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I CHAPTER I. 
The Island With a Mystery.. 

He said positively to Battle Ax, bis 
•craggy buckskin cow pony, that they 
would ride to the summit of this one 
bluff, and that it should be the last. 
But he had said the same thing many 
times since striking the barren hill re
gion flanking both sides of the river. 
Hump after hump had been surmount
ed since the sound of the first prom
ise had tickled the ears of the tired 
broncho, humps as alike as the two 
humps of a Bactrian camel, the monot
onous continuity of which might very 
well have confused the mind of one 
less at home on these ranges than 
George Williston. Even he, riding a 
blind trail since sun-up, sitting his 
Baddle with a heavy indifference born 
of heat and fatigue, began to think it 
might be that they were describing a 
circle and the sun was playing them 
strange tricks. Still, he urged his pony 
to one more effort; just so much 
farther and they would retrace their 
steps, giving up for this day at least 
the locating of a small bunch of cat
tle, branded a lazy S, missing these 
three days. 

Had not untoward circumstances 
intervened, he might still have gone 
blindly on; for, laying aside the gam
bling fever that was on him, he could 
ill afford to lose the ten or twelve 
steers somewhere .wandering the wide 
range or huddled into some safe place, 
there to abide the time when a daring 
rustler might conveniently play at 
witchcraft with the brand or other 
wise dispose of them with profit to 
himself and with credit to his craft. 
Moreover, what might possibly never 
have been missed from the vast herds 
of Langford, his neighbor of the plains 
country, was of most serious import 
to Williston. 

"Devil take you, Battle Ax, but 
you're slow," muttered Williston. "I'd 
give a good deal to sit down this min-
iUte to some of- my little- girl's - flap
jacks and coffee. But nothing for us. 
lazy-bones, till midnight—or morning, 
more likelv. Do walk un »k if vnu had 

some little standing in the world 01 
cow ponies. You haven't, of a surety, 
but you might make an effort. AU 
things are possible to him who tries, 
you know, which is a tremendous lie, 
of course. But perhaps it doesn't ap
ply to poor devils like us who are 
'has beens.' Here we are. Ah!" 

There were no more hills. Almost 
directly at his feet was one of those 
precipitous cut-aways that character
ize the border bluffs o! the Missouri 
river. A few more steps, in the dark, 
and horse and rider would have plung
ed over a sheer wall of nearly 200 
feet. As it was, Williston gave a gasp 
of involuntary horror which almost 
simultaneously gave place to one of 
wonder and astonishment. He had 
struck the river at a point absolutely 
new to him. It was the time of low 
water, and the river, in most of its 
phases muddy and sullen-looking, 
gleamed silver and gold with the glit
ter of the setting sun, making a royal 
highway to the dwelling-place of 
Phoebus. A little to the north of this 
sparkling highroad lay what would 
have been an island in high water, 
thickly wooded with willows and cot 
tonwoods, Now a long stretch of sand 
reached between bluff and island. 

Dismounting, with the quick thought 
that yonder island might hold the se
cret of his lost cattle, he crept as 
close to the edge as he dared. The 
cut was sheer and tawny, entirely de
void of shrubbery by means of which 
one might hazard a descent. The sand 
bed began immediately at the foot of 
the yellow wall. Even though one 
managed to gain the bottom, one 
would hardly dare risk the deceitful 
sands, ever shifting, fair and treach
erous. Baffled, he was on the point of 
remounting to retrace his steps when 
he dropped his foot from the stirrup 
amazed. Was the day of miracles not 
yet passed? 

It was the sun, 01 course. Twelve 
hotirs of sun in the eyes could play 
strange tricks and might even cause 
a dancing black speck to assume the 
semblance of. a man on horseback. 

picking his way easily, though may
hap a bit warily, across the waste of 
sand. He seemed to have sprung from 
the very bowels of the bluff. Whence 
else? Many a rod beyond and above 
the ghostly figure frowned the tawny, 
wicked cut-away. Path for neither 
horse nor man appeared so far as eye 
could reach. It must be the sun. But 
it was not the sun. 

Motionless, intent, a figure cast in 
bronze as the sun went down, the lean 
ranchman gazed steadfastly down 
upon the minature man and horse 
creeping along1 so far below. - Not un 
til the object of his fixed gaze had 
been swallowed by the trees and un
derbrush did his muscles relax. This 
man had ridden as if unafraid. 

