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TO THE FARMERS OF 
DELAWARE COUNTY 
Owing to the scarcity of good stallions in this part of Del
aware county, we have decided to place before the public 
for breeding purposes ten of our highgrade imported 
horses, which will make the season of 1916 at our stables 
in Greeley. We offer the services of three Belgian and 
seven Percheron stallions headed by the magnificent 
Belgian horse 

Ravachol de Marcq 
(Vol. 20, p 888. No. 8227) 

We also offer services of German coach, hackney, saddle 
and trotting stallions. All of these are high-class import
ed stallions, of good bone, extra weight and good color. 
Horses will be kept at our barns. 

TERMS: For the use of Ravachol de Marcq (weight 2250 
pounds) $20 to insure mare in foal. For all other stallions 
in stud the fee will be $15 to insure. Privilege of breed
ing until standing colt is obtained holds good as to all of 
these animals. 

| Holbert Horse Importing Company 
GREELEY, IOWA. 
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J. E. Nye Company | 

Plumbing and Heating | 
• 
* 
* 

Riverside and Victor Furnaces | 
I 

The success of a plumbing and heating plant | 
is the installation. If we do it, it will be done right. | 

A fine drive in Garden Hose and all water * 
supplies. I 

General Repair Shop in connection; under | 
Snodgress. $ 

i Soliciting Your Requirements i 
• Phone 673 
• 

Simply Attach The Cord 
to the nearest electric light 

fixture, and the 

THOR 
will do your whole week's 
washing and wringing in an 
hour and a half. 

Just think what a saving in time 
and labor that means. The reft of 
the day is yours to do other im
portant work instead of spending 
the whole day over the tub. 

Two cents an hour is all it costs 
you for current. 
Not a Single Piece Do "Y ou Rub 

Every article—from the finest 
laces to the heaviest woolen blank-

w ets—washed absolutely clean. 
Write us for a copy of our 48 page Washing Book. It tells 

you all about this wonderful electrical washwoman, and ex
plains why you cannot afford to be with the THOR. Write 
today for this valuable book. It's FREE. 

HURLEY MACHINE COMPANY 
The world's largest manufacturers of electrical labor sarin* devicw 'or1hehom| 
M S. Clinton 81* c "IcaB°*m 
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i; ILLINOIS CENTRAL 
STEELTRAINS 

Afford 

Unexcelled Service to various gateways 
used in connection with 

Summer Vacation Tours 
4 

Tickets on sale daily to 

Niagara Falls, Haw York, Boston and Now England 
Resorts, Colorado, California and Pugot Sound Points 

Circle Tours Via Rail and Steamer 
Various Limits and Liberal Stop-Overs 

For detailed information apply 

H. G. PIERCE, Agent 

or H. S. GRAY, Division Passenger Agent, Dubuque, la. 
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LONE 
[WOLF 

LOUIS 
JOSEPH 

(Copyright, by L/iuia Joseph Vanoa.) 

"I love you so mucn l am reaay to sao-
rlflce everything for you—life, liberty, 
honor—" 

"Hush, dearest, hush!" he begged, 
half distracted between joy and pain. 

"I mean it; if honor could hold m« 
back, do you think I would have bro
ken in here tonight to rob for Ban-
non?" 

"He sent you, ehH Lanyard com
mented in a dangerous voice. 

"He was too cunning for me. I was 
afraid to tell you. I meant to tell—to 
warn you this evening in the cab. And 
then I thought perhaps if I were cold 
and distant and let you go on believing 
me the worst of women—perhaps you 
would go away, save yourself, forget 
me." 

"Never!" 
"I tried to carry out my program of 

lying to him, hut he wouldn't have it 
They forced the truth from me by 
threats." 

"They wouldn't dare—" 
"They dare anything, I tell you. But 

It wasn't threats of personal injury to 
me, but to you, if 1 refused to tell them 
the truth, the whole truth. They knew 
enough of what had happened, 
through their spies, to go on, and they 
tormented and bullied me until I broke 
down and told them everything. And 
when they learned you had replaced 
the jewels here, Bannon told me 1 must 
return and bring them to him. He said 
if I refused he'd have you killed be
fore morning. I held out until to
night; then, just as I was going to bed, 
he received a telephone message, and 
told me you were driving a taxi and 
were being followed by Apaches and 
wouldn't live till daylight If I refused." 

"You came alone?" 
"No. Three men brought me to the 

gate. They're waiting outside in th» 
park." 

"Apaches?" 
"Two of them—1 presume they're 

Apaches, at least. The third is Cap
tain Ekstrom." 

