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McCutcheon i .
A Fool and His Money Rcianal

gtory.  Lln has Just written his firnt nowvel,
digcovets an mocient eastle, which he purehusoa from wn Auntriag couhl,  With his

taker and hin (amily, the Bohmieks, Liter

a leave.  The servanin appear to he In lengue with bor. and do . :

;,.,,r, n worthloss and sehesming Awstrinn Connt, who ‘_“.m;!‘ _..I.[i.n‘? .kf,. "_.'.‘:. ,',l;’,'l",'.!,",“ e

b wiuld give it ap  The mother sbducts the ebild agd solecra 1he eakile ue ¥ Riliie WALy 8 ehild, T
although she warne him of the danger. A nomber of vigitors ke it Bittiete sa e
almins  £atses uRun Hmart and the Countess unswaren, The WOIAN eyl . -
o party leaves and Smart 0 relleved, -

valvt, DVinally

“D 0 YOU MEAN to say, Countons,
thnt—""

U1t has oll been quite satisfie.
torily attended to through Mr. Poopen
dyke,”" she snid, *“*He consulted me be-
fore definitely engnging any one, Mr,
Smurt, and I referrod him to my law.
yors i Vienna, 1 do bope Hawking and
tatehford and Henri, the ehef, are
quitn sntisfoetory to you. They were
reoently employed by some one in the
British embusey wi—"?

vy rest casy, Countess,*' T man-
aged to say, interrupting out of eon
giderution for Hawkes and Blatehiford,
who, [ thought, might feel uncomfort-
able at hoaring themselves disenssed so

impersonnlly. ' Everything is most sat- |

jefactory, 1 did not realize that 1 had
youi to thank for my present inental

- BYNOPSIS 2
To the opening Installments of A Fool and Hix Manes." tien, frare Acu b 008 INSTALLMENTS,

and st the samo time b fullen Buiy

Smart finds & woman wha 1e in pesarsaly

room. “*Well, trudition savy thiat one
of the old barons hyricd o vust trogmgpye
in tho collnr of this—"'"

“Htop! " 1 commnndod, shnking my
head, **Haven't | Just said ghat 1
don't wani to tulk about Htorature !
Buried treasveo is the vory worset form
of litérature, '’

“Vory well,” ghe said indignantly,
“"You will be sorty when you hour 1've
dug it up and made off with it '

1 prickod up my ears. This made A wonldu 't return before eleven,*?

differcnee, ** Aro You poing to hunt fur
it yourselrt'”

O oam ' whe said resolutoly,

lIn those durk, dank, grewsoma evl-
lnrstt

“*Uertniniy, '

“Alone?'!

U necossary, ' she sl looking at

nl gustronomienl eomfort, You bhave [we over the odge of the coffon cup.

gurrounded mwe with dindems, '’
Hawkes and blatehford very gravely

Yell me all about it,'* said 1.
Oh, we sha'n’t find it, of sourse, "’

and o unison sald: “Thank you, sir,’* | said she enlmly, 1 made note of the
SAnd now let ue talk nhout some. | prononn. CThey 've beey seurcliing for

thing olse, " she said complacontly, as

if the project of gotting the rest of her

family into the eastle wore alrendy off
her mind, *'1 enn™ tell you how much
I onjoyed yvour lnst book, Mr, Smari,
It in wn exeiting. Why do you call it
"Tho Fairest of the Fair't'’

““Decouse my publisher insisted on
pubstituting that title for the ono |
hud ehoson mywelf, T'l udmit that it
docan 't fit the story, my dear Coun-
teww, but what is an author to do when
his publisher nnnounces that he hos
a bonutiful head of o girl he wants
to put on the cover and that the title
must fit the cover, so to wpouk?'’

“Hut I don't eonsider it a Henutiful
head, Mr. Smart. A very flashy blomln
with all the earmarks of having powed
in the ehorus between the days when
she posed for your artist. And your
heroine bins vory dark hair in the book.
Why did they make her a blonde on the
eover !

"“Hoeeause they dida't happen to have
anything but blonde pietures in stoek,’"
said I, cheorfully, **A little thing like
that doesn 't mutler, when it comes to
literature, my denr Countess, It lin't
the bair that eounts, 14’ the hat,'’

“Hut T should think it would con.
fuse the reader,’’ sho insisted. **The
lnst pieture in the book has her with
huky black hair, while in all the others
she ix quite blondas,'!