"What man has done, man can do," 
ran swiftly through Williston's brain, 
and with no idea of abandoning his 
seaVch until be had probed the mys
tery, he mounted and rode northward, 
closely examining the edge of the 
precipice as he went along for any 
evidence of a possible descent. Pres
ently he came upon a cross ravine, de
void of shrubbery, too steep for a 
horse, but presenting possibilities for 
a man. With unerring instinct he fol
lowed the cross-cut westward. Soon, 
a scattering of scrub oaks began to. 
appear, and sumach already streaked; 
with crimson. A little farther and the. 
trees began to show spiral wreaths of 
woodbine and wild grape. Yet a little , 
farther, and doubtless there would be • 
outlet for horse as well as man. 

But * Williston was growing impa
tient. Besides, the thought came to 
him that he had best not risk his! 
buckskin to the unknown dangers of 
an untried trail. What if he should go 
lame? Accordingly he was left behind 
in a slight depression where he, 
would be pretty well hidden, and Wil :  

liston scrambled down the steep > in
cline .alone. When foothold or hand
hold was lacking, he simply let him
self go and slid, grasping the first root 
or branch that presented itself in his 
dare-devil course. 

Arrived at the bottom, he found his 
clothes torn and his hands bleeding; 
but that was nothing. With grim de
termination he made his way through 
the ravine and struck across the sand 
trail with a sure realization of his 
danger, but without the least abate
ment of his resolution. The sand was 
firm under his feet The water had 
receded a sufficient lengm or time De-

fore to make the thought of Quick
sands an idle fear. No puff of cloudy 
smoke leaped from a rifle barrel. If, 
as he more than half suspected, the 
island was a rendezvous for cattle 
thieves, a place surely, admirably fit
ted by nature, for such unlawful oper
ations, the rustlers were either over
confident of the inaccessibility of their 
retreat and kept no lookout, or they 

were msoientiy inainereni to expos
ure. • The former premise was the 
niOTe likely. A light breeze, born of 
the afterglow, came scurrying down 
thq river bed. Here and there, where 
the sand was finest and driest, it rose 
in .little whirlwinds. No sound broke 
the stillness of the summer evening. 

What was that? Coyotes barking 
over yonder across the river? That 
alien sound! A man's laugh, a curse, a 
heart-breaking bellow of pain. Willis-
too parted ever so slightly the thick 
foliage of underbrush that separated 
him from the all to familiar sounds 
and peered within. 

tn the midst of a small clearing— 
man-made, for several stumps were 
scattered here and there—twp men 
were engaged in unroping and releas
ing^ red steer, similar in all essential 
respects to a bunch of three or four 
huddled together £ little to one side. 
They were all choice, well-fed animals, 
but there were thousands of just such 
beasts herding on the free ranges. 
He^ owned red steers like those, but 

! Turned and Faced Squarely the Spot 
Which Held the Watching Man. 

was mere a man 111 tne cattle Country 
who did not? They were impossible 
of identification without the aid of 

j the}r brand, and it happened that 
j they were so bunched as to completely 
! baffle Williston in his eager efforts 
| to decipher the stamp that would dis

close their ownership. That they were 
the illegitimate prey of cattle rust-
lers^rhe never .for one moment doubt-
ed»" The si®StIbh~ ,was conclusive. A 
bed of glowing embers constantly re
plenished and kept at white heat 
served to lighten up the weird scene 

growing ansiry unaer tne surrounding 
cottonwoods. 

Williston thought he recognized in 
one of the men—the one who seemed 
to be directing the procedure of this 
little affair, whose wide and dirty hat-
rim was so tantalizingly drawn over 
his eyes—the solitary rider whose un-
expected appearance had so startled 
him a short time before. Both he and 
his companion were dressed after the 
rough, nondescript manner of cattle 
men, both were gay, laughing and 
talkative, and seemingly as oblivious 
to possible danger as if engaged in the 
most innocent and legitimate business. 

A little to the left and standing 
alone was an odd creature of most 
striking appearance—a large, spotted 
steer with long, peculiar-looking horns. 
It was quite impossible to mistake such 
a possession if it had once been yours. 
Its right side was turned full toward 
Williston and in the center of the nip 
stood out. distinctly the cleanly cau
terized three perpendicular lines that 
were the identifying mark of the 
Three Bars ranch, one of those same 
big, opulent, self-centered outfits whose 
astonishingly multiplying sign was be
coming such a veritable and prophetic 
writing on the wall for Willistoh and 
his kind. 

