
MW'HI:" 

LONE1 
[WOLF, 

LOUIS 
JOSEPH 
JVANCH, 

(Copyright, bv Lstula Joseph Vanc«.) 

_ SYNOPSIS. 
( # 
' CHAPTER I—At Troyon's, a Pari* inn, 
I the youth Marcel Troy on, afterwards to 
'be known as Ulchaei Lanyard, is caught 
•teallng by Burke, tin expert thief, who 
takes the boy with him to America and 
makes of him a finished cracksman. 

CHAPTER II—After stealing the Omba: 
Jewels and the Huysman war plans In 
London Lanyard returns to Troyon's Cor 
the first time In many years because he 
thinks Roddy, a Scotland Tard man. Is 
on his trail. On arrival he finds Roddy al
ready installed as a guest 

; CHAPTER III—At a dinner a converse^ 
itlon between Comte de Morblh&n, M. Ban* 
iDon and Mile. B&nnon atyout the Lone 
i wolf, a celebrated cracksman who works 
alone, pussies and alarms him aa to 
!'whether his identity Is only guessed 00 
knim. 

CHAPTER JV-Tp satisfy himself that 
v®™' not watching him. Lanyard 

iEoe® °"t' leaving itoddy ap-
£jr®ntlT asleep and snoring In the next 
""ft then comes back stealthily, to find a srlrl in hla nnm 

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

CHAPTER VI—In his apartment near 
the Trocadero he finds written on the back 
•f a twenty-pound note, part of his con
cealed emergency hoard, an Invitation 
from The Pack to the Xoi 
them. 

one Wolf to join 

CHAPTER XXII, 

CHAPTER VII—Lanyard attempts to 
dispose of the Omber Jewels, but finds 
that The Pack has forbidden the buyers to 
deal with him. He decides to meet The 
Pack. 

CHAPTER VIII—De Morblhan mete 
11m and takes him before three masked 
members of The Pack. 

CHAPTER IX—He recognises Popinot. 
apache, and Werthelmer. English mobs
man, but the third, an American, Is un
known to him. He refuses alliance with 
them. 
_ CHAPTER X—On his return to his room 
he Is attacked In tho dark, but knocks 
out his assailant. 

CHAPTER XI—He gives the uncon
scious man, who proves to he the mys
terious American, a hypodermic to keep 
him quiet, discovers that Roddy has been 
murdered In his bed with the evident in
tention of fastening the orime on him, 
and changing the appearance of the un
conscious American to resemble his own, 
•tarts to leavo the house. 

CHAPTER XII—In the corridor he en
counters Lucia Bannon, who Insists on Wtavivi* «Uh blm 
. CHAPTER XIII — Having no money 
Lucia is obliged to take refuge with Lan
yard in the studio of an absent artist 
frttnd of his. He locks her In a room 
alone and retires to get some rest hlm-

r self. 
CHAPTER XIV—After sleep Lanyard 

finds his viewpoint changed. He tells 
Lucia who he Is 

CHAPTEn XV—Mutual confessions fol
low. 8he Is Lucy Shannon, not Bannon, 
and has been used as a tool by Bannon, 
the crook. The American murderer of 
Roddy was Bannon's secretary. Both men 
are members of The Pack and out to get 

' Lanyard. 
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 skyllcht- . 

CHAPTER XVII—A bullet follows the 
brick. The paper has an account of the 
total destruction by Are of Troyon's. 

CHAPTER XVIII—They start out ot. 
their errand of restoration and Lanyard 
silences a German spy. 

CHAPTER VII — Cazalet goes wit* 
Drinkwater to the library where the mus> 
ler was committed, shows him a secret 
Mas age he knew of as a boy, and leads 
the way through It. 

XX-Lanyini burglariously 
returns the Omber Jewels. 

XXI—They go to the home 
®J M. Ducroy, minister of war, to return 
tn« Huygman papers In return for safe 
conduct out of France. On coming out 
Lanyard finds Lucy gon°-

CHAPTER XXII—Lanyard iurns taxi 
chauffeur. 

