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ter's, the harness room with its jam of furious men ; the
quiet garden of the Mission ; Dyke's house, his flight
upon the engine, his brave fight in the chaparral ; Ly-
man Derrick at bay in the dining-room of the ranch
house

;
the rabbit drive ; the fight at the irrigating ditch,

the shouting mob in the Bonneville Opera House.
The drama was over. The fight of Ranch and Rail-

road had been wrought out to its dreadful close. It was
true, as Shelgrim had said, that forces rather than men
had locked horns in that struggle, but for all that the -

men of the Ranch and not the men of the Railroad had
suffered. Into the prosperous valley, into the quiet com-
munity of farmers, that galloping monster, that terror
of steel and steam had burst, shooting athwart the hori-
zons, flinging the echo of its thunder over all the ranches
of the valley, leaving blood and destruction in its path.

Yes, the Railroad had prevailed. The ranches had been
seized in the tentacles of the octopus ; the iniquitous bur-
den of extortionate freight rates had been imposed like a
yoke of iron. The monster had killed Harran, had killed
Osterman, had killed Broderson, had killed Hooven. It
had beggared Magnus and had driven him to a state of
semi-insanity after he had wrecked his honour in the vain
attempt to do Ivil that good might come. It had enticed
Lyman into its toils to pluck fiom him his manhood and
his honesty, corrupting him and poisoning him beyond
redemption; it had hounded Dyke from his legitimate
employment and had made of him a highwayman and
criminal. It had cast forth Mrs. Hooven to starve to
death upon the City streets. It had driven Minna to pros-
titution. It had slain Annixter at the very moment when
painfully and manfully he had at last achieved his own
salvation and stood forth resolved to do right, to act un-
selfishly and to live for others. It had widowed Hilma
in the very dawn of her happiness. It had killed the very