Who, then, had dared to drive before 
him an animal so branded? The bold
ness of the transgression and the inso
lent indifference to the enormity of at
tendant consequences held him for the 
moment breathless. His attention was 
once more called to the movements 
of the men. The steers with which 
they had been working was led away 
still moaning with surprise and pain, 
and another brought forward from 
the reserve bunch. The branded hip, 
if it was a brand, was turned away 
from Williston. The bewildered ani
mal was cleverly roped and thrown to 
the ground. The man who was plain
ly directing the affair, he of the droop
ing hat and lazy shoulders, stepped to 
the fire. Williston held his breath 
with the intensity of his interest. The 
man -stooped and took an iron from 
the fire. It was the endgate rod o( a 
wagon and it was red-hot. in the act 
of straightening himself from his 
stooping position, the glowing iron 
stick in his right hand, he flung from 
his head with an easy swing the flop
ping hat that interfered with the nicety 
of sight requisite in the work he was 
about to do, and faced squarely that 
quiet, innocent looking spot which 
held the watching man in its brush; 
and in the moment in which Williston 
jdrew hastily back, the fear of discov
ery gating a tattoo of co.ld chills down 
;£is sp^ne recognition if ihe mafr'eaMe 
to him in a clarifying burst of com
prehension. 

But the man evidently saw nothing 
and snsnpptpri nothina. His casual 

glance was probably otfly a mamresth-
tion of his habitual attitude of being 
never off his guard. He approached 
the prostrate steer with indifference 
to any meaning that might be attached 
to the soft snapping of twigs caused 
by Williston's involuntary drawing 
hack into the denser shadows. 

"Y' don't suppose now, do you, that 
any blamed, interferin' off'cer is 
a-loafin' round where he oughtn't to 
be?" said the second man with a 
laugh. 

Williston, much relieved, again 
peered cautiously through the brush. 
He was confident a brand was about 
to be worked over. He must see— 
what there was to see. 

"Easy now, boss," said the second 
man with an officious warning. He 
was a big, beefy fellow with a heavy, 
hardened face. Williston sounded the 
depths of his memory but failed to 
place him among his acquaintances in 
the cow country. 

"Gamble on me," returned the lead
er, with ready good nature, "I'll make 
it as clean as a boiled shirt. I take it 
you don't know my reputation, pard. 
well, you'll learn. You're all right, 
only a trifle green, that's all." 

With a firm, quick hand, he began 
running the searing iron over the 
right hip of the animal. When he had 
finished and the steer, released, stag
gered to its feet, Williston saw the 
brand clearly. It,was J. R. If it had 
been worked over another brand, it 
certainly was a clear job. He could 
see no indications of any old markings 
whatsoever. 

"Too clean to be worked over a 
lazy S," thought Williston, "but not 
over three bars." 

"There were six reds," said the 
chief, surveying the remaining bunch 
with a critical eye. "One must have 
wandered oft while I was gone. Get 
out there in the brush and round him 
up, Alec, while I tackle this long-
horned gentleman;" 

Williston turned noiselessly away 
from the scene which so suddenly 
threatened danger. Both men were 
fully armed and would brook no eaves
dropping. Once more he crossed the 
sand in safety and found- his horse 
where he had left him, up the ravine. 
He vaulted into the saddle and gal
loped away into the quiet night. 

CHAPTER II. ^ 
,«er "On the Trail." 

Williston himself came to the door. 
His thin, scholarly . face looked drawn 
and worn in the mid-day glare. A 
tiredness in the eyes told graphically 
of.A sleepless night. • • _ 

"I'm glad to see you. Langford," he 
said. . "It was eood of you to come. 
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Cloaks! 
Cloaks! 

Never before in the history of our cloak 
business at this season of the year has 
any assortment of cloaks been so' choice 
as it is now. This has been a big season 
and it has been hard to get the new {roods 
but in buying cloaks the way we do direct 
from the largest factories in the U. S. we 
are able to show the new styles as they 
come onto the market. lie sure and see 
our line. 

';v Black Kersey Cloaks, 58 
i ; inches long, $4.98 up. 

Brown cloaks, all new styles and sizes. 
Blue, castor and mixed cloaks, all styles, 
and any price. 

We are offering this week some very Special 
Bargains in some of our lines that have never 
before been equalled. Investigate. 
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Skirts! : Skirts! 
With over 75 styles of skirts in stock, in all colors and pric

es, we are able to show you anything you need in the skirt 
line. Grey worsted walking skirts $2.10 each. 