CHAPTER XXIII—He flnda Lucy, who 
dismisses him, leaving him to think that 
she Is In league with The Pack. 

CHAPTER XXIV—Lanyard carries a 
fare in his taxi. 

After some time he returned to the 
garden and quartered it with the thor
oughness of a pointer beating a covert. 
But he did this hopelessly, bitterly 
aware that the outcome would be pre
cisely what it eventually was— 
Is to say, nothing. 

He vas kneeling beside the bench— 
scrutinizing the turf round about with 
microscopic attention by aid of his 
flash-lamp, seeking some sign of strug
gle to prove she had not left him will
ingly; and finding none—when a voice 
brought him momentarily out of his 
distraction. 

He looked up wildly, to discover Du
croy standing over him, his stout per
son chastely swathed in a quilted 
dressing-gown with trousers, his ex
pression one of stupefaction. 

"Well, monBieur—well?" the minis 
ter of war demanded irritably. "What 
•—I repeat—are you doing there?" 

Lanyard essayed response, choked 
up, and gulped. He rose and stood 
swaying, showing a stricken face, but 
for the moment couldn't speak. 

"Eh?" Ducroy insisted, with an ac 
cent of exasperation. "Why do you 
stand glaring at me like that—eh? 
Come, monsieur; what ails you? I 
have arranged everything, I say. 
Where is mademoiselle?" 

Lanyard made a broken gesture. 
"She is gone," he muttered forlornly. 
Instantly the countenance of the 

stout Frenchman was lighted with a 
gleam of eager interest—romance 
lover that he was—and he stepped 
nearer, peering closely into the face 
of the adventurer. 

"Gone?" he echoed. "Mademoiselle? 
Tour sweetheart, eh?" 

Lanyard assented with a disconso
late nod and sigh. Impatiently Ducroy 
caught him by the sleeve. 

"Come!" he insisted, tugging— 
"come at once into the house. Now, 
monsieur—now at length you enlist all 
one's sympathies! Come, I say! Is it 
your desire that I catch my death of 
cold?" 

Indifferently Lanyard suffered him
self to be led away. He was, indeed, 
barely conscious of what was happen
ing. All his being was possessed by 
the thought that she had forsaken 
him., 

Enigma. 
Laniard had found no reason to be

lieve that Lucy had left him otherwise 
than voluntarily, or that their adven
tures at the homes of Mme. Omber 
and M. Ducroy had been noted by spies 
ot the Pack. TEiTfesUmony"of BTs own 
wits assured him that they hadn't 
been followed at any time subsequent 
to leaving the Rue des Acacias; their 
way had been too long and purposely 
too Involved, and his vigilance too 
lively for that. Left to herself there 
in the garden for a quarter-hour, she 
had been free to think independently 
for almost the first time since she had 
descended from the studio. 

Then, horror overmastering her, she 
had fled the garden—wildly, blindly, 
he didn't doubt—and probably had 
sought refuge In some obscure hotel 
till morning. What then? She had 
neither money nor any friends in 
Paris, but had mentioned some per
sonal jewelry she planned to pawn. 

That would be her first move, then, 
to a pawnbroker's, where he must 
seek her—not to force himself again 
upon her, but to follow at a distance 
and watch over her, to ward off any at
tempt on Bannon's part to interfere. 

The government pawnshop had its 
attraction for Lanyard as well; he was 
there before the doors were open for 
the day—was the first to enter; and 
fortified by loans negotiated on his 
watch, cigarette case, and a ring or 
two, retired to a nearby cafe which 
commanded a view of the entrance to 
the establishment on the Rue des 
Blancs-Manteaux and settled himself 
against a day-long vigil. 

