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CIAPTER XV,

UNCOMBEE leaned his guno np
agnlnst o gote. A few yards)
away his host was talking to |

the servients who lingd bronght
down Inncheon,  The rest of the party
wore only Just In sight a fleld or twao
off.

“Have a glass of sherry Lefore lunch,
Goeorge”' his host asiked, strolling to-
wiard hio.

“Nothing to drink, thanks.
A cigarette If you have one.”

Lord Runton produced his case, aud
a servant brought them matehes, They
both lenned over the gnte and watched
the seattered little party slowly com-
mg toward them.

“Who I8 your friend, Fielding?" Dun-
combe asked a little blnntly, =

“Fellow from New York,” Lord Itun-
ton answered., “lle's been very decent
€0 my brother out there, and Archibald
wrote and asked me to do all we could
for them. The girl is very handsome,
You'll see her at dinner tonight.”

“Hore for long?"

“No, unfortunntely,” Lord Runton
gugwered, 1 had very Lhard work to
ot them to come at all,  Cleely has
written them three or four times, |
think, but they've always hid engage
mwents. They're only staying till Mon-
day, 1 think. VYery quiet, Inoffensive
sort of chap, Fielding, but the girl's a
ripper,  Helln!  Here they are. 'l
i trodduce .\'llll...

A groom had thrown open the gate

I'd like

of the ftield across which they were
lookipng, and Lady Ruunton from  the
box seat of a small mall phaeton

wuved her whip. She drove stralght |
noeross the furrows towand them a litte
recklessly, the groom runniug behimd, |
By her side was a girl with coils of I

¢ brown halr and o thick black vell
worn after the rfashion of
Ing American.

“Just in thne, aren't we?” Lady IRRun-
ton remarked as she brought the horses
o 0 stanusull. “Help me down, Jack,
aud look alter Miss ieldiog, Sir
George, By the bye, have you two et |
yety”

the travel-

Dunecombe bowed—he was barchead
od—and held out his hands.

“1 saw Mliss Flelding for a moment
lust night,"” he sald, “or, rather, 1 dida’y
We were introduced, however,

you think of our maligued
wedather, Miss Fielding?'' he

<0 her,
VWhat do
Loaglish
sk,

she ralged her vell and looked at him
doliberately. He had been prepared
tor this meeting, amwd yet it wus with
diliculty that he refrained from a
start,  The likeness to the photograph,
which even at that moment was in his
pocket, was wonderful. She looked a
little older perhaps, There were shad-
ows in her fuce of which there were
Lo traces in the pieture, Aud yet the
lkeness was wonderful,

“Today at least Is charming,” she
“But, then, 1 am quite used to
vour climate, you know, I have lived
in Europe almost as much as in Amer-
fca."

She eertainly had no trace of any ac-
cent.  She spoke a little more slowly
perhaps than most young Englishwo-
wen, but there was nothing whatever
‘n her words or In her pronunciation
of them to suggest a transatlanptic or-
igin,  She stood by his side, looking
ubout her with an air of interest, and
Duncombe began to wonder whether,
after all, she was not more beautiful
than the photograph which he bhad
treasured so Jeanlously. He became con-
sclous of a desire to keep her by his
side,

“I1a your father shooting, Miss Field-

sild.

ingt?"

she laughed softly.

“*You don't know my father, Sir
George,” she answered. *“He hates ex-

ercise, detests being out of doors, and
Lis ldea of paradise when he ls away
from business s to be in o large hotel
where every one speaks English, where
there are tapes and special editions
and an American bar."”

Iruncombe lnughed,

“Then 1 am alrald My, Flelding will
find It rnther hard to amuse himself
down here,” he remarked,

“Well, he's discovered the telephone,”
she suld, “He's spending the morning |
vinging up people all over the country.
e waus lking to his bankers when

! me all about your Andrew IPelham?”

wo enme out,  Oh, here ¢come the rest
of them, How tired they look, poor
things—especially the baron! .\';nure‘
never weant bim to tramp over plowed ‘
ficuds, 1 am sure. Baron, I was Just |
gaying how warm you look."”

