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guihered all tbé Insurrectos In o Ang over the deserted miné, DUt some-
country together—Cumpoy, Rojus, the “ihing 1 the changed atmosphere made
brothers  Escaboza—and they may hyy restless und uneasy,
c¢ruslt him with thelr pumbers. DBut “I wonder where that dogged In-

dow thore I8 other news—that they
are marching upon Fortuna and [l
“Tlgre, to seize the mines and mills
and hold the rleh American companies
up fur ransom.

“No, senores, you must not return
to your camp. Hemalin here, and you

shall still bave your roovm, though
Bpunish gentlemen slecp on the fluors,
No, sllow me, Don Fellpe! [ wish to
"shiow you how hlghly 1 value your
triendship!  Only because we cunuot
diguhey tho rurules did I suffer you to
lie in jall; but now you shull be my
guest, you shull—"

“Nope,” answered Dud; “we'ro safer
put at the mine.”
e glanced at De Lancey, In whose
ind rosy visions were Leginnlug to
Egather, and he, too, declinca—with a
i ﬁigll
“Make lt e bed for the night,” he
snld. "I've got to get out of this town
! berure I tangle with el ltey aguin and
find myaelf back In juil. And now lead
me to it—I1'm perishiug for o buth nnd
.8 Blaepl”
They retired early and got up early
—for Bud wae baunted by fears. But

a8 they passed through Old Fortuna |

the worst happened to him—they met
Qracla, mounted on a prancing horse
and followed by a rural guard, and she
smote him to'the heart with o emile.

It was not a smlle for| Phil,
astroy and wounding by chance; It
was a dezzling, admiring emile for

gone :

Bud alone, gnd he gat stralghter in his *

saddle. But Phil uttered n groan and
struck his horse with the quirt.

“8he cut me!” he monned.

“Aw, forget it!” growled Bud, and
they rode on,thelr way in silence.

[

‘CHAPTER x\<f.

At thelr camp by the Eagle Tall
mine. even though they held It still
sfid were helra to halt Its gold, the
two pardners, were glum and sorrow-
‘- ful. The treacheries which Bud had
forgiven in ‘A moment of exaltation
came back to'him now aa he brooded;
and he eyed his frlend askance, as It
wondering 'whit he would do next.

He racullF:l |;m the circumatances of
their quedt--the' meoting with Kruger,
Phil's insistence on the adventure, the
oath of ioyalty which they had eworn;

" and then fHA"gradual’ breaking down
of thelr bmthar‘.y devotion until now
they were sfrangers at heart.

Phil sat by himsell, keeping his
thoughts to himeelf, nnd he stood aloof
while he.waltéd for the woret to hap-
pen.

From tha'first day of thelr under- |

taking Hooker, had felt that it was un-
lucky, and now he knew that the end
was coming, His frlend was lost to
him, lost alike to a sense of loyalty

dian went to,” he sald for the hun-
dredth time, a8 the deep shadows
gathered in the valley, “By Joe, Phil,
It Amigo comes back I'm going to go
ihead on that mine. I wunt to keep
him uround here, and® we might as
well get out some ore, If {t's only for

a grub-stake. Comoe on—what do you
Ry 7 We'll open her up—thera’s noth-
Ing to hide now. Well, I'll do It my-

self, then—this setting around s Bot-
ting on my nerves.'"

Hin far-seelng eyes, tralned from his
boyhood to search the hills for cattle,
sennned tho tops of the ridges as he
spoke; and while e sat and pondered
they noted every rock.

Then at last he rose up slowly and
gazed at a certnln spot. He waved
his arm, beckoning the distant point
of blacknuess to comne In, and soon
from around a polut in the canyon theo
Yaqui appeared, bearing a heavy Mau-
ser rifle on his arm.

Across hils brond breast hung the
anme famillar cartridge-belt, two mora
encireled his hips, and he walked
with hls head held high, llke the war-
rlor that he was,

Evidently his filght hnd led to the
place whera his arms had been hid, for
he wore the regulation knife-bayonet
nt his hip and around his hat was the
red ribbon of his people, but Bud was
too polite to ask him about hia jour-
ney. BSince his coming the Yaqui had
always maintained a certain mystery,
and now, though his eyes were big
with portent and he emiled at the jests
about his gun, he simply waved his
hand to the south and east and mur-
mured:

“Muchos revoltosos!”

