the animal often had colic, and he had used whiskey as a colic remedy several times. He suspected that Doll's colic had purposely become a habit, because each time she so quickly responded to the treat​ment; and from his recent experience with the mare Bill was inclined to agree.

About midsummer, H. S. Sackett, a forest assistant, came to the Gunnison Reserve to make a survey of the available dead timber and plan for its use. Kreutzer accompanied him whenever possible. On one trip, Ranger Perry Snodgrass joined them on Brush Creek, near Gothic. Perry had a problem: an old pros​pector named Guenther was obsessed with the idea that he (Snod​grass) was Gifford Pinchot, and, as Guenther didn't like Pinchot nor his policies, he had declared war.

Snodgrass had notified Guenther to open a fence which il​legally enclosed a large area of the open range. Guenther had refused, and instead, had gone to a near-by ranchman and bor​rowed a Colt six-shooter for the purpose, he subsequently told the owner, of shooting Gifford Pinchot when he comes up to open my fence. The owner of the gun had told Perry to be careful, as the old man was slightly teched in the head.

Kreutzer suggested that they visit the old man en masse and discuss the case, and this they did. Guenther invited them in, and they prepared dinner together. During the procedure, Sackett and Snodgrass were gravely disturbed when they saw Guenther put some white powder in the coffeepot. They told the prospector that they didn't like coffee, then had to admit that they might try a little, after Guenther had allayed their suspic​ions by noisily drinking his cupful.

Bill had quickly realized that the old man's mind was sub​normal, and to play safe he picked up the Colt and deliberately fired all the bullets into a tree. He expected the prospector to vociferously object, but Guenther seemingly was unconcerned about it. From a cubbyhole under his bunk, he dug out some religious tracts and said, "Here, Kreutzer, read these. They will tell you what's wrong with you." Just what the connection was, Bill never knew; and just what was wrong with him he couldn't learn, although later he read the tracts from beginning to end.

They visited Guenther's prospect tunnel, and then by dint of careful explanation, they won the old man to an acceptance of Snodgrass' instructions; even though he still believed that Perry was Mr. Pinchot. Kreutzer thinks that Chief Forester Pinchot never knew of this part that he played in the develop​ment of early Forest administration on the Gunnison Reserve.

In Gothic, Bill met Lem Judd, an old prospector who told him of General Grant's visit to that locality, in 1880. The ex-President in company with ex-Governor Routt of Colorado, had come to Crested Butte from Salida by team and wagon. They had then visited other mining camps, including Gothic and Scho​field. Grant, according to the story, had ridden the distance between these camps on a white mule. In the course of his jour​ney, a local dignitary had taken him to the brink of a deep, dark cañon, north of Schofield. He wanted to know what it was called, and when his escort replied, "Son of a ________ Basin," he laughed and said that Westerners surely named things appro​priately.

On the Gunnison Forest Reserve, as on the Battlement Mesa, Kreutzer organized all of the local residents that would work with him into fire fighting brigades, each in charge of a captain, comparable to present-day fire wardens. The Tin Cup brigade had a hundred members, and other communities nearly as many. Bill recalls that some of the captains were reliable to an un​expected degree, and helped him immeasurably in fire detection and suppression. He credits them with a large share of his suc​cess in combating forest fires in those early days.

He especially remembers one captain, Frank Lightly, of the Ohio Creek brigade, who wore his cloak of responsibility serious​ly at all times. One summer, he had a crew on a fire when Ed Berky, Bill's newly appointed deputy supervisor, appeared on the scene and began to issue instructions. At once, Captain Lightly considered this as an encroachment on his rights, and asked Berky which one of them was running the outfit. Berky tactfully assured him that he was, whereupon Lightly told him he'd better get to hell out of there and let him put out the fire. Fortunately, Berky knew a good cooperator when he saw one. He quietly retired to the background, attended to other duties, and let Lightly attend to that part of the job. Later, when he told Kreut​zer of the incident, Bill praised him for his diplomacy in the matter.

Early in the year of 1906, Bill learned that Supervisor Craig and Rangers Jay and Barnes had resigned from the Service. Now that he was free of Craig's authority, it didn't matter too much. He felt no elation at the news and rather regretted that they had not conformed to the standards set up for their guid​ance, thereby making their jobs as permanent as his seemed to be. Later, he rejoiced when he learned that his good friend, Dave Anderson, had been placed in charge of the Battlement Mesa Reserve.

At a subsequent meeting, Bill and Dave discussed their trials and tribulations under Craig's supervision, and laughed at some of the things that had occurred. Dave, at one time, had sponsored a movement to buy Craig a gold watch and chain. Each ranger had donated ten bucks apiece, but in the end Dave had been stuck for an additional, uncontemplated expense, and that had rankled, especially when he had learned that they had been gullible babes in the woods. Craig had cleverly conceived and started the movement with Dave as the spokesman.

Jokingly, Kreutzer told Anderson that at last his good deed had been rewarded, and Dave had heatedly declared, "Perhaps it has; but, man, that doesn't bring back my fifteen dollars."

Also, early in the year, Kreutzer had received an appoint​ment as acting supervisor, but almost immediately he had been notified that the order had been rescinded. That had been dis​couraging, and for the second time since his appointment Bill seriously considered an offer of work outside the Service. He was offered the managership of the Western Lumber & Pole Company, of Boise, Idaho. As the summer advanced, he gave the offer thoughtful and favorable consideration.

But the hand of destiny still held sway; Bill met a girl. In September, he attended the Cattlemen's Day celebration in Gun​nison. Following the lure of Terpsichore, he went to the dance which followed the annual dinner at the La Veta Hotel (the hotel that during its thirty year's existence offered a free meal to its patrons for every day the sun didn't shine in Gunnison, and in all that time had to pay off only seventeen times).

At the dance, which was one of the outstanding social events of the season, where the cowboys doffed their picturesque attire and donned their store clothes, Bill met Mary McIntosh, the Ca​nadian schoolteacher whom he was later to marry. Although Mary had an escort and Bill was squiring another girl, the attrac​tion was mutual and they danced together several times. Before the dance ended, Bill Kreutzer had reached another, perhaps the most important, milestone in his career.

"In the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love." So sang the poet, Tennyson. But in the case of William R. Kreutzer fancy didn't wait till spring to start turning, and it didn't turn lightly. It began that night in September and con​tinued to spin with cyclonic velocity. He went back to the job with his head in the clouds.

But even though his head was in the clouds, Bill kept his feet on the ground. He gave up all thought of the Idaho deal and decided to stay on the Gunnison Reserve; maybe that promotion would materialize later if he was patient. Consequently, he hit the ball harder than ever before, and, as a result, administration of the Gunnison Reserve continued to click with rhythmical regularity. Inspector Smith Riley noted this and made recom​mendations accordingly.

Those recommendations bore fruit, and near the end of the year Bill was notified that he was to be forest supervisor of the Gunnison Forest Reserve, beginning January 1, 1907.

Again, as when he had been advanced to ranger-in-charge, Kreutzer was filled with a glad exultation. Naturally, he wanted to tell Mary about his good fortune and visited her as soon as he could manage to do so. Mary naturally was pleased.

That night beside the moonlit Gunnison River, Bill asked Mary to be his wife. Exactly how Bill proposed, his memoirs do not tell, but his powers of persuasion must have been up to standard, for Mary accepted. Maybe the moonlight, shimmering on the icy surface of the Gunnison, helped him, for it is some​times claimed that moonlight is an aid in such cases.

Be that as it may, they were betrothed and began to plan for the future, a future fraught with much travail and many troubles, but fully counterbalanced by the great happiness they found in life together.

XVIII
The Grazing Tax
WHEN BILL KREUTZER TOOK CHARGE OF THE GUNNISON Forest Reserve as forest supervisor, the administration of all the Reserves had generally improved. Many of the inefficient, politically appointed officers had resigned or had been ousted outright. There was a fair-to-good working personnel, and they were trying to manage the Federal land and resources in a businesslike manner and give to the people directly concerned a fair measure of service.

But it was a difficult task because the thought of bureau​cratic control, even though justly meted out, was objectionable to these Western people. As a rule, they fought each and every restriction that the regulations imposed. And perhaps the most disliked of all Governmental impositions under the new regime was the charge made for stock grazed on the Reserves, the graz​ing fee, or tax, as the stockmen called it.

From the time that the fee was first mentioned, stockmen all over the West arose in arms. The grazing of stock on public lands had always been permitted free, and there was no need to levy a tax on the practice now. Just because Pinchot and his foresters wanted to protect the timber of the country and control the cut​ting of it, they didn't have to butt in on their stock raising busi​ness. So said the cattlemen and likewise the sheepmen.

They might, and probably would, continue to fight over range and kill one another if circumstances seemed to require such action; that was their personal right, but when it came to the payment of this Federal tax for public pasturage, the two classes of stockmen were unanimously united in their opposition. Having to pay a grazing fee violated the sanctity of that personal right.

Public indignation meetings were held in most of the West​ern towns protesting the proposed, later the adopted, measure, and before the matter was settled in 1911 every recourse to law was made and the legality of the Secretary's grazing regulations had been tested in every way possible.

Following the meeting which had occurred the day Kreutzer arrived in Gunnison, he was called upon to attend meetings of that kind over a period of four years. He believes that no other question ever attracted such widespread attention throughout the West. Stockmen were the only class of citizens directly con​cerned, but friends from other classes took sides with them and helped to fight the Government.

During Kreutzer's early years on the Gunnison Reserve, many of the stockmen's interests, legal and otherwise, around Gunnison were represented by Attorney Dexter T. Sapp. Sapp had been a former State Senator and was one of the ablest and most prominent criminal lawyers of western Colorado. He asked Kreutzer to appear at one of the stockmen's meetings and discuss the Secretary's rules and regulations. Bill agreed to his proposal.

The meeting was held in the Gunnison County Courthouse, and the room was packed. The chairman called the meeting to order, then told Sapp and Kreutzer to proceed with their discus​sion. For about three hours Sapp questioned Bill about the For​est Service rules and regulations; he had studied them thorough​ly, it seemed, for he covered every phase of them. However, through all of his cross-examination, Kreutzer never missed an answer. He, too, had studied the rules ever since they had been issued.

Sapp tried to overwhelm, or at least to confuse, Bill on the points of law involved in the regulations, but he couldn't do it. Bill was able to give a reasonable answer to all the questions asked, even though he was not familiar with all the legal tech​nicalities Sapp brought up, and right there he resolved to begin a more systematic study of law in order that he might cope with such situations in the future.

Finally Sapp realized that Kreutzer was as well versed in the matter as he was and gave up. He then told the cowmen that in his opinion they didn't have to pay any attention to this man from Washington, D. C. He also advised them to run their cattle wherever they pleased. Turning to Bill, he said, "Kreutzer, you may go now; we're through with you."

Bill thanked Mr. Sapp, but did not go. From the chairman he claimed the right to speak, and when that privilege had been granted, he told the cowman his story, even though some of the more radical of the group tried to cry him down. He wasn't from Washington, D. C.; he was a Colorado man, he told them. He had worked with cattle all his life, and thought he knew the stock raising business and the management of ranges as well as Judge Sapp. They could listen to Sapp and follow his advice if they pleased, but he advised all of them to obtain the required permits, for some day the rights and privileges afforded by the Federal grazing permits would be of inestimable value.

"The Forest Service is here to stay, gentlemen, and you should face that fact," he said. "Cooperate with me as your forest supervisor and eventually we'll work out this grazing problem to the benefit of all concerned. I'm here for that purpose."

Ignoring his statement, Tom Anderson, one of the cowmen, declared that they would take the whole business to court.

Kreutzer pleasantly agreed that that was their privilege, but said he knew they would get better and quicker results if they worked with him on the things to be considered. He told them that if they didn't take permits, someone else eventually would, and some day they would find themselves in the sad predicament of having a herd of cows and no range on which to graze them.

Dexter Sapp tried to stop him. He told the chairman of the meeting that Kreutzer was out of order. He told the stockmen that Kreutzer was telling them things that were not true; that the Federal Government could not take away their rights; that it could not enforce its regulations. He also agreed with Anderson; they would take the matter to the courts and see whether these Washington bureaucrats could come out there and tax them for range.

Bill hadn't been classed with the gentlemen from Washing​ton before, and he was amused at Judge Sapp's repetition of the point. After the meeting adjourned, he mingled with the stock​men and discussed the question of permits and fees with them. T. W. Gray, whom Bill now knew well, came to him and said that as sure as God made little apples, some of the boys were riding for a fall; and if they didn't take permits he would be glad to pay the fee and use the range.

This was a cheerful and pleasing statement to Bill; not that he would hold it as a club over the heads of the objectors, but it seemed a straw to which he could cling in the maelstrom of public opposition.

During 1906, a fee of ten cents a head up to sixty head was charged for stock grazed on the Gunnison Forest Reserve, and for all stock above that number the fee was twenty cents. About two thirds of the stockmen obtained permits, but the stock of the remaining one third were not turned on the Reserve range. Nevertheless, some of that stock drifted on and caused Kreutzer and his rangers a great deal of extra work in trying to figure out the trespass cases.

In 1907, Dexter Sapp's prediction came true; the grazing fee issue was taken to the courts, although the Gunnison stockmen did not initiate the action. Sapp's legal talent had not been the only one thrown to the support of the stockmen. More clamor​ous than any other was the voice of Attorney Edward T. Taylor of Glenwood Springs, who was, later, our esteemed and highly honored Congressman. And even more rabid in their denounce​ment of the grazing tax than the Gunnison stockmen were the cowmen of the Roaring Fork and Eagle River Valleys, localities known as the hotbed of the West in the long legal fight against payment of the fees.

Led by Taylor, these stockmen started the fight, and, as its repercussions affected the administration of all National Forests, Bill Kreutzer on the near-by Gunnison felt the full force of it. Fred Light, a prominent stockman of Snowmass, precipitated the action by refusing to obtain a permit in 1907 and allowing his stock to drift onto the unfenced Holy Cross National Forest. Harry H. French, forest supervisor there, had no recourse but to open a grazing trespass case against Light.

The Roaring Fork and Eagle River Stockgrowers' Associa​tion appealed to the State organization, the Colorado Cattle and Horse Growers' Association, for support, and that body got busy. In June, after a public land hearing held in Denver by several Governmental agencies, their secretary F. P. Johnson, Fred Light, and their attorneys, Ward and Ward, met with Chief Forester Pinchot, Secretary of Interior Garfield, and other officials from Washington, to discuss the matter.

By mutual agreement, officials of the Forest Service agreed to file a bill of complaint against Light for the purpose of testing whether the National Forests were subject to State fence laws, the main point of contention. But for one reason or another the Forest Service solicitors and the United States District Attorney didn't get around to doing this until April 7, 1908.

In the meantime, public opinion reached fever heat in Colo​rado. Other grazing trespass cases arose on the Holy Cross, the Battlement Mesa, the Gunnison, and other National Forests. Harry French, Dave Anderson, Bill Kreutzer, and other forest supervisors and their rangers were hard pressed to enforce any kind of rule or order. Because the Government had tolerated one illegal act, defiance of authority spread rapidly and soon became the accepted rule.

Judge Robert E. Lewis of the circuit court of the United States in and for the District of Colorado, rendered a decision favorable to the Government on April 29. But he didn't settle the point at issue—the need to fence or not to fence the National Forest boundaries. He merely overruled Light's demurrer to the bill which the Government had filed. And, although the purpose of the Forest Service in making the agreement with Light had been to get a decision upon an agreed statement of facts, the Association's attorneys, after their demurrer had been overruled, filed an answer denying the facts alleged by the Government. The issues of fact, therefore, had to be tried in Judge Lewis' court. Again, in January, 1909, after the trial of the case, he rendered another decision favorable to the Government.

The Association's attorneys then appealed the case to the Supreme Court. Kreutzer recalls that the Gunnison County Stock Growers' Association contributed liberally to the cost of the appeal. Other organizations likewise contributed, and the Colorado Legislature made a large appropriation for the same purpose.

In May, 1911, the Supreme Court affirmed the decision of the lower court, and the Fred Light test case came to an end. The constitutionality of the National Forests and the legality of the rules and regulations of the Secretary of Agriculture had been established beyond question. All pending trespasses that had hinged on the decision were promptly settled, and the uncertain​ty and unrest caused by the widespread impression that the regulations were not enforceable ceased immediately. Adminis​tration of the National Forests was soon a matter of routine, good or bad, according to the several activities there, and the man​agerial ability of the supervisor in charge. No one questioned, however, the right of the Forest Service to manage the lands and resources within its jurisdiction, or to collect the fees prescribed by the regulations.

When Bill and the writer finished their review of the Fred Light test case, very vivid to each were the days when "Fred Light Fights For Free Grass" was a headline in the Denver Post. And as a consequence, Bill was asked, "How did you feel about the outcome of the case? Wasn't the thought of Governmental control of the ranges distasteful or slightly obnoxious? Didn't you feel sorry for the stockmen who had to submit to the Washington authorities?"

Bill knit his brow and was silently thoughtful for a minute, then said, "Of course, I was glad that the case had been settled favorably for the Government, for it solved our greatest problem —disregard of official authority. If the decision had gone against us, I am sure that the Forest Service Bureau would have been lost. As I had always believed in Governmental control of the public ranges, the thought of their being subject to controlled management was anything but obnoxious. I could foresee far better conditions ahead for these stockmen, a greater security for their business, and a protection of their rights that they had never known. Many of them hated us—a few do yet—but I have seen both the before and after aspects of their case. I know the benefits they have derived."

The third question Bill did not answer directly, but he had implied that one could not be very sorry for someone who had been benefited; and this was a wise conclusion, even though one had personally known the humiliation of spirit and the abase​ment of pride of those old cowmen who had had to bow to that authority.

"Fred Light and his associates rendered the Forest Service a great benefit by initiating the test case," Kreutzer concluded. "Had he and his friends not started their fight of opposition to the payment of grazing fees and carried it to the courts, the legality of our practice of levying and collecting the fee might never have been satisfactorily settled."

This was a tribute to those old cattlemen, most of whom the writer had known in the days before and after he became a forest ranger. Theirs had been a good fight for what they called personal rights. Defeated, they had bowed to Government de​cree, and, in true American fashion, had gone back to the busi​ness of stock raising, hate of bureaucracy in their hearts, but loyalty to government in their souls. All whom the writer recalls offhand—Fred Light, Jim Zimmerman, Price Sloss, Charlie Har​ris, John White, Peers Coulter, George Swigart, Jim Dalton, Oscar Holland, Charlie Sewell, Jack Williams, Bill Harris, John Larson, Reese Tucker, Bob Roberts, Frank Heuschkel, Tim Staple​ton, Bill Finley, A. B. Foster, Amos Ralston, Charlie Hart, Fred Stockman, Jim Needham, George Thomas, John Bennett, Alex Thompson, Martin Hotz, Peter Wald, Sam Watson—are now riding the ranges beyond the Great Divide. No doubt, by now, they have found that controlled and orderly use is necessary even on the celestial ranges.

XIX

Bill Becomes A Benedict
BILL KREUTZER RECALLS MANY MOMENTOUS HAPPENINGS in the years 1907, 1908, 1909, and 1910, other than the fight against grazing fees. For instance, there was the forestry short course initiated by the Colorado Agricultural College at Fort Collins which Bill attended during the period of February 18 to March 2, 1907. Approved by President Barton O. Aylesworth and supervised by Professors Wendell Paddock and Hugh P. Baker, with many other efficient teachers and lecturers assisting, it gave a decided impetus to the cause of forestry in Colorado.

There had been many able supporters of forestry among the early citizens of the State—men of education, and some, according to Kreutzer's statement, with professional training, such as he had long desired. In 1875 there had been Frederick J. Ebert, whom some have named the Father of forestry in Colorado.

Ebert was a forestry engineer, professionally trained in the universities of Germany. Now a citizen of the United States and a resident of Denver, he was one of the foremost proponents of forestry in the West. He was doubtless the best-educated man on the science of forestry in the West, and probably the peer of any forester in the United States at that time.

Prominent in civic affairs and the public schools of Denver, Ebert was selected as one of the thirty-nine delegates to the con​vention called to formulate a State constitution prior to Colo​rado's admission to statehood. He drafted the resolution, pre​pared the text, and almost singlehanded forced the inclusion of sections six and seven of Article XVIII into that instrument. Those sections proposed the enactment of laws pertaining to pres​ervation of our forests, to protection against their devastation by fire, and to other related matters.

Later, there had been Colonel Edgar T. Ensign of Colorado Springs, who, incensed because State legislators would take no action in enacting such laws, launched a campaign of newspaper publicity in the hope of arousing public opinion. Ensign's efforts brought about the formation of the Colorado State Forestry As​sociation on November 19, 1884. He became its first president, gathered around him many citizens of influence and, in 1885, succeeded in having a forestry law enacted.

During 1880, Dr. E. E. Edwards, then the first president of the Colorado Agricultural College, delivered several stirring addresses throughout the State, in which he eloquently advocated the preservation of our forests. Several years thereafter, Kreutzer saw a transcript of one of his addresses and wondered why one of Edward's convictions and ability had overlooked the opportunity to introduce a forestry course into the college curriculum.

Kreutzer wrote to the college suggesting that such a course be started. Considerable correspondence resulted, because the faculty was not receptively inclined, but the seed he had planted must have germinated, for eventually he received the notice of the forestry short course. With a great deal of pleasure, he ar​ranged to attend.

