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wRoddy was Bannon's secretary. Both men
“iLanyard. -’ ,

.- 'by your leave, to take you out to din-
" per.' This way, please!”

* on the wall of the scullery not far from

hesitate a long time before rushing a

: Calmly he possessed himself of it.

SYNGPSIS.
&

CHAYTER I—-At Troyon's, a Parls inn,
'the youth Marcel Troyon, afterwards to
/be known as Michae nyard, is caught
istealing by Burke, un expert thief, who
takes the boy with him to America and
makes of him a finished cracksman.

CHAPTER II—After stealing the Ombes
§i:)welu and the Huysman war plans in
.London Lanyard returns to Troyon's fer
ithe first time in many years because he
'thinks Roddy, a Scotland Yard man, ia
on his trail. On arrival he finds Roddy al-
ready Installed as a guest.

. CHAPTER III—At a dinner a conversa-
{tion between Comte de Merbihan, M, Ban-
non and Mille. Bannon about the Lone
IWolf, a celebrated cracksman who works
‘alone, puzzles and him as to
{whether his identity is only guessed og
knawn.

CHAPTER IV~—To satisfy him ,
Roddy is not watching ryhim %&:&
dresses and goes out, leaving ﬂoddy ap-
?oa.or,enntlt)"ma.nﬂce:p ang snorl::l in the next
& mirl in Bin rorm Stes.thily, %o fud

CHAPTER V—The girl turns out to be
Mlle. Bannon, who explains her presence
by saying that she was sleep-walking.

CHAPTER VI—In his apartment near
the Trocadero he finds written on the back
of a twenty-pound note, part of his con-
tealed emergency hoard, an invitation
{lrlox‘?‘ The Pack to the Lone Wolf to join

em, {

CHAPTER YVII-Lanyard attempts to
dispose of the Omber jewels, but finds
that The Pack has forbidden the buyers to
goa.lk with him. He decides to meet The

ack.

CHAPTER VIO-De Morblhan meda
Bim and takes him before three masked
members of The Pack.

CHAPTER IX—He recognizes Popl
apache, and Wertheimer, ‘l!;n lish o&ggl‘:
man, but the third, an American, is un-
:‘l:‘:n‘:m to him. He refuses alllance with

CHAPTER X~On his return to his room
he is attacked in the .dark, but l:nocks
out his assailant. 3 g

CHAPTER XI—-He gives the uncon-
scious man, who proves .to be the mys-
terious American, a hypodermic to kecp
him quiet, discovers th&t Roddy has been
murdered in his bed with the evident in-
tention of fastening the crime on him,
::nlcld c%:-wm“o:'lhc.s: ptpesrmceblotht‘l’xe wh

0 resemble own,
starts to leave the house.

'CHAPTER XII—In the corridor he en-

€0
l‘u‘gt::."l:}x‘clhai“Bannon. who insists on

CHAPTER XIII — Having no money
Lucia is obliged to take refuge with Lan-
ard in the studio of an absent artist
d of his. He locks her in a room
::ffm and retires to get some rest him-

. CHAPTER XIV—After sleep Lanyard
his  viewpoint ,channd.p He tells
who he is

CHAPTEr XV—mutual confessions fol-
w. “She is Lucy Shannon, not Bannon,
nd has been used as a tool by Bannon,
he . crook. The American murderer of

e members of The Pack and out to get

CHAPTER XVI—Lanyard tells  Lucy |
that he means-to reform and she agrees
to go with him to return the.London loot.
A newspaper wrapped in a brick is throwr
through the skylizht.

CHAPTBER XVII--A- bullet follows- the
dbrick. . The paper has an account of the
total destruction by fire of Troyon's. /

*All the same,” she contended stub-
bornly, “I'm the stumbling-block.
You're risking your life for me—"

“I'm not,” he insisted almost angrily.

“You are,” she returned with quiet
conviction.

“Well,” he laughed, “have it your
own way! But it’s my life, isn't it?
I really don’t see how you're going to
prevent my risking it for anything that
may seem to me worth the risk!” °

But she ‘wouldn’t laugh; only her
countenance, suddenly bereft of its mu-
tinous expression, softened winningly
—and her eyes grew very kind to him.

“As long as it's understood I under-
stand—very well,” she said quietly,
“I'll do as you wish, Mr. Lanyard.”