.'Eesuro," answered Bud jokingly;
“but have you killed any?"

“Not yet!" returned the Indian, and
he did not smile ®®that.

“I wonder what that Indian is walt-

ing around here for?” remarked Phil in
English. “He must hpve his eye on
somebody.”
o Yeah, I bet” agreed Bud, regard-
ing his eavage frlend with a specula-
tive interest. ‘“Most of them Yaqul
soldiers was farmhands In this coun-
try before they rounded them up. I
reckon he's looking for the man that
had him deported.

“Tired, Amigo? he {ingquired 1in
Spanish, and Ignaclo gravely acknowl-
edged that he was, a little,

“Then drink plenty coffee,” went on
Hooker, “Eat lots—tomorrow we o
to work in the mine.”

“Tomorrow?" repeated the Indian,
a8 If considering his other engage-
ments; “good!"” He nodded a emiling
assent. ’

After a month and more of ldleneas
Bud and Amigo performed prodigice
of labor in the cut, rolling down

and honor; he gloomed by himself and , boulders, Iifting themn up on the tram,

thought only. of Gracla Aragon.

The oath which Phil himself had
forced upon Bud was broken and for-
gotten; but Bud, by a sterner standard,
felt bound. tp keep his part. One thing
alone could mpke him break it—his
word to Henry Kruger.
Tall mine he held In trust, and halt
of It was Kruger's.

“Phil,” hé sald at last, when his
mind was 'weary of the ceaseleas grind
of thoughts, “l1 believe that mineral
agent-is uldlns back our papers. I
believe dld “Aragon has passed him a
hindred ‘or'do and they're in cahoots
to rob us. IBut I'l tell you what I'll
do—you glve me a8 power of attorney
to rml\rq ‘those papers for you, and
I'll go in and talk Dutch to the whole
outt”

“What do vou want to do that for?"
demanded Lancey querulously.
“Why can't you walt & while? Those
papers have to go to Moctezuma and
Huermosillo"and all over the City of
Mexico thack, and, it takes time.
‘What: <you want to make trouble
for?"”

“Well, Il tell you, Phil,'”” answered

| Bud hanb: 1"I've got n Bunch if we
! don't grut %& papers soon we won't
get 'em at o Here these rebels are

. working closer all the tlme, and Ara-
gon I8 crowding us, I want to get title

and turn it over to Kruger, before we

lose out somewhere.”

“What's the matter with me golng
in and talking to the agent?" suggest-
ed Phil. Thon, as he'saw his pard-
ner's face, he paused and laughed bit-
terly.

“You don't trust me any.more, do

\, ¥you, Bud?" he sald.

“Well, it ain’t that so much,” evaded
Hooker; “but I sure don't trust that
Manuel del Rey. The first time you'
&0 into town he's going to pinch you,'
and I know it."

*I'm golng to go in all the same,”
declured ‘De Lancey,

! lqul.rt tries to stop me—"

““Aw, Phil" entréeated Bud, "be rea-
sonable, can't ye? 'You got no call to
£0 up against that Jittle feller, He's 8
;. bad actor, 1.can see that, and 1 bélleve *
‘he'd kill you if he g6t the chance. But
wl.la ‘a little /whils—maybe he'll get

ﬂphtl this summer!” . -

I

but He seemed
ort In the thought.

‘ L As for Bud, ha loafed around for a
-’ vﬂu fle, .«oleazing -1

and clearing away the face of the cliff.
Thelr trom was ramshackle, thelr
track the abandoned ralle from older

" workings, and their tools little more

The Eagle

than thelr hands, but by noon the last
broken fragments were heaved aside
and the shattered ledge revealed,

A low cry of wonder escaped the
+Yaqul as he gazed at the rich vein of
ore, and as he saw the grim smile on
Bud's rugged countenance he showed
his white teeth {n eympathy.

“Que bueno!” he murmured. “How
good!" gathering the precious frag-
ments in his handkerchlef.

At the camp they crushed the
plcked ore In & mortar and panned it
in the creek, and for the moment De
Lancey dropped hls air of preoccu-
pency as ‘he stared at the streak of
pure gold. Like a yellow fllm it lay
ulong the.edge of the last fine tailings,
and when gkilfyl washing had left it
bare, it gleamed like a jewel in the
pan,

“By Jove, Bud!" he cried, “that’a the
real stuff —and-it-goes a dollar to the
pan easy!"