In addition to Kreutzer, the class roster listed Shep N. Husted, another forest supervisor, nine forest rangers, two forest guards, and thirteen other persons. During the period Husted and Kreutzer were permitted to instruct the remainder of the class in practical methods of procedure on the Forests. Bill enjoyed the course, soaked up all the information he could hold, and suc​cessfully passed the test given at the close of the session.

Among Kreutzer's documents is a copy of the announcement of the course which lists the day-by-day topics discussed, a copy of the five-page report he made directly to Chief Forester Pinchot under date of May 21, 1907, a copy of the diploma issued for completion of the course, and a picture of the class.

Not of great worth are they, one might say, but historically important they are; for they mark the beginning of instructions on forestry in the State—a beginning which has resulted in the release to public and private forestry of many technically trained young men who went forth to battle for better laws, better meth​ods of protection and administration on the Forests, and better practices of forestry generally on both private and public timber​lands in the United States. And that is greatly important, or so it seems, to a person like Kreutzer, who was addicted to taking his forestry straight every morning before breakfast.

Immediately following the conclusion of the course, Bill became a benedict. On March 3 that was; and the girl to whom he surrendered was none other than Miss Mary McIntosh, here​inbefore mentioned, to legally state the case. Mary, it appears, had previously transferred her teaching activities to the Franklin School in Fort Collins, and the wedding was solemnized in the First Presbyterian Church in that city. Happily the wedding bells rang out, speeding them on their way, as they departed for Denver and the Western Slope of Colorado. All the boys of the forestry class '07 accompanied them to the depot, liberally scattering rice as they bade the newlyweds Godspeed.

The honeymoon ended, Bill and Mary established a home in Gunnison. Bill quit roosting under a tree of the forest and began to live somewhat normally, going out only when duty required that he make progressive pack trips over the Forest. These trips kept him in the field over fifty per cent of the year, but in time he learned to eat off a table. He also had a difficult time learning to sleep on springs and mattress, and not for years did he get to a point where he enjoyed pajamas. He had slept with clothes and even boots on too many nights through too many years to appreciate fully such comfort and accept it naturally.

March 4, the day following Bill Kreutzer's wedding day, was also an auspicious day in his career. For it was on that date that Congress, by official act, changed the Forest Reserves to National Forests. Foresters who sponsored the change sought to remedy the erroneous suggestion implied by the former title, that of lands and resources held in reserve, when, contrarily, their policy was directed toward an orderly use of those lands and resources.

It is felt that their substitute title wasn't so hot. The word Timberland, from Timber Land Reserve, the first title used, would have been better, or, to say the least, it would have been less confusing to John Q. Public. For today, almost a half-century later, many people visualize in "National Forest" a group or community of trees, rather than an area of timbered land, Federally owned. And many still say Forest Reserves or National Parks and think of them as lands where the National forests grow.

As soon as Bill got back into the official routine of his job he went to see Attorney J. M. McDougal and arranged to study law under his direction. McDougal assigned him a volume of some one thousand pages, entitled Pomroy's Remedies and Remedial Rights, which he, in time, finished. Later he followed this study with correspondence and extension courses from the American Correspondence School of Law and the La Salle University, and completed the law courses of each.
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During the summer he secured approval to construct a forty one-mile telephone line between Pitkin and Dorchester, far up in Taylor Park. The line was built under the direct supervision of Rangers A. O. McDonald, C. W. Taft, and E. N. Vance, and local people all the way from Pitkin to Dorchester cooperated in the construction. Erected partly on trees and partly on poles, it fol​lowed a tortuous route over Pitkin Pass and into the Park by way of Tin Cup. Consequently its maintenance was always a problem. However, the telephonic service provided the ranger and the resi​dents of that district justified its somewhat costly upkeep.

One day during the time the line was being built, Kreutzer arrived in Taylor Park to check up on the construction of the line. Ranger Alex McDonald was in charge of that part of the project, but the work was in charge of Sandy Haynes, a local man.

Haynes and his crew were busily setting poles when Bill arrived, but from appearances they had but recently returned from a spree at Tin Cup. The telephone line was sadly awry; the poles, instead of following a straight line as all telephone poles should, were set in a row which resembled the course of a drunken sailor.

Bill stopped the work immediately, hunted up the ranger, and told him that standards of construction couldn't be ignored to such an extent and that he'd have to make Haynes reset the poles in a straight line. This McDonald did, but Haynes did not take kindly to the idea. "If Kreutzer wants the poles reset, he can do it himself," he said. He then proceeded to Tin Cup and continued his previous spree, punctuating his celebration with considerable promiscuous shooting on the premises of Frenchy Parault, saloon keeper. Frenchy finally tired of Sandy's antics and ordered him out. Haynes objected and a fracas ensued in which the telephone foreman shot the saloon man. The bullet merely cut a crease side​wise through the fleshy part of Frenchy's large belly without entering it, but he thought he was mortally wounded and called upon those present to avenge his death. At first, those assembled were gravely concerned, but their solicitude turned to a flood of merriment when the real injury was disclosed.

Bill also began to develop plans for a fire lookout station on Fairview, a 12,900-foot peak north of Pitkin. A trail, telephone line, and stone lookout house were constructed later under the direction of Ranger Jack Cammann, and the lookout station was manned from 1910 to 1914. It was one of the earlier lookout points tried out by the Forest Service and then abandoned for better sites. Lightning was always prevalent there to a high degree during storms, and some near losses of life entered into the final decision to abandon it.

Two outstanding changes in the Federal forestry program occurred in 1908. On July 1 and 2, Presidential executive orders made a general rearrangement of all existing National Forests. Several Forests were consolidated with others, the boundary lines of many were changed, and scores of new names were assigned. On June 30, there were one hundred and sixty-six Forests as against one hundred and forty-two after all plans had been consummated.

The changes were generally very beneficial throughout the West. Many small administrative units were consolidated under one head, and this made for greater efficiency. The Gunnison retained its name and was not greatly affected by the change. There was some boundary line extension to include more acreage —"and I got a stenographer and a typewriter out of the deal," Bill commented.

"The stenographer's name was Maude Bray and she was very efficient," he continued. "The typewriter was an Oliver No. 3, one of the kind that shifted in opposite directions for capitals and figures. I swore almost every time I used it, for my letters and reports frequently showed some curiously spelled words. Miss Bray managed it very well, but sometimes she too became ex​asperated, and I'm sure that she occasionally swore under her breath, and probably out loud when I wasn't there."

Regardless of what the actualities had been, the recollection was a pleasant one, undoubtedly, for Bill chuckled joyously as he related the incident.

Forest Service records show that Miss Bray began her service August 1, 1908, and retired March 1, 1942—a period of thirty-three years, of which twenty-four were served on the Gunnison. Kreutzer cites her as typical of the many women whom he calls the female rangers of the Service and praises for their devotion to forestry's cause.

On December 1, 1908, a general reorganization of the Forest Service Bureau occurred. The Washington officials divided the National Forests into six groups and set up branch offices in six Western cities, with a District Forester in charge of each and a staff of assistants corresponding to the parent office personnel. The Gunnison and other National Forests in Colorado fell in the Rocky Mountain District, or District Two. Former Inspector Smith Riley was placed in charge as District Forester, Paul G. Reddington as Assistant District Forester, and Fred Morrell as Chief of Operation.

The object of the change was to get administration of the National Forests closer to the people of the West, where the Forests were located, is Kreutzer's belief. And it worked, too; it brought the actual management of the Forests right out into the woods, and ranchmen, timbermen, stockmen, miners, in fact, all users of the Forests were benefited. Also, it helped to eliminate much of what they had termed bureaucratic control. It simplified all branches of the work on the National Forests, and, best of all, it provided well-educated staff assistants, versed in the technical phases of forestry.

Those had indeed been stirring years in the life of our first forest ranger and in the existence of the Forest Service. Most exciting of all the occurrences of that time, however, was the retirement to private life of Chief Forester Gifford Pinchot on January 7, 1910. The story of his fight to oust corrupt politicians, which led to that end, need not be repeated here; it is already widely known. To Kreutzer, as it was to the rank and file of foresters across the Nation, his leaving was a sad event. He had admired Pinchot—it might be even said he had revered him; and he (and the writer) rightly close this episode with this tribute to that mighty leader:

"Gifford Pinchot was the greatest exponent of forestry that the world has known, and probably the greatest it ever will know. He had the courage of his convictions, as well. Believing in certain untried theories, he fought for and established an organization that could and did put them into practice, thereby proving they were workable. While he directed the Forest Service, he gave it everything he had, and before he left us, he was sure that it was firmly established. He was confident that it would continue to serve the purpose for which he and his fellow foresters had labored—the preservation of the Nation's remaining timberlands."

Henry S. Graves, who succeeded Pinchot as Chief Forester, made a trip to the Gunnison and other National Forests during the summer of 1910. Paul G. Reddington, Smith Riley's assistant in the Denver Office, accompanied Graves to Gunnison. Bill met them on their arrival there, as likewise did a committee appointed by the State Stockgrowers' Association. This committee was com​posed of men of statewide importance: T. W. Gray of Gunnison, E. M. Ammons of Littleton, and E. T. Taylor of Glenwood Springs. Their mission, presumably, was to determine Graves' policy in contrast to that of "the late lamented Gifford Pinchot," to quote the Gunnison News-Champion.

There had been a decided complaint against the closing of National Forest lands in general to homesteading, and in 1906 a homestead law was enacted which permitted homestead entries on Forest Reserve land which had been classed as agricultural by the Service. Taylor Park, however, had not been so listed, and the committee, among other things, wanted Graves to look it over with a view to reclassification. Local sentiment had blamed Kreutzer for the governmental policy, and Ammons (later Gov​ernor) and Taylor (then Congressman) had aligned themselves with the people of that area to fight the stand he had taken.

At a meeting in Kreutzer's office that afternoon the whole question was discussed, and Bill offered to take the men into the Park and show them the conditions on the few homesteads on which agriculture had been attempted. Ammons, whom Kreutzer had faced on Indian Creek in his first attempt to collect applica​tions for grazing permits, was skeptical of Bill's claim that the land wouldn't grow a thousand pounds of hay to the acre; he was sure that it would grow at least two tons per acre.

Kreutzer faced Ammons again and challenged him to go with them into the Park, where he could prove that he was right. Also he told Ammons that if he did prove his point, he (Ammons) should withdraw his complaint to the Chief Forester's office.

But Ammons wouldn't accept his invitation; he remembered the early ability of the ranger to prove his claims. He told Bill that he might be right about conditions in the Park; that he couldn't go with them, but was willing to withdraw his complaint if Graves and the other men found that Bill was right. Bill thanked him, and, knowing him to be a man of his word, was not greatly surprised when, later, he did withdraw his claims.

Graves made a public address on the courthouse lawn that evening, and the next day Kreutzer escorted him, Reddington, and a reporter named Jones (from the Denver Times) into the Park. They were joined by T. W. Gray and W. T. Hartman, Gunnison stockmen, on the second day, and, among other investi​gations made, inspected the hay land that Bill had mentioned. The stockmen had to admit that the land was producing only seven to eight hundred pounds of hay per acre and other crops in proportion, and that it was not satisfactory for agricultural use. So again was Bill's judgment vindicated, and Chief Forester

Graves backed his stand; or as the News-Champion stated it:

"Mr. Graves came to Colorado ostensibly to see if there was any agricultural land in the Reserves. The idea of the trip, as minutely reported by a special correspondent of the Denver Times who went along, goes to show that he really came to see that there was no agricultural land in the Reserves."

The party spent the third night out at a Forest Service sum​mer station near Dorchester where Ranger Jack Cammann was cruising timber with a group of forestry students. One of the group, Bill recalls, was Huber C. Hilton, for several years a member of the Denver Office, but then on his first official job in the West. The following day Supervisor Kreutzer, on Taylor Pass, turned the party over to Supervisor John McLaren of the Sopris Forest, whence they journeyed onward, and "Kreutzer went back to his 800,000 acres," according to the reporter's story.

A subsequent issue of the News-Champion scathingly con​demned Graves' position on the subject. The article was a mas​terpiece from the viewpoint of one outside the Service. In sum​ming up the newspaper's comments, Kreutzer said, "It covered the whole Government policy of forest and land management, and figuratively tore us to shreds, but I proceeded according to instructions, and held Taylor Park intact for its present use."

XX

Poisonous Plant Investigations
THE GUNNISON COUNTRY HAD KNOWN BUT LITTLE of the early conflict between sheep and cattle interests, so far as Forest Supervisor Bill Kreutzer could learn. Destined to be the last locality to participate in that long contention between cattle- and sheepmen, it seems to have been almost free of early strife of that kind.

Bill recalls meager details of one incident of which he had heard. At one time the Stevens Brothers, A. K. and P. T., had made an attempt to bring sheep from the Colorado-Utah border into the Gunnison River Valley. They had penetrated the cow range as far as Iola before the cowmen had awakened to the situation. There the sheep had been met by a band of masked riders, and all of them had been slaughtered.

The Stevens Brothers yielded to the cattlemen's decree. P. T. moved to another locality and continued to raise sheep, but A. K. turned to cattle raising. Even so, their loss rankled, and to Kreut​zer A. K. frequently spoke of other cowmen as those sheep-killing so-and-so's.

A. K. had a grudge against a neighbor, a Fienchman named Cyprien Rouviere, whom he suspected as one of the leaders in the sheep-killing affair. One day Rouviere rushed into Kreutzer's office almost breathless, and told Kreutzer that Stevens had brought in more sheep. He was so excited that Bill had difficulty in deciphering his faulty English, but he grasped the French​man's meaning when he gabbled, "If you wanta stop cowmen kill sheep you better come hurry up."

The possibility and probability that Stevens had again ven​tured to raise sheep was doubtful, and consequently Bill ques​tioned the perturbed visitor as to whether he had. seen the sheep, and if so, where.

Rouviere said he hadn't seen the sheep and didn't know where they were; Stevens had only told him about having brought in two flocks of them.

Bill discussed the matter further with Rouviere and before he left assured him that he would make an investigation at once.

Accordingly, as soon as possible, Bill saddled Doc and rode toward Iola. He didn't make contact with either Stevens or his ranger over there, for he suspected that he was going on a wild sheep chase, but he wanted to determine the truth or falsity of the Frenchman's story as quickly as possible. He rode for two days but didn't find a sheep; then he returned to his office and telephoned Stevens and Rouviere to come to his office when they were in town.

Rouviere came in the next day, and Kreutzer told him there were no sheep in the country, for he had covered the adjacent ranges fully enough to know there wasn't a sheep there. The Frenchman insisted that there must be some, some place, for Stevens had told him there were. Luckily for Bill, Stevens also came in at that time, and he asked him to tell him something about the sheep that he had brought into the country.

Somewhat guiltily, Stevens admitted that the sheep story had been a joke. He had been peevish because Rouviere hadn't put out some stock salt, and had engaged in a little horseplay to plague him a bit. Rouviere resented the joke, and feelings ran high for a few minutes until Bill, who had rather enjoyed the matter, jokingly threatened to knock their heads together, if they didn't bury the hatchet and cooperate better in range affairs. As a result of Bill's effort to effect a reconciliation, before they left the office they shook hands, and thereafter were more friendly.

Two years later Kreutzer heard from Stevens again, indirect​ly, as before. This time it was a wire from Associate Forester A. F. Potter, which ran somewhat thus:

"A. K. Stevens of Iola reports the killing of eighteen head of his cattle on Red Creek range. Investigate and report by wire as soon as pos​sible."

Bill was on a pack trip in the Crested Butte country with Ranger Snodgrass, but after the message was relayed to him he wired Ranger George Livesay to meet him at Sapinero, and headed that way. Arriving in that locality, he inquired and found that Stevens, his rider, Clyde Burns, and other stockmen, had already gone to the Red Creek range. Desirous of arriving on the range while the stockmen were still there, Kreutzer and Livesay hurried up the Red Creek trail as fast as their pack animals could follow.

After several hours of travel they came upon Stevens and other cowmen examining the carcasses of whiteface cattle which lay scattered around them. From their appearance, Bill soon agreed with some of those present that the stock had been poisoned. There was no visible evidence of foul play, and the forest officers suspected immediately that death had been caused by larkspur or other poisonous weeds.

Stevens, of course, was angry. He suspected someone of killing his cattle as formerly they had killed his sheep, and, because he was uncertain where to place the blame, he tried to vent his wrath on the forest officers.

"Keep your shirt on, A. K.," Kreutzer said. "I suspect that your stock have been killed by some kind of poisonous weeds, but, if they have, I'm not to blame for it."

Stevens hooted the idea of poisonous weeds. There weren't enough poisonous weeds in Gunnison County to kill that many cattle, he said. He didn't hold Kreutzer directly responsible, but by gad, if he had to pay the Government for pasturage, he wanted some kind of protection!

Just about that time another animal, one of several grazing near, dropped in its tracks, and Stevens' anger increased. This time he cursed everyone present, and then accused one of the riders nearest the animal of having some kind of secret device with which to kill the cattle. The accusation was so ridiculous that the men all gave him a big horselaugh. That didn't help matters at all, as far as Bill was concerned, for Stevens began to berate the Forest Service.

Bill let Stevens rave on to his heart's content, and he and Livesay went around examining the dead animals, the range plants and the watering places. They found nothing that would clear up the situation, and Bill went back to Sapinero and wired the Chief Forester's office of his findings. Also, he asked the Chief to detail Dr. C. D. Marsh of the United States Bureau of Plant Industry to the Gunnison to make a thorough investigation of the case.

Dr. Marsh was located at Hugo and was in charge of a poisonous plant investigation project which was being conducted jointly by the Bureau and the Forest Service. He soon notified Kreutzer to meet him and his assistant, Dr. Nelson, at Iola on a certain day, because he had been assigned to make the investiga​tion. In compliance with his request, Kreutzer and Livesay met the two scientific investigators with saddle and pack horses, food, and equipment, and packed them and their personal belongings to Red Creek range.

Half way to their destination they met Stevens and Burns returning from the area. There had been a further loss of stock and A. K. was more hostile than ever. He began another tirade against Kreutzer and the stockmen, but ceased when Bill intro​duced Marsh and Nelson and told Stevens what they had come to do. A. K. was skeptical of their ability to solve the case through scientific research, but returned to the range with them.

During the evening, while the forest officials set camp and prepared the evening meal, he discussed the case with Marsh and became so interested that he accepted Marsh's invitation to assist in the work. After supper, however, when he learned exactly what Marsh intended to do, he suddenly remembered ranch work that needed immediate attention and hit the home​ward trail.

The investigators got a kick out of the incident and enjoyed a hearty laugh before rolling in. Later, Bill appreciated Stevens' judgment and wished he had gone with him. He helped make post mortem examinations on twelve of the carcasses and, as Livesay expressed it, "The job wasn't exactly like picking vio​lets." The carcasses under the July sun had reached various stages of decomposition, and collecting the samples of flesh and food matter proved extremely revolting.

In fact, the work was so nauseating that Dr. Nelson was overcome one day, and Marsh and Kreutzer had to revive him in the shade of trees near by. But in due time they finished the job, broke camp, and turned to other things. On the way out, they visited Stevens and told him that they were certain his loss has been caused by larkspur poisoning. They said they would give him a report on the final results of their work as soon as certain tests had been made.

Within a few months both Stevens and Kreutzer were offi​cially notified that Marsh's investigations had proved conclusively that poison from giant larkspur had caused the death of the cattle. Stevens came into Bill's office shortly thereafter and gruffly tried to apologize for his actions and accusations in a conversation which ran about as follows:

"I guess some of us old fire-eaters keep you awake nights, Bill," he said. "Probably you oughta take a gun to us."
"Well, A. K., I haven't lost much sleep over you fellows, but you've certainly kept me on the go lately. Running down the cause of your cattle losses has been a strenuous job," Bill replied.

"Yeah, I know. It wasn't no Sunday school picnic, either, I'll bet."

"I've done things I enjoyed more," Bill agreed.

"I'm sorry I caused you so much needless work."

"Oh, I wouldn't say needless, A. K. It was time well spent. You know now that none of your neighbors killed your stock, and I know a whole lot more than I did about larkspur. It's a venomous thing and you'll have to keep your cows off such areas. From what Marsh says, there's enough poison weed up there on Red Creek to kill all your stock, should they eat it."

"Can't we get rid of the poison weeds, Bill?"

"Frankly, I don't know, A.K. It'll be a big job. I'm trying to get Dr. Marsh reassigned to make further studies. Maybe we can figure out some way of killing out the larkspur."

"I hope you can. It'll save us cowmen a big annual loss, if you do."

"We will certainly do what we can, A. K. Some of you men don't seem to know it, but we boys of the Forest Service are really trying to solve some of your problems as we go along. In time, we'll find a way to lick this one."

"I believe you will—I've called you some hard names, Bill, but I'm backing up. You're a square shooter. From now on, count on me for any help I can give you."

"Thanks, A. K. I won't forget your offer, and I appreciate it. The Federal Government has tackled one of its biggest internal problems in trying to establish controlled use of these Western lands and resources. Its conservation policy is a result of the wasteful use you and other early settlers made of them. As the Government's agent, my duty is to see that its policy is carried out in this immediate vicinity—on this National Forest. I have to enforce the regulations just as they are written, even though they sometimes seem harsh to you ranchers. My orders are to administer the lands and resources of the Gunnison for the last​ing good of you fellows and those who come after you. It's a tough proposition, but it's a thing worth while and I'm doing it as fairly and squarely as I can."