It wasn't easy; drowsiness buzzed in 
his brain and weighted <hls eyelids; 
now and again, involuntarily, he nod-
ned over his glass of black coffee. And 
when evening came and the doors of 
the pawnshop were closed for the 
night he rose and stumbled off, telling 
himself that possibly he had napped 
a little without his knowledge and thus 
had missed her visit. 

Engaging obscure lodgings close by 
the Rue des Acacias, he slept till near
ly noon of the following day, then rose 
to put into execution a design which 
had sprung full-winged from his brain 
at the moment ot awakening. 

He had his car and a chauffeur's li
cense of long standing in the name ot 
Pierre Lamier—was free, in short, to 
cruise at will the streets of Paris 
without lawful let or hindrance. And 
with the aid of a few judicious selec
tions from the stock of a second-hand 
clothing shop and of a few other pur
chases at a chemist's, he felt tolerably 
sure that it would need keen eyes— 
whether the Pack's or the prefecture's 
—to Identify Pierre Lamier with either 
Michael Lanyard or the Lone Wolf. 

By the close of the third day he re
luctantly conceded that she must have 
managed to escape from Paris without 
his aid. 

Then he began to suspect that Ban
non had fled Paris as well, for the 
most diligent investigation he was 
able to pursue unchallenged failed to 
unearth the least clue to the move
ments of the American subsequent to 
the Are at Troyon's. 

Now, toward midnight of that same 
third day, Lanyard was driving slowly 
westward on the Boulevard de la Made
leine when a limousine of familiar 
aspect rounded a corner half a block 
ahead and, drawing up in front of 
Viel's, discharged four passengers. 

The first was Werthelmer, and at 
sight of his rather striking figure, ar
rayed for the evening in apparel from 
Bond street, Lanyard slackened speed. 

Turning as he alighted, the English
man offered his hand tp a young wom
an. She jumped down to the sidewalk 
in radiant attire and temper, laughing 
like a delighted child. ^ 

Involuntarily Lanyard stopped his 
ear, and a chauffeur driving immediate
ly to the rear, swerving out to escape 
collision, shot past, cursing him lib
erally, while a sergent de ville scowled 
darkly and uttered an imperative 
word. 

Lanyard pulled himself together 
Bomehow and drove on. 

The girl was jUBt then passing into 
the restaurant through the revolving 
door, Werthelmer attending her, while 
De Morbihan had alighted from the 
car and wis lending a solicitous arm 
to Bannon. 

But to these last Lanyard paid little 
attention. Quite automatically he 
passed Viel's, rounded the Madeleine, 
and turned up the Boulevard Males-
herbes. Paris and all Its brisk midnight 
traffic swung by without claiming a 
tithe of his attention—he was mainly 
conscious of lights that reeled dizzily 
round him, like a multitude of staring, 
malicious, mocking eyes. 

At the Junction with the Boulevard 
Haussmann a second sergent de ville 
roused him with a warning about care
less driving. He went more sanely 
thereafter, but with a heart of utter 
wretchedness—his eyes still wore a 
dazed expression, and now and again 
he shook his head impatiently, as 
though to rid it of a swarm of tor
menting thoughts. 

So it seemed he had all along been 
her dupe; that all the while he had 
been ostentatiously shielding her from 
harm and diffidently showing her 
every evidence of his devotion she 
had been laughing in her sleeve and 
planning to return with her report of 
a fool self-hoodwinked to the service 
she hjid pretended to despise. 

A greaf singer wellecT frf Bis bosom. 
Turning round, he made back to the 

Boulevard de la Madeleine, and on one 
pretext and another contrived to haunt 
the neighborhood of Viel's until the 
party came out, something after one 
o'clock. 

It was evident they had supped mer
rily; the girl showed every sign of the 
gayest humor; Werthelmer seemed a 
bit exhilarated, De Morbihan was 
plainly much amused, and even Ban
non—bearing heavily on the French
man's arm—was chuckling apprecia
tively. The party piled back into De 
Morbihan's limousine and were driven 
up the Avenues des Champs-Elysees, 
pausing at the Elysee Palace hotel to 
drop Bannon and the girl—his daugh
ter?—whoever she was! 