“Sure thing!"” a.‘tm Bud. “Let's
pound a lot of it;and wash it as we go
—then we'll hbaV¥ some getaway money
when thinga break loose here!"

“I'l go-you!" answered Phil, and
Bud's heart warmed toward him as he

dtched him pound up a plece of ore
Jound go to swirling the dirt In the
pan.

But alas for the fond hopes he cher
Ished! Even as he washed out tho
goid Pall's mind wandered far away,
back to the hotel where Gracla Ara-

gon sat watching by the window.

| Her halr was the color of gold, spun

“and it the little '

meanyfor that!” °

making
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fine and refined agaln; yes, it was
worth more than this golden dross
 that hin caught In the bottom of his
pan. And what was gold If he could
not have her? i
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He paused in his labor and-a dreamy
amile purted his lips—then he broke
nlo a4 sung:

Swect honey hes, ha awest to me,

My hengt Is free, but here's the Keys

Lock up the ganlen gate, honey, you,
knaow I'll walt,

Under thy rumbler rose trec-ce.

Once more he returned to his work,
humming now the dulcet etrains of
“The Merry Widow,” and when Bud
came back from the cut it was to hear
a CoOn Bong:

'Cos I want yer, me honey, yes, I want
yer, want yer;
‘Cas I want yer, ma honey, yes [ do!

So he labored and sang, untll finally
the labor ceased, and then the song.
He went about gqther things, and other
thoughts, not sd cheerful, filled his
mind.

Bud returned sadly to the company
of the Yaqul and gave it up. Perlaps
hls pardner had been right when, rid-
ing out of Agua Negra, he had en-
larged upon the dangers of Old Mex-
ico, “the lund of manuna and broken
promises.” Certalnly his speech had

been prophietic in rogard to dark-eyed |

women; for, even ns he had sald,
nothing seemed to please them better
than to come botween man and man,

It was o madness, ho felt sure—the
apell of the hot country, whera the
women look out from behind barred
windows and men sing beneath thele
balconles at mldnight. Already it had
cost him his pardner—would it con-
quer hils will as well and make him
forget hils trust?

In his impotence the lden of some
perverse fato—some malign influence
over which he had no control—was
strong with Hooker; yet when the
blow fell he was not prepared for it.
It was the third day of their mining
and, with Amigo, he had been driving
into the face of the cliff.

Already thelr round of holes was
drilled, the fuses cut, the charges set,
and as he retreated before the blast
he noticed absently that Cruz Mendez
was In camp. The ehots followed, one

Thrust Hls Rifie Into Its Sling and
Started for Town.

after another, and he counted them to
make sure there was no miss-fire—
then he looked around and discovered
that Phil was gone,

“Where {8 Don Felipe?" he Inquired
of Mendez, and that low-browed broth-
er of the burro bowed fawningly be-
fore he replied.

“He has gone to Fortuna,” he sald,
wiping his face with a bath towel
which he wore about his neck.

“And what for?” demanded Bud im-
paratively,

“I don't know, senor,” writhed Men-
dez. “I brought him =~ letter.'

“From whom?®'

“I don't know. It was glven to me
by Juana, the servant of the Senorita
Aragon,”

“Ah!" breathed Bu :,
not to be surprisced.

“Well, let 'im gr' ' he sald to him-
gelf, and went bac'. into the mine. It
waa what he had ‘xpected, in a way,
and hia code bac : alm keep his handa
off. But the nc't morning, when the
avolded or done, he
thrust hias rifle ::lo its eling and start-
ed for the tov . At the jail he halted
and gazed Ir tirough the windows—
then he rode i ) to the hotel and asked
for Phil,

‘Vhat? ilave you not heard?”
clamored T.on Juan, “Ah, it is maost
unfortunat .—I would not have had it
happen for the world!”

“What?” inquired Bud succinetly.

“Why, the quarrel—the encounter

ith Capitan del Rey! 1 did my best,

assure you, to pravent it, for the
town hnp beén put under martial law
nnd the captaln is In full charge. They
quarreled over the favor of a Indy, an
now your friend la In jail."

“I dldn’t see him when I come by
observed Hooker.

“Ah, no—not in the cnmel-—-ln the
cuartel, the guardhouse of the
rurales!"