"You're right, Bill. It is tough, but I suspect that the tougher things are the better you like 'em."

"Well, not exactly, A. K.," Bill gravely replied. "But I don't mind fighting for what I think is right."

Before he departed Stevens shook hands with Kreutzer and grinned as he said, "So long, Bill. I'm beginning to think that the Forest Service isn't so bad after all. Good luck."

Bill was pleased. "So long, A. K., and good luck to you. That statement is full pay for all the work I've done on this case of yours."

For some time after Stevens' departure Bill sat quietly think​ing. "The Forest Service isn't so bad after all," Stevens had said. That was an admission he had never expected any old cattleman to make, especially one with set opinions such as those of A. K. Stevens. He felt a certain thankfulness and pride. Perhaps Bill Kreutzer, forest supervisor, was included in that remark, for he was a part of the Forest Service. Silently he renewed a vow he had made two or three years prior to that time. If he continued to do his best, maybe others would think well of the Service.

As he was preparing to go home, Mary, his wife, came in, bringing with her his infant son, William Alexander. Young William had arrived on April 13 and was now another source of happiness, pride, and thankfulness in his life. After he had greeted them, he told Mary about Stevens' farewell remark.

"It wasn't a grand or eloquent statement, Mary, but it gave me a thrill. Perhaps true service does pay?" he questioned. But Mary was noncommittal; so he turned his attention to William. "What do you think about it, young fellow?" he playfully said, as he poked a finger into the youngster's midriff.

This action of his elicited an immediate answer from baby William's mother. She hadn't given his question much considera​tion, but this was different, and she chided him about like this, "Don't be so rough, Billy. The child is much too young to be manhandled that way. You'd better confine your lion-taming tactics to the old stockmen. They probably need it; William doesn't. If the child could answer, he'd probably tell you to watch this Mr. Stevens. Very likely he had an axe to grind, or was kidding you."

This was definitely a pin-prick to Bill's ego, and deflated it considerably. Maybe A. K. had been kidding him? Later, how​ever, he recalled the sincerity in the tones of Stevens' voice. "I believe the old fire-eater meant what he said," he mused. "That he really thinks the Forest Service is all right; but only time will tell, I suppose."

Bill was successful in his attempt to get Dr. Marsh reassigned to the Gunnison Forest. Marsh's return led to the establishment of a field station for the study of poisonous plants on Ohio Creek about twenty-five miles north of Gunnison. Afterward came other developments—plans in which Kreutzer assisted—for the eradication of larkspur in the Gunnison National Forest and elsewhere throughout the Rocky Mountain District.

"Dr. Marsh operated there for about four years, but despite all of our studies and investigation we eventually had to eradi​cate larkspur the hard way—by actually digging it up with hand tools," Kreutzer said. "Rangers, with small appropriations of range control funds, hired a few helpers and bought food; stock​men joined them, and together they cleared the poisonous lark​spur from thousands of acres of National Forest ranges with grub hoes. Range allotments, where the annual loss had run from five to fifty head, suffered no loss after two rounds of grubbing. The program to date has saved Western stockmen millions of dollars, and our citizens millions of beefsteaks," he concluded.

Passing years did prove that A. K. Stevens had been sincere in his offer of cooperation. Just as his clamor for an investigation of his poisoned cattle had started the plans for larkspur eradi​cation, so had that offer borne fruit. Others, noting his friendly acceptance of Forest Service administration, fell in line, and others, as he had done, decided that the Forest Service was all right.

Bill's confidence in the propriety and worth of his practice of full and unqualified service to his users returned. Such service did make friends for the Government's conservation policy. Religiously he wove it into the pattern of his daily life and into the administration of his National Forest.
XXI

The Dutch Gulch Fire
THE YEARS FOLLOWING 1910 WERE LESS EVENTFUL for Forest Supervisor Bill Kreutzer than the years immediately preceding that date. Affairs on the Gunnison National Forest, and correspondingly on all other Forests, were not so disorderly, be​cause there was not such violent opposition to Forest Service control. Methods and practices on each Forest unit were standard​ized, and Forest users, as a rule, knew them and accepted them. Following the reorganization of 1908 the Forest Service began an era of accomplishment, with a program of construction and development undreamed of heretofore.

In reality, time reveals that the Bureau had outgrown its three-cornered trousers, methods, or what have you, and was developing a new order. Not wholly, but partly through its con​trol of the Western wild lands and the management of their natural resources, the old West was changing. No longer was the deadly six-shooter, worn by many persons for years as a necessary part of their habiliments, considered essential to everyday life.

Bill stuck his old .45 in his desk drawer and forgot to carry it half of the time. Unencumbered by all that it had symbolized in his daily life, he found more time to devote to better methods of administration. He improved timber sale and range management procedure, and fire detection and suppression practices. He built better roads, trails, and telephone lines to speed up the tempo of his organization, and better ranger stations for the comfort of his men.

Not that six-shooters were altogether relegated to the scrap heap; many cowboys and other outdoor men still continued to tote guns all or part of the time. In that respect, Kreutzer recalls the McMillan brothers of Crawford, a little cow town between Black Mesa and the North Fork Valley. A trio of young buckaroos who wore guns too carelessly were these McMillans.
At one time, Bill had hired Verd McMillan with his string of pack and saddle horses to move camp for a boundary survey party directed by Henry Thackwell, a young engineer. On one of Bill's inspection trips he found Thackwell gravely disturbed. Verd, it seems, had come into Thack's tent the preceding day, poked his six-shooter between the engineer and his drafting table and blazed away. Thack had been so alarmed that he had kicked over the table and spoiled the map he'd been making. He wanted to fire Verd. Bill told him that he was in charge of the project, and he could do as he pleased. He then went to see McMillan, talked with him about the shooting, and asked why he had done it.

McMillan laughed and said he had done it just for fun; that he had wanted to scare the young tenderfoot a bit. To the cow​boy, it had been merely a joke.

On Bill's next trip to the camp, he found Thackwell disfig​ured by black eyes and bruised features that usually accompany fisticuffs. Thack was practicing shooting with a new .32 caliber revolver. He had discharged McMillan, and when he next visited Crawford, Verd had picked a fight and afterward had threat​ened to run him out of the country. He didn't intend to be run out; hence the gun and the practice at shooting.

Bill saw that Thack couldn't shoot well and he doubted whether the engineer would ever become expert at it; so he advised him to put his gun away and give the McMillans a wide berth while he was there. He told Thackwell that he couldn't begin to compete with the McMillans when it came to shooting; they had used guns all their lives, and if Thack went gunning for them, it was a cinch that he would be killed.

Kreutzer's warning fell on deaf ears, for Thack persisted in his designs, and Bill had to arrange for his transfer to another locality to prevent the shooting affray that seemed inevitable. Also, later, he had to accept the resignation of Lester Stoner, an assistant ranger there, because Les, a local boy, had taken sides with the McMillans in the quarrel. As a consequence of these incidents, the enmity of the McMillan group was bitter against the Forest Service, and the administration of that part of the Gunnison became extremely difficult.

But in time Kreutzer found a satisfactory way out of the situation—Ranger Henry T. Miller was assigned to the Forest. Hank, Bill claims, was the most colorful character he ever met; he was an all-around athlete, and could ride, rope, and shoot expertly. When Bill learned that he was also a natural boxer and fighter, he had an idea: if he placed Miller over at the Crystal Spring ranger station, near Crawford, perhaps he might do something about it. At least, it wouldn't hurt to try it out, he thought.

In asking Hank to take the assignment, he explained that a bunch of cowboys and ranchers around Crawford had stated that forest rangers were taboo in that neck of the woods and that they didn't intend to let one of them run any part of their affairs. Then he asked Hank if he thought he could clear up the situation without resorting to gun play. With a shrug, Miller told him that he never carried a gun because the darned thing was always in his way.

Kreutzer told Miller that many of the boys around Crawford did carry guns, but he doubted whether they would use them. They might under certain circumstances, but would be more apt to gang up on him and try to run him off the district. Hank, seemingly unconcerned, said he would keep an eye peeled, and rode toward the Crystal Creek station.

Word of Hank's meeting with the McMillans came to Bill through Everett Porter, a hotel keeper at Crawford, who had been present. When Kreutzer next stopped there, Porter told him that his new ranger was a holy terror, the fightin'est son of a gun he'd ever seen.

"That so?" Kreutzer questioned invitingly.

Porter said he certainly was, for he had seen him in action. Then, he told Bill the story. One day during the past week, Miller had come into his pool shack to buy some tobacco. Some of the boys were playing pool, and Clyde McMillan, recognizing him as the new ranger, made an uncomplimentary remark. Quicker than a flash, Miller floored him. Verd and then Chet joined Clyde but to no avail, as Miller with unruffled celerity soon gave the three of them all the fighting they wanted.

Miller had then looked around and asked if any one else was looking for trouble. When no one answered, he rolled a cigarette, lit it, and sauntered out. Afterwards, the McMillans had made threats against the ranger, but Porter thought they wouldn't carry them out; that they would leave the ranger strict​ly alone. His prediction was right for they never molested him again.

"Hank never told me about the fight and I never questioned him," Bill said, when he was recounting the story. "One day I asked him if he ever saw the McMillan boys, and, with a perfect poker expression, Hank replied, 'Only once when I first came over here.' My little idea had paid off; we had no more disturb​ances in that locality, and the enmity of the McMillans and their friends soon passed away."

The only time Kreutzer ever saw Miller disconcerted was while Bill, Hank, and Forest Guard La Plante were building trail bridges in Dark Cañon. Miller had hired Phil Moore, an old jack-puncher, to pack in supplies, and when Moore did not show up, Hank went out to look for him. There had been a heavy electrical storm that day, and a short distance from camp he found the old man's body lying under a tree that had been struck by lightning. Moore had sought shelter there and had met a sudden end which had left his body in a repellent condition. The unlooked-for situation hit Hank hard and he returned to camp greatly upset.

Later Kreutzer and Miller were repairing the Pitkin-Dor​chester telephone line in Taylor Park when the bad Dutch Gulch fire broke on Gold Creek east of Pitkin. It was on July 23, 1916, and Kreutzer never will forget the date or the fire, because he almost lost his life twice during its run.

On this beautiful July day, Kreutzer and Miller had almost completed their day's work and were wondering whether they could catch a few fish for supper, when they noticed that far to the southward the beautiful blue of the sky was changing to a dirty yellowish-green.

"Looks like smoke," Hank said.

"It is smoke; I can smell it," Bill declared.

"You couldn't smell smoke that far on a bet," Hank ridiculed.

Bill vowed he could, and hastily tying their line wires to​gether, they beat it to the nearest telephone. Bill called Pitkin and then tried to get Gunnison, but the line was out beyond Pitkin.

"We'd better head for Cement Creek station, Hank," Bill said. That station lay twenty miles southwest of Dorchester, and Gun​nison could be reached directly by telephone and also by car from that point. Long before they reached the station, heavy clouds of smoke could be seen, billowing up over the divide between the Taylor and Tomichi watersheds.

"Looks like the whole world's afire," Hank called.

It's a bad one," Bill shouted, crowding his horse a little faster down the Cement Creek trail. "I hope Ranger Hauser's telephone line is in working order. I'd like to find out the exact conditions down there, and whether anyone is fighting the fire."

Hauser's line was all right and Bill did a lot of telephoning while Eldon and Hank got supper. He got in touch with Maude Bray, his clerk at Gunnison. She was on the job, but Harold Borden, Bill's forest assistant, was out at another fire on Blue Mesa. Ranger Jesse Trickel of Pitkin couldn't be reached, be​cause he was far up toward Fairview Lookout Station, repairing the telephone line and trail.

"Have someone in Pitkin send a messenger for Trickel. Ask Rudolph Heftner at Pitkin to organize a crew of fire fighters for me. Hire someone with an automobile to come to Cement Creek station to take Miller and me to the fire," he instructed Miss Bray, and all these things she promised to do.

After eating supper, Hauser, Miller, and Kreutzer packed tools, provisions, and cooking utensils, loaded them in Hauser's wagon and started toward Gunnison. Five miles out from the sta​tion they met Bryan Eastman, of Gunnison, with his automobile. Transferring the load from wagon to car, Kreutzer and Miller went with Eastman to Gold Creek, arriving at a point near the fire about one o'clock in the morning. The fire was burning briskly and extended for a mile along the east side of the creek.

Bill aroused Carroll Carter, a miner whom he knew, and Carter assisted him and Hank in organizing a crew of sixteen men to fight the fire. Bill took direct charge and sent Hank to get Trickel started on the Pitkin side of the fire, and to recruit and bring in a relief crew.

Then all day long he and his crew battled the flames. Once the wind changed, the fire crowned and came directly toward them. They barely escaped it by dodging into a barren spot inside the burned-over area; their position was precarious, to say the least, but they escaped death. Thirsty, hungry, and tired, they fought on till Hank arrived with the relief crew.

They got the fire under control early in the evening, when their crew met Trickel's coming in from the east side. Forty hours Bill had labored without sleep. All the previous day he had worked on the telephone line. All night he had travelled by horse, by wagon, by car, and on foot to the fire. All day he had fought the raging flames, pitting his strength and wits against them in heat that would have scorched Old Nick himself. Now he withdrew for a few hours of rest.

But although he rested and napped, he didn't leave the fire line, and, about midnight, while pointing out some detail of the fire to men who had just arrived, he stepped backward a few steps. In the darkness, he couldn't see an old mine shaft there and got too close. Suddenly the ground caved away and head​first he plunged into the hole. For the second time that day, he walked close beside the Pearly Gates and waved a hand at St. Peter.

How far he fell, Bill doesn't know (he says he never went back to measure it), but the distance was about thirty-five feet. Part way down, his coat, which he had donned only a few min​utes previously, caught on an old half-decayed mine timber and broke the fall. One might surmise upon serious reflection, that something or someone—fate, providence, or Jehovah—was watch​ing over this valiant servant of the Government. Who knows? Figure it out for yourself.

Some of those present hoisted Bill out of the old shaft while others went to Pitkin for Dr. A. H. Good. Good rendered first aid at the Carter tunnel and took Kreutzer to his house for the remainder of the night. He wasn't hurt seriously, but he had cuts and bruises on all parts of his body, and later examinations showed that three vertebrae had been dislocated.

The next morning, notwithstanding physical handicaps, Bill directed the dispatch of fire fighters by telephone, and went with Trickel to the fire to relieve Miller. Shortly after midday, John McLaren, Chief of Fire Control in the District Office at Denver, arrived at the fire. Bill went over the fire line with him, and, after helping to organize mop-up crews for Miller and Trickel, he and McLaren returned to Gunnison. The final report on the fire showed five hundred acres burned over and a cost of thirteen hundred dollars for suppression.

"What caused the fire?" was the question naturally expected and asked.

"I couldn't tell. There wasn't a single clue. We just had to take it on the chin without a chance to retaliate," Bill grimly replied, his hands clenched and his eyes flashing.

Impotently, he was gnashing his teeth at the carelessness of man when he goes into the forest. That is all that a forester can do when evidence is lacking in a case such as that. The writer joined him and wrathfully gnashed a few teeth, for he, too, had had similar experience.

"What became of Hank Miller?" was another natural question.

"Oh, Hank," Bill replied. "Like many of the earlier rangers, he soon left for greener pastures. And when I say green I mean long green, for Hank made a lot of money in the livestock busi​ness, subsequent to his leaving the Service. A great boy was Hank."

He paused, then continued reflectively. "Hank went to the annual rodeo at Collbran one year and came home with a lot of prize money and a wife. He'd met, courted, and married her in a week. Next year at the Gunnison Cattlemen's Day celebra​tion he entered the contests and cleaned up about seven hundred dollars in prize money. That included a special prize for riding Kaiser, the outlaw horse of that day. Hank rolled a smoke and lit it during the performance and made a great hit with all present."

Further discussion showed that Hank Miller wasn't a better ranger than a score of others, who had worked under Kreutzer's supervision, but Bill had cited him as typical of the early rangers who helped him solve the problems of National Forest adminis​tration. It was plainly evident that Kreutzer picked Miller as an example because Hank was the type of ranger he (Bill) had been—the type that had made it possible for the Forest Service to function in that land of opposition.

Carefree, but more or less responsible, those forest rangers had been a hard-working band bound together by a comradely esprit de corps seldom if ever equaled elsewhere. Daring and audacious, they had accomplished many things under difficult conditions. Sometimes, seemingly accomplishing the impossible, they have woven around their beloved Service a romantic glam​our which will live as long as that organization shall last.

Several of that early group of rangers (Kreutzer and the writer included) have left the official ranks. Others are nearing the end of their terms of service, and young rangers are re​placing them. Among them are sons who are treading in their fathers' footsteps. They are imbued with the same ideals of duty and service as were their progenitors, and will carry on the Forest Service traditions of fairness to all.

An organization so staffed should continue to function satis​factorily as long as there is a Government.

XXII

War Duties
BILL KREUTZER WAS STILL DIRECTING AFFAIRS ON the Gunnison National Forest when war flamed across the face of the world. Already as busy as a man normally should be, Kreutzer assumed other duties and responsibilities. He became chairman of the County Fuel Committee, chairman of the In​formation Board acting in conjunction with the County Draft Board, and a member of the Gunnison County Council of De​fense. Also, he was deputized to assist Special Agent Roy O. Samson of the Department of Justice.

As chairman of the County Fuel Committee, at one time he had to seize two personally ordered carloads of coal, for general distribution. The men who had ordered the coal for their per​sonal use made strong objection to the Board's action. The committee, however, ignored their protests and gave to each only a part of the coal. Bill, as chairman, had to shoulder a large per cent of the pair's resentful animosity, and one of the men nursed his grouch for several years.

"For a long time thereafter, that fellow tried to pick a quar​rel every time we met," Bill said. "I never would consider him seriously, and my refusal to fuss with him seemed to arouse his anger more than the confiscation of the coal had done."

In his capacity as assistant to Samson, Bill was required to investigate and report all the subversive activities of disgruntled citizens upon or within the immediate vicinity of the Gunnison National Forest. As a result, he did investigate several cases of suspected sabotage, but in each case the suspect proved to be merely a pro-German crank with a tendency to shoot off his mouth.

The most pronounced and exciting case of the series was that of Mark Tezak of Floresta. Floresta was a mining camp in the Anthracite Range, west of Crested Butte, and Tezak was an Austrian miner, an alien with decided pro-German tendencies, which he voiced at every opportunity. During the Liberty Loan drive he bought a bond, then cursed "the damned authorities who made him buy it," to quote his words. Later his utterances became threats of what he was going to do. These were probably mere words, but the threats disturbed his more patriotic fellow citizens, and they complained to the Gunnison County Council of Defense.

Judge Clifford Stone, chairman of that body, asked Sheriff Pat Hanlon to look into the matter. Hanlon ignored Stone's re​quest, and on April 30, 1918, Stone telephoned Kreutzer that residents of the mining camps, highly incensed, were complain​ing at the lack of action, and asked Bill to investigate the case. This Bill promised to do immediately.

When Bill concluded his conversation with Stone, he real​ized that the train to Crested Butte was scheduled to depart in about five minutes. In his usual style, he went into action. "I've got to go to Crested Butte, Miss Bray," he called. "Please phone Mrs. Kreutzer that I won't be home for lunch."

From the desk drawer he grabbed his six-shooter and car​tridge belt, and without stopping to wipe off the accumulated dust he buckled on the belt, examined the gun to see if it still functioned properly, loaded it, and jammed it into the holster. He didn't know this man Tezak and didn't propose to confront him with nothing more than a badge of authority.

Snatching up his Stetson, he ran out on the street just as the train pulled away from the depot. But there was a chance to catch it at the railway street intersection on Tomichi Avenue, so down the Avenue he charged. The trainmen knew him and slowed down when he flagged them.

"Why all the artillery, Kreutzer?" the conductor laughingly inquired, as Bill swung aboard. "Looks like you're going to war."

"It's possible that I am," Bill replied; then he told the train​men about his errand. "Do you know anything about Tezak?" he asked.

"No, not a thing. I hear that he's in the Butte now. Came down from Floresta right after we plowed the snow off the road last week."

At Crested Butte, Kreutzer discussed the case with County Commissioner W. H. Whalen and William Manley, superin​tendent of the Colorado Fuel and Iron Company mines. As far as they knew, Tezak's remarks were merely buncombe, but they thought it might be well to confine him in jail until he learned to keep his unpatriotic opinions to himself.

Learning where he was, Bill arrested Tezak and took him to the town jail. There he turned him over to Max Bazz, the town marshal. "Hold this fellow till I look into his case a little further, Bazz," he ordered.

Bill then tried to find a way to reach Floresta, for he had to go there to get evidence against Tezak, if he continued to hold him. There was no further train service that day; therefore Bill went again to the office of Manley, the mine superintendent. "What's the chance to use your motor track car?" he questioned. "I'll have to run up to Floresta to secure affidavits to support my case against Tezak."

"Fair enough," Manley answered. "I'll go with you." And he not only went, but he also took along his mine clerk, Edgar Willson, and his mine machinist, Johnson, to operate the car. That type of vehicle had been used on the railroad since 1911, but only infrequently until recent years, and the average person didn't know how to operate one of them. Within a half hour after his request, the four were aboard the speeder, bound for Floresta.

