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» BYNOPSIB OF PREVIOUS ¢
» INSTALLMENTS. ©
#® In the opening instaliments of &
@ ‘“A Fool and His Money,’’ George &
# Barr MeCuteheon's eharming novel, #
% serial rights for which have been &
@ specially ebtained for the Home @
© and Farm Magazine Beotion, we &
@ learn of John Bellamy Smart, the &
© young msn who is telling the story. &
He has just written his first novel, @
and at the same time has fallem &
eir to an immense fortune left &
him by his uncls. He is 35 years &
years of age. ¢
After a visit to London Smart &
kos & trip on the river Danube, &
After finding an old-world town, &
he discovers an unciemt eastle, ¢
© which he purchases from its owner, ®
@ the Count. With bis secretary, &
i#® Poopendyke, ho takes possession of @
@ the immense stracture, which is @
@ supposed to be tennanted only by @
@ the caretaker and his family, the @
@ Schmicke, To Smart's amazement, @
@ tho first night, he hears the ery @
@ of & baby. &
® Looking out at a baleony one &
% night Smart sees tho white figure &
@ of a woman silbouetted. He im- @
@ mediately begins a hunt for @
© Bchmick, the caretaker, to solve @
@ the mystery of who the woman &
@ may be. The story continues: @
@ ®
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(Continued From Last Week.)

FOUND the four Schmicks in the

wEust kitchon, watehing Britton

while be pressed my trousers on an

osk table so large that the castle must
have been built around if,

Herr Behmick was weighted down
with the keys of the castle, which never
left his possession day or night.

“‘Herr Schmick,”’ said I, ‘*will you be
80 good a8 to inform me who the dickens
that woman is over in the east wing of
the eastle?’’

' Woman, mein herr?’’ Ha plmost
dropped his keya His big sons said
something to each other that I couldn’t
quite catoh, but it sounded very much
like ‘'der duyvil."’

A woman in a white dress,—with
s dog."’

“A dog!” he cried. ‘‘But, mein
herr, dogs are mot permitted to bo in
the castle,’’

“Who s eBe? How did she get
“mpt

““Heaven defend us, mirl
have been the ghost of —''

“‘Ghost, your granny!'' I ecried, re-
lapsing into English. ‘‘Please don't
Dbeat about the bosh, Mr. Bchmick, She's
over there in the unused wing, which I
baven't been allowed to penetrate in
spite of the fact that it belongs to me,
You say you ean't find the keys to
that side of the castle. Will you ex-
plain how it is that it is open to strange
women and—and dogs?'’

“You must be mistaken, mein herr,’’
he whined abjectly. ‘‘She cannot be
there. She — Al I have it! It may
have been my wife, Gretell Have yuu
been in the east—'7

“‘ Nonsense! '’ I eried sharply. **This
won’t do, Mr. Behmick. (ive ms that
bunch of keys. We'll investigate. I
can't have dtrange women gallivanting
about the place as if they owned it
This is no trysting place for Juliots,
Herr Schmick. Wa'll get to the bottom
of this at ones. Here, you Rudoiph,
feteh a couple of lanterns. Max, get
a eledge or two from tho forge. There
is & forge. I saw it yesterday out there
back of the stables. Bo don't try to tell
me there isn't one. If we can’t un-
lock the doors, we'll smash ‘em in
They 're mine, and I'll knock ‘em to
emitherecns if I feel like it,"!

The four Behmicks wrung their hands
and shook their heads, snd, then, re
pairing to the wseullery, growled and
grumbled for fully ten minutes before
dociding to obey my commands In
the meantime, 1 related my experience
to Poopendyke and Britton.

““That reminds me, sir,’’' said Britton,
*that 1 found a rag-doll in the court
wyard yesterday, on that side of the
building wir—I should say castle, sir.'’
o1 am guite sure I heard a baby
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It must

erying the second night we were here,

@ |Mr. Smart,'’ said my secretary nerv-

ﬂ“’l’o

. “‘And there was smoke coming from
one of the back chimney pota this
mozning,’’ added Britton

I was thoughtful for & momeat.
‘“What bocame of the’ rog-doll, Brit-
ton?’’ I inquired shrewdly.