“Good!” he cried cheerfully. “I wish,

Leading her through the scullery, he
unbarred and swung open a .low,
arched door in one of the walls, uncov-
ering the black mouth of a narrow
and tunnel-like passageway that ran
off at right angles from the side of the
house.

‘With & word of caution, flash-lamp in
his left hand, pistol in right, Lanyard
stepped out into the darkness.

In two minutes he was back with a
look of relief.

“All clear,” he reported; ‘I felt
preity sure Popinot was ignorant of
this emergency exit—else we'd have
entertained uninvited guests long
since. Now, half a minute.”

The electric meter occupied a place

the door. Prying open its cover, he
unscrewed and removed the fuse-plug,
plunging the entire house in complete
darkness.

‘“That’ll keep 'em guessing a while!”
he explained with a chuckle. “They’ll

dark house infested by a desperate
armed man—if I know anything about
that mongrel crew! Besides, when
they do get their courage up, the lack
of light will stave off discovery of this
way of escape. And now, one word
more.”

A flash of the lamp located her hand.

‘I've brought you into trouble
enough as it is through my stupidity,”
he said; “but for that, this place
should have been a refuge to us until
we were quite ready to leave Paris.
So now we mustn't forget, before we
go out to run God only knows what
gauntlet, to fix a rendezvous in event
of separation. Popinot, for instance,
may have drawn a cordon around the
block; we can’t tell until we're in the
street; if he has, you must leave me to
keep them interested and—ah—divert-
ed until you're safe beyond their reach.
Oh, don't worry—I’'m perfectly well
able to take care of myseif. But after-

ard we must know where to find each
other. Hotels, cafes and restaurants

are out of the question—in the first
lace, we've barely. money enough for
ur dinner; besides, all such places

(Copyright, bv Lnuls Joseph Vance.)

are certain to be watched closely. Our
embassies and consulates aren’t open
at all hours, and will likewise be
watched. - There remain—unless you
can suggest something—only the
churches; and I can think of none
better suited to our purposes than the
Sacre-Coeur.”

Her fingers tightened gently upon
his.

“I understand,” she said quiyy; “t
we’re obliged to separate I'm to go di-
rect to the Sacre-Coeur up on the hill-
top and await you there.”

“Right! But let’s hope there’ll be
no such necessity.”

Then, hand in hand, like frightened
children, these two stole down the tun-
nel-like passageway, through a small,
forlorn court, more like a well,
cramped between two tall old tene-
ments, and so came out into the
gloomy, sinuous and silent Rue d’As-
sas. 4

Here they encountered few way-
farers; and to those few, preoccupied
with anxiety to win to shelter from
the inclement night, they seemed, no
doubt, some student of the .Quartier
with his sweetheart—Lanyard, in his
shabby raincoat, striding rapidly, head
and shoulders bowed against the driv-
ing mist, the girl in her trim Burberry
clinging trustfully to his arm.

Avoiding the nearer stops of the
underground Metropolitan as danger-
ous, Lanyard steered a roundabout
coursa through byways to the Rue'de
Sevres station of the Nord-Sud, from
which, in due course, they climbed to
the surface again at the Place de la
Concorde, walked several blocks,
picked up a taxicab, and in less than
half an hour from the time of their de-
parture from the Impasse Stanislas
were comfortably ensconced in a cabi-
net particulier of a little restaurant of
modest pretensions just north of Les
Halles.

They feasted famously—the cuisine,
if bourgeoise, was admirable and, bet-
ter still, well within the resources of
Lanyard’s emaciated purse. Nor did
he fret that, when the bill had been
paid and the essential tips bestowed,
there would remain in his pocket little
more than cab fare. Supremely self-
confident, he harbored no doubts of a
smiling future—now that the dark
pages in his record had been turned
and sealed by a resolution he held ir-
revocable. e e itay o

"His_ spirits had mounted to a high
pitch, thanks to their successful eva-
sion. He was young, he was in love,
he was hungry, he was—in short—very
much alive.. And the consciousness of
common peril knitted an enchanting
intimacy into their talk.

For the first time in his history Lan-
yard found himself in the company of
& woman to whom he dared—and
cared—to speak without reserve—a
circumstance intrinsically intoxicating.
And stimulated by her unquestionable
interest and' sympathy, he did talk
witbout reserve—of old Troyon’s and

its drudge Marcel, of Bourke and his

wanderings, of the education of the
Lone Wolf and his career, less in pride
than- in relief that it was ended, of the
future he must achieve for himself.