As busy as Bill was, he noted and still remembers the beauty of that trip, as up the steep grade the speeder chugged, put, put, putting its best foot forward. There had been a heavy snowfall that winter in the Anthracite Range, and the track had been snowbound until recently, when the railway company had opened it with a rotary plow. Between great white ridges ten to thirty feet high they ran, while the cold April breezes whistled around them. Bill had ridden on railroad hand-cars before, but this was his first ride on one that was motor propelled, and the fourteen-mile trip was indeed a pleasure.

In Floresta, Kreutzer soon secured ten sworn statements which fully covered Tezak's threats, and they returned to Crested Butte. There they found the town in a state of commo​tion, because Tezak's arrest had become known; and it seems that on account of the Federal Government's participation in the case many people already considered Tezak guilty of some gross misdemeanor and were clamoring for his punishment. Some already were saying, "Let's hang the son of a gun!" and some of the miners were seriously considering the advisability of doing just that.

Bill was surprised at the turn of events and called up the Department of Justice officials in Denver. Quickly and concisely, he laid the case before Samson. "What shall I do with my prisoner?" he asked in conclusion.

Samson told Kreutzer to take Tezak to Gunnison when he returned, and to deliver him to Sheriff Hanlon for safe keeping until the Department of Justice could act on the case.

Bill went directly to the jail to discuss the matter with Bazz, and was surprised to find Whalen, Manley, and others there. They were seriously concerned at the peculiar turn of the Tezak case and were already discussing it with the marshal. Bazz thought they ought to get Tezak out of town as soon as possible. Manley agreed and said he thought they ought to take him to Gunnison at once.

Just then Willson, the mine clerk, came in and told them the miners were drinking heavily and fast talking themselves into a lynching mood.

"Surely, they wouldn't hang him," Bill replied, his unbelief plainly visible, but Willson contended that they would.

"Well, there won't be any lynching," Kreutzer replied. "I'll go out and talk to the men about it; I am sure I can persuade them to go about their business and leave Tezak alone. To​morrow, I'll take him to Gunnison."

Manley interrupted, saying that Kreutzer was wrong and that he had better take his advice and get Tezak away quickly. He then offered to help by using the speeder to run Bill and his prisoner to Gunnison.

Kreutzer thought fast; he believed that there was no need to rush Tezak away, but again, there was no need to take chances. "All right, men," he agreed, "get ready. I was too busy to eat dinner and I've just arranged by telephone for supper at the Elk Mountain House. I'll run over, grab a bite, and meet you at the office."

At a double-quick, he headed for the hotel. Halfway there, he encountered a group of miners, one of whom he knew. This man stopped him and asked what he intended to do with Tezak. Bill told him he didn't know what would be done; possibly the Department of Justice officials would put him in jail until he learned to keep his mouth shut. Perhaps they would deport him, if—

At this point in his explanation, the miner cut him off with a noisy laugh and said that he and his friends had a better idea than that, and later in the evening they would relieve Bill of all further responsibility in the case. With another laugh, he rejoined his companions.

"By gosh! I believe they are in earnest," Bill said to him​self, and rushed into the hotel. He paid for the supper he had ordered but didn't stop to eat it. Instead, he secured a sandwich, then by way of the back door and alley he sprinted for the jail, eating as he ran.

"Get Tezak out of here quickly, Bazz," he told the marshal. "Take him to the railroad track at the edge of town, and be very careful that you are not seen. I'll get Manley and Willson, and we'll meet you there as quickly as we can."

Bazz said he would do that, and Bill hurried away toward the Colorado Fuel & Iron Company's office. Manley was waiting and told him that Willson had gone ahead to get the speeder ready. They joined Willson, climbed aboard, and Ed ran the car out to the place where Bill had agreed to meet Bazz and the prisoner.

Those individuals had not arrived; so they waited. After a few minutes, Bill grew fidgety and was about to go after them, when they appeared. Tezak had learned that the miners were planning to lynch him and was so badly frightened he could scarcely walk. As they approached, Bill told Tezak to hurry and get on the car, but instead of doing so, he knelt to pray.

"You darned fool, get on this car," Bill exclaimed; "prayer is a fine thing and it has a saving grace, but if we don't get out of here pronto, you might have to finish yours in the next world."

He picked Tezak up bodily, put him on the car, and told Willson to proceed. Ed started the car; it roared for a minute, then sputtered and quit firing. He tried again with similar re​sults; then Manley tried it, with no better luck. Hastily, they worked, but the car would not start again, and soon Willson began to make some kind of adjustment that seemed necessary.

As the grade of the track was steep, Kreutzer suggested that they give the speeder a push and let it run under gravity. Willson, however, objected, saying that he'd have it fixed in a minute.

Then, just as Bill had feared, someone learned that Bazz and Tezak had decamped. A noisy clamor arose on Main Street, a search for the pair began, and someone soon discovered the men and the car. He spread the information, and with a louder clamor the crowd started that way.

When the vanguard hove in sight, Tezak tried to run away and Bill had to hold him. As speedily as possible, Willson con​tinued to make the necessary adjustment, aided or hindered by Manley, Bill couldn't tell which. All he could do was to sit and watch the mob advance.

In recounting the incident later, Bill said that like Colonel Prescott and his boys at Bunker Hill he was waiting till he could see the whites of their eyes before ordering them to halt, when suddenly the car fired. With an oath, probably of relief, Ed kicked it into gear, and the car sped down the railroad track like the devil was after it.

The miners whooped and yelled in disappointment and for a minute continued to follow; then, with some shaking their fists, they turned back. Bill, highly pleased at their deliverance, congratulated Willson on his success with the car, thanked Man​ley for his kindly assistance, and assured the terror-stricken Tezak that he was now safe.

Without further trouble, the men proceeded to Gunnison with their prisoner. Once near Jacks Cabin they saw four horsemen galloping swiftly toward them as if to interrupt their passage, but nothing came of it. At another time, they met an up-coming train and had to hustle to lift their speeder off the track, but late at night they arrived at their destination.

With great relief, Kreutzer saw Sheriff Hanlon and his deputy present when they arrived at Gunnison, for he knew that when he and Manley turned Tezak over to them his troubles would be over for that day. But his relief was short-lived, as Hanlon, instead of receiving the prisoner, demanded his release. In the first place, so he said, Tezak was a good citizen; in the second, he didn't intend to put him in jail; and in the third instance he wondered where Bill got the authority to butt in on his business.

Kreutzer explained, in detail, his part in the case, but still Hanlon was resentful. Kreutzer, Stone, Samson, and all the other meddlers could go to Hades, or some other seaport, he said; he would not take orders from any of them in this case or in any other one.

Bill was too tired and too exasperated to take much more, and told the sheriff that he had telephoned to an official of the Department of Justice, in Denver, from the Butte and had asked what he should do with Tezak. That official had told him to place him in Hanlon's custody for safekeeping till the investiga​tion was completed. "And that's exactly what I propose to do," he told the angry officer.

In reply, Hanlon loudly told him that he knew where he and all of the other Federal agents could go.

At this rebuff, Bill also became angry and told Hanlon, "I've had enough for today, Sheriff, and if you don't take this pris​oner to jail at once, I'll telephone United States Commissioner Nourse and ask him to rustle up a United States marshal. Take your choice, but be quick about it."

Hanlon, seeing that he was getting into deep water, quit ranting and took Tezak to jail. Greatly relieved, Bill and his two companions sought food and rest.

Next morning, Kreutzer hunted up Judge Stone and they went to the jail to question the prisoner. They found Attorney J. M. McDougal there, and he told them that Sheriff Hanlon had personally enlisted his professional service in Tezak's behalf. Nonchalantly, he told them that he would answer their ques​tions for Tezak. Bill objected to that, and then the attorney told Tezak what answers to give.

Kreutzer and Stone then produced the instructions they had just received by wire from United States District Attorney Tedrow, asking them to question Tezak and report their findings to him. They asked Hanlon and McDougal to withdraw until they had finished. After much argument from the attorney and many protests from the sheriff, Judge Stone showed them the error of their stand, and they left the room.

Kreutzer and Stone soon completed the examination, and Bill sent a complete report and the affidavits he had secured to Special Agent Samson. These resulted in Tezak's detention in some camp for the duration of the war. Bill thinks he was deported after the war ended, but is not certain of it, because he lost track of the man in the haze of postwar activities. Those had been troublous times, and Bill recalls the Tezak incident somewhat as a mariner might recall a passing ship in a storm at sea.
"Yes, those were stirring times," Kreutzer repeated. "And little did I think then that sons of ours would have to beat down the arms of oppressors, or again fight to retain our freedom. But they did have to, and the benefits, if any, derived from the last war are still problematical. What will be the end?" He paused in serious reflection; then with calm deliberation he answered his own question. "Victory, of course, will be ours, but at what cost we do not know. We can only fight on with a steadfast determination to win a lasting peace—and whatever the cost, we will win it."

XXIII

A Major Problem
BACK IN 1905, WHEN INSPECTOR SMITH RILEY HAD placed Bill Kreutzer in charge of the Gunnison Forest Reserve, he had spoken to him about like this: "Kreutzer, you are on your own now; it's up to you to swim or sink. There are many prob​lems here to work out; see what you can do with them."

He then discussed some of those knotty points and many phases of administration with Bill. Among other things, he spoke of the major problem, the probable future use of the large timberline ranges which were not being grazed at that time. "There are enough waste ranges on the Gunnison to pasture 70,000 sheep, if we could get sheep to them. The cattlemen don't use those areas, but they would undoubtedly object to our plac​ing sheep there," Riley said.

"That's right," Bill agreed, "but, of course, something ought to be done about it."

"It's one of the things you'll have to work out. It may take several years, but I'm certain that you can do it."

"I'll eventually solve the problem," Bill promised.

For several years, Kreutzer worked on it without securing any results. The cowmen objected to his every effort to convert the areas to the use of sheep. They feared the encroachment of sheep, even though the allotment boundary lines between the two classes of stock were placed beyond the limits of the range they used. There was always the possibility of the sheepmen crowding them back and taking a part of what was now theirs.

"Why take that chance?" they asked Bill; and despite all of his arguments, they stood pat on the proposition.

In 1910 some of the ranchmen of the North Fork Valley applied for sheep range on the Battlement National Forest, and being denied permits there they sent their applications to the Gunnison. Kreutzer saw his chance to get started on the waste- range problem, and conferred with the Advisory Board of the Gunnison County Stock Growers' Association. They, of course, objected strongly to the issuance of the permits, and the appli​cations were denied.

The sheepmen persisted, however, and year after year ap​plied for the range. Consequently, in 1916, the Advisory Board of the Association agreed to Bill's proposal to run a few bands of sheep in the high Anthracite-Ragged Mountain country, which had not theretofore been grazed by any kind of domestic stock. Accordingly, Bill issued the permits and the sheep were brought in.

Immediately a storm of protest arose and swept across the Gunnison in full crescendo. Bill had thought that the official consent of the Advisory Board of the Stock Growers' Association ought to officially satisfy the objections of the stockmen, but he had been wrong. Individual objections were hurled at him from every quarter; moreover, meetings were called at several points to protest his action officially. The action of their Advisory Board was condemned by a majority of the cattlemen, and T. W. Gray, the chairman of the Board, was severely criticized.

The meetings culminated in a mass meeting of all Western Slope stockmen at Hotchkiss to discuss the question. Bill went from Gunnison, picking up Ranger Ben Heilman on the way. Supervisor John W. Lowell, successor to Supervisor Dave Ander​son of the Battlement, came, and Fred Morrell, acting for District Forester Smith Riley, arrived from Denver to defend the Forest Service sheep-grazing policy. Hundreds of stockmen—sheepmen as well as cattlemen—were present. Seriously concerned in the final settlement of the vital question, women came too.

T. W. Gray was there, and before the meeting convened he talked to the forest officers about the action of the Advisory Board. He told Morrell that the members of the Board had been unduly influenced by Kreutzer and Heilman, that those forest officers had greatly misrepresented the case to the Board, and that he intended to tell the assembled cowmen that fact at the meeting.

Kreutzer denied Gray's story, and Ranger Heilman backed Bill's statement of what had been done and what had been said to the members of the Board. Gray, however, was determined in his stand; he was on the spot, and that was his only way out of the dilemma. Although angry, Bill was wisely judicious. "You can't get away with that, T. W.," he told the cowman.

"I can get away with it, and I will," Gray retorted.

"If you try it, I shall have to tell them about your application for a sheep permit," Bill warned.

Gray had forgotten that, but Bill forcefully recalled to his memory that he (Gray) and one other cowman had but recently applied for sheep permits. They had failed to secure them only because the approved sheep range had already been filled to capacity. Gray realized that he would experience an even greater loss of prestige with the cowmen should Bill reveal his desire to graze sheep, and agreed to authenticate the Board's action in authorizing approval of the sheep permits.

In a far better state of mind, Kreutzer proceeded toward the fairgrounds to attend the meeting. No building in Hotchkiss had been sufficiently large to accommodate the crowds; hence the use of the fairground pavilion. Weldon Hammond, a prominent cowman of Paonia, was chairman, and he called the meeting to order and briefly stated the purpose of the call. Jack Killian of the Delta County Association followed with a speech which fairly sizzled with fiery aspersions against the sheepmen, the Forest Service, and the sheep-grazing policy of that bureau. Other cattlemen followed with similar talks, and the resentment of the sheepmen increased with each fresh attack.

Then Hammond asked Fred Morrell to present the Forest Service viewpoint. Morrell arose to address the meeting and got as far as "Mr. Chairman, ladies and gentlemen," when the sheepmen's resentment popped off. Ed Duke, a sheepman, took excep​tion to some remark of Clyde McMillan, a cattleman, and punched his nose. McMillan instantly retaliated, and pande​monium broke loose.

"In about three minutes a dozen fights were in full swing," Bill averred. "It was the wildest free-for-all that I had ever seen, and it broke up the meeting. Hammond never could restore order although he shouted himself hoarse trying. Morrell waited for a chance to continue his talk but gave up and sat down when he saw that order could not be restored."

The stockmen departed, no nearer to a settlement of the question than when they arrived. Afterward, Morrell and Kreutzer discussed the whole grazing situation. Fred told Bill that he was proceeding correctly and to go ahead exactly as he had planned to do; that was the only way they would ever succeed in having the waste ranges used by sheep. Kreutzer was encouraged and made plans for a larger use of sheep range in 1917.
While making inspections of sheep range along the east side of Taylor Park, Bill had another exciting set-to with a horse. He had acquired a new one, Dexter, and had packed him on the way to Willow Creek Ranger Station. Deck bucked each time he was packed so Bill decided to ride him. Next morning he saddled the bay and climbed on—or partly on, for he never found the off-stirrup; Deck had come uncorked too quickly. Bill soon saw that he couldn't ride the horse and grabbed for the saddle horn but was too late. As he went off his spur caught in the saddle lacings, and the bronc dragged him a considerable distance through the sagebrush.

He managed to hold to a bridle rein which saved him from the wildly kicking horse until the spur strap broke and released him. He was cut and scratched by the brush and bruised from the bumps, but remounted and rode the animal far up toward Cot​tonwood Pass and back—a ride which helped to cure his tendency to pitch.

In the meantime, grazing conditions on the Public Domain outside the National Forest grew even more strained than those inside. Sheepmen were encroaching deeper into the open range, used in spring and fall by cattlemen to supplement their summer range on the Forest. A large outfit, which Bill remembers as The Bakers, had increased their flocks until they overran all the Public Domain in the vicinity of Sapinero, and were threatening to crowd into the upper Gunnison Valley.

Bill warned Baker that he was taking a large chance and that he would precipitate another cattle and sheep war. But Baker, like all sheepmen before him, declared his right to the range and his ability to take care of his interests if such a situa​tion should arise. It was a revival of the old feud, which Super​visor Bill Kreutzer had considered dead, but which he himself was unconsciously fostering by opening the waste ranges of the Gunnison to sheep grazing.

The case soon came to a head. At a meeting of the local association, which Kreutzer and Rangers Hauser and Taft at​tended, the forest officers were politely asked to retire at the conclusion of the regular order of business, and they, of course, immediately left the room. Bill was somewhat mystified and naturally curious, but suspected why the request had been made: the members of the Inner Circle, or Stockmen's Protective Asso​ciation, wanted to discuss the Baker case.

Subsequently, Kreutzer learned that plans had been made at that time to destroy the Baker sheep. Through his study of law, he had by that time acquired a knowledge of legal pro​cedure and accordingly went to Attorney George Hetherington, who now looked after the affairs of the Association. Bill asked the able counselor to work with him in an attempt to avert the conflict between the two classes of stockmen.

By mutual agreement, the attorney talked to the cattlemen and Kreutzer talked to the sheepmen, and because of their joint efforts the planned attack on the sheep was delayed, and conse​quently never materialized. Bill granted permits for a part of the Baker sheep the next season and the remainder were taken out of the State.

Thus Bill helped to avert one conflict and little dreamed that he was provoking another. Having secured the official approval of his superior officers to extend sheep grazing to all the unused ranges of the Gunnison and the official sanction of the Associa​tion's Advisory Board to proceed, Bill approved many permits. He and his rangers were extremely busy marking boundary lines between sheep and cattle allotments, the line in each case being officially approved by a committee of cowmen appointed by the Association.

On the head of Slate River, in company with Ranger Hauser and Grazing Examiner Lynn Douglas of the Denver office, Kreutzer agreed to tentative boundary lines with George Ander​son, the only one of the cowmen's representatives to appear. From there he proceeded into Taylor Park, met Forest Examiner Percy Smith, Ranger Walter Enbom and a stockmen's commit​tee: Messrs. Harry DeYarman, Louis Rouviere, George Andrews, Herb McDonald, and others. Together they marked boundary lines between cattle and sheep range throughout all the branches of Taylor River.

The forest officers then rode to Aspen and met sheep which were coming into those ranges across the Sopris National Forest. Ranger Harry Halleck of that Forest guided them and the sheep back across the driveway to the Sopris-Gunnison boundary, and Kreutzer and his rangers placed the bands on their several allotments and then headed back toward their respective headquarters. On July 13, tired and hungry, they arrived in Tin Cup.
That was the date of Smith's birthday, and all through the day Percy had been planning on a big supper and a good night's rest on an honest-to-goodness bed. Bill and Walter had joined
him in ordering the best meal that could be obtained in Tin Cup, and they were actively devouring it, when the telephone rang. Someone in Gunnison was inquiring for Supervisor Kreutzer, and the proprietor of the hotel called him to the instrument.

"Tell them I'm sick," Bill jokingly replied, not wanting to leave his steak.

"It's your clerk, Miss Bray. She tried to get you earlier today. I forgot to mention it," the hotel man said.

"Oh, damn the telephone!" Bill muttered; but he hurried to take the instrument. Miss Bray never called him unless she had good cause.

XXIV
A Raid Delayed
AS BILL KREUTZER AROSE FROM THE TABLE WHERE he was eating supper in Tin Cup, to answer the telephone, he wondered what had stumped his clerk, Miss Maude Bray. She was usually self-sufficient and could handle almost every phase of the work. He picked up the receiver and said, "This is Kreutzer."

Miss Bray instantly replied, and, as he listened, his impre​cation at the damned telephone that wouldn't let him eat in peace became a genuine paeon of thankfulness. He was glad he had built that old telephone line and that it was functioning properly at the moment. He could scarcely believe Miss Bray's words, but the telephone was clearly transmitting her message and there could be no doubt of what she was telling him as they conversed about like this:

"Mr. Kreutzer, I've learned that there is going to be trouble between cattlemen and sheepmen tomorrow on Slate River," were her first words.

"What—what's that?" Bill sputtered.

"A bunch of cattlemen are going to Pittsburg tomorrow to kill Morrow's sheep. I thought you'd want to know about it. Ranger Hauser has been informed, and wants you over there if you can get there."

"Do you think the report is true, Miss Bray?"

"Yes, I'm sure it is. I got it pretty straight."

"All right, Miss Bray. Thank you for the information. Smith and I will manage somehow to get over there tonight."

Kreutzer went back to the table and told his rangers what Miss Bray had said. "Those are the fellows, Percy, who are always bucking the decisions of the Association's Advisory Board. They are represented on the Board, but nothing it does pleases them. They were displeased with the Board's decision to let us put sheep anywhere on the high unused range, but didn't make serious objection to it. George Anderson was the only one of them who would meet with us to select a dividing line between cattle and sheep on Slate River, and he wasn't wholly satisfied at what was done."

"Looks to me like a mighty unfair game they're playing, Bill," Smith declared. "If they were not fully satisfied, why didn't they come out squarely against it and fight aboveboard?"

"Because not one of them had the nerve to openly protest, Percy. They all knew that the Government's policy was right and that we had plenty of backing among the other cattlemen. Now they've decided to ignore our authority and revive the old fight with the sheepmen. They think we won't be around to block their play tomorrow, and they'll kill Ira Morrow's sheep to prove that they are boss in that neck of the woods. But we'll fool 'em, Percy; we'll ride to Pitkin tonight and hire some one to take us to Pittsburg in a car. When they find us there, they'll not dare to slaughter the sheep."

Percy had revived from his day's work, but resented the interruption of his birthday party. "Oh, heck! This is no way to treat a man on his birthday," he growled.

Bill was worried, very worried, but the ludicrousness of Smith's remark amused him and he laughed heartily. "Cheer up, Percy," he said. "If those cattlemen are really on the prod, this may be your last birthday. Better enjoy it as long as it lasts."