The baron took off his cap, gave up
his gun to a keeper and turned a glow- :
Ing face toward them. ‘
"My dear young ludy,” he declared,

make your father walk with us, e
will he sure to suffer some day i he
il s noexerciee,”

“Oh, father's never (0L the givl an-
grered. “But, then, he ecats nothing.
St George, 1 hope you're going to de
vote yourself to me at luncheon. 'm
tereibly hungry.™

“soowe all are,” Lady Runton  de-
clnred. “Come nlong, every one™

Luncheon was served ina large open
barn pleasantly fragrant of dried hay
and with a dellghtfal view of the sea
far away In the distance. Miss Fleld-
ing chattered to every one, was amus
g and amused. The baron gave her |
as much of bis attention as he was
ever disposed to hestow upon any one |
at menl times, nod Duneombe almost
forgot that he had breakfasted at ¥
o'clovk,

“Churming young person, that!™ said
Lady Runton's neighbor to her. “One
of our future duchesses, 1 suppose?”

Lady Runton smiled,

“Lots of money, Teddy.” she an-
“What a pity you haven't n

swered,
title”

The young man—he was in the for-
olen offfce—slrhed and shook hls head,

“Sneh things are not for me™ he de- |
clored  sontentiously.  “My afections
nre engaged.”

“That Isn't the least reason why yon
ghonidu’t murry money.” her ladyship
declarad, Nghting n cigaretie, “Go and
ta'lk te her!”

“Can't spoll sport!™ he answered,
ghaking his head, *“By un-
ecombo 1s making the ranuing, though,
lsn't he?

.]ll'- "!

Her ladyship rafzed her glasses,
Duncombe and Miss Flelding had
strolied outside the barn, e was

shiowing her his house, a very pletur.
esque old place it looked, down in the
virlley, |

“It's nothing but o farmhouse, of
course,” he sald. “No pretensious at
architecture or anything of that sort,
of course, #ut it's rather a comfortable |
old place.”

“1 think it
the givl sudd, live there all
alone? You have sisters, perhaps®” '

Ile shiook his hemd, i|

“No such loek,” he answered, “Mine |
I8 entirely a bachelor estihlishment, A
crent part of the time I am alone, Just
now 1 have a pal staying with me-- |
awfully decent chap, from Ilv\'uu-"
shire”

She was certainly sllent for a mo- |
went, He Cancled, too, that there was
a change in her face, |

“I'tom Devonshire?' she ropented, l
with n enrelessness which, I it was not |
naturnl, was exceedingly well assumed, '
“1 believe 1T knew some people once
who came from there, What is your
friend’s name, Sir George?” l

He turned slowly toward her,

“Andrew DPeliam,” he said quletly, |
“11e comes from a place called Raynes- |
worth.”

“Ile I8 staying here now—with you?”

“Yes," he answerad gravely,

It was uot his fancey this time; of |
that he felt sure. Her face for the mo-
went had been the color of chalk; a |
little exclamatisn Bad boen straongled
upon  ber lips, She shot a quick
glunce at himw. Lie met it steadily.

“You know the name?" he asked,

She shook her head,

“The name, yes," she answered, “but |
uot the person. A very old friend of
mine was called Andrew FPelham, but
be was an American, und he has never
been In England. It startled me,
though, to hear the exact name again
from you,"

She was herself again. Her explana-
tion was carelessly given. It sounded
even convineing, but Duncombe him-
self was not convineed, He knew that
she wanted him to be, He felt her
eyes seeking his, studying his face.
Perhaps she was only anxious that he
should not misunderstand,

“George, are you ready?" his host
ealled out. “"We're going to take
Smith's pustures.”

“Quite!" Duncombe answered,
til this evening, Miss Fielding."

*“NYou are dinlng at Runton Place?"
she asked quietly.

“Nes," be answered,

Is perfectly
“Tro yon

charming," |

“Un-

“Will you tell

She ranised her eyes to his and smiled,

“Dio you think that you would be in-
terested ' she asked,

*“You know that I should,” he
gwered quletly.

