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SYNOPSIS.

George Williston, a poor ranchman,
high minfled and cultured, searches for
cattle missing from his ranch-the “Laz
B." On a wooded spot in the river's be
that would have been an island had the
Missour! been at high water, he discovers
a band of horee thieves engaged in work-
Ing over brands on cattle. He creoﬁu
near enough to note the changing of the
*"Three Bars™ brand on one steer to the
“J. R." brand. Paul Langford, the rich
owner of the “Three Bars' ranth, ls sent
for by Williston and s informed of the
operations of the gang of cattle thieves,—
a band of outlaws headed by Jesse Black,
who long have defied the law and author-
fties of Kemah county, South Dakota
with impunity, but who, heretofore, had
not dared to molest any of the property
of the great “Three Bars' ranch. 1lis-
ton shows his reluctam'?' in opposing a
band so powerful in politics and so dread-
ed by all the community. Langford
pledges Williston his friendship if he
will assist in bringing ‘‘Jesse Black™ and
his gang to Jjustice, Langford is struck
with the beauty of Mary, commonly
known as "Williston’s little girl.”" Louise
Dale, an expert court stenographer, who
had followed her uncle, Judge Hammond
Dale, from the east to the “Dakotahs,™
and who is living with him at Wind City,
fs requested by the county attorney,

- Richard Gordon, to come tp Kemah and
take testimony in the preliminary hear-
ing of Jesse Black. She accepts the invi-
tatton and makes her first trip into the
wlid Indian country. Arriving at Velpen
peross the river from Kemah, she is met
by Jim Munson, a hot headed cowboy of
the “Three Bars" ranch, In waiting for
the train Munson looks at some cattle In
the stock pen. In the herd being shipped
to Bioux City by Bill Brown he detects
pld “Mag’' a well known “'‘onery.’ steer

belonging to his empiloyer of the “Three
v .- Bars'

ranch.

CHAPTER V.—Continued.
*What'll you have?’ he asked, hos-
pitably, the familiar air of the_Bon
Ami bringing him back to his accus-
tomed self-confident swagger.

“Might I have some tea and toast,
please?" sald Louise, sinking into a
chair at the nearest table, with two
startling yet amusing thoughts ram-
pant in her brain. One was, that she
wished Aunt Helen could have seen
her swinging along in the wake of this
typical “bold and licentious” man,
and calmly and comfortably sifting
down to a cozy little supper for two
at a public eating house; the other
startling thought was to the effect
that the inyitation was redolent with
puggestiveness, and she wondered if
she was not expected to say, "A whis-
key for me, please.”

“(Guess you kin,” answered Jim,
wonder In his voice at the exceeding
barrenness of the order. *“Mrs. Hig-
gins, hello there, Mrs. Higgins! I say,
there, bring on some tea and toast
for the lady!”

““Where is the Three Bars?” asked
Louise, her thoughts straying to the
terrors of a 15-mile drive through &
strange and uncanny country with a
stranger and yet more uncanny man.
S8he had accepted him without gues-
tion. He was part and parcel with the
strangeness of her new position. Baut
the suddenness of the transition from
idle eonjecture to startling reality had

have acted just like pesky, little plum'-
fool moskeeters, and we're goin’ to
slap 'em. The cheek of 'em, lightin’
on the Three Bars! Lord!”

“Mr. Williston informed, did he
not?"
“Williston? Oh, ves, he informed,

but he'd never 'a’ done it if it hadn't
'a’ been for the boss. The ol’ jellyfish
wouldn't 'a’ had the nerve to inform

wall. The boss is a doin’ this, I tell
you, Miss. But Williston ’s a goin’ on
the stand to-morrer all right, and so
am 1"

The two cowboys at the corner table
had long since finished their supper.
They now lighted bad-smelling cigars
and left the room. To Louise's great
relief Munson rose, too., He was back
very soon with a neat little runabout
and a high-spirited team of bays.

“Boss's private,” explained Jim with
pride. *“Nothin' too good for a lady,
80 the boss sent this and me to take

I mean—Jesse Black and his gang

without backin’, as sure as a stone
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you might call a light eater. The boss
and me we drove home lmﬁr all,
though we'd fted to stay for sup-
per.. The pgm got fooled
that time. Yep, ma'am, no_doubt about
it In the world. - Friends“ o' Jesse's
that we ain't able to lay hands om yit
pizened that there meat. Yep, no
doubt about it.. Dick was in an awful
sweat about you. Was bound he wis
a comin” after you hisself, sick .as he
was, when we found Mary was off the
count. So them the boss was a comin’
and they fit and squabbled for an hour
who could be best spared, when ],
comin’ in, settled it in a jiffy by
offerin’ my services, which was gladly
accepted. When there's pizenin' goin’
on, why, the boss's place Is hum. And
nothin’ would do but the boss's own
particular outfit. He never does things
by halves, the boss don't. So I hikes
home after it and then hikes here.”