They bade Ranger Enbom "so long" and hit the trail for Pitkin, eighteen miles distant, arriving there at midnight. Kreut​zer went to the home of James Wiseman, publisher of the Pitkin Miner, awakened him, and asked him to take them to Pittsburg in his new Ford car.

Wiseman sleepily wanted to know why he was in such a hurry—why he couldn't wait till morning.

Kreutzer told him what he had heard about the cowmen's plan to kill Morrow's sheep and how important it was that he get to Pittsburg before they got there.

The newspaper publisher was greatly surprised; he had heard that some of the cowmen were opposed to Kreutzer's sheep grazing policy, but didn't know that the feeling had reached that stage.

Bill answered that there had always been some opposition to his administration, and, undoubtedly, there would always be some people who didn't like it, but he didn't mind—it was to be expected. However, he wanted Wiseman to know that the grazing policy wasn't his baby; the Service had dropped it on his door step and told him to take care of it.

Wiseman laughed and said he knew how it was—a Govern​ment agent was usually blamed for any reform his Bureau ad​vanced. He hadn't made any effort to get started, but now, noticing Bill's impatience, he began to prepare for the trip and asked if he really was worried about the proposed move of the stockmen.

Kreutzer told him he was—very much so, for it was a serious matter, and, unless he got over there in time to stop the slaugh​ter of the sheep, there would be a revival of the old feud between the cattle and sheepmen.

Jim asked him if he thought he could stop it, and Bill answered that he knew he could if he got there in time.

The newspaper publisher, now fully awake to the situation, said that that being the case, they'd better get started at once, and he soon had Henry Ford's offspring rearing to go. Bill and Percy climbed in and the three men were soon speeding toward Gunnison, where they had to go before starting toward Pittsburg.

Upon their arrival at Gunnison, Kreutzer telephoned to T. W. Gray and asked if he knew anything about the proposed raid on the sheep. Gray was sleepy and noncommital; he was still persona non grata with a majority of the cowmen and, appar​ently, wasn't going to become further involved. He said he had heard rumors, but that was all there was to it, as far as he knew.

Kreutzer told him there was more to it than just rumor and asked him to go with them and help save the sheep.

Gray, however, wouldn't go. He said that the men, if they went, would be in an ugly mood, and his appearance on the scene would add fuel to the flames. He then suggested that Bill should call up Frank Comstock, the president of the Associa​tion—Frank had a lot of influence and the men might listen to him.

Bill said he would do that and accordingly telephoned Comstock. He was genuinely surprised to hear of the proposed raid and readily agreed to go with the forest officers. Bill told him they would be along in half an hour, and then he and Smith hurriedly attended to a few incidentals at their office.

Percy asked if they should take their guns and Bill answered that guns wouldn't help them this time; if they settled the case at all it would have to be by persuasion. He warned Smith that their lives would be in danger and that guns would only increase the risk. Whatever the cause, they mustn't quarrel with the cowmen, and whatever they did must be taken as casually as possible with no hint of retaliation.

They picked up Comstock at his home, proceeded to Crested Butte, got breakfast, gassed the flivver, and picked up Ranger Eldon Hauser who awaited them there. Wiseman had to drive slowly and carefully up the old road, but at ten o'clock they ar​rived at the park which contained the few remaining tumble​down shacks of Pittsburg. The park was blue with gentians. All was peace and quietness, save the chirping of birds in the trees, the sibilant whisperings of the aspens, and the murmuring flow of the river; and these but added to the restful security of the place. If there was a disturbing note, it was the sheepmen's camp near by and the faint bleating of the sheep a short distance up the gulch; and if irate cattlemen were there, no sign of them marred the serenity of the day or the tranquility of the old ghost town.

Within a short time, however, the peace and quietness of that spot changed to a bedlam of noise and confusion. The stockmen arrived—about twenty of them. First, there were Frank and George Anderson, Ralph Allen, and a few others. Then came Bert Dollard, Fred McKee, Neil Andrews, Floyd Carpenter, Laurel Spann, Bert Hildebrand, Alex McDonald, and others. Most of them were armed and, apparently, most of them were more or less intoxicated.

From their demeanor, Kreutzer realized at once that the stockmen were surprised to see them there, and wondered what their reaction would be. He wasn't long left in doubt. Some of them approached and began to upbraid him about his policy of bringing sheep into the country in opposition to the wishes of the cattlemen. It was ruining their livestock business; it had resulted in a loss of their stock as evidenced by several carcasses they had found near by.

Bill tried to reason with them: in bringing sheep to the Gunnison, he had only followed the Government's approved plan to stock with sheep all ranges that were not supporting cattle. No range, except that which their Advisory Board had declared unusable by cattle, had been given to the sheeprnen, and so far as their loss of stock was concerned, they were en​tirely to blame. They had placed salt on this area, which their committee's representative had released to sheep because it was so heavily infested with poisonous larkspur, and had driven their cattle directly to it. He called upon Hauser to corroborate his statement.

"That's right, Bill," Eldon agreed.

"It's a pack of damned lies!" some one in the crowd shouted, and others, without any introductory discourse, flung at the Forest officers a searing blast of abuse, most of it aimed straight at Kreutzer. Almost every term that has been ignominiously applied to man since the world began was heaped on Bill's head. For allowing sheep to enter the Gunnison Forest, Bill had vio​lated all the ethics of the West. In their opinion, he was lower than a snake, a term which, in Cowland, places one on a plane far below that of man and brands him as one unfit to associate with other members of the human race.

There was no rhyme or reason to their accusations, but Kreutzer, Smith, and Hauser had no chance to dispute them. They couldn't break through the cowmen's stream of invective, and any attempt to retaliate physically would have been disas​trous. It would have resulted in a terrible beating or even a loss of their lives.

Bill would have favored the beating in preference to the denunciation, but knew he must take the latter if he hoped to divert the mob from their purpose, the killing of the Morrow sheep. He believed that he had headed off their raid on the sheep, for the cowmen would not kill the sheep with the Forest officers present, unless they also intended to kill them.

That was highly improbable Bill thought, but when Bert Dollard pulled his six-shooter, cocked it, and began to poke him in the abdomen, he realized that he had been too cocksure. May​be he had been too certain of his ability to turn the cowmen from their proposed raid on the sheep. One thing he knew, he was closer to death than he had ever been.

Bill quit arguing with Dollard and kept backing away from him. Several times Neil Andrews struck at Bill, but only landed glancing blows as Bill evaded him. Fred McKee kept urging them on, croaking like a frog. At last Bill could back no further; he was against the brush and timber at the edge of the park. Realizing that he had to do something, he sternly ordered Dol​lard to put up his gun. Dollard paused a moment, looked at the weapon, and jammed it into the holster.

"He undoubtedly hadn't known what he was doing, and probably obeyed my order because he had blown off all the steam necessary," was Bill's conjecture when relating the incident. "In any event the clamor subsided, and Comstock and I were able to talk to Frank Anderson and Ralph Allen, the two most rational members of the group. I told them that we knew they had come there to kill Morrow's sheep and asked them to leave the sheep alone, for there were other ways of settling their differences. Comstock backed me and told them they were crazy even to think of such a thing. We finally succeeded in getting them to promise that the sheep would not be killed, that, of course, being the object toward which I'd been working."

Kreutzer's version of the altercation doesn't need to be authenticated, but the following item is added as an interesting repetition of the wrangle. The writer worked with a young ranger, in the 1920's, who, as a boy, had ridden to Pittsburg with the raiders and was present at their meeting with Kreutzer. He said he had never seen anyone mistreated as Bill was that day. In addition to Dollard's gunplay, others cursed him outrageously, and some of them struck him. When he was asked about the probability of their lynching Kreutzer, he said he thought they might have done so if he hadn't managed to get away; because (as he expressed it) the leaders were so damn drunk they didn't know what they were doing.

However, Anderson and Allen insisted with the others that the sheep be moved off that range at once—it was cattle range, and they wanted it. There being no alternative, Kreutzer prom​ised to remove them. Immediately, one of the leaders ordered Hauser to go and disarm the sheepmen and get the sheep started. Bill objected; he said they would disarm the herders, but he would need more time to dispose of the sheep; he would have to secure range on some other Forest for Morrow. This they agreed to after considerable discussion.

While Kreutzer, Comstock, and Morrow (who had now ar​rived) discussed the case, the cowmen decided to drive their cattle immediately out of the larkspur-infested area surrounding them to a safer range about two miles away. Before they de​parted, Dollard told Bill that they were not through with him yet, and would settle with him when they returned. He then turned to a young cowboy, Jack Lehman, and told him to stay there and see that Kreutzer didn't leave.

There wasn't even a hint of levity in Dollard's farewell statement, and as soon as the stockmen departed with their cattle, Kreutzer began to plan an escape. The cowman's remarks had been somewhat ambiguous, but they had held a sinister note, and Bill suspected that they held a hidden meaning. It might be pos​sible that the cowmen were planning to present him a hemp necktie.

Or, in plain words, he felt that some of those intoxicated cowmen, balked in the killing of the sheep, were planning to kill him. He could still feel the hard steel of Dollard's gun in his ribs and hear the ominous tones of his voice; and he certainly didn't want to be there when the cowmen returned. What should he do? He had never run from any man and didn't intend to run this time, but an orderly retreat seemed advisable, even neces​sary.

And at that moment, he realized that he had made one big mistake: he had no way of leaving the place except afoot. Some​time after their arrival, Jim Wiseman, their chauffeur from Pitkin, had expressed a desire to leave. His business was pressing and he didn't see how he could stay longer. In the excitement of the moment—the stockmen were just arriving—his departure had seemed unimportant, and Bill had let him go.

In explaining the situation, Bill said he knew Morrow had some kind of car, and, subconsciously, he had planned to have the sheepmen haul him and his rangers out after the conflict with the cowmen had been settled. Now, subtly, for Lehman's benefit, he said to Morrow, "I'll have to telephone to other super​visors to find range for you. Would it be possible for you to take us to Crested Butte in your car?"

Morrow said he would be glad to take them, provided the old car would start; the battery was weak and sometimes it wouldn't work. If some of them would help, he would try to start the car.

Both of the rangers sprang to their feet and said they would go with him. Lehman, however, strongly objected to their leav​ing; Dollard had said they were to stay put till he returned.

Kreutzer tried to persuade him, and said, "You can tell Dollard that we went to a telephone to inquire about range for Morrow's sheep." But the cowboy would not yield and declared that they could not go.

"Well, perhaps we can't," Bill temporized. "Morrow's car may not start." He turned away from Lehman, closed one eye, and said to Hauser, "Eldon, be sure to bring back all of Morrow's guns. I promised to turn them over to Dollard."

The three men departed for the sheep camp about a hundred yards distant, and Kreutzer sat down and talked with Comstock and Lehman about the disposition of the sheep. To get Lehman's reaction, he said, "I think I can get Morrow some range right across the divide on the Sopris Forest. If I get it, the sheep will be moving by daylight tomorrow."

Lehman did not answer, but Comstock grinned and said he thought that ought to satisfy the boys if he (Bill) was gone when they returned. He slyly poked the supervisor in the ribs to let him know he understood his maneuver, and Bill cautiously gave him a wink.

About that time, on the ridge over a mile away, the cowmen reappeared. Kreutzer sprang to his feet and looked up the gulch; he saw that Morrow and the rangers had coaxed the old Ford into a rackety rumble and it was advancing. As the car drew near, he started toward it, but Lehman loudly commanded him to stay there.

Bill again looked up the hill and saw that the cowmen were aware of their proposed departure, for they were coming faster and some of them were yelling and swinging ropes. He turned back and was hotly arguing with Lehman when Morrow's car rolled up and stopped. Hauser sat there with a rifle in his hands. "Is that gun loaded, Eldon?" he inquired.

"She sure is, Bill," the ranger replied.

Kreutzer laughed with relief; then said, "Keep your eyes on this fellow Lehman; he thinks we ought to wait for Dollard."

As Hauser shifted the position of his body and that of the gun into alert readiness, Bill climbed into the car without another glance at the now somewhat perplexed guard. He faced Com​stock and asked if he was coming with them. Comstock smiled and said he thought he would stay and try to induce the boys to follow them out, implying that he would try to save the sheep. As the car started, he told Bill to wait for him at Crested Butte.

"All right, Frank, I'll see you there," Bill called back, as Morrow headed the car down the gulch.

Seeing their escape, the cowmen yelled louder and rode fast​er toward them, and Bill wondered whether Morrow's Ford could outrun them. He feared that it couldn't, but the road conditions were favorable, and soon they drew away from the raiders. As they turned a bend in the road which hid the backward track, he exclaimed, "Well, Morrow, your old car surely got us out of a jam that time."

Morrow, intent on his driving, asked if the cowmen were still following, and when Bill told him they were not, he said he thought they had got out just in time; some of the raiders had been awfully drunk and they might have tried their hands at lynching. He thought it very probable that he would lose his sheep, but thanks to a merciful providence, they had saved their necks.

Bill asked if he really thought they might have gone that far, and Morrow said he did. Bill had felt that way, too, and was thankful that a means of escape had been available. The four men soon arrived in Crested Butte, and as they alighted, Kreut​zer said, "That's a rattling good car, Morrow."

This old witticism was spoken thousands of times during the many years it was descriptively applied to Model T Fords; but this is possibly the only time when it was spoken seriously, with no levity intended. And this time, it was truly applicable; despite its rattles it had brought them to safety after Bill had decided that discretion was the better part of valor, and with Ira Mor​row's assistance had evaded the mob of angry cowmen.

Upon their arrival in Crested Butte, they went to the Elk Mountain House, the principal hostelry of that particular mining camp of the Colorado Fuel & Iron Company's chain of coal camps. Within the hotel they no longer feared an attack by the stock​men and settled down to await their appearance. Kreutzer tele​phoned to his office in Gunnison, and tried to call the District Office in Denver, but was unsuccessful in reaching it.

He soon gave up the attempt and joined Percy Smith who was already dozing in his chair. Neither had closed an eye for over thirty hours and were so tired and sleepy they could hardly stay awake, yet found sleep impossible. However, knowing that they could do nothing until they had determined the fate of Morrow's sheep and had learned the future intent of the cow​men, with Hauser and Morrow on guard, at last they fitfully slept.

The raiders arrived several hours later and drew up at the hotel, their horses forming a long line in front of the building. Comstock was with them, and he dismounted and asked for Kreutzer. Hauser awakened the sleepers, and Smith went out to meet the cowmen while Kreutzer, Hauser and Morrow sized up the situation through the window, ready to blast any attempt of the raiders to molest him. They saw at once that the raiders' ropes were now decorously strapped to their saddles and there was not a gun in sight; so they followed Percy out.

Bill found some of the men still intoxicated, but their first demand of him was a relief, for it showed that the sheep had not been killed. It was a reiteration of their previous demand that the sheep be moved off the Slate River range that night. Kreutzer was loath to take that action, but he knew they would not be diverted from their original intention until they had been satisfied in one way or another. He, therefore, again consented to the cowmen's demands rather than risk the almost certain probability that they would go back and destroy the sheep. Ac​cordingly, he telephoned to Supervisor Arthur Upson of the Sopris National Forest, at Aspen, and secured permission to move the sheep over there till the controversy was settled. Mor​row agreed to the proposal, and he and Hauser departed to start the sheep across the divide.

The raiders, now mollified, prepared to depart, not, however, before George Anderson blatantly announced that they intended to run Bill off the Gunnison Forest. This angered Supervisor Kreutzer more than any other of their acts or statements had done, and in plain words he informed Anderson that he was mis​taken. "I know how you feel now, Anderson, but you fellows forgot that you were dealing with the United States Government today. You'll change your tune when I lay this case before the Department of Justice," he exclaimed.

The threat had the desired effect. It sobered the cowmen, and they departed without further comment, their usual common sense functioning properly again, as they realized the possible consequences of such action by Kreutzer.

Kreutzer and Smith returned to Gunnison, and Bill tele​phoned the details of the raid to Acting District Forester Fred Morrell at Denver. Morrell promised to send John Hatton, his grazing chief, over to help investigate the case. Many stockmen were in town, and Bill recognized among them some of the Slate River raiders. That night he kept watch for them with loaded guns. Their threat had probably been the last effer​vescence of their spree, but Bill wasn't taking further chances, and he had loaded his guns, fully determined to use them should the need arise, but he was not molested again.

For several days, groups of cattlemen could be seen on the Main Street, holding consultations with each other and, Bill suspected, with their attorneys. T. W. Gray came to Kreutzer and asked what charges he intended to prefer against the men involved in the raid. Kreutzer told him he was undecided until he had conferred with Hatton. Gray then announced his intention to call another mass meeting of the stockmen.

"You won't get any results that way, T. W.," Bill said. "It'll only end in a riot, like the one held at Hotchkiss. Get Comstock to call a special meeting of the cattlemen. The sheepmen are going to call one. Maybe each group could appoint a committee that would meet jointly to consider the case."

"Perhaps, you're right, Bill," the stockman admitted. "I'll see what I can do about it."

John Hatton, Chief of the Grazing Division of the Rocky Mountain District, arrived in Gunnison on July 23. He and Kreutzer discussed the case and consulted the Criminal Code, with which Bill was familiar in his study of law. After much study and discussion, they agreed that true bills could be brought by a Federal Grand Jury against the cowmen involved; but they likewise agreed that they foresaw a solution of their sheep grazing problem. They would let the raiders know of their legal right to prosecute, then hold the case in abeyance. If they kept the possibility and probability of prosecution dangling over the heads of the erring stockmen, they might abstain from further acts of a similar nature and cooperate in the Government's plan of dual range use.

Having definitely decided on that line of action, they at​tended meetings of the Gunnison County Stock Growers' Associ​ation and the Mt. Lamborn Sheep Growers' Association, but they did not tell the stockmen what they intended to do. They talked prosecution of the raiders and only reluctantly relented from their purpose, after cattle and sheepmen had appointed a joint committee to iron out their differences.

Afterward the committeemen met with the forest officers and voluntarily agreed to make a satisfactory division of the ranges, and promised better cooperation in range management. Bill saw that his plan was succeeding and accepted their pro​posal, not, however, until they had agreed to ride with him and his rangers and establish indisputable boundary lines between sheep and cattle range, and driveways to reach the sheep ranges.

To this the committeemen willingly consented, and for a week the stockmen and Kreutzer and his men rode like troopers, establishing and marking boundary lines—lines which Bill re​calls were sometimes identical with those already established. The close contacts of those rides seemed to allay some of the bitter hostility existent between the cowmen and sheepmen, and Bill was quite happy when the job was finished and he could turn Deck homeward.

Bill believed that he had at last solved the problem given to him by Smith Riley in 1905: the use of the waste ranges of the Gunnison. He hadn't been so carefree for several years, and as he rode along he broke into a lusty rendition of the old Chisholm Trail song:

"Well, come along, boys, and listen to my tale,

I'll tell you my troubles on the old Chisholm trail."

This led Hauser and Smith to inquire about the state of his health, and in a joyous mood they merrily bantered as they proceeded. That evening as they traveled the Matchless Trail from Taylor Park to Cement Creek Ranger Station they crossed Deadman Park, and Smith inquired about the name. Bill told Percy the story as he had heard it. Seven prospectors traveling to the Colorado gold camps from Arizona in 1861, according to his informant, had been attacked by the Piutes and all of them had been killed. The battle had occurred so many years previ​ously that now there was no visible evidence of the grim en​counter save the few lowly mounds of the victims.

In a land of such matchless beauty that two of the peaks bore the name, Matchless, it was difficult to think of the violence and bloodshed symbolized by the name, Deadman Gulch. Later, however, Smith gravely remarked that those savage Indians weren't much more hostile than some of the present-day cattle​men, and they (the foresters) were lucky that there wasn't a new Deadman Gulch in the vicinity of Pittsburg. The others agreed with him, and the thought sobered their previous playful spirits, for those same cowmen were still to be dealt with. Had Bill Kreutzer then realized the troublous days which lay ahead, he might have been less jubilant than he was, but life is kind in that respect—he couldn't foresee them.

Contentedly, he rode on toward home, now merely intent on seeing his wife and youngsters and on enjoying some of Mary's good food. In retrospection, his thoughts went back over the twenty years of his service to the public. It was a far cry back to that August day when, in Denver, he had pinned on the old badge of the Forest Reserve Service and headed for the Plum Creek Reserve. The Forest Service had come a long way since then. He was proud of the progress and accomplishment of the Service and of the part he had played in it. Sometimes his role had been tough, but this was sufficient reward. Again he broke into song:

"So git along, Deck, you sore-backed hoss, 

For I've got a date with my dad-burned boss. 

Come-a ti yi yippy! Come-a ti yi yeh!

Come-a ti yi yippy, yippy yeh."

XXV

The Oh-Be-Joyful Raid
CONTRARY TO BILL KRETJTZER'S EXPECTATIONS, AS the summer advanced, friction again developed between the cat​tle and sheep interests, and ill feeling cropped out all over the ranges. Whenever dead sheep were found cattlemen were in​stantly suspected of killing them, and when dead cattle were found the sheepmen were blamed for their loss. There were several tilts between cattle and sheep owners, but none was of much consequence.

Just why the antagonism continued on the Gunnison when it wasn't prevalent elsewhere was puzzling to Kreutzer, and he frequently regretted that he had not pushed his case against the Slate River raiders. They and their friends undoubtedly fur​nished the fuel that kept his administrative pot boiling.