*“Much obliged!™ nodded Bud, lnd
yode on through' the town. Thae street
of the Mexican quarter was. filled’
with strange people hurrying to and
fro; long packtraine loaded with
trunks and curlous bundles. cameo
swinging up from below; and_ a pair of
rurales, looking -flerce .under . their
huge sombreros  stood gunn! by the
cuartel door. :

“Where I8 the cantalnr' daml.ndml
Hooked, After requesting; him' to hang
his pistol-belt on his.saddle-horn, 4
‘gargeant showed him in to the chlef,

- Manuel dol Rey was very busy.with
papers nd.orders, but as the Ameri
can appeared in the doorway he.rose
-.nd gredted him wlth a bow, = .

-...—.-_u-..-

and pretended

1y what it might portend. .

“Ah, goot! morming, senor,” he sald,
with ono sw ift glance to read his mood.
“You are In search of vour friend—
no?"’

“Sl, senor,” answered Hooker, but
with none of the animosity which the
captaln had expected. “Where is he?”

"I regrot very much,” began the of-
ficer, speaking with wilitury formality,
“but it I8 my duty to Inform you that
the Senor De Lancey has left Fortuna.
Last night he did me the honor to en-
st In my company of rurales—he I8
now on his way to the north to assist
in guarding the railroad.”

“What?" .shouted 1lud, hardly abla
to belleve his ears. But when the cap-
talp repeated it ho no lungcr doubted
his Spanish.

“But why?” he cried;
joln the rurales?"

“Ah, scnor,” shrugged Del Roy, "“was
he not a Mexican citizen? Very well,
then; he could be summoned for mill-
tary seivice. Hut the circumstances
wera these. Your friend came yestoer-
day to this town, whero I nin at pres-
ent military commander, und made an
unprovoked assault upon my pergon,
Ior this, accordiug tu luw, he shogld
have been shot at sunrise. [ut, not
wishing to occaslon unpleasantness
with the Amnericans now residing here,

“why did he

I offered him the alternative of mili- !

tary eervico. He 18 now enllsted as a
rural for o term of five years.”

“Five years!"” exclalmed Hooker;
and then, instead of sturting the ex-
pected rough-houso—upon which the
rural guards were prepared to jump on
his back—he slmply threw down hls
hat and cursed, Not anyone in par-
ticular, but everything in general;
and at the end of it he turned once
more upon the watchfud captaln,

"Dispe~seme, gevur,” he snid,
is the truth, le it?"

“81, senor,” returned Captain del
Rey. “But before leaving with his de-
tachment your friend wrote this letter,
which he requested me t> dcliver to
you."

Ha offered with a flourish a sealed
envelope, from which Bud extracted a
short note.

Dear Gud:

When you get this T shall be far away.
I must have been mad, but It s too Inte
now., Rather than be excceuted 1T have
enlisted as a rural. But T shall try to be
brave for her soke. Take core of, her,
Bud—for me! PIiIL.

Bud read it through again ond medi-
tated ponderously. Then he folded It
up and-thrust it in hls pocket.

“Muchas gracias, senor capitan,” he
sald, snluting ond turning upon his
heel; and while all the Mexlcans mar-
veled at the Inscrutable ways of Amer-
lcangs, he mounted and rode away,

“thie

CHAPTER XVIL.

There was a world of Mexicans In
the plaza when Hooker rode down
through the town. Never, it seemed to
him, had he geen so many or liked
them less.

To the handful of Americnns who
remalned to man the mill and mine,
they were easily a hundred to one;
and ibough their eyco were wids with
fear of the imminent rebsis, they had
an evil way of staring u.t. him which
he did not relish,

Even at the hotel, wham the Span-
ish-Mexican aristocracy was massed
ten deep, he sensed thd same feellng
of veiled hostility and wondered vague-
it Philip De
Lancey, for making love to a girl, was
drafted Into the army, what would
happen to him if these people should
ever break loose? And did they have
the courage to do their worst?

He lingered around the door for &
while, hoping to meet Don Juan or
some American who would tell Him
the news; then, disgusted with every-
thing, he flung away and left them to
themselves. Iortuna was not & white
man's country—he could ses that with-
out a diagram—but at the same time
he Intended to hald his mine until he
could hear frcm Phil.

- Let tho tides of {nsurrection come
and go, let the red-flaggers take the
town and the federuls take it back
agaln—at the end he would still be
found at the Eagle Tall, unless Phil
received hie title to the mine.

