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combe remarked, "Let me make you
a whisky and soda, old chap. You look
a bit tired."”

“Very good of you, [ think I will”
Andrew answered, “And, George, are
you sure that 1 should not be putting
you out at all ir 1 were to stay—say
another couple of days—with you?”

Duncombe wheeled round and faced
his feiend, His reply was not immedi-
ate.

“Andrew,” he sald, “you know very
well that 1 haven't a pal In the world
I'd sooner have here than you for just
as long a8 you choose to stay, but—for-
glve me If 1 ask you one question, I
It becaunse you want to watch Miss
Flelding that you have changed your
mind?"

“That has a good deal to do with It
George,” Andrew sald quletly. “If 1
left without meeting that young lady
again I should be misernble, 1 want to
hear ber speak when she does not
know that any one Is lstenlng”

Duncombe crossed the room and laid
Iig hand apon the other's shoulder,

“Awdrew, old fellow,” he said, “1
can't have i, 1 can’t allow even my
best friend to spy upon Miss Fielding.
You see—I've come a hit of a cropper.
Quick work, 1 suppose, you'd say. But
1'm there all the same”

“Who wonts to spy upon Miss Fleld
ing?' Andrew  exclndined  hoarsely.
“Bhe can be the daughter of a multi-
milliopaire or u peaniless adventurer
for all 1 eare. All 1 want Is to be sure
that she isp't Phyllis Poynton.™

“You ure not yet couvinecedt"

ll.\'“..‘

There was o moment's sllence,  Dun-
combe wilked to the window and re
turned,

“Andrew,” he sald, “doesn’t what |
told you just now-—make a difference?”

Andrew groaned.

“Or conrse 1t wonld,”™ he answered,
“hut=0I'm fool enovgh 1o Teel the same
nhoutr 'hyllls Poynton™

Dunconibe, In the fall glow
witions which seetned to him o give o

of sl

larger and more wonderinl outloolk on
life, felt his sympnthies  sodddenly
pwnkensd,  Andrew Pelban, his old
chitin, sitting there with hibs boge, dis
flenring glusgees and boweld head, was
surcly the prototype of all that was

petthetie,  He forgot all hls small irerl

tation at the other's obstinaey, e re-
membered only  thelr long yenrs of
comradeship aud the tragedy which
loomed over the life of his chosen
friend Onee wore his avi rested
upon his shonlder

“I'm a sellish brute. Andrew!™ he
sald, “Stay as long as you please and

got this lden ont of yonr eains. 1'm
tey g 1o et Miss Flelding and her fa
ther down here, and IF 1 ean manase
it anyhow T'Il leave yon two alo
and you shall talk as long as you ke,
Come, we'll have a driok together now
amd a pipe afterward.”

e,

' cheek,

e walketd to the sideboard,
where the glasses and decaniers were

NerosEs

arranzed.  ‘Then for the tirst thoe he
Eaw upon the teay awaiting him o tele- |
gram, HMHe gave a MHile exelamation I
s he tore it open,  Andrew looked up,
“What I8 11, Goem " e ashaed.

telegram "

Dunecombe stood with his eves slued
upon the oblong stelp of paper. A |
curions pallor had crept into his foee
fram underneath the healthy tan of
his complexion, Andrewy sichtless
thongh he was, seemed to febl the pres-

|
HA
|

punee in the room of some exciting in- |

Anence, e rose to his feot and moved
poftly neross to the sideboand,

“Is It o telegram, Geosrge?' he whis
erad hoursely, “Read it to me, 18 |t
gruln Spencer?

Duncombe eollected himself with an
effort.

“It's nothing,” he answerad, with a
lttle laugh in which all the elemoents
of mirth were Incking, “*nothing ot all.
A note from Hegzs, my head keepoer,

"

In

about some ponchers, Confound the
Tellow!™ |
Awlrew’s hand was sudenly upon

the sldeboard, traveling furtlvely across

Its shining surfuce. Duneombe witeh-

ed It with a curlous sense of fuscina-
tion He felt altogether

powerless to

interfore 1ie w siaply  wonderin
Liow long It would be belore thos lung,

powertul fngers seleed upon what th
o i, Ile n il en then .\.-I--
VP asi Ll « ! ¢, il e Jel

\ Inclingtion to do 8 The e
ware woving slowly but surely. Final
v with a little grab they selzed upoun
. Then there was auother wmoment
ol suspense.  Slowly the hand was

withdrawn,
g Duncombe felt himself held in the

Erip of a giant. Andrew had him by
tuu_ throat,

Without a second's warn- |

l

vou have lied to me, George!” he
eried. “There was a telegram!"