And, sitting with chin cradled on the
backs of her interlaced fingers, the
girl listened with such indulgence as
women find always for their lovers. Of
herself she had little to say. Lanyard
filled. in to his taste the outlines of
the simple history of the young wom-
an of good family obliged to become
self-supporting.

And if at times her grave eyes
clouded and her attention wandered,
it was less in ennui than because of
occult trains of thought set in motion
by some chance word or phrase of
Lanyard’s.

“I'm boring you,” he suggested once
with quick contrition, waking up to the
fact that he'd monopolized the conver-
sation for many minutes on end.

She shook a pensive head. “No,
But, I wonder, do you appreci-
ate the magnitude of the task you've
set yourself?”

“Possibly not,” he conceded arro-
gantly; “but it doesn't matter. The
heavier the odds, the greater the in-
centive to win.”

‘“But,” she objected, “you've told me
a curious ctory of one who never had
a chance or incentive to ‘go straight'—
as you put it. And yet you seem to
think that an overnight resolution to
reform is all that’s needed to change
all the habits of a lifetime. You per-
suade me of your sincerity of today;
but how will it be with you tomorrow
—and not so much tomorrow as six
months from tomorrow, when you've
found the going rough and know you've
only to take one step aside to gain a
smooth and easy way?”

“If I fail, then, it will be because I'm
unfit—and I'll go under and never be
heard of again. But I sha'n’t fail. It
seems to me the very fact that I want
to go straight is proof enough that I've
something inherently decent in me to
build on.”

“I do believe that, and yet—" She
lowered her head and began to trace
a meaningless pattern on the cloth be-
fore she resumed. “You've given me
to understand that I'm responsible for
your sudden awakening—that it’'s be-
cause of a regard conceived for me
you're so anxious to become an honest
man. Suppose—suppose you were to
find out—you’d been mistaken in me?"”

“That isn’t possible,” he objected
promptly. ;

She smiled upon him wistfully.

“But it it were—"

“Then—I think,” he said soberly—*T
think Id’_feel as though there were

nothing but emptiness beneath my
feot!” N

“And you'd—backslide?”

“How can I tell?” he expostulated.
“It’s not a fair question. I don’t know
what I'd do, but I do know it would
need something damnable to shake my
faith in you!”

“You think so now,” she said toler-
antly. “But if appearances were against
me__'l

“They’d have to be black!”

“If you found I had deceived you—"

“Miss Shannon!” He threw an arm
across the table and suddenly impris-
oned her hand. ‘“There’s no use beat-
ing about the bush. You've got to
know—"

She drew back suddenly with a
frightened look and a monosyllable of
sharp remonstrance: “No!”

“But you must listen to me. I want
you to understand. Bourke used to say
to me: ‘The man who lets love into
his life opens a door no mortal hand
can close—and God only knows what
will follow in!’ And Bourke was right.

1
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Now that door is open in my heart, and
I think that whatever follows in won't
be evil or degrading. Oh, I've said it
a dozen different ways of indirection,
but 1 may as well say it squarely now.
I love you; it’s love of you makes me
want to go straight, in the hope that
when I’ve proved myself you'll maybe
let me ask you to marry me.

‘“Perhaps you're in love with a bet-
ter man today; but I'm willing to
chance that; a Yyear brings many
changes, Perhaps there’s something
I don’t fathom in your doubting my
strength and constancy. Only the out-
come can declare that. But please un-
derstand this: .If I fail to make good
it will be solely because I'm unfit and
have proved it. All I ask is what
you’ve generously promised me--—0p-
p?rtunity to come to ycu at the end of
the year and ‘make my report. And
then, if you will, you can say no te
the. question I'll ask. you, and I sha'n’t
resent it, and it won’t ruin me; for it
a man can stick to a purpose for a
year he can stick to it forever, with or
without the love of the woman he
loves.” . *

.She heard him out without attempt
at interruption, -but her answer was
prefaced by a sad little shake of her
head. i

“That’s what makes it so hard, so
terribly hard,” she said. “Of course
I've understood you—all that you've
said by indirection, and much besides,
has had its meaning to me—and I'm
glad and proud of the honor you offer
me. ButI can’t accept it, I can never
accept it—not now nor a year from
now.  And it isn’t fair to let. you go on
hoping that I might some time consent
to marry you. ~For that’s impossible.”