Ranger Eldon Hauser reported that Alex McDonald, one of the group, had revived the old case and had made certain threats. McDonald had been one of Bill's early-day rangers and was still resentful of Bill's request to resign. Bill took this case to the Advisory Board of the Association, and Alex was called in and questioned, for everyone had agreed to forget the Slate River affair. He admitted that he had erred and promised to refrain from further utterances.

Later Hauser reported that he was constantly harassed by complaints of the cowmen—complaints of things which proved to be trivial or untrue when he investigated them. Other things kept cropping up, and Hauser tendered his resignation. Bill didn't want him to go, but he quit early in 1918. Smith and Enbom grew dissatisfied and wanted to leave, but Bill induced them to stay until the end of the summer season. There was some delay in securing a substitute for Hauser, and Bill had to take over ranger duties in addition to his own and to delegate greater supervisory duties to Smith. Eventually, however, a new man, Ross Lambdin, reported for duty on the Cement Creek District. 

Early in June, Bill was requested by the officers of the Mt. Lamborn Sheep Growers' Association to investigate the death of about four hundred sheep on a North Fork ranch, where, it seemed, cattlemen had been guilty of another sheep killing. Fur​ther inquiry, however, showed that no signs of violence were evident, and Bill at once suspected another case of poisonous weeds. He sent posthaste for his friend and associate, Dr. C. D. Marsh of the Bureau of Plant Industry, who had assisted in previous plant investigations.

Marsh responded to the call and soon arrived in Hotchkiss from his headquarters in Utah, and together he and Kreutzer went to the area and inspected the carcasses of the sheep with the owners, Murray Bennett and Fred Hotchkiss. They also ex​amined the plants of that vicinity, and Dr. Marsh immediately suspected a whorled milkweed which was prevalent. An analysis proved that the weed was the culprit, and the cowmen not guilty of the suspected crime.

Marsh returned to Utah and Kreutzer went back to Gunni​son, feeling considerably relieved. Sheep would soon be arriving on the Forest by the train-load, and he didn't want any killing of sheep there. He had plenty to do as it was, making sheepmen comply with the letter as well as the spirit of law, in order to avoid further range troubles. The real test of his sheep-grazing policy was at hand, and he was determined that it should work out satisfactorily to both classes of stockmen.

On June 30, Kreutzer and Lambdin, Hauser's successor, met William McMillan and Walter Thomas at the Smith-Anthracite mine above Crested Butte, counted their sheep and started them toward their range. They then inspected the range and sheep of John Campbell in Oh-Be-Joyful Carion with John Brayles and W. C. Brown. The weather was ideal and the men commented on the perfectness of the day and the loveliness of their surround​ings. Lambdin declared that the name, Oh-Be-Joyful, was surely appropriate and kept repeating it.

Bill told Ross of the early explorer and prospector, James Brennan, who had camped there in 1879 and who had been so delighted with the natural beauty and charm of the spot he had given it that wholly adequate but rather unusual name. Ross was a Texan and thoroughly enjoyed the wild basin surrounded by rough mountains and peaks. "I can easily see why Brennan named it Oh-Be-Joyful," he said. "One couldn't be anything but joyous in a place like this. Even these damned woollies ought to be joyful here," he laughingly declared.

Bill laughed with him and then related the tale of Brennan's ill fortune in the adjacent gulch. He had prospected it, as he thought, thoroughly, and, finding no ore, had named it Poverty Gulch, but in later years prospectors, searching at higher eleva​tions than he had reached, found the richest ore discovered in that locality.

At the close of the day they turned back and spent the night at Campbell's camp. During the evening they sang together and played the harmonica beside the campfire. Ross built the camp​fire to bonfire proportions, and they sat and smoked as they watched the firelight play on the gleaming spruces which other​wise clustered dark and forbidding around them. The occasion was truly a joyous one, and Bill didn't know, didn't even dream of, the forthcoming disaster which would mark the spot and tie the name Oh-Be-Joyful forever to the only sheep killing case on National Forest lands.

The next day, the supervisor and ranger rode to Glaciers, below Crested Butte, to count in I. N. Gordon's sheep and escort them over the driveway to their range up near the Double Top Mountains. The Double Top sheep driveway had been selected and approved by the stockmen's committee, because it extended through cattle range; and at this time, Bill had gone there to supervise personally the movement of the sheep and keep them off the cow range.

However, even before the drive started, two cowmen, Lang Spann and Jim Shackleford, rode up and began to grouse about the unloading of the sheep on their range. Spann ordered the forest officers and the sheepmen to reload the "damned woollies" and take them out immediately; when the Advisory Board had agreed to accept sheep on the Gunnison Forest, they hadn't agreed to anything like this, he concluded.

"That's where you're mistaken, Spann," Bill replied. "They did agree to a driveway here and your committee helped to select it."

Spann said he didn't care what the committee had said or done and that he and the other cowmen of that locality hadn't agreed to it and weren't going to stand for it.

Bill explained that the selected driveway was the shortest and most direct route to Gordon's range; it had been approved by the Board's committee, and in spite of his opposition they were going to use it.

Spann then claimed that Kreutzer was giving them a dirty deal, that he and his friends had settled that country and the range belonged to them, and that, if necessary, they would fight for it.

Kreutzer and Lambdin were fully armed and fully within their rights, but Bill tried to reason with Spann. "We're at war now, boys," he said. "Our soldiers need meat, and we should produce as much as possible. Let's give and take a little till the war is over. I'll guarantee not to let these sheep get off the drive​way nor stop till they're on their own range."

Spann angrily declared that the cowmen were as patriotic as he was; they were doing their best to feed the people of the country, but this was a very different matter. It was the same old story: give the Government an inch and it grabbed and held a foot. Pretty soon, if they didn't keep fighting for their rights, they'd be a bunch of peons with no rights, no independence, no nothing.

Kreutzer was Westerner enough to appreciate Spann's view​point; hadn't his father been a trail-blazer; hadn't he, himself, helped to settle the country? But, somehow, he thought differ​ently than Spann, and, enigmatically, he represented a new trend in Western methods—a departure from the old system of dog eat dog, of personal advancement by a free use of resources that belonged to the Government.

According to his thinking, the Government was not depriving the settlers of anything; their rights had been respected; he was merely trying to utilize all the available range. All these things he tried to tell the two cowmen, but they were too wrathful to reason clearly. Finally, Bill's only recourse was to flatly refuse their demands, and in high dudgeon, Spann and Shackleford departed.

Shortly afterward, another group of cowmen consisting of Rudolph Sneller, Bob Ahrnes, and John Adams, rode up and ac​costed the forest officers. They objected even more emphatically than the former pair had done to the crossing of the sheep. Bill's patience was exhausted, and he calmly told the men that he would brook no further interference; that unless they quit both​ering him and delaying the progress of the sheep, he would arrest and prosecute them for obstructing him in the performance of his duty. The men soon departed, more indignant, apparently, than the first group.

In the light of what followed, Kreutzer believes that these visits of the cowmen of that locality were purposely staged to fan the flames of dissension among the cowmen generally and to incite the Stockmen's Protective Association to take action against the sheep. He recalls that one of the men—Adams—had served on the committee that had approved the driveway. What​ever the cause, and regardless of the guilt or innocence of these men in the conflict which followed, Bill thinks that the agitation of the driveway question was the beginning of a movement which resulted in a raid soon afterward.

For three more days, Kreutzer and Lambdin guided sheep to their allotments, and by July fifth had placed sixteen thousand head on the timberline ranges of Slate, East, and Taylor Rivers. Tired, but exhilarated by the thought of a difficult job well done, they turned toward Cement Creek Station. It was nearly mid​night when they arrived, and as they unsaddled their jaded horses, Bill said, "We didn't get to celebrate much on the fourth, Ross; we'll have to do something about it, tomorrow."

Lambdin said all he wanted was a little shut-eye, and anyone who aroused him before noon, tomorrow, had better be ready to run or fight.

Kreutzer had lost plenty of sleep, too, and agreed with Ross that it would be fine to sleep-in as long as they wished. How​ever, just at that moment, Mrs. Lambdin called from the station, "Is that you, Ross?"

"I reckon 'tis—all that's left of me," the ranger replied. "What's the matter, aren't you all right?" she asked.

"Far as I know, I am. What you doing up at this time of night, honey?"

"I couldn't sleep. Mr. Smith phoned from Gunnison that someone had killed some sheep some place. He's been trying to reach you men all afternoon. Called again about an hour ago. He wants Mr. Kreutzer or you to call up as soon as possible."

Bill was dumbfounded; he couldn't speak. For once his ready loquacity was stilled; he didn't, he couldn't, believe Mrs. Lambdin's words, "someone had killed some sheep." Surely after all he had done to avert that very thing, it couldn't have happened; it was probably another case of poisonous weeds.

But Ross was busily questioning his wife, his sleepiness forgotten. "Whose sheep had been killed? Where? How many?" he asked, too fast for her to answer each question separately. "Mr. Smith didn't tell me much. He said the sheep belonged to Campbell, and they were somewhere above Crested Butte. He didn't know how many had been killed."

By that time Bill had recovered. Stabling their horses as quickly as possible, they hurried to the telephone. After a few minutes' wait, Percy Smith's voice reached Bill; he had suspected that a call at midnight would be from Kreutzer and quickly told Bill all that he knew about the incident. John Campbell had called that morning and asked for help. On the evening of the Fourth, three men had appeared, held up his herder with a gun, tied his hands and feet, and then had forced his band of sheep over two cliffs. Part of the sheep had been killed, and Campbell and Brayles were guarding the remainder with guns.

Bill did not interrupt until he had finished, then he said, "Thanks, Percy, we'll get over there as soon as we can."

He turned from the instrument bowed down like Atlas with the world on his shoulders, for another sheep and cattle war—a revival of the old feud after all these intervening years—was his burden. He was tired, almost exhausted, and this load was more than he could bear, yet it must be borne, and the feud must be stamped out for all time. Mentally tightening his belt, he turned to Lambdin. "It's true, Ross. Someone has killed John Camp​bell's sheep on Oh-Be-Joyful. We'll have to get over there pronto. Can you put off that shut-eye of yours a little longer?" He tried to laugh but it was more an Indian grunt than a laugh.

"Of course," Lambdin responded. "We'll have to feed and rest the horses, but I'm ready to hit the trail any time." Ranger-like his own comfort and conveniences were forgotten, but not that of his horse.

Quietly and quickly they made ready for the trip while Mrs. Lambdin prepared them some supper. After eating they felt better and were soon ready to travel. The stars were still twin​kling brightly as they pulled on their chaps and buckled on their six-shooters.

"Be careful, Ross," Mrs. Lambdin said as the ranger swung into the saddle. "And you too, Mr. Kreutzer," she added, as he mounted. "All the sheep in the world aren't worth a risk of your lives."

The men laughingly told her they'd be careful, and rode away. Maybe all the woollies in the world weren't worth a risk of their lives, but the principles for which they were fighting were worth dying for if necessary. Disciplined to settle disputes by arbitration rather than force, they did not voice that thought, but it was dominant in their minds as they rode into the night, their senses alert and their guns ready to meet any emergency that might arise.

Pushing their horses as fast as they dared, they rode toward and through Crested Butte. Dawn was just breaking and the town was sleeping peacefully in its mountain cradle with The Butte standing silent guard over it. As they continued on up Slate River, Bill said, "Ross, what made the cowmen do this after they had promised faithfully that they wouldn't kill any sheep?"

Lambdin was nodding in his saddle but aroused enough to say that he didn't know; maybe it was a continuation of last year's fracas, which as he understood it, was a combination of bad whiskey and pure cussedness.

Bill said that perhaps he was right but he didn't think so; it must be something else because that case had been satisfactorily adjusted. Ross then suggested that it might be the work of the Inner Circle—a revival of the old feud. To this Bill agreed; in fact, he had suspected that it was from the minute he'd heard of the raid.

They rode on silently for a few minutes, then Bill broke out angrily, "Whoever did it, Ross, will certainly pay for it if I learn who they are. There won't be any monkey business this time. I'll have to settle this thing now or get out, and by all that's holy, I don't propose to leave. I'm ready to fight them, fists, guns, or any old way, to prove my authority."

The ranger told Bill he thought he was now talking sense; if the cowmen knew that he was ready to back his authority with something more substantial than words, they would more readily listen to what he said.

"Well, I'm good and ready, and if you aren't you'd better go back to the station," Bill said, emphatically.

The ranger laughed good-naturedly. "Oh, yeah," he drawled, "wanta have all the fun yourself, do you?"

Bill joined him in a laugh which was far from mirthful, and they rode on silently. As the sun broke over the Continental Divide they came to Oh-Be-Joyful Gulch and started up the trail; beyond them the peaks were bathed in sunshine, while around them shadows still prevailed. Suddenly Lambdin laughed again, ironically this time, and said, "Whoever did this job, Bill, must have selected the Campbell sheep, because of their location in Oh-Be-Joyful Gulch. Oh be joyful," he repeated. "What a joke! If you want to find your sheep killers, look for cowmen with exaggerated senses of humor."

Bill pondered on the probable connection between name and place. Ross might be right, for Campbell's sheep had grazed there unmolested last year; and Campbell was not at variance with the cattlemen. The selection of Oh-Be-Joyful for their raid could have been a sardonic gesture, but it probably wasn't.

"Your reasoning is good, Ross," he said, "but I believe that Campbell's sheep were chosen because there are several cliffs handy. I remember that something like this was done over at the Book Cliffs on the Colorado River years ago, before the Re​serves were established. It's an easier way to kill sheep than to club or shoot them individually."

Campbell was at breakfast when they arrived, and the forest officers joined him and consumed a generous portion of black coffee, flapjacks, and mutton chops. While they ate, Campbell told them what had occurred: on the evening of July 4, three men had appeared and talked with his herder, Herbert Deutsch. After a few minutes' conversation they produced a gun, then some ropes, and tied the herder's hands and feet. They had then driven the sheep over the cliffs, which very fortunately were low. Two hundred fifty sheep were killed or crippled; the others were saved when they landed safely on the carcasses of the sheep that first leaped from the cliffs.

Bill knew this in part from his telephone conversation with Smith, but he was glad to find that Campbell's loss was not greater, for it easily could have been. He assured the sheepman that they would find and prosecute the killers if it were possible to do so. Afterwards, the men went to the cliffs and looked at the carnage below. It was an unpleasant sight, and Bill turned from it in great disgust and said, "Ross, dumb animals shouldn't be treated that way; I hope we can catch the devils who did it; I'll surely soak 'em good if we do."

After considerable search, Campbell and Kreutzer found boot tracks which they followed to the top of the ridge. There they found horse-tracks which led down to the road in Slate River Valley near Pittsburg, the scene of the near-attack on Morrow's sheep last year.

This discovery caused Bill to wonder whether or not those same men had participated in killing Campbell's sheep. Campbell thought it possible, even though his relations with them had been pleasant. They followed the horsetracks to Pittsburg, but there that clue dissolved into thin air. They then went back to the scene of the killing and searched for further evidence, but failed to find anything of consequence. Bill questioned the herder, Deutsch, and secured the best descriptions of the raiders that he could give, but was unable to fit either of the descriptions to local cowmen.

At evening, the forest officers went to Campbell's camp to help guard the remainder of his sheep that night. Both were very sleepy and doubted their ability to stay awake, yet felt that they should be near to lend assistance, if further killing was attempted. But the perpetrators of the deed did not appear. Campbell awakened Bill once, certain that riders were approach​ing the camp, but the alarm was a false one—it had been a bunch of range horses.

The next day Bill went back to Gunnison, leaving Ross to continue investigations with Campbell and assist in watching for a return of the sheep-killers. Percy Smith had notified all rang​ers and sheepmen to be alert and watchful, and had presented the case to the Denver Office. John Hatton, Chief of Grazing, and James Melrose, a special agent of the Department of Justice, were on their way to Gunnison.

Upon the arrival of these men, Kreutzer and Campbell met with them, reviewed the case, and discussed it somewhat in this manner:

"It's clearly a return of the old feud—cattlemen versus sheepmen," Melrose declared.

"We know that," Kreutzer concurred, "and now, and for all time, we've got to stamp it out . . . This time, John," he added, turning to Hatton, "there won't be any compromise. When we find out who killed those sheep, we'll push their prosecution to the limit."

"We will—if we find the killers," Hatton agreed. "That may be difficult. This may be an outside job, men sent in from a distance by the Inner Circle. That's the way they've usually done things of this kind, heretofore. But we'll comb the whole country around Gunnison to see what we can find."

"You can still revive last year's case," Melrose suggested. "No, that's too far in the past to revive. We'll run down these raiders and deal directly with them," Kreutzer asserted. 

On that basis they went to work. They searched for clues everywhere; they questioned miners and everyone else not inter​ested in stock raising. Kreutzer and Deutsch went to large gath​erings of stockmen checking on local cowmen, to see if the herder could identify his captors, but Deutsch could find no one who tallied with his remembrance of the raiders.

Melrose interviewed the stockmen and all of them who had been implicated in last year's disturbance had good alibis. Others suspected were able to prove their whereabouts on the evening of July 4. In fact, some of the local men evinced so much curiosi​ty over the affair that Melrose concluded that Hatton was right, that it was an outside job; some men living at a considerable distance from Gunnison had ridden in for the express purpose of killing the sheep. Just whether they had done this on their own initiative or had been prompted by the Inner Circle, was another question—every clue found, eventually proved valueless.

Melrose suspected the Stockmen's Protective Association of perpetrating the act as a rebuff to the Forest Service for its policy of granting sheep permits on Gunnison range, although there was a chance, he admitted, that some of the more pugnacious of the local cowmen had desired one more bout with their traditional enemies, the sheepmen.

Whatever the cause, the investigation made by Melrose and Kreutzer was so thorough that those who instigated it and those who performed the act were compelled to keep secret every de​tail. Whatever satisfaction they derived from their deed, what​ever gloating there might have been among themselves, they were denied the pleasure of boasting about it; for Melrose made it plain to the officers of the Association that he would prosecute to the fullest extent of the law anyone who might be detected and detained on sufficient evidence.

Kreutzer, too, laid down an ultimatum to the cattlemen: "This old fight between cattle- and sheepmen must end here and now. I let the case drop last year on the assumption that it was the result of a general dissatisfaction of the Government's grazing policy. This raid appears to be a clear case of spite—of rebellion against the authority of us who have to carry out that policy. I'm issuing an order to my rangers to be on the alert for evidence against any or all of you, and, should I find proof of guilt in this case, or any other hereafter, I'll take it to the Federal courts."

With that warning he went back to his normal pursuits, and Melrose went back to Denver. And to complicate matters, Kreut​zer was immediately beset with several personnel changes: Lambdin resigned, then Percy Smith was transferred to the Black Hills Forest, and a little later Enbom resigned. Bill had to recruit a new assistant, S. D. Anderson, and two new rangers, James Hodges and Arthur Mills, and train them. But his edict went out to all his force, old and new alike: "Keep an eye peeled for evi​dence against the raiders."

Likewise, he requested all of his men to be fair and just with the cowmen in all phases of grazing administration, but keep a sharp outlook with sheepmen for anything that looked like a revival of the feud.

"I wasn't vindictive," Kreutzer said, in summing up the case, "but I was determined that there should be no recurrence of the sheep and cattle war, if eternal vigilance on our part could avert it."

XXVI
District Forest Inspector
FOLLOWING THE INVESTIGATION OF THE SHEEP RAID, Supervisor Kreutzer turned to other activities, but quite fre​quently had to contend with other grazing problems. While the cattlemen never attempted another raid, it took about two years for all of them to settle down to a use of the range management plans of the Service and a peaceful acceptance of sheep on the Forest range.

At a meeting of the Taylor Park Pool—a group of about thirty cowmen—presided over by Louis Rouviere, Tom Stevens tried to repudiate some statements and agreements he had made about range matters. Bill stated the truth of the case, but Rou​viere backed Stevens' claims, and the debate grew hot with Bill on the losing end.

The situation was Bill's word against that of the two cow​men. Will C. Barnes, Chief of Grazing of the Washington Office, and John H. Hatton, who held a similar position in the Denver Office, were present and Bill had to extricate himself from the predicament some way. Again his resourcefulness asserted itself. He had made official memorandums of the transactions in ques​tion, and remembering this he quickly secured them from his files and read them to those assembled.

These records proved Bill's contentions conclusively, and to some of the men who had been present at the time he recalled the incidents. They had to admit that he was right, and in the light of such positive evidence, Stevens became more and more confused. He had alleged that he and Rouviere were at a certain place at a certain time, and when it was shown that neither he nor Rouviere had been there, he demanded of Rouviere, "If we weren't there, Louie, where in hell were we?"

This statement produced a laugh, and the meeting ended harmoniously. Barnes got quite a kick out of the statement, and later he complimented Bill on the diplomatic and efficient way in which he had handled the situation. He then told Bill he would need a District Grazing Chief in District Four soon and asked him if he would consider a transfer.

Kreutzer told him that he would, but before he left the Gunnison Forest he would like to get the grazing problem settled. Ever since he had joined the Service force, he had dreamed of the day when the fights and feuds of the stockmen would cease to exist. He knew their differences could be settled amicably, and he wanted to stay there until they were.

A few months later, Bill felt that he might be near that goal. Bert Dollard, leader of the Slate Creek raiders, came to his office just as he was leaving, and told him he had something that he wanted to get off his chest. Bill was greatly surprised, for Dol​lard had not spoken to him since the day of the raid. During the interim, the cowman had sent some member of his family to transact whatever Forest Service business there was. As calmly as if it had been a daily occurrence, Bill invited Dollard in and asked him what he wanted. The cowman said he was sorry about the fuss at Pittsburg and had just dropped in to tell him so.