“] am very grateful to him, I am
sure,” murmured Lbuise, smiling,

And Jim, daring to leok upon her
smiling face, clear eyes and soft halr
under the jaunty French sailor hat,
found himself wondering why there
was no woman at the Three Bars,
With the swift, half-intuitive thought,
the serpent entered Eden.

CHAPTER VL
“Nothing but a Hoss Thief, Anyway."”
The island teemed with early sun-

raised her proud head and she looked
this new development squarely in the
face without outward hint of inward
pertubation.

“Say, where wasg you raised?” asked
Jim, with tolerant scorn, between
huge mouthfuls of boiled pork and
cabbage, interspersed with baked po-
tatoes, hot rolls and soggy dumplings,
shoveled in with knife, fork or spoon.
He occasionally anticipated dessert
by making a sudden sortie into the
quarter of an immense custard pie,
hastening the end by means of noisy
draughts of steaming coffee. Truly,

the Three Bars connection had the fat

of the land at the Bon Ami.
“Why, it's the Three Bars that's
bringin’ you bhere, Didn't you know
? There's nary a man in the

keep off all-fours ‘ceptin’ Paul Lang-
ford. Um. You just try once to walk
over the boss, will you? Lord! What
& greasg spot you'd make!"

“Mr. Gordon isn’t being walked
over, is he?' asked Louise, finished

idees. Don't know
much sbout handlin’ hoss thieves and
sich. Ain’'t smooth enocugh.' Aeted
. kind o' like & chicken with its head
__ ;.m-ol till the boss got into the round-

»Oh!" said Loulse, whose concep-

_ *Well, we are,” shortly. "
“We arn't, and we don’t care to be
passed, you know.” i
He spoke indifferently, In defer-
ence to Loulse, Jim waited. “The men
smoked on carelessly.. The toll-man

f

“You go to hell! The Thrce Bars
ain’t waltin' on no damned hoss
thieves,” sald Jim, suddenly.

With a burning oath Jim, keeping to
the side of the steep Incline till the
river mire cut him "off, deliberately
turned his stanch little team squarely
and crowded them forward against
the shaggy buekskins, It was team
against team. Louise, clinging tightly
to-the seat, lips pressed together to
keep back any sound, felt a wild, in-
explicahle thrill of confidence in the
strength of the man beside her.

The bays were pititully, cruelly
lashed by the enraged owner of the
buckskins, but true as steel to the fa-
miliar voice that had guided them
so often and so kindly, they gave not
nor faltered. There was a snapping
of broken wood, a wrench, a glving
way, and the rumabout sprang over
debris of broken whee]l and wagon-box
to the narrow conflnes of the pontoon.

“The Three Bars is gettin’ busy!"
gibed Jim over his shoulder.

“It's a sorry day for you and yours,”
ceried the other, in black and ugly
wrath.

“We ain't afraid. You're nothin' but
a hoss thief, anyway!" responded Jim,
gleefully, as a parting shot.

“Now what do you suppose was
their game?” he asked_of the girl at
his side.
“I don't know,” answered Louise,
thoughtfully. “But I thought it not
wise to fay too much to them. You
are a witness, I believe you said.”
“Then you think thev are part o' the
gang 7
“I consider them at least sympa-
thizers, don’t you? They seemed down
on the Three Barg.”
In the Indian country at last. Mile
after mile of level, barren stretches
after the hill region had been left be-
hind. Was there no end to the thirst-
inspiring, monotonous, lonely reach of
cacti? Prairie dogs, perched in front
of their holes, chattered and scolded
at them. The sun went down and a

refreshing coolness crept over the
hard, baked earth. Still, there was
nothing but distance anywhere in all

“Where Is the Three Bars?”

keer o' it. And o' you, too, Miss,” he
added, as an afterthought.

He held the lines in his brown, mus-
cular hands, lovingly, while he stowed
away Louise’s belongings and himself
saugly in the seat, and then the blood
burned hot and stinging through his
bronzed, tough skin, for suddenly in
his big, honest, untrained sensibilities
was born the conscionsnesg that the
boss would have stowed away the lady
firstt It was an embarrassing mo-
ment. Loulse saved the day by climb-
ing in unconcernedly after him and
tucking the linen robe over her skirt

flowers and hints of goldenrod yet to
The fine,
deadened the sound of the horses
They seemed (o be spinning
through. space. .Under the cotton-
woods it grew dusky and still,

At the toll house a dingy buckboard
in a state of weird dilapidation, with &
team of shaggy buckskin ponies, stood
waiting. - Jim drew up. Two men
were lounging in front of the shanty,
chatting to the toll-man.

“Hello, Jim!” called one of them, &
tall, slouching fellow with sandy col-

come,

hoofs.

oring.