For a thue he shot badly; then he felt
that Lis host's eye was upon him and
pulled bimself together., But he was
never at his best. He felt that the
whole world of his sepsations had been
suddenly disturbed, It was lmpossible

an-

(Continued on Paye Six.)

O

ur Big Bargams

White Goods.

India Linons, from veve veea8 123 to 30c yd

Barred Dimities, from ... ...... .10 to 20¢ yd
Barred Nainsooks, from .........10to 20c yd
Dotted Swiss, from .............. 15 to 25¢ yd
Fmbroidered Swiss, at . ............... 3oc¢ yd
l.ace striped Swiss, from. ... ... .124 to 30¢ yd

Silks.

Japanese Silk, 27 inches wide. . ..
L.a Siren Silk, 27

Black Talfeta,
Black Peau de

o vess0c yd
inches wide..........60¢c yd
36 in,, guaranteed. .. $1 to $1.25

Soie, 36 in,, guaranteed...$1.50

Crocheted Silk Hoods, each...... .. oy way oSO8
Crocheted Baby Jackets, each...........$1.00

Laces and Embroiderices.

Valenciennes Laces in all widths, with insertion to match, from 2¢ to 25¢ yard.

Oriental Laces and bands to match, from 15¢ to soc¢ yard.

Embroidery from 3¢ to 55¢ yard.

we will save you moncy,

Come in and look our line over beforve buying and

Hosicry

l.adies' L.ace Hose, at
15 tO focC,

Children’s
or 1x1 knit, 10 to 25¢, in
white, tan or black.

Infants’ Hose, from 10¢
to 25¢, in lace lisle
thread, in white, tan or
black.

or

The famous Burson
Hosiery, 15¢ to 3s5¢, all
black, or black with white
foot.

lHose, lace:

Burson Fashioned Stockings

No Stockings can
be made with truer
lines and shape,
and yet there is
not a seam in them
from toe to top.
As perfectly fash-
foned —shaped —as
the best foreign
hose, but without
the seams,

Marroned Akl

NO SEAMS TO SEE OR FEEL

ISS Nrs which are always

present in the imported stockings.

You need not pay for the work of sew- This Cut Tells the Story
ing up those scams that hurt, as there are no seams in the Durson,
Knit in perfect shape—shaped perfectly in the knitting. They
keep that shape from machine to rag bag.

Best in Quality and Comfort.®_No Higher in Price,

Ladies’ and Children’s Gauze Knit Underwear

Infants’ long sleeve Vests ......15 to 30¢
L.adies’ long sleeve Vests............25¢
l.adies’ long sleeve Union Suits. . ... .6oc
Infants' Vests without sleeves. ........7c

Children's Vests and Pants, ea..15 to 25¢
l.adies’ Vests and Pants, each. .10 to 50c
Children’s Union Suits ..............50¢
l.adies' Union Suits............ 25¢ to $1

This month’s Butterick Patterns
are 10c and 15c—none higher.

AMERICAN BEAUTY Style 736
Kalamazoa Corsel Co., Maker:

orsets.

Batiste Girdles, at. ... vesse oe. .25 O SOC
Batiste Girdles, with hose supporters, at.............50¢
Batiste Corsets, with hose supporters, at. ... .. . JJBC
Corsets (like cut), with long hips, and
* two sets hose supporters ...............51 and $1.35
Guarantee with every Amevican Beauty Corset.

I T I R I I

Muslin Underwear.

Corset Covers, lace trimmed, at ., ,......... et S S8 F N A e R
Corset Covers, embroidered insertion and hemstitched ruffle «os. 00
(‘orset Covers, with 4 ineh embroidery and ribbon beading ........... 680¢
Corset Covers, with 6 rows lace insertion and top finished

oyt TR T TS S R Ly e U e L S
Skirt with two rows of 2-inch jpsertion and 4-inch lace ............... LI15
Skirt with 8-inch flounce . .... R T O X o g BT o S R T vice e 1 AD

And a host of others which we huve not space to mention, 02 ,ia

and we will show them to you, No trouble to show goods.

. NEWHOUSE, Red Cloud, Nebr.