For a moment the recollection of Bert's abusive language and of his prodding gun surged over Bill like a flood, and he was tempted to reject his friendly overtures. Common sense, how​ever, told him that here was the chance to end the cattle and sheep war, forever. Cordially, he said, "Thanks, Bert. It's time you and I buried the hatchet and worked together for a sensible plan of range management on this Forest. You know, as well as I, that there is a great need for it."

Dollard said Bill was right: they should work together on some sort of plan. Bill had made a good start, and he would help all he could, for he wanted to make amends for what had hap​pened up on the Snake River last summer. He had had a little too much to drink, and‑

Kreutzer cut in on his remarks and told him to forget it— that that was a thing of the past and the sooner it was forgotten the better it would be for all concerned. He then pleasantly re​buked Bert for his drinking propensities; a man of his means and mentality should abstain from such foolishness, he said.

Bert told him he had quit drinking, and Bill said he was glad, because he needed a capable, sober-minded person to help him get the grazing situation satisfactorily adjusted, and, if Bert had quit drinking, he knew he was just the man for the job. Dollard accepted his offer in the right spirit, grasped his hand said, "I'll do what I can, Bill."

After further discussion, the two walked up the street together, and parted with another handclasp and friendly "so longs".

"From that time, the administration of the Gunnison Forest grew less difficult as the antagonism of the Dollard faction turned to a friendly acceptance of Forest Service policies," Bill said. At the recollection, a smile broke through his usual serious expres​sion, and he added, "And was I glad!"

So to Bill Kreutzer, forest ranger and supervisor, should go some measure of credit, if not reward, for his part in helping to settle the sheep and cattle feud of the West. Because of his method of mixing good fellowship, fair play, common sense, and justice into all phases of his administration, he had won the Gunnison cowmen to an acceptance of the sheep-grazing policy of the Forest Service. The antagonism between cattle and sheep owners was relegated to the Dark Ages, never to be revived. That is, Bill hoped it would never rise again; and up to the present time it has remained in limbo.

For his long years of devotion to that cause, and for the last​ing good of the stock raising industry, it is sincerely hoped that never again will the monster rear its unsightly head. There is no earthly reason for more than ordinary dissension between stock owners, and none, now, for such conflicts as those recorded here or elsewhere in Western history. May they keep the hatchet buried deep and continue to live in peace and harmony, forever, is the sincere wish of the writer and every other Forest officer.

In the summer of 1919, Smith Riley, the District Forester and Bill's friend and mentor, became ill, and found it necessary to leave his post. Bill had a sincere liking for Riley and was grieved to learn of his affliction and sorry to lose his friendly help and wise counsel. He was happy in the knowledge, however, that at their last conference he had been able to tell the District Forester that the problem entrusted to him for solution in 1905 had been solved; that all the waste ranges of the Gunnison were now being used, and there was no appreciable objection by the cattlemen.

"Congratulations, Bill," had been Riley's answer. "That was a big job. I knew it when I put you there, but I also knew that if it could be solved, you were the man to do it."

That was sincere praise, and it warmed Bill's heart for many moons. More than ever, he was glad that he had persevered until the job was completed.

Having satisfactorily settled the grazing question, Bill felt that he could now consider certain offers of promotion, which Assistant District Forester, Fred Morrell, of the Denver Office, had made to him previously, but which he had not wanted until he could turn the Gunnison over to a successor free of the con​flict he had aroused in establishing dual use of the ranges of that Forest.

Early in 1920, Colonel Allen S. Peck took charge of District Two as District Forester, and Kreutzer was offered, and accepted, a position as District Forest Inspector, or Exalted Forest Super​visor, as he, now, laughingly dubs it. Under the new position it was necessary for him to make inspections of Battlement, White River, Uncompahgre, and Holy Cross National Forests, in addi​tion to his own. He therefore placed Charles Steuart, his assist​ant, in charge of the Gunnison, and set forth.

Kreutzer recalls these inspection trips with considerable pleasure. On each Forest visited, he made pack trips with the local officers. He renewed many old friendships, saw a lot of new country, picked up some historical data, and encountered many new and intriguing problems. On the Grand Mesa Forest, with Supervisor John Spencer (who later succeeded Colonel Peck as Regional Forester) and Ranger Walter Gilliam, he rode over some of the area where he had previously worked. Poignantly, memory recalled the days when he had ridden there, truly a lone ranger, but, as he now realized, happy and carefree. Even Dr. Craig's enmity now seemed a fantastic dream, although a friend told him that the good doctor still disliked him. Bill was sorry to hear this, for he had hoped that Craig's ill will had, like his, dis​solved with the years.

All the men with whom he had worked had left the Service or had been transferred, elsewhere. However, he met and visited with many of the old residents, erstwhile friends or enemies, who now apparently were working harmoniously with the present officials.

Along the trail they traveled from Mesa Lakes to the Muddy Creek country, Bill noticed that the rock cairns built to mark the trail were still standing solidly. Two decades had passed since he had constructed the markers, assisted by Cayton or Barnes. His way of laying the stones had undoubtedly been the right method, judging from their present condition.

Due to unforeseen circumstances, at the last moment an in​spection trip planned to the White River had to be cancelled. Bill keenly regretted this as he had never officially visited that For​est. It had been the first one established in Colorado and the second in the United States. Under the ponderous name first applied, White River Plateau Timber Land Reserve, it had been known as one of the best game ranges in the State, and is still so considered.

On the Uncompahgre Forest, in company with Supervisor Dwight Jeffers, District Grazing Chief John Hatton, and Ranger Elmer Reed, he inspected cattle ranges, and incidentally visited the home ranch of an old friend, Bert Ennor. Ennor owned one of the few remaining herds of Texas longhorns, and he had his cook prepare a beefsteak supper in honor of the occasion. Bill remembers that they spent a delightful evening there, and many stirring tales were told while they ate longhorn steaks. John Hatton drew considerable applause when in the course of his remarks he said that he was glad that Ennor had cut the steaks from the rump rather than the horn of the steer.

This led to a revival of the gruesome Alfred Packer story, when someone said that Packer probably would not have re​verted to cannibalism if he had been able to get a few steaks such as these. Someone, who hadn't heard the story, asked fur​ther details, but Kreutzer, who had heard the story often over in the Gunnison country, switched the conversation to a more savory subject.

The continuation of Bill's trip was as satisfactory as Ennor's party had been, and he has a pleasant remembrance of it. It seems that Ranger Reed rode a mule and his saddle was equipped with a breeching like a harness, to keep it in place . The mule walked so much faster than the other animals that Reed had to stop frequently, until the party caught up, and the ranger, in his dry, droll way, kept urging the other members of the group to quit poking along.

"Elmer smoked a corncob pipe which, hot or cold, seldom left his mouth," Bill remarked. "But he was careful and never fired the pipe while traveling."

On the Holy Cross Forest, Kreutzer made a trip with Super​visor Harry French over the cattle ranges, and, among other things, they rehashed the Fred Light test case. French told many amusing incidents relative to it. For instance, in Glenwood Springs, during the run of the case through the courts there had been considerable rivalry between Editor H. J. Holmes of the Avalanche Echo, who sided with Congressman E. T. Taylor and the stockmen, and Editor A. J. Dickson of the Glenwood Post, who supported the Forest Service.

At one time the Post had carried an editorial in which Dick​son commented as follows on Holmes' version of a recent stock​men's meeting:

"Holmes seemed of the opinion that spruce trees and cattle and forest rangers didn't mix worth a cent, for either the cows would eat up the trees, or else the trees would fall on the cows, or else the cows would eat up the rangers, or the rangers would eat up the cows, or—well, he wasn't quite certain just how it was, but he knew blamed well that there was something wrong 'cause Bill Harris (the chairman) had told him so."

After making this inspection of the Forests assigned, Bill turned to Gunnison and completed the series by checking every phase of administration with his rangers, Ben Heilman, Charlie Taft, Hill Thurman, Jesse Trickel, James Hodges, Arthur Mills, and Ed Miller (who later became a forest supervisor in Wyo​ming). Finding everything fairly satisfactory, he decided to ac​cept an offer by Colonel Peck to take charge of the Colorado National Forest with headquarters at Fort Collins.

It was difficult for him to pull up roots that had sunk into the soil of Gunnison National Forest for fifteen years, but he felt that his own welfare demanded a change. He had settled the main issue of contention there. All things were not as he would have them, but he realized that never would there be perfection on any Forest, so out came the roots ready for transplanting.

When announcement of his move was made in Gunnison, his friends, many of them his former enemies, met and expressed their regret at his leaving. They complimented him upon his success in ironing out the perplexing forestry and grazing prob​lems there and thanked him for his able assistance in community affairs. All in all, Bill felt amply repaid for the efforts he had expended. He expressed his appreciation for their help and asked them to cooperate as fully with his successor.

As he journeyed to the new assignment this time, he did not ride a horse, for now there was a family to transport—a wife and four children. As he had not yet invested in an automobile, he had to go by rail. Accordingly, early in February, 1921, they climbed aboard a Denver & Rio Grande train, outward bound toward Fort Collins, and watched the Gunnison Forest recede from view.

As they left the Gunnison Valley behind, his wife, noting his tightly knit brow, inquired, "Are you sorry to leave it, Billy?"

"Yes and no, Mary," Bill replied. "I've accomplished a large part of what I set out to do on this Forest, but there is a lot undone. One always regrets the unaccomplished jobs in his life when it's too late to do anything about it."

"You've certainly done your share toward the development of the Gunnison. Forget it now. You will have plenty to worry about on the Colorado, or I miss my guess," she said.

"Perhaps you're right, Mary," he said with a smile, and turned to her and the children.

When one gives unstintingly of his being to a thing, a person, or a cause, a part of him enters into that entity and can never be withdrawn. Bill had devoted all his efforts, all his talent, to the Gunnison. He was now leaving a part of himself there, a part undivided and unnamed, which was difficult to give up; it might be called love if that word could be applied to one's liking for a locality.

But as the beautiful Gunnison Valley faded from his sight, the pioneering instinct of the Kreutzer clan asserted itself. For​saken, if not forgotten, was his love for the Gunnison in his love for and anticipation of new lands to conquer. Surely up there in the Colorado National Forest there were greater things to do than he had yet done, greater problems to solve than he had already solved. For the moment he was content as the train rolled onward into the night.

Roosevelt

XXVII

New Problems Solved
SUPERVISOR KREUTZER HADN'T MISSED HIS GUESS far when he thought there might be unsolved problems on the Colorado National Forest. His predecessor, H. N. Wheeler, had got about as far along with the job as he had finished it on the Gunnison. Immediately upon his arrival in Fort Collins he found innumerable things to do.

Part of the land now included in the Forest had been with​drawn from the Public Domain by President Theodore Roosevelt in 1905 and added to the Medicine Bow Forest of Wyoming. Sub​sequently, after several changes had been made, the part in Colo​rado had been segregated as a Forest and named for the State.

Wheeler, in 1917, had been instrumental in securing a large addition to the Forest. The new lands lay along the east side of the old and consequently brought the eastern boundary consid​erably closer to the plains. About fifty per cent of the addition had been patented, and a map of the area, with its mixed squares of Government- or privately-owned land, resembled a checker​board. This in itself presented a big land-management problem, but was a minor one compared to others there.

First of all, there were forest fires to fight, and Bill soon learned that the fabulous hell-fire of the Devil had nothing on the Colorado. Seemingly, there was one fire or another burning on the Forest almost as continuously as Old Nick's is supposed to be. In any event, the fire suppression necessities of the area were great and reminded Bill of those on the old Plum Creek Reserve in the early days of his service.

Accordingly, he first visited Rangers Ray Clarke, Lon Ulrich, and Joe Ryan, on the south end of the Forest, where fires were most prevalent, and began a campaign of fire prevention to oust the fire demon. He began by checking and revising the fire plans which each ranger had prepared. These plans listed forest-fire wardens or key men, as they then were called, who were local settlers selected to act as fire fighters on a cooperative basis. Other men were recruited, and on them Kreutzer bestowed authority to hire fire fighters and take charge of the suppression of fires in the absence of the ranger. Also listed on the plans were the number and location of available fire fighters and fire tools, and the places where meals and food could be purchased for fire fighters.

In addition to the plans, fire-tool caches, set up at strategic locations along roads and trails, were overhauled and the supply of tools supplemented where that was considered necessary. Closer relations were established with Twin Sisters Lookout Station, which Wheeler had built southeast of Estes Park, but which had been transferred to the National Park Service after the creation of the Rocky Mountain National Park. In every way possible fire prevention and presuppression phases of the fire-fighting game were augmented, but with little success, as will later be shown.

Likewise, there was a crying need for timber to supply the local commercial demand for lumber, for ties for railroads, for props for mines. And to a newcomer, it seemed that there was no timber of merchantable size left, all of it apparently having been cut in the onsweep of civilization a half-century ago.

With his assistant, Lee Brown, the rangers previously named, and McConnell, Willey, and Clayton, north-end rangers, Bill be​gan a timber reconnaissance on the isolated parts of the Forest. On foot and by horse, they covered the upper reaches of the streams which flowed easterly to the plains, and there, in places difficult of access, they found millions of board feet of mature, over-mature, and decadent timber, that had been left by the early timber operators as unavailable, and which was still so considered. Kreutzer figured on ways and means of getting out the timber and transporting it to sawmills, and in a few years he was harvesting some of the larger crops of timber taken from District Two National Forests.

Although there was a great demand for timber from the Forest, prospective purchasers sometimes objected to the stump​age prices charged; the prices set were reasonable, but they liked to quibble about them. One of the offenders was Osea Nelson, of Roach.

At one time, under instructions sent out by Myron W. Thompson, of the Denver Timber Management office, Bill and his staff had cruised, estimated, and advertised for sale an area of timber desired by Nelson. The whole transaction was com​pleted except for Osea's signature to the timber-sale agreement when into Bill's office he charged and loudly declared, "Kreut​zer, your price on that timber is too damned high. I'm not going to take it!"

Bill had met Nelson with a smile, but assuming a sad expres​sion, he extended a hand, and said, "Well, Osea, that's too bad. You're one of my oldest and best timber operators. I'm going to miss you terribly. So long, old man, and good luck."

Nelson, of course, was stumped; he hemmed and hawed about it for several minutes, but decided to take the timber at the appraised figure. He continued as an operator in Government timber for many years, but never again did he object to the stumpage appraisal that Kreutzer made on the timber he pur​chased.

To his timber harvesting activities, Bill applied the system of taking out only the mature trees and those dead and dying, thus leaving a healthy, growing stand for a future crop. Foresters have a name, sustained yield, for this kind of selective cutting, and such practice has long been in vogue throughout the National Forests of the Nation. Under the system, Bill's aim was so to manage the forests of the Colorado that they would produce a constant supply of timber for all time, and present indications point to a realization of that idea.

Then, too, Kreutzer found that one of his big jobs was meet​ing the recreational needs of hordes of people from the cities of the plains country adjacent to the Forests. Good citizens they were of the State and sister States, who thronged the timbered cloisters of the Colorado (and the Pike which lay to the south) on every possible occasion in a search for relief from the hot pavements and the stifling offices of the cities wherein they dwelt. Colorado Springs, Denver, Boulder, Greeley, Longmont, Fort Collins, and a score of smaller communities all contributed their quota of Forest visitors.

In this connection, Bill also had to meet the demands for extensions of the Rocky Mountain National Park, where officials claimed to need a larger area to care for the outdoor recreation​ists, who each year increased in numbers. The Park had been carved from the Colorado and Arapaho National Forests in 1915, because of the demand for a playground from that class of vaca​tionists. When further demands arose, Bill contended that the land in its present National Forest status more fully met the needs of the people as a whole. Consequently, each time the question arose he sought a settlement fair to all concerned. His earnest desire at all times was to keep relations between the two Governmental Bureaus harmonious, and in this he was very successful.

As a solution to the recreational problem on the Colorado, he built campgrounds and roads and trails for the comfort and convenience of Forest vacationists as fast as he could secure funds. Public lodges and tourist camps were encouraged, and permits were issued for boys' and girls' recreational camps. Also, permits for private summer homes were granted, and many, varying from simple cabins to sumptuous dwellings, were built.

During his first year on the Colorado, he visited Ranger Alfred Clayton and worked out new plans for the management of the Livermore district. Because of the complex status of the land, new areas added to the Forest there made a perplexing problem for the ranger to solve. However, he and Clayton to​gether soon worked it out.

Clayton is another ranger whom Kreutzer remembers as typical of the clan. Earnest, sincere, of fine principles and high courage, his untimely death while fighting fire on the Blackwater Creek of Wyoming in 1937 was mourned by every member of the Service.

"As a ranger, Al was tops," Kreutzer says, "and I am greatly pleased that the Service attached his name to one of the moun​tains in the Shoshone National Forest. I believe that no greater honor could be bestowed on man than that of having his name attached to one of Nature's physical features. In that way, Clay​ton's name will live forever, just as the memory of his noble deed will live in the hearts of forest rangers for all time."

It was on that trip to Clayton's district that Bill first learned something of the notorious Joe (usually called Jack) Slade, whose exploits in the 1860's colored the annals of Laramie County a crimson hue. But not for several years was Kreutzer cognizant of the full heinousness of his career, which forms one of the more lurid tales of that locality. For true to his name, Joe Slade slew men who crossed his path with apparently as little compunction as a hunter would shoot a coyote. His most infamous act, of course, was his shooting of Jules Reni (for whom Julesburg is named) while Jules was a prisoner and securely bound.

Strangely in contrast is the beautiful name, Virginia Dale, which Slade gave to his division headquarters in honor of his wife, while division superintendent of the Overland Stage Route. Hanged by vigilantes in Montana on account of his ruffianism, his demise closed a career which has seldom been equalled in fact or fiction. At least, it would seem so from a complete rendi​tion of the tale.

Also on these trips Bill covered some of the early hunting and trapping grounds of Jim Baker, Jim Beeman, and Jonathan House, old frontier scouts whom he had known years ago in that Indian Creek country of his boyhood. Likewise, he traced out the route followed by the famous scout, Kit Carson, when con​ducting Captain John C. Fremont through the Cache la Poudre Valley on his westward venture in 1843.

Kreutzer's mode of locomotion on the Colorado ran largely to automobiles. Whenever possible he used a car to speed up travel, for the tempo of Forest administration was now too fast for much use of the faithful old horse. Bill hated to give up his horseback trips and still used a horse in the back country, but with so many public contacts necessary over an area one hundred miles in length, he had to buy a car and learn to drive it.

After a few years the Government assigned an official car for his use, and at times he drove a pickup truck. Bill realized that this bronc from Henry Ford's cavy was as tricky as some of his former bronchos after it had piled him into a fence at the well-known Derby Hill near Loveland. He had been attending a meeting in Boulder in November, 1929, and started home in a storm. There were meetings at Loveland and Fort Collins with County Commissioners and State Highway officials, it seems, which he must attend. As he drove northward the storm in​creased and at Derby Hill the highway wore a covering of ice.

Bill's car had no sooner struck the barren, wind-swept road when it skidded into a sidewise catapult and he felt himself rolling and flying through the air. Several advancing cars evaded him, and the truck demolished five panels of fence before it came to rest. When Bill realized what had happened, part of the car was around his neck, he was cut, scratched and bruised, and the blood flowed freely from his wounds. At times, he had been hurt when thrown from a horse, but not like this; he made one attempt to climb out of the truck then his light went out. When he next realized his predicament, a woman standing near was shouting "Help! Help!" and in his confused state of mind he wondered why, because there was nothing wrong with her, as far as he could see.

Passing motorists took Bill to Loveland where he was re​vived, patched up, and sent on to Fort Collins by bus. Although shaken in mind and bruised of body, he never lost a day off the job, and was soon as chipper as ever.

"Only the good die young, otherwise they wouldn't be good," Bill jokingly commented in telling the tale. "In any case, it wasn't time for me to cash in my chips"—a statement which supports the writer's claim of a beneficent hand that ever guarded Bill Kreutzer's destiny.

During their treks through the Forest in search of merchant​able timber, Kreutzer and his men had noticed many trees which bore evidence of having been killed by some kind of disease or insect. Investigation showed that many of the trees had been infested with Peridermium, or canker. Mistletoe also was fre​quent. Other trees were victims of the dreaded Dendroctonus, or Black Hills beetle. Office records showed that beetles had been seen occasionally in the forests of the Colorado since 1910, and Bill found that they had gained a foothold on the new lands recently included in the Forest. A thorough search there re​vealed that the infestation was spreading through the ponderosa pine stands and killing hundreds of trees.

Bill immediately instructed his rangers to aim their timber cuttings toward the elimination of the infestation. Purchasers of commercial timber and recipients of free timber were required to cut trees attacked by the disease and the beetles in preference to those not infested, but despite all Bill and his rangers could do, headway against the invading insects was nil, and they rapid​ly gained ground. There was no way of destroying the beetles, except to cut and burn the timber infested, or to cut it, com​pletely peel all bark from stump and trunk, and burn this with the tops and limbs. This they soon learned would run into years of labor, and then all their efforts might be lost if the bugs tri​umphed in the race, but there was nothing else to do; so doggedly they fought on.