“You—forgive me—you’re not al-
ready married?”

IINO.II

“Or promised?”

“No.“

“Or.in love with someone else?”

Again she told him, gently, “No.”

His face cleared. He squared his
shoulders. He even mustered up a
smile.

“Then it isn’t impossible. No-human
obstacle exists that time can't over-
throw. In spite of all you say, I shall
g0 on hoping with all my heart and
soul and strength.”

“But you don’t understand—"

“Can you tell me—make me under-
stand ?”

After a long pause she told him once
more, and very sadly: ‘“No.” ;

CHAPTER XVIIL.
Sheer Impudence.

Though it was not yet eight o’clock
when they entered the restaurant, it
was something after eleven before
Lanyard called for his bill.

“We’'ve plenty of time,” he had ex-
plained; “it’ll be midnight before we
can move. The gentle art of house-
breaking has its technique, you know,
and its ethics—we can’t well violate
the privacy of Mme. Omber’s strong-
box before the caretakers on the
premises are sound asleep. It isn't
done, you know—it isn’t class to go
burglarizing when decent, law-abiding
folk are wide awake. Meantime we're
better off - here than trapesing the
streets.”

It’s a silent web of side ways and a
gloomy one by night that backs up |.
north of Les Halles—old Paris, grim,
taciturn, and somber, steeped in its
memories of savage romance. But for
infrequent corner lamps, the street
that welcomed them from the doors of
the warm and’ cozy restaurant was as
dismal as an alley in some city of the
dead. Its houses, with their mansard
roofs and boarded windows, bent their
heads together like mutes at a wake,
black-cloaked and hooded; seldom one
showed a light; never one betrayed by
any sound the life that lurked behind
its jealous blinds.

Now again the rain had ceased and,
though the sky remained overcast, the
atmosphere was clear and brisk with a
touch of frost, in grateful contrast to

the dull and muggy air that had ob-

ful and well-lighted establishment situ-

~when convinced of our innocence.” -

a slow smile to irradiate his features.
he said cheerfully, “to the address on

tance, near the Etoile. A long chance,
but one we must risk; give me half an
hour alone, and I guarantee to discour-
age this animal one way or another.
You understand?”

s S e A S D —

tained for the last twenty-four hours. :

“We'll walk,” Lanyard suggested— |
“if you don’t mind—part of the way at |
least; it’ll eat up time, and a bit of ex- |
ercise will do us both good.” |

The girl assented quictly.

The drum of their heels on fast-dry-
ing sidewalks struck sharp echoes
from the silence of that drowsy quar-
ter, a lonely clamor that rendered it
impossible to ignore their apparent
solitude—as impossible as it was for
Lanyard to ignore the fact that they
were followed.

The shadow dogging them on the far
side of the street,some fifty yards be-
hind, was as noiseless as any cat; but
for this circumstance Lanyard would
have been slow to believe it was con-
cerned with him, so confident had he"
felt, till that moment, of having given
the Pack the slip.

And from this he diagnosed still an-
other symptom of the Pack’s incurahle
stupidity! ;

Supremely on the alert, he had dis-
covered the pursuit before they left
the block of the restaurant. Dissem-
bling, 'partly to avoid alarming the
girl, partly to trick the follower into a
feeling of greater security, he turned
this way and that, round several cor-
ners, until quite convinced that the
shadow was dedicated to himself jex-
clusively, then promptly revised his
prior purpose and, instead of sticking
to darker backways, struck out direct-
ly for the broad, well-lighted, and live-
ly Boulevard Sebastopol.

Crossing this without another back-
ward glance, he turned north, seeking
some cafe whose arrangements suited
his designs; and, presently, though not
before their tramp had brought them
almost to the line of the Grand boule-
vards, found one to his taste, a cheer-

ated upon a corner, with entrances
from both streets. A hedge of forlorn
fir trees knee-deep in wooden tubs
guardea 'z collection of round, metal
tables and spindle-shanked chairs, of
which few were occupied. Inside, vis-
ible through the wide plate-glass win-
dows, perhaps a dozen patrons sat
round half as many tables—no more—
idling over dominoes and gossip—
steady-paced burghers with their
wives, men in small ways of business
in the neighborhood.