YA really intelligent reader docsn't
bave to be told that the artist ehangod
his model before he got to the last pic-
ture,"" sald 1, and I am quite eonfi-
dont she didn't bear me grate my tooth.

“But the erities must have noticed
the error und commented upon it.'’

““My dear Countess, the erities nevor
so the last pleture in a book, They
are much too elever for that.’’

She pondered, *‘1 supposo they must
got horribly sick of all the books they
bave to read.”’

‘“And they never have a ehunes to
experienes the delicious period of con-
valeseeneo  that poersons  with  loss
chronic afflictions have to look for-
wurd fo,"" said I, very gently. *‘Thoy
g0 from one disease to another, poar
m‘l‘."

“‘1 oneo know an author at Newport
who said be hated every critie ou
carth,”’ sho said,

‘I should think he might,”’ said T,
without besitation. It was not until
the next afternoon that she got the full
signifiennce ¢f the romark,

As T never encourage any one who
socks to diseuss my stories with me,
being a modest chap with g flaw in
my vanity, sho abandoned the subjeet
after a few ineffoctual attempts to
find out how I get my plots, how 1
write my books, and how I keep from
losing my miud,

““Would you be entertaived by a real
mystery?’’ sko maked, leaning toward
me with o gleam of excitoment in ber
eyer, Very promptly 1 said I should
be. Wo were having our eoffee.
Huwkes and Blatehford had lefs the

it for two eenturies without succoss, |

My-—that is, Mr. Pless hus spont ilnys
down there, He Ix vers hanlap, you
know, 1t would coma in vory handy for
liim, ' '

I glowered, ““I'm glad he's gone, 1
don’t likke the iden of his looking for
teensured in my onstle, "’

Bhe gave me n smile for that,

CHAPTER X,

I Agree to Meet the Enemy.
HAT NIGHT | dronmed of going
down, down, down into the bowels
of the earth nftor buried trensure,

wnd finding at the end of my hours
of truvel the eountess’ mothor sitting
in bleak wplendor on & ehest of gold
with her feet drawn up and surronud
ed by an andience of wpiders

For au hour or maore after leaving
the enchunted rooms nenr the roof, |
lounged in my study, persistently ai-
tontive to the portralt of Ludwig the
Red, with my onrs steaining for sounds
from the other side of the weeret panels,
Alas! those panels wero tny oubiis
thick and as staunch ns the wides of o
battleship, But there was n vast sat
infaetion in knowing that she was there,
usleep porhaps, with her brown hend
plllowed elose to the wall but little
more than an arm's length from th
erimion waisteoat of Ludwig the Red
=for be sat rather low like a Chineso
god and supported hie walsteont with
his kneew, A gross, forbidding chap was
he! The story was told of him that
ho eould quaff a flagon of wle at &
single gulp. Looking at his portrait,
one eould not help thinking what »
pitifully infinitesimal thing a flagon
of ale Is after all,

Morning emme and with a sullen de-
tormination to get down to work on my
long neglected novel, 1 went down to

LN ihlnfm‘.ng mivgl,
&
1

ary, Poopendyke, he takos possesnion. 1t i

ter b finyie bor and is captivated by her wit

efel thn propenes of the Countess in the

we lvarn of John Bellamy Smarf. the young man who is inlling this
fmen®e fortnne feft him by his unele. Smart takes & frip on the River Dannbe, He

supponed fo be tonanted only by the exres

VI wing af the cantle that |s barred t0 Wim, She granis & brief interview, but refoses

Al Seauty  He finds that she is divoreed

Caune dimmads a million doltars from his rich Americaa ftherin-law, when
Ars frabble with the authorities, bug decides 9 annist the Tair divereon
\ - in eantle.  One guest, fumillar with the easile,
Gt wlhms & door Lehind her.  The vistee wuspocin Hmart of an Inutrigue with the wife of his

other one. His clbows were erooked at)
the proper angle | notieed, so 1 must
have beon doiog him sn injustice, He
couldn’t  have had  wnything disre
speetful in mid

" Senl My l‘tlli'“"lil_"-'ut‘\ ta me,
Huwkes, immedintoly after 1've fine
il my breakfase, 't

" Yery good, wir. Oh, I bog pardon,
v, I am forgetting, Mr, Poopendyke i
onk, He asked me to tell you he

[ "Out! What bosiness has he to be
[out?'"