In addition to fighting the beetles Bill had a set-to occasion​ally with people who objected to his wanton cutting (or so it seemed to them) of so many beautiful trees. To clear up a heavily diseased and beetle-infested area northwest of the town of Ward, Kreutzer sold the timber to the National Lumber and Creosoting Company, and they immediately began operations.

Ward is an old mining camp about twenty-five miles west of Boulder. Conditions there were not so good as they once had been, but the citizens were still progressive, and the town pos​sessed a mayor. His name was William Schmaal, and he had a charming daughter named Hazel who, like Kreutzer, claimed to have foresters among her forebears. Therefore, when this con​servation-minded miss saw Tom Orr, foreman for the company, and his men slashing down trees right and left, she protested. Her father carried the protest to the Boulder Chamber of Com​merce and that body immediately drafted resolutions condemning the cutting.

Consequently, Kreutzer, Ranger Dewey Wright, and Orr had to meet a committee of thirty persons on the area and go into an explanation of the why and wherefore of the operation. Eben Fine, secretary of the Chamber, directed the inquiry, efficiently aided and abetted by Miss Schmaal and other residents of Ward and Boulder—true conservationists all, Bill learned later, and at that time greatly incensed at what seemed to them a desecration of their beautiful virgin forest.

For some time the discussion waxed hot and heavy, and Bill had to exercise all the ability he possessed to hold his own against Fine, who was more concerned with the future recreational val​ues of the area, and Miss Schmaal, who objected to the destruc​tion of the scenic beauty of the forest. Both demanded a cessation of cutting and a withdrawal of the timber operators.

Painstakingly, Bill showed the havoc being wrought by the enemies of the trees and explained the necessity of cutting and removing those already attacked if they hoped to save the re​mainder of that particular forest. He showed them that there was hardly a tree in that immediate vicinity that was not suc​cumbing to the attack. Gradually he won them from their stand and gained their promise to withdraw the resolutions which condemned the policy of the Forest Service and his action in selling and cutting the timber.

"It was about the toughest job I ever tackled," Bill said, "and I won out only because I had learned nearly all there was to know about the subject. I was never at a loss to meet and over​come every argument they presented and, also, when necessary, to practically demonstrate my own points. Even then, I might not have overcome their objections if one of their number had not come to my relief."

H. M. Walters, a popular clergyman of Boulder, had given close attention to all the discussion, pro and con, and finally turned the tide of battle in Bill's favor. He stated that he thought Kreutzer knew what he was doing, and was of the opinion that the committee should go home and let him (Kreutzer) do it. His statement met with instant approval by all members of the group, and the committee adjourned.

Kreutzer recalls Walter's assistance of the moment and later cooperation with keen appreciation. Likewise, the cooperation of the Schmaals and other members of the committee. Fine branched into lecture work and illustrated his talks with slides, the result of his own artistic photography. In later years he some​times gave a sermon on forest-fire prevention, which excellently portrayed his love for forests, his appreciation of the value of outdoor recreation, and the need for protecting both. His lectures proved him to be one of the most gifted exponents of conserva​tion of the day, and Kreutzer and all members of the Forest Service are indebted to him.

At another time, a group of local people objected to a cutting where all the trees had to be removed. The operation left an unsightly scar on the mountain side which was plainly visible from the highway. As he previously had done, Bill took the group to the area and explained to their satisfaction why the clear cut​ting had to be done. To distract the attention of the chief objector he cut open the bark of an infested pine, collected a handful of the larvae of the beetles, and ate them.

He induced the lady to taste them, others did likewise, and in the general interest aroused over their palatability the com​mittee's objections to the cutting were partly allayed. Just whether the bug eggs were responsible for the change, Bill doesn't know, but the committee members soon departed, with everyone willing to give Bill and his rangers a free hand to fight the beetle infestation as best they could.

In 1926, the destructiveness of the beetles was called to the attention of the United States Bureau of Entomology. The offi​cials of that agency classed it as an epidemic infestation, and plans were made for a campaign of control. During the succeed​ing three years about twenty thousand infested trees were cut and the beetle larvae destroyed.

Little or nothing was done along that line during the next three years, but with the advent of the Civilian Conservation Corps in 1933 Bill saw his chance to gain control of the situation. A strong force of CCC enrollees were sent out to hunt down and destroy infested trees. These crews and others hired subsequently with special funds finally brought the infestation to its knees after eight years of persistent attack. But sixty-seven thousand trees in addition to the original twenty thousand had to be cut and treated before the beetles succumbed to Kreutzer and his men.

"At times I doubted our ability to overcome the epidemic," Kreutzer said. "It kept spreading in spite of all we could do, but we conquered it at last, and thereby saved the pine forests of the Colorado."

Thus did Suprvisor Bill Kreutzer advance the cause he had espoused in 1898. For the last twenty years of his career his chief interest in life centered in bringing progressive methods of ad​ministration and improved conditions to the National Forest within his charge. Gone were the days when opposition to the Service had kept him busy guarding against a cracked head, a stretched neck, or a punctured skin, and he tried out many ideas which he hadn't found time to try heretofore.

According to the consensus of fellow foresters he devoted more time and expended more effort on the work than he should —far more than many men engaged in private enterprise give to their employers. That fact is contrary to the public's conception of what a Government ranger actually does, and this, the reader might say, makes Kreutzer the exception which proves the rule.

But the surmise would be wrong. Bill Kreutzer was merely desirous of being the best as well as the first forest ranger, and while he perhaps led the van in that respect, forest rangers all across the land are giving, as he gave, value received for their money. Guarding the heritage which was the birthright of their forefathers seems to imbue them with that trait, or else, some​how, they possess naturally the qualifications ascribed here to Kreutzer.

XXVIII

So Long, Bill

"The tumult and the shouting dies,
The captains and the kings depart."
THUS WROTE THE IMMORTAL KIPLING, AND HIS WORDS are a reminder that all men must sooner or later leave the stage of life, no matter how alluring, how exciting, it may be, no mat​ter how important their efforts seem to be. Sometimes this means death, sometimes merely a retirement from active duty, but owing to the inviolable laws of life and the rules and regulations of the Government, Bill Kreutzer chose retirement. However, before our forester takes his final curtain call, a few loose ends must be tied in.

Since his first day in the old Forest Reserve Service, Bill had known full well the hazardous nature of his work and had fre​quently jeered at Old Father Time when by a hair he had evaded the scythe. Throughout his forestry career he had held a dread of fire, and several times he had had narrow escapes from raging conflagrations and carried several scars from burns received while fighting fires. His physical ability to withstand a lot of hard knocks had often saved him from disaster.

He had no intention of dying with his boots on and exercised caution in his every action, but in forest fires, as Bill learned, even caution fails to safeguard one, for there came a day when he went down before the fire demon for the full count. And he was barely saved to finish his job by fate in the form of a husky bridge foreman who was assisting him in fighting the fire.

In the south end of the Forest the Denver and Salt Lake Rail​road engines were a frequent source of forest fires, and, when the Denver and Rio Grande Western trains were routed through the Moffat Tunnel, the hazard doubled. Engines pulling great trains from Denver toward the Continental Divide belched forth hot cinders and sparks that set fire to dry grass and weeds. Almost immediately fires would sweep up the mountain sides, and Bill, his assistants, rangers, and fire wardens would be re​quired to fight through endless hours to control them.

Such was the devastation in the vicinity of Tolland and East Portal that much of South Boulder Cañon was denuded of trees. East Portal is the east end of the Moffat Tunnel, named for David H. Moffat and built by the Moffat Tunnel Commission in 1923​27. The tunnel is six miles in length, and its construction saved a twenty-three-mile pull over a road almost prohibitive to op​erate on account of the heavy cost of snow removal during winter months. The railroad across the Continental Divide above East Portal had zigzagged up the steep slope in a series of switchbacks, and the mountain became known as the Giant Ladder. There it was that Bill fought fire after fire.

Once with high winds prevailing, he and Ranger Ulrich fought a fire there, he leading a fire fighting crew on one side, Ulrich on the other. As they drew their fire lines together to stop the advance of the flames, the fire on the ranger's side crowned and jumped the line. Then suddenly the freakish wind whipped the flames into a long curve in front of and down the outside of Bill's fire line. Bill and his men were caught between two fires coming together like large scissors blades.

Deming, the bridge foreman, had but recently arrived at the fire line and was more keenly alert than Kreutzer, who had been fighting the fire for about forty hours. He it was who saw the other fire sweeping toward them and shouted, "Great Jehosha​phat, Kreutzer, there's another fire coming down the mountain!"

Bill rushed out of the smoke of the fire he was fighting, and instantly realized what had happened. He knew that the only way of escape was back along their own fire line. "Run, men, run!" he shouted, and drove the men before him toward safety.

The men didn't need much urging. Deming says they ran like hell, but Kreutzer says they ran from hell, or what appeared to be a facsimile of it. Be that as it may, they ran as fast as they could toward the creek below them. Kreutzer and Deming fol​lowed close on the heels of the fleeing men, but the exertion combined with the gas and smoke was more than Bill's already exhausted body could stand. The red glare of the fire turned black and he fell to the ground. His last rational thought was that at last the fire demon he had dreaded all his life had caught up with him.

But the fire demon hadn't caught him; Deming was used to meeting emergencies and didn't lose his presence of mind. Seeing Bill fall, he seized a companion and they turned back, grabbed Bill's hands and dragged his prostrate form with them. As they reached a safe place, fifty yards away, the fires came together behind them with a crackling roar; Old Nick had missed Bill by thirty and two-tenths seconds. He soon revived and, thanks to his rescuers, lived to fight another day. This was well, for forest fires continued to burn there year after year, and, of course, elsewhere too.

The writer worked four years on that district under Kreut​zer's supervision, and some of the fires he fought during that time brought him as close to Hades as he wants to get. A record of the South Boulder Creek fires would make a sizable volume as Ray Clarke, Lon Ulrich, Ernest Hedlun, Dewey Wright, or Marion Webber, rangers who preceded him, could vouch.

But in all the fires that occurred in that part of the Forest, only one man was lost. In October, 1937, Fire Warden G. F. (Bill) Carmichael was caught in a fire near Pinecliffe and was suffo​cated. Kreutzer, the writer, and all other members of the Forest personnel mourned the passing of this reliable and likeable co​operator. He will be remembered in the annals of the Forest Service as one who loved his forests well enough to lay down his life for them in what he considered a duty of citizenship.

Many other fires raged throughout the Roosevelt Forest at that time, thus adding to Kreutzer's responsibilities and those of Ralph Hill, his assistant supervisor; Henry Payson, Francis Smith, Bruce Torgny, and Len Shoemaker, his rangers; and Grover Hougham and Cora Jorgensen, his office assistant and clerk. Owing to the establishment of the Civilian Conservation Corps in 1933, many fire fighters were available, and there was some relief from the difficult situation during the life of the Corps.

Prior to the establishment of the CCC organization, however, two important changes had occurred which should not be over​looked. In 1930, the Rocky Mountain District became the Rocky Mountain Region, the change from District to Region being uni​versal within the Forest Service. Also, in 1932 the name of the Forest was changed from Colorado to Roosevelt (as just men​tioned above) in honor of President Theodore Roosevelt, the Nation's foremost champion of forestry.

The first CCC Camp in the State, F-1-C, was assigned to the Roosevelt Forest, and Kreutzer placed it at Peaceful Valley on the north end of the Boulder District. Later, other camps were assigned, and, even though the boys were inexperienced workers generally, with this available manpower Kreutzer (and his rang​ers) launched into a campaign of Forest improvement, far beyond any he had ever hoped for. And not only was he concerned with the building of Forest improvements; he knew that the Corps had also been formed to develop those untrained boys into useful men. Therefore, many hours of effort he gave to boys so unused to ordinary tools that one inquired when first he saw a double-bitted axe, "Ranger, why do they put two axes on one handle?"

But despite the handicap of unfamiliarity with their new conditions, the boys responded well to training and became a real asset to the Forest. Bill and his rangers organized them into an efficient fire-fighting force, and the help they gave in fighting fires was noteworthy. In addition to that activity and the sub​jugation of the bark beetle infestation, they built many roads, trails, and ranger station and campground improvements. Many areas were cleared of old inflammable timber as a preventative measure, and hundreds of acres of dense thickets were thinned and placed in a better growing condition. Several times Bill led groups of boys in search of lost persons, and in this work they became very proficient. All in all, in his discussion of the Corps, Bill praises it highly.

During his period of service to the Government, Bill Kreutzer always sought a more intimate knowledge of technical forestry, and before he retired he was as well versed in many of its phases as a college-trained forester. Even greater than his desire for that knowledge was his desire to imbue all men across the Nation with the need for better protective and cutting practices on both public and private forest lands. He urged the use of airplanes in the detection phase of fire fighting as early as 1912.

He never tired of seeking the good will of the public and would go to any effort to make friends for the Service. He fully believed that the future of forestry and the Forest Service de​pended on a favorable public opinion and on a public who saw in the United States Forest Service an agency devoted to a businesslike administration of their National Forests by officials who were truly servants of the people—not a bunch of bureau​crats poking a lot of crack-pot ideas down their throats.

He always urged young rangers who fell under his super​visory authority to accept and apply his philosophy of service in their daily lives—a philosophy based on the old saying, "You can't lead or drive the average man to water, but you can, with tact, oftentimes induce him to drink with you."

One spring Bill was called to assist Lee Brown, the training officer of the Rocky Mountain Region, in dispensing pre-ranger knowledge to a group of young men who had passed Civil Service tests and were ready to begin ranger careers. He took to that meeting a paper which he delivered as "a charge to new rangers from the oldest ranger in the Service."

The charge consisted of one typewritten page; yet it con​tained much of the wisdom and the philosophy he had acquired through the years. The precepts it inculcated might well be accepted by men in all kinds of public or private service, for they apply equally well to all who serve. Bill said in part:

"To the public, all Forest officers are rangers. To the average Forest visitor or user, the ranger stands for those qualities of leadership and fortitude which are equal to any danger or emergency. The Forest Service has estab​lished a reputation for the integrity of its members, for the fairness and impartiality of its actions. A square deal to everyone, friend or foe, is a Forest Service axiom.

"Many see the ranger as a glamorous individual of romance, that you and I know does not exist in the rou​tine of hard, every-day work we are called upon to perform. But the work has its compensations. There are times when we are paid for all the hard work that has gone before us, and it isn't in money either, but in the beauty of the out-of-doors, and the friendly confidence and respect of our neighbors."

Bill's influence on all rangers was good. His boundless ener​gy and enthusiasm were catching, and caused a ranger to put forth his best efforts. And the prediction is that his record will be a mark at which to shoot so long as rangers ride the National Forests of this great Nation.

At one time, Kreutzer attended a stockmen's reunion at the Albany Hotel in Denver, and there among other old-timers he met Bert Dollard. He it was, you may recall, who led the cowmen on their vituperative attack on Bill on the Gunnison. Bert seemed glad to see Bill and the two ate, visited, and smoked together. The stockman offered Bill one of his cigars and asked him to smoke for old time's sake. Bill had never held grudges—life was too short for that he believed—so he smoked Dollard's cigar and enjoyed the meeting.

"Through the smoke rings there frequently flashed glimpses of old Pittsburg and that crowd of angry men, with Dollard lead​ing them," Kreutzer said. "Strangely, however, all resentment of their actions was gone, and the memories of the encounter were like recollections of a bad dream, to be laughed at and forgotten."

At yet another time, Kreutzer and Ray Peck, supervisor of the Grand Mesa National Forest (the old Battlement of Bill's earlier service), were detailed to the Denver Office to help Glen Smith, Chief of Range Management, formulate a large report. The task required some research and the two went to the State Museum building. There they entered the Curator's office and Bill addressed the man present, thus: "My name is Kreutzer and this is Mr. Peck. We're from the Forest Service and want to see certain old newspapers if we may."

"Are you W. R. Kreutzer of Gunnison?" the man inquired. "Yes, I'm Bill Kreutzer, but I live in Fort Collins now. May I ask your name?"

"My name is Sanford. I met you in Taylor Park in 1906."

Instantly Bill remembered the name and the man. He was Albert B. Sanford, his opponent in the contest over reservoir claims in Taylor Park when he had first arrived on the Gunnison. Now, after thirty years, they had met again. With no rancor apparent, Sanford discussed the old case and the status of the Taylor Dam, then under construction, while he helped Kreutzer and Peck find the old newspapers they wanted.

"These incidents seem unusual," Bill said, "but far stranger was the final act of my old supervisor, Dr. Craig; he never changed, never relented in his attitude toward me. One day I received word from Supervisor Peck that Craig had boarded a train at Grand Junction and was bound for Fort Collins with the vowed determination to get Bill Kreutzer before he died.

"I had almost forgotten the man and was greatly disturbed. I went down and talked with the city attorney and other officials. Plans were made to intercept Craig when he arrived and I was given a permit to carry a gun until he was taken into custody. I went home, hunted up my old Colt .45, oiled and loaded it, but when I returned to my office, further word from Peck informed me that Craig had been taken from the train at Palisade."

An examination made by medical authorities showed that Craig was mentally ill, and he was taken to a hospital for treat​ment. Thus was our story robbed of its melodramatic climax, but that, we trust, is satisfactory to the reader. Bill's life had been stormy, turbulent, even violent at times, but there had been no bloodshed. Such an ending would have ruined his life—and the story as well. Far better, it seems, that he should step off the stage as Bill Kreutzer, retired forester and gentleman, whose friends are legion, rather than Kreutzer the Killer, whose enemies are dead.

Supervisor William R. Kreutzer retired from active duty in the United States Forest Service, October 31, 1939. At a dinner party at Loveland soon thereafter, many of his Forest Service friends assembled and bade him and his wife a semi-official fare​well. Regional Forester Allen S. Peck presented him with a gift and delivered a very complimentary address, wherein he praised Bill for his long and faithful service and for his courageous fight to advance the cause of forestry. He also read a poetic eulogy entitled, "So Long, Comrade," and after the dinner some of those present enacted a ludicrous farce, which presumed to portray a stirring incident in Kreutzer's life.

The employees of the Rocky Mountain National Park also gave him a farewell dinner party at Estes Park, and Superinten​dent Dan Canfield thanked him for his cooperation with the National Park Service. As a friendly gesture and to show their esteem, they bestowed upon him the truly appropriate title of "Lodgepole Bill."

The Kreutzers live at Fort Collins, where for a few years after his retirement, Bill sold real restate. He and Mary partici​pate in public affairs where they feel they can be of service. These activities are less exciting than those of their earlier lives, but likewise less exacting physically.

During their early married years four children had come to brighten their lives and have lived to gladden their hearts. They are William A., who is in Agricultural Plant Pathology Research at the Shell Oil Laboratory, near Modesta, California; Edward M., who is with the Indian Service at the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation, in South Dakota; Mary H. Robertson, who is a house​wife in Denver; and Richard B., now a Lieutenant Colonel in command of the Third Armored Division of the Occupation Army at Frankfurt, Germany.

Time has whitened the temples of both Bill and Mary, and its passing has slowed the tempo of their dancing feet, but the vows they spoke at the altar are still bright and untarnished. Today, their love is undimmed by the passing years, and their life together is as a shining light, radiant but subdued.

This year (1955) being the 50th Anniversary of the establish​ment of the Forest Service Bureau, many meetings have been held to celebrate the event. In the one held at Fort Collins, on May 17, Kreutzer and H. N. Wheeler (hereinbefore mentioned) were presented with "Charter Member Certificates."

More recently, on June 10, Bill was awarded an Honorary Doctor of Science Degree at the Colorado A. & M. College com​mencement exercises there. Dean C. H. Wasser of the School of Forestry and Range Management, introduced him to President W. E. Morgan, who conferred the degree with the following citation:

"Pioneer forest ranger, distinguished public servant; unyield​ing and valiant champion of the public interest in the protection and wise use of the nation's timber and range resources; pioneer field trainer and educator whose vision and devotion to the cause of good forestry have been the inspiration of students and the ideal of professional men, and whose long and productive career has benefitted this institution, state and nation—William R. Kreutzer, by virtue of the power vested in me by the State Board of Agriculture, I confer the honorary degree Doctor of Science."

Afterward, Bill was hooded by Andrew G. Clark, Dean of the College.

The conferring of the degree was a fitting culmination of a long, illustrious career, and a just reward for a life devoted to public service; and the writer is thankful that it occurred at a time when it could be included in this biography. It seems to prove all that he has said in praise or in commendation about his friend and comrade—Lodgepole Bill.

To the west of Fort Collins the majestic Rocky Mountains are visible. Sometimes at evening, Bill stands, watches the sun sink behind them, and thinks of his long, eventful life, so full of accomplishments and the honors that came as a result of them. Subconsciously, he hankers to saddle a horse and head for those mountains; to be out fighting on the fire line, when billowing smoke tells him that a forest fire is destroying his beloved forests. Usually, however, he is content to stand and merely gaze on the beauties of the domain he formerly supervised.

And there, with the full glory of the setting sun streaming around him, let us bring to a close the saga of a forest ranger. So long, Bill, and good luck!
The End

On January 2, 1956, a few months after acceptance of Saga of a Forest Ranger for publication, Mr. Kreutzer died in Fort Collins. The University of Colorado Press regrets that publication during his lifetime, as had been hoped for, did not prove possible. The Editors, however, have thought it best to leave unchanged the author's point of view in time and thus retain the mood of a tribute paid to Mr. Kreutzer during his years of retirement.