Entering to this ‘company, Lanyard
selected a square, marble-topped table
against the back wall, entrenched him-
self with the girl upon the plush-up-
holstered seat behind it, ordered cof-
fee and writing materials, and proceed-
ed to light a cigarette with the non-
chalance of one to whom time is of no
conseguence.

“What is {t?” the girl asked guard-
ediy, as the waiter scurried off to exe-
cute his commands. “You've xot
stopped in ‘here for nothing!”

“True—but lower, please!” he
begged. “If we speak Eaglish loud
enough to be heard it will attract at-
tention. The trouble is, we're followed.
But as yet our faithful shadow doesn’t
know we know it—unless he’s more in-
telligent than he seems. Consequent-
ly, if I don’t misjudge him, he'll gake
a table outside, the better to keep an
eye on us, as soon as he sees we’re ap-
parently seitled for some time. More
than that, I've got a note to write—aid
not merely as a subterfuge. This fel-
low must be shaken off, and as long as
we stick together that can’t very well
be done.”

He interrupted himself while the
waiter served them, then sugared his
coffee, arranged the ink bottle and pa-
per to his satisfaction, and bent over
his pen.

“Come closer,” he requested—*"as if
you were interested in what I'm writ-

e

“Bring Both Hands in Sight—Upon
the Table.”

ing—and amused; if you can laugh a
bit at nothing, so much the better. But
keep a sharp eye on the windows. You
can do that more readily than I under
cover of the brim of your hat. And
let me know what you see.”

He had no more than settled into
the swing of composition than the
girl—apparently following his pen
with closest attention—giggled coquet-
tishly and nudged his elbow.

“The window to the right of the
door we came in,” she murmured, smil-
ing delightedly; “he’s standing behind
the fir trees, staring in.”

“Can you make him out?" Lanyard
asked without moving his lips.

“No more than that he’s tall,” she
sald with every indication of enjoying
a most tremendous joke. “His face ie
all in shadow.”

“Patience!” counseled the adven-
turer. “He’ll take heart of courage

He poised his pen, scrutinized the
ceiling for inspiration, and permitted

“You'll take this note, if you please,”

the envelope, by taxi—it's some dis-

“Perfectly!” she laughed archly.

He bent over and for a few mo-
ments wrote busily. y

“Now he’s walking slowly round the |
corner, never taking his eyes from |
you,” the girl reported, shoulder to |
shoulder and head distractingly near !
his head. o

“Good. Can you see him any bet- |
ter?” .

"Not yet."

“This note,” he said, without stop-
ping his pen or appearing to say any-
thing, “is for the concierge of a build-
ing where I rent stabling for a little,
closed car I find occasionally useful.
I’'m supposed there to be a chauffeur
in the employ of a crazy Englishman
who keeps me constantly traveling
with him back and forth batween
Paris and London. That’s to account
for the irregularity with which I use
the car. They know me, monsieur and
madame of the conciergerie, as Pierre
Lamier; and I think they’re safe—not
only trustworthy and of friendly dis-
position, but quite simple-minded; I
don’t believe they gossip much. If so,
the chances are De Morbihan and his
gang know nothing of the arrangement.
But that’s all speculation—a forlorn
hope!”

“I understand,” the girl chuckled at
his elbow. “He’s still prowling up and
down outside the hedge.”

“We're not going to need that car to-
night; but the home of Mme. Omber is
close by; and I'll follow and join you
there within an hour at most. Mean-
time, this note will introduce you to
the concierge and his wife—I hope you
won’'t mind—as my fiancee. I'm telling
them we became engaged in England,
and I've brought you to Paris to visit
my mother in Montrouge, but am de-
tained by my employer’s business, and
will they please give you shelter for an
hour.”

‘“He’s coming in,” the girl announced
quietly.

“In here?”

“No—merely inside the row of little
trees.”

“Which entrance?”

(TO BE CONTINVJED.)

The Word “Stunt.”

A “stunt” is a/feat or performance
striking for the strength or skill re-
quired for its accompiishment; hence
it has come to mean any real feat.
The wor< has made its way into both
Webster and the New Standard dic-
tionary, but neither states its origin.
Webster suggests a comparison with
the old word “stint,” which means “a
task.” It is interesting to note that
obsolete provincial English had a
word “stunt” which meant ‘‘dull” or
“stupid.”

When Inclosing Stamps.