Whither it went thereafter Lanyard 
didn't trouble to ascertain. He drove 
morosely home and went to bed, 
though not to sleep for many hours— 
bitterness of disillusion ate like an 
acid into his heart 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

No Solution. 
Because his money was fast ebbing 

and motives of prudence alone—if 
none more worthy—forbade an attempt 
to replenish his pocketbook by revisit
ing the little place in the Rue Roget 
and realizing on the treasures there, 
he had determined to have a taximeter 
fitted to his car and ply fqr hire until 
time or chance should settle the ques
tion of his future. 

Already, indeed, he had complied 
with the police regulations, received 
permission to convert his machine in
to a taxicab, and arranged to have the 
clock installed. 

Leaving his car before noon at the 
designated depot, he received the prom
ise that it would be ready for him at 
four o'clock. Returning at that hour, 
he learned that it couldn't be ready be
fore six. Facing wearily two hours 
with nothing to do, and too bored and 
restless to wile them away in a cafe, 
he idled listlessly hither and yon along 
streets and boulevards—indifferent, in 
the black melancholy oppressing him, 
whether or not he were recognized. 

In the course of his wanderings he 
found himself turning from the Rue 
St. Honore through the Place Ven-
dome to the Rue de la Paix. 

Before one corner window Lanyard 
paused involuntarily. 

In that window there was a mirror, 
set at an angle to one side, and sud
denly Lanyard caught its presentment 
of himself—a gaunt and hungry appari
tion, with a wolfish air he had never 
worn when rejoicing in the sobriquet 
of wolf, his eyes staring with preda
cious luster. 

And lest some passer-by be struck 
by this betrayal, he turned and moved 
on hastily. 

Half-way across the Boulevard des 
Capucines, to the east of the Opera, he 
leaped for his life from a murderous-
minded taxicab, found himself tempo
rarily marooned upon one of those 
isles of safety which the Parisian 
calls "thank-Gods," and stood waiting 
until an opening should offer in the 
congestion of traffic and permit him 
to gain the farther sidewalk. 

Presently the policeman in the mid
dle of the boulevard signaled with his 
little white wand, and the stream of 
east-bound vehicles checked and be
gan to close up to the right of the 
crossing, upon which they en
croached Jealously. A taxicab on the 
outside, next the Island, overshot the 
mark, and, obedient to a curt word 
from the sergent, pulled up sharply 
and began to back into place. Before 
Lanyard could move round it, its 
window had drawn opposite him and 
he was staring in, transfixed by a cas
ual glance. 

There was sufficient light to enable 
him to see clearly the face of the 
passenger—its pale oval and the eyes 
whose gaze clung to hi- with an effect 
of confused fascination. 

She sat quite motionless until one 
white-gloved hand moved uncertainly 
toward her bosom. 

That brought him to; unconsciously 
lifting his cap, he Btepped back a 
pace and started to move on. 

But at that she bent quickly forward 
and unlatched the door. It swung wide 
to him. . .: „ 

Hardly knowing what he was doing, 
he accepted the mute invitation, 
stepped into the cab, took the empty 
seat beside her, and closed the door. 

Almost at once the block was lift
ed, and the car moved on with a Jerk, 
the girl sinking back into her corner 
with a suggestion of breathlessness, 
as though the effort she made to seem 
composed had been almost too much 
for her strength. 

Her face, turned to Lanyard in the 
half-light, appeared immobile, ex
pressionless; only her eyes were alert 
with anticipation. But she said noth
ing. 

On his part, Lanyard felt himself 
hopelessly confounded, in the grasp 
of emotions that would scarcely suffer 
him to speak. A great wonder ob
sessed his mind that she should have 
opened the door to him no less than 

that he should have entered through 
It. Dimly he understood that both 
had acted without premeditation, and 
he asked himself: "Was she already 
regretting that momentary weakness 
—or whatever it had been?" 