CHADPTER XVIIIL

T seemed to Duncombe that time
glood still.  Andrew's face, whol-

ly disfigured by the hideous dark
spectncles, unrecognlzable, thrent.
ening, was within n few Inches of his
owi,  He felt his bhot breath upon his
For a moment there sgtole
through his numbed senses fear of
more terrible things, And then the
grip which held him relnxed. Andrew
stoodd away gnsping, The crisis was

| over,

“You lied to me, George, Why?"

Duncombe did not answer, [He conld
not, It wns ns though his body bad
been emptied of all breath.,

“You meant to keep the contents of
that telegram a seeret from me. Why?
Wias I vight, after all? Head me that
telegram, George. Read It to me truth-
fully.”

“The telegram I8 from  Spencer,”
Duncombe sald, “IHe I8 coming here.”

“IMere? Is he giving up the search?
Has he failed, then?”

“He does not say,” Duncombe an-
swered., “He says simply that he Is
coming here. e has wired for & mo-
tor to meet him at Lynn.  He may be
here tonight.”

A discordant laugh broke from Pel-
ham's lips,

“What about your Missa Fielding
now?" he exclaimed. “Why do you
suppose that he is leaving Parls and
coming here? 1 whs right. 1 knew
that I wns right.”

Duncombe stood up, His expnnse of
shirt front was crumpled and battered,
His white tile was hanging down In
ribbons,

“Listen, Andrew!" he excinimed. “I
am speaking of the girl by whose slde
I sat tonight at dinner, who calls her-
self Miss Fielding, who has in plain
words depied that ghe knows anything
of Phyllis I'oynton, I want you to une-
derstand  this,  Whatever she
choose to eall herself that ghall be her
nime. T will not have her questioned
or bulllsdl or watehedl, If Spencer
comes here to do either, 1 have finished
with him, 1 elect myself her protector,
I will stand between her and all sus-
plelon of evil things ™

“She has fonnd a champlon Indeed!™
Pelhanm exclaimed floreely, “With Miss
Fielding I have nothing to do. Yet
you had better understand this, If she
be Phyilis Poynton she belongs to me
amnd not to yon. She was mine hefore
you heard her name. T have watched
her grow up from a child, T taught
her to ride and to shoot and to swim,
I have walehed her listening to the
wind, bemding over the flowers in hor
garden. T have wnlked with Lier over

the moor when the twillight fell nnd
the mistg rose.  We have scen the
Kiud!ing of the stars, ad we have

geon the moon grow pale and the east
ern sky ablaze, 1 have tanght her
whiere to Tonk for the beautifol thinegs

of lite, Bhe has belonged to me in all
ways save one, I am a poor, helpless

creature now, George, but hy the gods,
I will let no one roeb me of my one
holy upensation.  She is the girl 1
love, the better part of myself.'”

“Uhyllis Poynton may bhe all these
thinzs to you" Duncombe answered,
“I do not know hes I do not recog
nize her. Fid her If von ean. Make
of her what you will, Al that T as=k
of yon l= that you divest your mind
of those sonscless suspicions.  Seok
Phyilis Poyaton where you will, but
leave alone the womnn whom 1 love
I will not have hor troubled or an
noyedd by needivsg Importunities, She
says she Is Miss Flelding, Then she
is Miss Piehling, It is enough for me,

e

It must be enongh for you!
“Aund what about Spencer?”
asked erimly,

I"ellinm

M peneery i'!. I‘1E- mattoer ]-I my Servy-
ant,” Duncombe answered. “If his
gearch for Phyvllls Povoton entails hils
annoying Mizs Fielding, then he is dis
misged. T will have po more to do with
the business™

“I have heard of this man Spencer,”
Andrew answered,  *“If you think that
hie is the sort of crenture whom you
ean order abont lke that, T fancy that
you are mistaken. You may try to
call him off, if you like, but you won't
suceend,  He 18 searching for Phyllis
Poynuton, and he is coming here. 1 be-
lieve that he will find her.”

The windows were wide open, and
both men suddenly turned round,
There was no mistaking the sound
which came to them from the road
outside—~the regular throb and beat of
perfectly  balanced engine.  Then
they heard & man's volee, cool and
precise,

“1ere yon sre, then, and a sovereign
for yourself. A cupital lttle car this.
o] ll.i‘._'h':"

The little iron gate opened and elos-

ed. A mll man In o loose traveling
cont ond eareving a small bag entered,
e v Dunecombe stunding at the
open window and waved hig hoaopd. As
e approached his boyish fneoe 1t up
Mty 1 il

by t ek to ind yvou ap!™ he ox-
clitime?. “Yon got iy telegeam ¥

*An hour ago! Duneombe answered,
“This Is my friend, Mr. Andrew 'el-
hutn. What will you have?”