"Ekstrom!" Lanyard cried in de
spair. "Is he—" 

The dull but heavy slam of the great 
front doors silenced him. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

A Strange Interview. 
Releasing the girl instantly, before 

the crash had ceased to reverberate 
within those walls, Lanyard slipped to 
one side of the doorway, whence he 
could command the perspective of 
salons together with a partial view of 
the front doors. 

He was no more than established 
there, in the shadow and shelter of the 
portieres, when light from an electro
lier flooded the reception hall. 

It showed him first a single figure, 
that of a handsome woman well be
yond middle age, but Btill well poised 
and vigorous of mien, a lady of com
manding presence. She was in full 
evening dress of such magnificence as 
to suggest attendance at some func
tion of state. Even had he not known 
well the features of Mme. Omber, he 
would have guessed her to be the mis
tress of the establishment. 

Standing beneath the chandelier, 
she was restoring a key to a brocaded 
handbag. This done, she turned her 
head and spoke over her shoulder. 
Promptly there came Into view a sec
ond woman of much the same age, but 
even more strong and able of appear
ance—a woman in plain, dark gar
ments, undoubtedly madame's maid. 

Handing over her handbag, Mme. 
Omber unlatched the throat of her er
mine cloak and surrendered it to the 
servant's hands. 

Her next words were audible to the 
eavesdropper, and reassuring in so far 
as they indicated ignorance of any
thing amiBs: 

"Thank you, Sidonie. You may go 
to bed now." 

"Madame will not require me to un
dress her?" 

"I'm not ready yet. When I am, I 
can take care of myself. It's late— 
much later than I usually keep you up, 
Sidonie, and I prefer you to go to bed. 
It doesn't improve your temper to lose 
your beauty sleep." 

"Many thanks, madame. Good
night, madame." 

"Good-night." 
The maid moved off toward the main 

staircase, while the mistress of the 
house turned deliberately through the 
salon toward the library. 

At this, swinging back to the girl in 
a stride, and impulsively grasping her 
wrist to compel attention, Lanyard 
spoke in a rapid whisper, mouth close 
beside her cheek. 

"This way," he said, imperatively 
drawing her toward the window by 
which he had entered. "There's a bal
cony outside—a short drop to the 
ground." And unlatching the window, 
he urged her through it. "Try to leave 
by the back gateway—the one I 
showed you—avoiding Ekstrom—*' 

"But you are coming!" she insisted, 
hanging back. 

"Impossible. There isn't time for us 
both to escape undetected. I shall keep 
her interested only long enough to give 
you plenty of time to get away. But 
take this"—and he pressed his auto
matic into her hand. "No—take it. 
I've another," he lied, "and you may 
need It. Don't fear for me, but go— 
oh, my heart—go!" 

The footfalls of Mme. Omber were 
sounding ominously near by this time; 
and without giving the girl more time 
to protest, Lanyard thrust her forcibly 
through the windows, closed them, 
shot itifl latch and stole like a ghost 

round the tartner siae or tne aeoK, | 
pausing within a few feet of the screen j 
and safe. j 

The footsteps were muffled by a rug j 
in the drawing room—the woman was i 
walking slowly, heavily, like one' 
weary and thoughtful. j 

Where the girl had placed it, behind 
the cinnabar screen, the desk-lamp was : 

still alight, and Lanyard knew that the j 
diffusion of its reflected rays was; 
enough to project his figure in silhou-! 

ette against the glow distinctly visible j 
to one on the threshold. j 

Now everything hung upon the tem-> 
perament of the householder, how she I 
would take that apparition—whether 
quietly, deceived by Lanyard's mum-1 

mlng into believing she had only a J 
poor thievish fool to deal with, or with i 
bourgeoise hysteria. j 

In the latter event, Lanyard's hand 
was ready planted, palm down, on the 

| top of the desk; should the other at-
! tempt to raise an alarm, a single bound 
I would carry the adventurer across it in 
I full flight for the front doors. 
| In the doorway the mistress of the 
| house appeared and halted, quick, 

I glinting eyes shifting from the glow 
| on the floor to the dark figure of the 
! thief. Then, with a quick gesture, put-
i ting forth a hand, she found the chan
delier switch and turned on a blaze 
of light. 

As this happened Lanyard cowered, 
lifting an elbow as if to guard his face 
—as if axpecting to find himself under 
the muzzle of a revolver. 

The gesture had the calculated ef
fect of focusing the attention of the 
woman directly to him, after one swift 
glance round had taken in the curtains 
that were still swaying at the window, 
and shown her a room tenanted only 
by herself and a cringing thief. And 
immediately it was made manifest that, 
whether or not deceived, she meant 
to take the situation quietly, if with a 
strong hand. 