, A8 for Aragon, whose fine ItnMan
hand he percelved behind the sudden
taking off of Phi}, let him make what
trades he would/with the rurales and
Manuel del Rey, even to the giving of
his daughter's hand;. but if, taking ad-
vantage of the unsettled times, ‘he
dared to try - steal thelr-mine, then
there would . war'to thé knife.

‘It 1a & fine, comforting thing to be
single-minded and of one purpose. All
the rest of life i{s simplified and or
dered then, and A man knows when o
¥aise his hand nnd w‘:en to hold lt
back.

- In his letter Phil hml I.I.Id nothlns

about thelr mine, but he was 'a Mexi-

can citizen still, and the mine was in
his ndame. Bud wha his pardner-ind
fres to hold it in his stead; and that
he determined to do--not*bn.ly ‘hold 1t,
but work it for a '‘stake. Then, when
tho tide was passed II',:d all mdde cer
tain, they could tnrn over to Krnse!
and quit the acoursed country..

‘.As for the g7, Bud decidod that
she could take care of herself without
any - assistanceé frod “Mim; l.n& dh-
missed her from-higmind. = = <7

{ Back at the mina He' fotind Amigo
guarding camp from the hilitop, and
&iter telling him. the. gist,af his trou-
bles, the two of them. went to. work.
Every day, whila one of them dug out
the ore, the other crushed and washed
it and watcheéd aa he horned. out the
#old. Their rifles- they  Xept. bealde

them and pistols:in thelr belta; ‘and |

every time a dﬁtmud fato

‘camp, a8 one did winu MG 1) the | ng—

geners) Gnrest, He'folt tho' slleiv ter |
ace of arms in mmuﬁa mtm
oh As wiy. v

cile wont

For a week they labored on together, !
grim, watchful, expectant—then, at
the break of day, they heard a distant
rattle of arms, llke the tearing of a
cloth, and knew that the bat‘le wu|
on.

The great whistle at Fortuna opened
with 1its full, bass roar, and Amigo '
snatched up his gun and went loping !
down the canyon, drawn Irresistibly
by the sound of confiict. Bud lingered, |
climbing higher and higher to got u
vliew of the country. But hls young!
blood clamored for action too, and ;
soon he was mounted and gone.

The flghting was not at the Ameri-
can town, but down the valley by Old ,
Fortuna, and as Hooker galloped on |
toward the sound of the firlng he no-
ticed that it was on the move. Al-
ready the cowardly rebels were Te-
treating—the volunteers from Fortuna
were hurrylng to get closer to them,
the rurales were riding to flank them;
and when Bud jummped his horse up
the last hill and looked down into the
broad, cultivated valley he saw the
dust of thelr fllght.

Down the fenced trail that led to l.ha
lower country the mounted insurrectos
werea spurring in a rout;
newly plowed fleld, of Aragon the men
on foot were making o short cut for the
hills; and all about them, lke leaping
grasshoppers, sprang up puffs of dust.

Now they plunged into the willow
brush along the river, where it swung
in against the ridge; and as thelr pur-
suers broke into the open they halted
and returned the fire. The bulleta
struck up the dust lilte hailstones in
front of the oncoming irregulams, &
man or two In the lead went down,
and they faltered. Then, as frantically
as the rebels, they turned and ran for
cover.

While defenders and invaders shot
back and forth across the broad field,
Bud put spurs to his horse and rode
closer, and when he came ocut on an-
other hilltop he was just in time to sea
the rurales come pelting in from the
west and take the revoltosos on the
filank. There was a great deal of long-
distance firing then, while the rebels
slowly retreated, and finally, with a
last defiant volley, the defendera
turned back from thelr pursuit and
marched triumphantly to Old Forluna.

There, amid numerous vivas, Don
Cipriano rolled out a cask of mescal
and, after a flery speech, invited the
victors to help themselved. So they
fall to drinking and carousing, and the
one defender who had been wounded
was bendaged and made much of,
while a great crowd from the upper
town looked on In awe and admiration.

At Ilast Manuel del Rey and his

cn:.my and with several wounded pris-
oners in thelr midst, the valordrunk
Mexicans formed a riotous procession
and went marching back to town.
Every horse and mule was carrying
double, guns were being dropped,
broad hats knocked off, and ever, ag,
they marched, they shouted: .