Black Panama skirts, four ilew styles, $1.95 each. 
Black poplin skirts—This skirt is made from a silk warp 

goods and comes in extra sizes up to 80 waist and 44 length 
—Si 1 each. See our line of skirts before you buy. 

Husking Mitts and Supplies of All Kinds. 
Shot Guns, Rifles and Hunters' Outfits of 
All Kinds. See Our Line. 

jf ^Wizard Flour Never Gave Better Satisfac-
|i®tion than It Does Now. Try a Sack. 
I s  / .  •  

Linens! Linens! 
Our line of table damask is complete. Anything you want for 

your table can be found in our stock. 
Table damask iltj inches wide HOc per yard. 
Heavy mercerized damask 64 inches-wide HOc per yard. This is 

a very good value. Napkins 'to match, $1.50 per dozen. 
We are showing some of the greatest values in hand worked 

linens that have ever been offered in Denison. Lunch cloths, 
beautiful designs, worth fifty per cent more, $2 each. 

BLACK CAT Hosiery SPECIALS 
You know what it is. Buy while this shipment lasts. None 

better made. Every pair warranted to give satisfaction. 
This lot of hose consists of men's, women's and children's 
woolen and fleeced hose. Look at the price and compare 
them. Gents' woolen hose, tine combed and extra quality, 
black, grey amd blue, regular 25c and 35c values, 19c pair, 

s: Boys' heavy fleeced hose, No. 4135, regular 25c value, 
•iil9 cents the pair. 
k; Misses' fine ribbed (  extra quality hose, No. 10, regular 
25c value, 15 cents the pair. s  '  

Children's fleeced hose, good grade,' 15c value, ioc pair. 
At these exceptional prices this lot of hose cannot last long. 

Stoves! 
Cold weather is here. You 

don't have to be a weather 
prophet to get up the*e cold 
mornings and predict cold 
weather for the next4mon lis. 
Neither do you have to be 
much of a philosopher to fig
ure out the saving one of our 
Peninsulars will make o R 
your coal bill. 

All we ask of von is an in
vestigation o f our line to 
show you the leading feature* 
and the superiority of our 
stoves. We not only guaran- v 

tee that our heaters will make 
a saving in your fuel bill but 
we also can sell you your 
heater 15 per cent cheaper f iV j 
than you can buy the same £ 

grade anywhere. Compare 
prices and our line from 

$6.50 Up 

1 

3 
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Ftat Coats & 
Dt*ck Coats 
We are exclusive agents for the famous "Gordon 

® A* 

& Ferguson" fur coats. These coats are acknow
ledged l>y all dealers to be the best on the market. 
Every coat is guaranteed to be made from the best 
selected furs by the most skilled workmen 
We carry these coats made from 

Galloway, Imported Dogs. 
Kangaroo. Coon 

Our line of duck coats, with blanket and sheepskin 
lining is the largest we have ever shown. All sizes 
and all prices from $1.35 up to $7.00. 
See us before you buy. 

Winte* Undefw'* 
Gents' heavy fleeced underwear —Shirts are double breast

ed and double backs, only 50c per garment. 
Gents' wool underwear, good grade, $1 per garment. '  
Ladies' union suits, fleeced grade, 50c each. * 
Children's heavy lleeoed underwear, a very good grade, 

prices range from 15c per garment, according to size. 
Buy your winter underwear from us. 

Pure Buckwheat Flour, Pennsylvania, 10 
lb. Bags, 45c. Geniten Apples, Good Keep
ers, $1.10 per bu. Send Us Your Order. 

OVERSHOES AND LEGGINS 
We have the exclusive sale thi« season for the famous in

dependent Hood Rubber Goods. Every pair of these rub
bers is guaranteed to be made from pure gum. ^ 

Women' heavy arctics, one buckle, $[.15 the pair: 
Men's extra heavy arctics, double sole and heel, rolled 

edge and two buckles—This is tlu best wearing arctic on 
the market—$1.85 a pair. * 1 1  * > 

Be sure and see our prices be fore you buy. t  V" ^ 

GEO. MtNAGH & CO 
Broadway and Main St. 
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GROCERIES--Send in Your Orders 
We are offering some vety exceptional bargains in grocer

ies. A comparison of pneei and a trial of quality will con
vince you it will pay you to trade with us. Ask us for prices 

Denison, Iowa on anything and you may be asmred you will get the lowest 