Her eyes narrowed and the muscles 
of her square and almost masculine 
jaw stood out ominously as she looked 
the intruder up and down in silence. 
Eventually a flicker of contempt mod
erated the grimness of her dark coun
tenance. Sh# took three steps for
ward, stopping on the other side of the 
desk, her back to the doorway. 

Lanyard trembled visibly. 
"Well!"—the word boomed like the 

opening gun of an engagement. "Well, 
my man!"—the shrewd eyes swerved 
to the closed door of the safe and 
quickly back—again—"you don't Beem 
to have accomplished a great deal!" 

Lanyard gripped the edge of the 
desk, quivering. 

"For God's sake, madame," he blurt
ed In a husky, shaken voice, nothing 
like his own—"don't have me arrest
ed! Give me a chance! I haven't 
taken anything. Don't call the flics!" 

He paused, lifting an uncertain hand 
toward his throat, as if his tongue had 
gone dry. 

"Come, come!" the woman answered, 
with a look almost of pity. "I haven't 
called anyone—as yet." 

The fingers of one strong white hand 
were drumming gently on the top of 
the desk; then, with a movement so 
quick and sure that Lanyard himself 
could hardly have bettered It, they 
slipped to a handle of a drawer, jerked 
it open, closed round the butt of a re
volver and presented it at lanyard's 
head. 

Automatically he lifted his hands. 
"Don't shoot!" he cried. "I'm not 

armed—" 
"Is that the truth?" 
"You've only to search me, ma

dame !" 
"Thanks!" Madame's accents now 

discovered a trace of somewhat dry 
humor. "I'll leave that to you. Turn 
out your pockets on the desk there— 
and remember, I'll stand no non
sense!" 

The weapon covered Lanyard stead
ily, leaving him no alternative but to 
obey. As for that, he was glad of the 
excuse to listen tor any sound to indi
cate bow the girl was faring in her 
flight. And he made a pretense of 
trembling fingers to cover the slowness 
with which he complied. 

But he heard nothing. 
When at length he had visibly turned 

every pocket inside out, and their con
tents lay upon the desk, the woman 
looked them over incuriously. 

"Put them back," she said curtly. 
"And then fetich that chair, over there 

—the one in the corner. I've a notion 
I'd like to talk to you. That's the usual 
thing, isn't it?" 

"How?" Lanyard demanded with a 
vacant stare. 

"In all the criminal novels I've ever 
read, the law-abiding householder al
ways sits down and has a sociable chat 
with the housebreaker—before calling 
in the police. I'm afraid that's part of 
the price you've to pay for my hospital
ity." 

She paused, eyeing Lanyard inquis
itively while he replaced his belong
ings in his pockets. "Now get that 
chair," she ordered, and waited, stand
ing until she bad been obeyed. "That's 
it—there! Sit down." 

Resting herself against the side of 
the desk, the revolver held negligently, 
the speaker favored Lanyard with a 
second inspection, at her leisure, the 
hardness of her eyes modified, and that 
anger which primarily had marked her 
countenance gone by the time she 
chose to pursue her catechism. 

"What's your name? No—don't an
swer! I saw your eyes waver, and 
I'm not interested in a makeshift alias. 
But it's a stock Question, you know. 

* 

State Bank 

' "Don't Shoot!" He Cried 
j Armed—" 
uo you care ior a cigar i -

| She opened a mahogany humidor on 
I the desk and extracted a box. 
i "No, thanks." 
j "Right—according to Hoyle—the 
; criminal always refuses to smoke in 
j these scenes. But let's forget the book 
and write our own lines. I'll ask you 

• an original question: Why were you 
! acting just now?" 
I "Acting?" Lanyard repeated, in-
: trigued by the acuteness of this mas-
! terful woman's mentality. 

"Precisely—pretending you're an or-
! dinary criminal. For a moment I actu-
j ally believed you afraid of me. But 
' you're neither that nor a common 
crook. How do I know? Because 
you're unarmed; your voice has 
changed in the last two minutes to that 
of a cultivated man; you've stopped 
cringing and started thinking; and the 
way you walked across the floor just 
now and handled that chair showed me 

j how powerfully you're made. If I 
hadn't found this revolver you could 
overpower me in an instant—and I m 
no weakling, as women go. Then why 
the acting?" 

Studying his captor with narrow in
terest, Lanyard smiled faintly and 
shrugged, but made no response. He 
could do no more than this—no more 
than spar for time. The longer he in
dulged this woman in her whim for the 
bizarre, the more assured were Lucy's 
chances of escape. By this time, he 
reckoned, she must have found her 
way through the service gate to the 
street. But he was on edge with ap
prehension of mischance. 