Here is a hint for my own benefit
as wdil as yours: When sending a !
postage stamp in a letter iustead of
moistening one corner and sticking it
to the paper, moisten a small spot in
the center of the stamp and the affix
it to.your inclosure. The removal of
a emall part of the center of the
glued back in no way impairs the use-
fulness of the stamp, but the corner
often tears oif.—Exchange.

" Invents a Hilarity Recorder.
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Capital $100,000.00
Surplus $40,000.00
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An English moving picture man has
invented an instrument for register-
ing the hilarity caused by comic films.
It is called the acougraph and is em-
ployed in the halls where new movies
are being tried on an audience for the
first time. The proprietors of the film
can then impress their customers or
not, as the case may be, with the sur-
prising result recorded.

Disgusted the Minister.

“The new minister called upon the
factory superintendent today.” ‘“‘How’d
he come out?” *“Boiling. The super-
intendent thought he w&s a man look-
ing for a' job and told him that he
would give him a job in spite of his
looks, if he could furnish first-class
references and give a bond.”—Houston
Post.

First American Lace Plant..

The ftirst lace plant established in
the TUnited States was that of the
Jennings Lace ‘works in Brooklyn, N.
Y., about thirty years ago. Other
plants have been established from tins
to time until now .there are abonut
twenty-six factories operating 550 lace
machines and employing several thou-
sand persomns. g

Wouldn't Be New to Her.

Miss Gigglegum (single and roman-
tic)—“The shower of soot and ashes
from Vesuvius must be an awe-*aspir-
ing sight. Would you not like to wit-
ness it?” Mrs. Pottson Pans (mar-
ried and prosaic)—“Oh, I don’t know—
I've seen my husband take down a
stovepipe.”—Judge.

How Did He Know?

Elizabeth was studying in her his-
tory about the discovery of the Pacific
ocean by Balboa., “Well,” said she,
looking up from her history, “what I
don’t understand about this discovery
busiress is how Balboa knew it was
the Pacific ocean when he had never
seen it before.”—Harper's Magazine.

L

iIf She Always Said What She Meant.

“Will you be mine?” he asked. “O,
no, I will not be yours,” she replied,
“but I don't object to going through
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Clean your Seéd Oats with a

Dhllham Mill
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These mills have an unequalled

record;
BECAUSE:

1st. They separate grain from foul
seed, Better: e ;
2nd. They clean your grain Better. "

3rd. They remove impurities and
imperfect grain Better.

Simple, Strong and Easy Hunnlng
SOLD BY .

THE W. D. HOYT CO.
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Manchester, Earlville
Winthrop, Robinson

We have a full line of

American Twins, at per pound - 20c
Long Horns, at per pound - - 20c¢c
Bismark Brick, at per Xound - 22c¢ |
Limberger, at per poun - - 25¢c

In package cheese we have

Elkhorn Kraft in 1-2 pound and 1 pound tins.
Nippy Cheese in 10¢ rolls-and Roquefort in
20c jars.

Naval Oranges are fine now, we have all sizes,
per dozen . 1Sc to 40c

Florida Grape Fruit, each - S5c¢ to 12 1-2¢

Try Chase & Sanborn’s Seal Innd‘ Coffes
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W.H.LAFFERTY

PHONE 25§84 A

the ceremony that will give you the
right to work your head off in order
to buy me all the clothes and jewelry
and social pleasure I want.”—Houstou
Chronicle.

\

Daily Thought.

Beautiful it is to understand and
know that a thought did never yet
die; that as thou, the originator there-
of, hast gathered it and created it
from the whole part, so thou wilt
transmit it to the whole future.—Car-
lyle.

That Little Word “If.” '

Husband (testily)—“Oh, if—if—if!
You remind me of what the fellow who
got lost in the woods said to his com-
panion.” Wife—‘‘Well, what did he
say?’ Husband—"“He said: ‘Now, if
we had some ham we'd have some ham
and eggs, if we had some eggs.' ' —
Boston Transcript.

Money for FARM LOANS ’

We are in the market for choice Iowa farm loans, and we have

have attractive propositions bo.h as to rate and option of prepay-

ment. Write or phone us for particulars.

AMERICAN MORTGAGE & SEGURITIES GO

Manchester, lowa A. M. CLOUD, President

J. A. TREWIN, VicePres. F. C. WAPLES, Sec.
J. F. GRAHAM, Vice-Pres. H. E. HENDERSON, Treas.
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