U Well, sir, T mean to say, he's not
procisdly oul, and by lan 't just what
oty would eall fn. He is up in the—
uhiem!—~the vast wing, sir, taking down
some  correspundones for the—for the

lady, sir.**

I urosa to the oeeusion. HQuite s,
(uite so, I had forgotten the appuint- |
Inent, '

“Yeu, sir, | thought you bad.'*

HAbom! 1 duresny Britton will de
quite s well, Tell Lijm go—**

““Hritton, sie. lns gone over to the
jeny for the newwpapers, You forget
thut he gous evory morning as soon as |
het han had bie—""

Yeu, yeul  Certainly,”” I  waid
hustily. “*The papors. Ha, ha! Quite
righe."*

It was news to me, but it woaldn 't
do to ot him know It, Theé esgntess
read the papors, 1 did not. 1 wtend. |
fastly porsisted in ignoring the Paris
edifion of the New York MHernld for
funr that the delightful mystery might
disintograte, w0 o speak, before my
evod, or beeome the commonplace senn-
dul that all the world was enjoying,
As it stood now, 1 had it all to my.
self=that ks to say, the mystary. Mr.
Poopondyke rends sloud the Yhuseball
sores Lo me, and nothing elwe,

It was nearly twelve whon my weo
retary veporied to me on this partien
lar morning, und he seemed o trifle
hary as to the results of the games,
After he hud mumblod something about
i of wet grounds, 1 eoldly enquired;

““Mr. Poopondyke, are you employed
by me or by that woman upstairs?’’ 1
woull pever have spoken of hor nw
““ehnt woman,"" baliove me, i 1 had
not besn in o state of irritation,

He looked positively stunned, *“Siep"”
ho ganpod,

I did not repent the question, but
monnged to dewmand mther fioreely:
“Am yol'!

“The ecounntess had got drendfully
belilnd  with  her’ work, sir, and 1
thought you woubdn 't mind if I helped
hier out n bit,"" be explained norvously.

Work? What workt"*

Yifer diary, sir. Bhe is keoplug o
| dinry. "

i lodeed!

“Iv I very interesting, Mr. Smart,

breakfast. Evervthing about the place | Rather Leats any novel 1've read late-
looked bleak and dreary and as gray|ly. We—we've hrought it quite up to
as # granite tombstone, Wuawkes, who|date, 1 wrate at loast three pages about
but twelye hours bofore had weemad the | the dinper lnst night, If 1 am to be
ombodiment of life In its most resilicat | lleve what abe puts into her diary, it
form, now appeared as & drab nemesis | wust have been a delightfol oceasion,
with wooden logs and a froeon leer, My [as the newspapers wonld say, '’

coffes was bitter, the peaches were hln'~I I was somewhat mollifio, **What
sponges, the bacon and rolls of uni-|did she have to say about it, Fred?’'
form sogginess and the eggs of all ssked, Tt always ploased him to be
strango liverish bue, 1 sat there alone, | ealled Frod,

gloomy and depressed, contrastivg the| **That wounld be beteaying s confi-
bateful sunshine with the soft, witeh: | dence,”’ said bhe, **1 will say this muoeh,
ing refulgenee of twontv four eandles | however: I think T wrote your name
and the light that lies in a womnn's {ifl;v times or more in eonnection with
oyes, it

"‘A fine morcivg, sir,’" sald Hawkes| **Rubbish!'" said L -
in a voice that seemed to come from *“Not at all!"’ sald he, with agree-
the grave. Jt wans the first timo L had | able spirit, .
over heard him speak so dolorously of | A sudden ehill came over me ‘‘Bhe
the morning. Ordinarily he was n pleas- [isa't figuring oo having it published,
ant voiced fellow, In shot™’