“Now, how the devil did you git
my name?™ growled

“The Three Barg Is gettin’
theee days,” spoke up g
with an insolent grin.

80 familiar with

Jim.

portunity for studying it are Immense-

gaze of mankind, and dlscoveries of
immense value can doubtless be made.

the second man,

“You bet it {8,” bragged Jim. “When
- git-to

the land, and a feeling of desolation
swept over the girl.

The moon came up. Then there were
miles of white moonlight and lonely
plain. But for some time now there
has been a light in front of them. It
is as if It must be a will-o"-the-wisp.
They never seem to get to it. But at
last they are there. The door is wide
open. A pleasant odor of bacon and
coffee ig wafted out to the tired trav-
elers,

“Come right in,” says the cheery
voice of Mary. “How tired you must
be, Miss Dale., Tie up, Jim, and come
in and eat something before you go.
Well, you can eat again—two suppers
won't hurt you. I have kept things
warm for you. Your train must have
been late. Yes, dad is better, thank
you. He'll be all right in the morn-
ing"” ‘

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Advance in Miscroscopy.
The wonders revealed by the ordi-
nary miscroscope are Iincreased a
hundredfold by a recent Invention,
which enables the use of a high-power
lens as large as six inches In diameter
—thus bringing the whole of objects
Instead of details only under observa-
tion. By this means a common house-
fily is magnified not in parts, but all
at once, till it appears to be as large
as an ostrich or a condor, and, being
inclosed in an open space, where it Is
kept direetly within the fleld of the
glass and yet has ample room, consid-
ering its size, to move about and en-
gage in its usual oeccupations, the op-

ly In advance of anything previously
enjoyed by sclentists. Vast worlds of
mfcroscopic - life, hitherto - only
dreamed of, are suddenly open to the

inscription: “Satan I ‘when b
sees Bibles sold as low as these—=
Woman's Home Companion. -

PURE FOOD.

No Food Commissioner of Any State
Has Ever Attacked the Absolute
~ Purity of Grape-Nuts.

Every analysis undertaken shows.

and Barley, treated by our processes
to partially transform the starch
parts into a form of Sugar, and there- -
fore much easier to digest.

Our claim that it is a “Food for
Brain and Nerve Centres” is based
upon the fact that certain parts of
Wheat and Barley (which we use) con-
tain Nature's brain and nerve-building
ingredients, viz.: Phosphate of Pot-
ash, and the way we prepare the food
makes it easy to digest and assimilate,

Dr. Geo. W. Carey in his book om
“The Biochemic System of Medicine™
says:

“When the medical profession fully
understands the nature and range of
the phosphate of potassium, insane
asylums will no longer be needed.

“The gray matter of the bl;ain is
controlled entirely by the inorganic
cell-salt, potassium phosphate, .

“This salt unites with albumen, and
by the addition of oxygen creates nerve-
fluid, or the gray matter of the brain.
“Of course, there is a trace of other
salts and other organic matter in
nerve-fluid, but potassium phosphate
is the chief factor, and has the power
within itself to atiract, by its own law
of affinity, all things needed to manu-
facture the elixir of life. Therefore,
when nervous symptoms arise, due to
the fact that the merve-fluid has been
exhausted from any cause, the phos-
phate of potassium is the omnly true
remedy, because nothing else can
possibly supply the deficiency.

“The ills arising from too rapidly
consuming the.gray matter of the
brain cannot be overestimated.
“Phosphate of Potash, 18 to my
mind, the most wonderful curative
agent ever discovered by man, and
the blessings it has already conferred_
on the race are many. But ‘what
shall the harvest be' when physicians
everywhere fully undsistand the parg
this wonderful - salt plays fn the
processes of life? It will do as much
as can be done through physlology to
make a heaven on earth.

“Let the overworked businegs man
take it and go home good-tempered.
Let the weary wife, nerves unstrung
from attending to sick children or en-
tertaining company, take it and note
how quickly the equilibrium will be
restored and calm and reason assert
her throne. No ‘provings’ are required
here. We find this potassium salt
largely predominates in merve-fluid,
and that a deficlency produces well- -
defined symptoms. The beginning and
end of the matter is to supply the
lacking principle, and in molecular
form, exactly as nature furnishes it in
vegetables, fruits and grain. To sup-
ply deficiencies—this is the only law
of cure.” ; i
Please observe that Phosphate of
Potash is not properly of the drug-
shop variety but is best prepared by
“0Old Mother Nature” and stored in
the grains ready for use by mankind.
Those who have been helped to better
health by the use of Grape-Nuts are
legion.

“There's a Reason.”

BRAIN POWER

Increased by Proper Feeding.

A lady writer who not only has done_
good literary work, but reared a fam-
fiy, found in Grape-Nuts the ideal food
for brain work and to develop healthy
children. She writes:

“Unable to eat breakfast I felt faint

this food to be made strictly of Wheat