"Come, come!" Mme. Omber insist
ed. "You're hardly civil, my good man. 
Answer my question." 

'You don't expect me to—do you?" 
"Why not? You owe me at least sat

isfaction of my curiosity in return for 
breaking into my house." 

"But if, as you suggest, I am—or 
was—acting with a purpose, why do 
you expect me to give the show away?" 

'That's logic. I knew you could 
think. More's the pity!" 

"Pity I can think?" 
"Pity you can get your own consent 

to waste yourself like this. I'm an old 
woman, and I know men better than 
most; I can see ability In you; so I 
say it's a pity you won't employ it to 
better advantage. Don't misunder
stand me; this isn't the conventional 
act. 1 don't hold with encouraging a 
fool i9 his folly. You're a fool, for all 
your intelligence, and the only cure I 
can see for you is drastic punishment." 

"Meaning the Sante, madame?" 
"Quite so. I tell you frankly, when 

I'm finished lecturing you, oft you go 
to prison." 

"If that's the case, I don't see I stand 
to gain much by retailing the history 
of my life. This seems to be your cue 
to ring for servants to call the po
lice." 

A glint of anger shone in the wom
an's eyes. 

"You're right," she said shortly; "I 
dare say Sidonie isn't asleep yet. IH 
get her to telephone while I stand 
guard over you." 

Bending over the desk, without re
moving her gaze from the adventurer, 
his captor groped for, found and 
pressed a call-button. 

From some remote quarter of the 
house sounded the grumble of an elec
tric bell. 

"Pity you're BO brazen," she com
mented. "Just a little less side, and 
you'd be a rather engaging person!" 

Lanyard made no reply. In fact, he 
wasn't attending. 

In this suspense the iron control 
which had always heretofore been his 
was breaking down—since now.it was 
for another that he was concerned. 
And he wasted no strength trying to 
enforce it. The stress of his anxiety 
was both undisguised and indisguis-
nble. Nor did Mme. Omber overlook 
it. 

"What's the trouble, eh? Is It that 
already the cell door clangs loudly in 
your ears?" 

As the woman spoke Lanyard left 
his chair with a spring as lithe and 
sure and swift as an animal's, that car
ried him like a shot across the two 
yards or so that separated them. 

A hair's breath of error in his reck
oning would have finished him, for the 
other had been alert for just such a 
move, and the revolver was nearly 
level with Lanyard's head when he 
seized it by the barrel, imprisoned the 
woman's wrist with his other hand, 
and in two movements had possessed 
himself of the pistol without hurting 
its owner. 

"Don't be alarmed," he said quietly. 
"I'm not going to do anything more 
violent than to put this out of com
mission." 

Breaking it smartly, he shot a 
shower of cartridges to the floor. The 
empty weapon itself he tossed into a 
wastebasket beneath the desk. 

"Hope I didn't hurt you," he added 
abstractedly—"but your pistol was in 

MANCHESTER, IA* 
Capital $100,000.00 
Surplus $40,000.00 

Your Account Will 
Be Woleomod 

MAKE 

A BANK ACCOUNT 
WITH US 

T H E  

STEPPING STONE* 
TO 

W H E R t  \ 
T H E R t S  A  W I U L  
THERE'S A WAY 

"I'm Not 

When There's A Bill Put It Away 

WHERE IT WILL STAY 

'Ttlltho Rainy Day 

Comes With Demands 

You Can Not Shirk 

Although Perhaps too old to Work! 

Start A Savings Account 

ONE Dollar 

^'Ẑ 'WiLL BE ACCEPTED 
* HEREI AS A Fixsr 
^T^EPOSIT • 

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, Earlville 
Winthrop, Robinson 
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BUY SUGAR 
Before Further Advance 

Sugar is high and predictions are that it is going still 
higher. 

We are receiving daily a fresh supply of all kinds of 
fresh vegetables and fruits. Berries are coming in better 
and cheaper. 

Pineapples are coming now, the quality is fine and the 
price is reasoneble, would advise buying for caning within 
the next two weeks. 

Try a box of Keeley's old Fashioned Chocolates. Some
thing extra good. 

While they last we are selling E. C. Corn Flakes at 5 
cents per package, fresh goods, 

Ask for Chase & Sanborn's Seal Brand Coffee. It's 
the best. 

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

.... 

nor wayj 
(To Be Continued) 
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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. 

I AMERICAN MORTGAGE & SECURITIES CO.!! 
Mawhwtor, lowi »• "• CLOUD, rmldrat 

J, A. TREWIN, Vioe-Pres. P. C. WAPLES, Sec. 

j. P. GRAHAM, Viee-Pres. H. E. HENDERSON, TreM. 
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