“Whisky and sodan and a biscult,
please,” was the prowpt reply. “Have

may |

“Not in 1be “jeast,” Duncombe an-

swered. “You've made us very curl
ous though."
“Dear  me,”  Spencer  exclalmed,

“swhat a pity! 1 came here to ask
Anestions, not to answer them,
get wme o rvegular poser, Duncombe,
By Jove, that's good whisky!"

“Help yourself,” Duncowmbe answer-
ed. “We won't hother you tonlght,
I'll show you a room a8 soon ns yon've
had o elgarette,  Fair erossing ¥

“No Idea,” Spencer answersd. ¥
glept all the way. Jolly place you've
got here, Duncombe. Niee eountry
too."

“There Is Just one question.” Pelham
began.

“Shan't answer It—tonight,” Spencer
Interrupted firmly. “I'm dead sleepy,
amd 1
truth, And when tomorrow comes—
I'll be frank with you—I've very little
to say. Pardon me, but where does
Mr. Pelham come In In this matter?"

“Pelham,"” Duncombe snid slowly,
“was n nelghbor of Miss Poynton's In
Devonshire. It was through him that
I first went to Paris to search for her.”

Bpencer nodded,

“Glad to meet him, then,” he re-
marked. “There are a few questions 1
ghnll be glad to nsk hilm in the morn-
ing."”

“There I8 one,” Pelham said, “which |

you must answer now."

Spencer raised his eyebrows, He
wans standing with his back to them
now, helplng himself to sandwlches
from a dish upon the sideboard.

“Ry Jove, your cook does understand
these things,” he remarked, with his
mouth full. “No ldea 1 was 80 hungry.
What was that, Mr, Pelhanm? A ques-
tion which must be answered now 7"

“Yen, You telegraphed to Duncombe
to know the names of Lord Itunton's
guests, and now you have come here
yourself. Why?'

Spencer helped himself to another
sandwich,

“1 eame here,” he said, “because 1
didn't seem to be getting on In Parls.
It struck e that the clew to Miss
Poyuton's diappearanee might, after
all, be on this side of the ehannel,”

I'elham gulded himself by the table
to the sldeboard. Ile stood close to
Spencer,

“Mr. Spencer,’” he sald, “I am almost
blind, amd I cannot see your face, but
I want you to tell me the truth, I ex-
pect It from you,"

“My dear fellow,” Spencer answered,
“I'm awfully sorry for you, of course,
but I really don't see why I should an-
swer your guestions at all, truthfully
or untruthfully. 1 have been making a
few inquirvies for my friend Duncowmbe,
Al present I regret to say that I have
been unsuccessful.  In their present
crude state T should prefer keeping my
discoveries, such as they are, to wmy-
self.”

I'etham gtrack the sideboard with his
clinched fist so that all the glasses rat-
tied upon the tray. 118 face was dark
with passion,

“I will not be lgnored in this mat-
ter,” he declared,  “I'hyllis Poynton
and her brother are nothing to Dun-
combe,  He acted ouly for me. e
cannot deny it.  Ask lhim for yourself,”

“I do not need to ask hilm,” Spencer
answered, “1 mm perfectly well aware
of the clremmstanees of the cage, Al
the same, 1T go about my business wy
own way. I am not ready to answer
questions from you or anybody else.”

“You shall tell me this ot least,” Pel
ham declored,  “You shall tell me why
yvou telegraphed here for the names of

"

| Lord Hunton’s house party.”

|
|

l

| irm of Marshall Field & Co. of
! eago,

“Simplest thing in the world,” Spen-
cer answered, relinguishing his attack
upon the sandwiches and lighting n
clgnrette, I did it to oblige a friend
who writes society notes for the New
York Heeald™

‘ [T0 BE CONTINUED.]

TAYLOR NAMED MAYOR OF 'FRISCO

Dean of University of California Sue- Supreme Court Decides His Veto of |

ceeds Schmitz,

San Francisco, July 17.—Dr. Edward
. ‘I'aylor, physiclan and lawyer, dean
of the Hastings law college and of
the University of California, was, by
v#, hoard of supervisors, elected mayor

of San PFrancisco and by the open
avowal of the bribery-graft prosecu-
tion the so-ealled “reign of the big
stick” came to an end,

ALBERT LISCOMB FOUND DEAD

Merchant Formérly -Connacted With |

Marshall Field & Co. Ends Life.

New York, July 17.—Albert G. Lis-
somb, a merchan! connected with the
Chi-
was found dead In
ments at the Chatsworth house, as-
phyxiated from gas which was escap-
ing irom several burners. The police
hell Liscomb committed suiclde,
His 1amily is absent in the country.

l_l\r'

ROBBERS STCP FREIGHT TRAIN

0. J. Brown Shot and Killed and Otis
Taylor Sericusly Wounded.
Cherryvale, RKan,, July 17.~Two
robliers held up oSG Louls and Ban
Fraunclsco frelght train five miles east
of Cherryvale, shot and killed O. J.
Brown and seriously wounded Otis

Ve

not upset you, I hope, coming down | Taylor, harvest hands,

from the clouds in this fashion?"

