
TRAILS TO TWO MOONS
A NOVEL OF THE BIG COUNTRY

CHAPTER I

The day Old Man Ring, the sheepman of
Teapot Creek, rode to Two Moons with news
of importance, Original Bill Blunt, inspector
for the Stockmen's Alliance, fared over the
illimitable face of the Big Country at his duty.
His duty was simple: A range inspector

protected his employers from theft. This
meant anything from reading a burnt brand
on a yearling's flank to matching shot by shot,
at any and all odds, with thieves. A dull day
was one wherein the inspector convinced some
raw nester from Missouri that every fat steer

happening to pass his claim was not meat di-

vinely sent to still the mouths of a clamorous
brood in his ten-by-twelve cabin. It was a
cardinal day which saw him flat behind the
belly of his horse stretched head to ground