““In it1"" said 1, and my voiee sound ““1 can'’t way as to that,'’ was bi
ed gloomier than kis, I wos wsot sure |disquieting reply, ‘It wam't any of
of it, but it seemed to me that be|my business, so I didn't ask."
made & movement with kis band as if | 7OL"" said T, “1 wee, ™!
about to put it to bis lips. Secing that| *‘1 thiok it is safe to assume, "f"'
I was regarding bim ratker fixedly, boever, that it is not meant for publica-

of it that T don't believe she'd dare
to put into prinl, sithough she recled
them off to me without so mueh ne a
blush. ‘Pon my soul, Mr, Swmart, I
never was w0 embarrassed in my life
Bhe—""*

“Nover mind, " 1 interruptod hastily
YDon't tell tales out of sehool,

He was gilent for a moment, fingees
ing his big eye ginsses norvously, *'1t
miy plense you to know that she thinks
you nure nn exccodingly nice mnn, "'

‘ENo, it doosn’t!"" I ronred irnseibily,
“1'm damned if 1 like being called an
exceedingly niee man. '’

S Thev were iy words, sir, not hers, 't
he expluioed desperntely. 1 was mores
Iy putting two and two together—{forms
g ng opluion from her moanner nob
from ber wordi. Bho s very particular
to mention everyiling you do for her,
and thauks me if 1 eall her attontion to
anything she way bhave forgoften, Hhe

[eortuinly approciates your kindaness to

tha baby, '’

CThat bs extremely gratifviog, '’ said
I meadly,

He hesitatod once more. *'Of course,
You understand that the divorce itsclf
in nbsolute. It 's only the matier of the
ebild that remaine unsettiod, The—''

I fuirly barked st him. * What the
devil do you mean by thut, sir? What
hos the divoree gor to de with it?"

A great dead, 1 should sav,'' suid
e, with the rare, almost superhumnn
patience that boas made bim so valuable
to me,

U pon my soul!*" wis all that T could
sy,

Hawkes rapped on the door lnckily at
that instanes,

“The men from the telephone coms
pany ure here, sir, and the electriciang
Where are they to begin, sir?"

CTell thiem to wait,'* sald I Then [
hurried to the top of the east wing to
ask if #he had the lsast objection to an
oxtension ‘plione being placed in my
wtady, Bhe thought it would be very
niee, so | returned with instruetions for
the men to put in three instruments—
one in her room, one in mine ond voe in
the butler's paniry. 1t seemed a very
Jolly arrangement oll "round. As for the
electrie bell system, it would speak for
itnelf,

Townrd the middle of the nfternoon
when Mr, Poopendyke and I wero hard
at work on my synopuis we were startlod
by a dull, mysterious poundiog on the
wall hard by, Weo paused to lston, 18
was quite impossible to locate the sound,
whieli coaned almost immedintely, Our
first thought was that the telephone
men wore drilling & bolo throogh* the
wall into my wstudy., Then eame the
shurp rat-aalatat onee more, Even as
wao lovked about us in bewllderment, the
portly fueade of Ludwig the Red moved
out of alignment with & heart rending
squeak and n long thin strenk of black
appeared at the inner odge of the frame,
growing wider—and blncker if soythiog
—bhefare our startled eyen,

4 Are you at bome?"’ inquired a voiee
that eouldn’t by uny means Lave emn-
nated from the ehest of Ludwig, even in
his mellowest hours,

I leaped to my feot and startod acrons
the room with groat strides. My secre-
tary ‘s eyes wore glued to the magie pors
trait. His fingers, looking like claws,
bung wospended over the keyboard of
the typewriter,

““By the Lord Harry!'' 1 eried,
llY“!P!

The socret door swuug quietly open,
laying Ludwig's face to the wall, and in
the aperture stood my amazing neighbor,
ad lovely a portrait es you'd wee in &
year’s trip through all the galleries in
the world, She was smiling down wpon
us from the slightly elevated position, &
eharming figure In the very latest
Parisian hnt and gown, Bomethiog gray
and blaek and excoodingly clhie, I res
momber sayiog to Poopendyke after
wards in response to & question of bLis

allowed it to remain suspended a lttlo [ tion,"" wald be. **It strikes mo as bo-
above bis hip, cuite on a lino with the ling a bit too perscnul. There are parts

(To be continued.)
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