“Viva Madero! Viva Mejico! Muerte
a los revoltosos!"

It wes an edifiylng spaetacls to an
American, and with the rest Bud
tagged along to the plaza, whers they
bad speeches and cheers galore and
more mescal at the company's cahtina;
But in the midst of it, whila he sat
laughing on his horse by the hotel,
Bud felt a gravel strike hia broad
hat from above and, looking furtively
up, he beheld Gracia Aragon smlunk
down at him from the balcony.

She beckoned him with a swift
movernent and gazed out over the as-
semblage agaln, and after a few mo-
ments of dellberation Hooker tied his
horse and wandered into the hotel.

A ftingle of excitement went over
him as he tramped up to the ladies’
parlor, for he had mever mat Gracla
face to face. But he disguised his
qualms by assuming a magklike grim-
ness of countenance snd,r when - the'
glorious Gracia glided out of her roo
to meet him, he only blinked andetood
pat :

A long I?xparlenca as a poker player
was all that saved him from betrayal,
for there was something in her very

and bound. But he ouly gazed at her
somberly, without even so much as
ralsing his hat,

Back In Texas, in. his social world,
it was considered almost unmanly to
thus salu!.n the ladles, So he ptood
there, his’ lg sombreéro pulled down
over his mop of light hair, gasing ‘at
her without a blink.

Perhaps it was not altogether as
friendly a serutiny of her charming
features ‘as- Gracla ' edpectéd, for -he
.remembered what sha had doneto Hie'
pordnar; but if she sensed su2ohp Tars
thing as’ disapproval from a_ young
man, elfe was too excited to show It
Her lips trenibled; and shelooked back |

an alcove .y, the sl.tglu.m twitch of
his sleave.

“Don’t talk too loud,” ®she whis-
pered. “My mother 18 listaning from
the room~rbut.for the lova of God, tall |,
me, where is Phil?”

“T don’t knotw,” m«mﬂ Blll!. ll'!’-
ing to lower his’ hls voice toA bondotr
poftnesa; “he joined the rurales and
'was ordered. north—that’s all I know.”

m heard' from ‘Bim T o il
Bhe seemed to be all impatl to
snatch his news and fly with {t, but
Bud was in no such bhurry. And so
far was ho from belng a earpet knight
that he immediately  ralsed his volce
to’its normal-bass. It nnllrl it
‘for Phil and-Bis ¥md t*n
‘and whispers, but - Ilpit *Ii
style. :
“Not since he went iwny. ‘b llld.
"l,h left me.a.little ml&}hﬂfh

Bnlns What?" ‘ihe

iz s

\-“ 0‘1

: ﬂo_mnﬂﬂ

e

acrosa the |

turtively; meanwhile;drawing him.into |

“Yes, yes, to' bo surd; ‘But haver't'|

r

rurales returned from harassing the.|

presence which made his heart leap |
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A!ld
theres’ a reason aside from the
They do the job
—they run all the time—they get
you there-and-back at half the
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Ford runabouts; the touring car is five
fifty; the town car seven fifty—f. 0. b.
Detroll.. complete with equipment. Get
catalog and particu lars .from . Aréhie " L.
Todd, local dealer, Anderson, 8. C.

All You Have to Do Is

Depont ynn.' Money \Vilh Us
WE WILL

" Honor your Checks .
Fnrunb wou check books free .
Keep your. accountsrsivaight
Give you atlenhve and courteou: attention always
Pay you interest on deposits - :
- 'LEND YOU MONEY WHEN YOU WANT IT

Wo are still making a apeel.nll of -amall notes rnnni 2 from $25 to

SIDO—(ehleten lecd the Hetn;pnllun bankers cnl t.nem') which
Twill be pald during the month 6f dcl'oller an fi.at Balf of Novem-

be
b inesd| pesonrces ot s Litlo cpoile
ST ons MIL LION DOLLARS

i FiausunWe want your hmneu :
R AND 2

Youwmmtmlhmniﬂhh 'to give (it to |ll._
Naumouﬂtoomalltoopen naeemm\mhm s

Wine Clpvatt

viey SR ._._‘

ii'armers 'and Merchants Bank

-r.-,

F’ar mers Loan & Trust Comp

. (To be eontl;nod.).

R

S o

breathlessly : ;
1 'w-u.*-mst that-he MM _