"Why did you do that?" he heard 
himself demand abruptly, and felt that 
his voice sounded harsh, strained, un
natural. 

She stiffened slightly, with a nervous 
movement of her shoulders. 

"Because I saw you." 
"Did you want to talk to me, per

haps?" he prompted. 
"I was surprised; I had hoped—be

lieved—you had left Paris." 
She surveyed his costume with a 

curious glance, perplexed. 
"Why are you dressed that way? Is 

It a disguise?" 
"A pretty good one—as a matter of 

fact, the national costume of one In 
my present station in life." 

"But you are wrong. I recognized 
you instantly, didn't I? And those oth
ers—they're as keen-witted as I—cer
tainly! Oh, you should not have 
stopped in Paris!" 

"I couldn't go without knowing what 
had become of you." 

"I was afraid of that," she confessed. 
"Then why—" 

She Unlatched the Door. 

"Off, I know what you're going to 
say! Why did I run away from you?" 
Then, since he said nothing, she con
tinued unhappily: "I can't tell you. I 
mean, I don't know how to tell you!" 

She kept her face averted, sat gaz
ing blankly out of the window; but 
when he remained mute and unre
sponsive—in point of fact not knowing 
what to say—she turned to look in
quiringly at him, and the glare of a 
passing lamp showed him her counte
nance profoundly distressed, her 
mouth tense, brows knitted, eyes cloud
ed with perplexity and appeal. 

And of a sudden, seeing her so tor
mented and so piteous, his indigna
tion ebbed, and with it all his doubts 
of her; dimly he divined that there 
was something behind this dark fabric 
of mystery and inconsistency that, 
however inexplicable it might seem to 
him, excused all her apparent faith
lessness and instability of character 
and purpose. He couldn't look upon 
this girl and listen to her voice and be
lieve that she wasn't at heart as sound 
and sweet and tender and loyal as any 
that ever breathed! 

A wave of tenderness and compas
sion swept his heart, and he realized 
that he didn't matter, that nothing 
mattered so long as she was spared 
one slightest pang of self-reproach. 

He said very gently: "I wouldn't 
have you distress yourself on my ac
count, Miss Shannon. I quite under
stand there must be things I can't un
derstand—that you must have had 
your reasons for acting as you did." 

"Yes," she said evenly, but again 
with eyes averted—"I had; but they're 
not easy, they're impossible to explain 
to you." 

"Yet—when all's said and done—I've 
no right to exact any explanation." 

"Ah, but how can you say that, re
membering what we've been through 
together?" 

"You owe me nothing," he insisted, 
"whereas I owe you everything, even 
unquestioning faith. Even though I 
fail, I have this to thank you for—this 
one not ignoble Impulse my life has 
known." 

"You mustn't say that; you mustn't 
think it. I don't deserve it. You 
wouldn't say it—if you knew—" 

"Perhaps I can guess enough to sat
isfy myself." 

She gave him a swift, sidelong look 
of challenge, instinctively on the de
fensive. 

"Why," she almost gasped, "what do 
you think—" 

"Does it matter what I think?" 
"It does, to me. I wish to know!" 
"Well," he conceded reluctantly, "I 

think that, when you had a chance to 
think things over calmly, while you 
waited for me there in the garden, you 
decided it would be better to—to use 
your best Judgment and—extricate 
yourself from an embarrassing en
tanglement—" 

"But you were wrong!" she pro
tested vehemently — "quite, quite 
wrong! I ran away from myself—not 
from you—and with another motive, 
too—one that I can't explain." 

"You ran away from yourself—not 
from me?" he repeated, puzzled. 

"Don't you understand? Why make 
it so hard for me? Why make me say 
outright what pains me so?" 

"Oh, I beg of you—" 
"But if you won't understand other

wise—I must tell you, I suppose." She 
checked herself, breathless, flushed, 
and trembling. "You remember our 
talk after dinner that night—how I 
asked you, what if you were to find out 
you'd been mistaken in me, that I had 
deceived you; and how I told you it 
would be Impossible for me ever to 
marry you?" 