The victimg were beating their way

You've |
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AVegetable Preparation for As-

conldn’t gnarantee to tell the |

similating the Food and Reg ula-
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

INFANIS . (HILDREN
Pwmotesl)ig;slion.(llurfnl-
ness and Rest.Contains neither
m, Morphiné nor Mineral.
OT NARCOTIC.

Aperfect Remedy for Consfipa-
| tion, Sour Stomach,Diarrhoea,
|| Worms Convulsions, Feverish-
|| ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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NEW YORK.
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EXACT COPY OF WRAPPER.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought
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For Over
Thirty Years

GASTORIA

THE CEMTAUN COMPANY, NEW YORR CITY,.

THE: ORIGINAL
BEE'S
Best for
Eolda,Groun,

B

No Oplates,
Conforms to
National Pure
TFood and

All cough syrups containing opiates conatie
pate the bowels, Bee's Laxative Cough Syrup
moves the bowels and containd De Opiatos.

PARKER'S
HAIR BALSAM

* Fails 1o Hestore Oray
r to its Youthiul Color.
senlp divenscn & hale falling. l

el #1000 ar Dimggiats

home to West
worked In  the wheat fields
sounthern part of the state,
sisted the efforts of
rob them of thelr carnings. Brown
was shot and died almost instantly
Tavior was wounded twice, one bullet
girlking him in the left shoulder and
the second in the breast,

Taylor was brought to the hospital
here, He ls i oa serfous condition, hut
may recover. 'I'he robbers escaped.

in the
They re-
the road wmen to

UPHOLDS GOVERNOR'S ACT.

Kearncy Normal Fund Was Right,

Lincoln, July 13 —The supreme
court decided that Governor Sheldon
acted within the constitution when he
vetoed the appropriation of $85,000
for a new building for the Kearney
pormal school. The contention of the
citizens of Kearney was that the bill
had been retained in the hands of the
governor longer « than the congtitu-
tional limit of five days beftore the
executive veto was submitted and
filled with the secretary of state,

From Obscurity to Renown.
An anecient well, onee surrounded by

his apart-

walls eight feet high, In “Yeolng field "
Trewsbury Mead, a valley about three
miles from Clerencester, near the vil-
lage of Kemble, 1s the source known
as Thames head, In summoer no sign
of water or of water plants can be
found near it. Its walls are now down,

and thickly interlaced vines and brush

hide it from view. In winter

Nows, i the valley mod eontributes
its little foree to the greantest of Island
pivers. Thus from an obseare, hidden

and neglectod orleln BEngland’s historic
river swells and flows an until, upon
its pellneid bosom above Folly bridge
to its brackish waters below the Tower
of London, it nurses everything frou
an infant's gentle pleasures to the sin-
Ister tragedies of the greatest eity In
the world.—From “In Thamesland.”

m Kansas after lu'n;m;'

'
It over- |

ELY’S CREAM BALM
This Remedy is a Specifio,
Sure to Cive Satisfaction.

CIVES RELIEF AT ONCE

It cleanses, soothes, Lieals, and proteets the

disensed membrave, It eures Ontarrh and

drives awny & Cold in the Head quickly,

Restores the Benses of Tuste sud Smell,

Easy to use. Contains no injurious drugs,

Applied into the nostrils anid absorbed.

Large Bize, 60 cents at Druggists or by

mail; Trinl Bize, 10 cents by mail, «

ELY _BHOTHEH_S. 56 Warren 8t., New Yorks

“Don’t
Be
Nervous

¥ ladies, but get vid of the dis-
ease which is the cause of
8 most of woman's nervousness,
A viz., female troublk, “I was
| ¥ very nervous,” wreites Mres.
{T. L. Jones, of Gallatin,
Tenn., “and suffered six years
il with every discase peculiar to
Amy sex. I had headache,
dbackache, and acute female
inflammation. 1 took three
bottles of Cardui and it cured
4 me. I gained 35 pounds in

-

g1 weight, I tell my husband

= CARDUI

WOMAN'S RELIEF

was worth its weight in gold

to me, and I secommend it to
!all women.”

% At all Druggists o
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RIIEUMATISH CURED IN A DAY
Mystie Cure for Rbheumwatiem snd Neuralgin

rudically eures in 1 to 8 days. Its setlon vpon

the sysiem £ remnrkiuble and mysterions. It

removes at ones the cause knd the disense fm-
medintely disappenrs, The Hrsi dose gieally

sold by M, K, Lﬂwl.

| benefita, 76 cents and §1.
druggist, Red Cloud.
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