"I remember," he assented gravely. 
"It was because of that," she said, "I 

ran away; because I hadn't been talk
ing idly when I said what I did; be
cause you were mistaken in me, be
cause I waB deceiving you, because I 
could never marry you, and because— 
suddenly—I came to know that, If 1 
didn't leave you then and there, I 
might never find the strength to leave 

| "There's one thing I don't under-
j stand at all!" he protested. "If that 
| were so, if it was your »epugnance for 

I criminal association—why did you go 
| back to Bannon?" 
i She started and glanced at him fur-
| tively, a frightened glance. 

"You knew that?" 
"I saw you—last night—followed 

you from Viel's to the Elysee Palace 
hotel." 

"And you thought," she flashed in a 
vibrant voice—"you thought I was in 
such company of my own choice!" 

"You didn't seem altogether down
cast," he countered. "Do you wish me 
to understand he had recaptured you 
—that you were with him against your 
will?" 

"No," she said slowly. "No; I re
turned to him voluntarily, knowing 
perfectly what I was about." 

"Through fear of him—" 
'"No. I can't claim that." 
"Rather than me—" 
"You'll never understand," she told 

him a little wearily. "It was a matter 
of duty. I had to go back—I had to!" 

Her voice trailed off brokenly into a 
little sob. But as, moved beyond his 
strength to resist. Lanyard put forth a 
hand to take the white-gloved one 
resting on the cushion beside her, she 
withdrew it with a swift gesture of 
denial. 

"No!" she cried. "Please! You 
mustn't do that. You only make it 
harder." 

"But you love me!" 
"I can't. It's impossible. I would, 

but may not!" 
"Why?" 
"I can't tell you." 
"If you love me, you must tell me." 
She was silent, .the white handB 

working nervously with her handker
chief. 

"Lucy!" he insisted—"you must say 
what stands between you and my love. 
It's true, I have no right to ask, as I 
had no right to speak to you of love. 
But when we have said what we have 
said—we can't stop there. You will 
tell me, dear?" 

She shook her head. "It—It's im
possible," she declared in a choking 
voice. 

"You leave me no alternative," he 
said in a voice he hardly knew for his 
own, so dull and hollow was it in his 
hearing—"I can only think one thing." 

"Think what you must," she said 
lifelessly; "it doesn't matter, so long 
as you renounce me and put me out of 
your heart and—leave me." 

Without other response he leaned 
forward and tapped the glass, signal
ing the driver to stop. And as the 
cab swerved sharply in toward the 
curb he laid hold of the door-latch. 

"Lucy," he pleaded, "don't let me go 
believing—" 

She seemed suddenly infused with a 
cold, implacable hostility. 

"I tall you," she said cruelly, "I 
don't care wli^J you think, so long as 
you go!" 

The face she now showed him was 
ashen, its mouth was hard, her eyes 
blazed feverishly. 
. And then, as still he hesitated, the 
cab pulled up, and the driver, leaning 
back, unlatched the door and threw it 
open. 

With a curt, resigned Inclination of 
the head Lanyard rose and got out. 

Immediately the girl grasped the 
speaking-tube, the door slammed, the 
cab drew away, and left him standing 
with the pose, the gesture of one who 
has just heard sentence of death pro
nounced on him. 

When he roused to know his sur
roundings he found himself standing 
on a corner of the Avenue du Bois de 
Boulogne. 

It was bitter cold in the wind sweep
ing down from the west, and it had 
grown very dark. Only in the sky 
alwve the Bois a long reef of crimson 
Hgl^ hung motionless, against which 
the leafless trees of the avenue lifted 
their gnarled, weird silhouettes. 

While he watched the crimson ebbed 
swiftly and gave way to mauve, to vio
let, to black. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 
2 u .. 

*"**" Apostate. 
When there was no more light in the 

sky a profound sigh escaped Lanyard's 
lips, and with a slight nod toward the 
place where the light had been, and 
the gesture of one who recognizes and 
signifies submission to an omen, he 
turned and tramped heavily back 
across town. 

At one stage of his journey he 
turned aside and, more through habit 
than desire or design, entered a cheap 
eating-place and consumed his eve
ning meal without the slightest com
prehension of what he ate or whether 
the food were good or poor. 

When he had finished he fled the 
place like a haunted man. 

Quite without purpose he sought the 
jnachlne shop where be had left his 
car. 

He had no plans; but It was in bis 
mind, a murderous thought, that be
fore another day dawned he might 
come face to face with Bannon. 

Meanwhile he would go to work. He 
could think out his problems while 
driving his cab as well as in seclusion; 
and whatever he ultimately decided to 
do, he could accomplish little before 
midnight; finally, it was quite within 
the bounds ot possibility that his car 

you, and only greater suffering and un- would Prove * valuable asset to what-
happiness could come of it. I had to 
go, as much for your sake as for 
mine." 

"You mean me to understand that 
you found you were beginning to—to 
care a little for me?" 

She made an effort to speak, but in 
the end answered him only with a 
dumb inclination of her head. 

"And you ran away, then, because 
love wasn't possible between us?" 

Again, silently, she bowed her head. 
"Because I had been a criminal, I 

presume!" 
"You ve no right to say that—" 
"What else can I thtnk? You tell me 

you were afraid I might induce you to 
become my wife—something which, 
for some incomprehensible reason, you 
claim is impossible. What other ex
planation can I infer? What other ex
planation is needed? It'B ample, it 
covers everything, and I've no warrant 
to complain—God knows!" 

"But!—" she began, when he cut 
her short . . _ 

ever course of action he might elect to 
pursue. 

Toward seven o'clock, with his ma
chine in perfect running order, he 
mounted to the seat and took to the 
streets In reckless humor—the temper 
of a beast of prey. 

The barrier was down—once more 
the Lone Wolf was on the prowl. 

But for the present he controlled 
himself and acted perfectly his tem
porary role of taxi-bandit, fellow to 
those thousand that infest Paris. Peo
ple hailed him from sidewalks and res
taurants half a dozen times in the 
course of the next three hours; he 

i took them up, carried them to their 
several destinations, received payment, 
and acknowledged their gratuities with 
perfunctory thanks—all thoroughly in 
character and all with little conscious 
thought. 

He saw but one thing, the face of 
Lucy Shannon, white, tense, glimmer
ing wanly in shadows—the face with 
which she had dismissed him. 
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HERE, AS A FIRST 
DEPOS/T 

Clean your Seed Oats with a 
ChatthamMill 

These mills have an unequalled 
record; 

BECAUSE: 
1st. They separate grain from foul 
seed, Better. 
2nd. They clean your grain Better. 
3rd. They remove impurities and* 
imperfect grain Better. ™ 
Simple, Strong and Easy Running 

SOLD BY 

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

Garden Seed 
Of All Kinds and Early 

Seed Potatoes 
e have a special for ;a short time on large cans 

Sour Kraut, 4 cans for 25c, also Early June Peas, a 
good 10c value at 4 cans for 25c. 

Fresh vegetables and berries daily 

If you want quality ask for 
Creve Couer Canned Goods, Pillsbury Best Flour, 
Chase & Sanborn Steel Brand Coffee. 

We have just received enother shipment 
Imported Shopping Baskets, see them. 

of 

W. H. LAFFERTY 
P H O N E  2 5 4  

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. Wi-ite or phone us for particulars. 

AMERICAN MORTGAGE & SECURITIES CO. 
Manohester, Iowa A. M. CLOUD, President 

J. A. TREWIN. Vice-Pres. 

J. F. GRAHAM, Vice-Pres. 

F. C. WAPLES, Sec. 

H. E. HENDERSON. Treat. 
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