1 turned it over to old Sehmick, siz"’
said he. He grinned. *‘I thought as
maybe it belonged to one of hiz boys '’

On the nged caretaker's reappearance,
I bluntly inquized what hud become of
the doll-baby. He was terribly eon-
fused. | :

‘I know nothing, I know nothing,""
he mumbled, and I could see that he
was misernbly upset. His sons towered
and glowered and his wife wrapped and
unwrapped her hands in hor apron, sll
tha tima supplicating heaven to be good
to the true nnd the faithful,

From what I could gather, they all
seemed to be more disturbed over the
fact that iy ballucination included a
dog than by the elaim that T Lad seen
& wuman,

“But, eonfound you, Schmiek,’” I
eried in soms lieat, **it barked at me."’

“iGott in himmell’’ they all eried,
and, to my surprise, the old womnu
burst into tonrs.

i1t i bod to dream of a dog,'' she
winiled, ‘It means evil to all of us
Evil to—"' ;

#0omel”’ said T, grabbing the keys
from the old man's ureasisting hand,
¢t And, Schmick, if that dog bites me,
I'll hold you personally responsible,
Do you nnderstandi’’

Two abreast we filed through the long,
vaulted halls, Rudolph earrying s gi-
gontio lantern and Max o sledge. Wa
traversed extensive corridors, mounted
tortuous stairs and eame at length to
the sturdy oak door that soparated the
enst wing from the west: a huge, for.
midable thing strengthéned by many
gross-pleces and studded with rusty
bolt liends, Prdloeks ns large as horse-
shocs, corroded by rust and rendered
absolutely impracticable by sge, con-
fronted us

i1 have not the keys,'' enid old Con.
rad Schmick sourly, ‘‘This door has
not been opened in my time. It is mo
use, '’

CiTt is no use,” repented his grizaly
gons, leaning against the mouldy walls
with wenry tolerance,

“Then how did the woman snd her
dog get into that part of the eastled’’ 1
demanded, ¢‘Tell me that!®’

They shook their heads, almost com-
passionately, as much as to say: 1 in
always best to humour & mad man,™

“ And the baby,”’ ndded Poopendyke,
turning wp bis coat collar to protect his
thin neck from the draft that smote us
from the balls

“‘8mash those padlocks Max,"" I com-
manded resplutely.

Max looked stupidly at his father and
the old mun looked nt his wife, and
then all four of them looked at me, ul-
mott imploringly.

“Why destroy a perfoctly good pad-
loek, mein herrd’’ begun Max, twirling
the sledge in his hand as if it were &
bamboo cane,

“Hil Look out thera!'’ gasped Brit-
ton, in some alarm. ‘‘Don’t let that
thing slip!'?

ti])oesn't this castls belong to mef”’
I demanded, eongiderably impressed by
the ease with which ha swung the sledge.
A very dangerous person, 1 began to
pereeive,

¢¢It does, mein herr,*’ shouted all of
them gladly, and touched their fore-
locks.

#4 Jiverything is* yours,’* added old
Conrad, with n comprebensive sweop of
his hand that might have put the whole
univeras in my name.

Ci8mash that padlock, Max,”" T said
ufter o second's hesitation,

“I'0 bet Le can't do it,’’ said Brit
ton, ingeniously,

Very reluctantly Max bared his great
arms, spit upon his hands, and, with a
pitiful look at his parents, prepared to
denl the first blow upon the ancient
padlock. The old couple turned their
heads awny and put thelr fingers to
their ears, cringing like things about to
be whipped.

“‘Now, one—two—three!’’ eried I, af-

feoting an enthusinsm I didn't feel

The slodge fell upon the padlock and
rebounded with almost equal force, The
sound of the crash must have disturbed
pvery bird and bat in the towers of the
grim old pils. But the padlock merely
shed a few scaba of rust and rattled
back into its eustomary repose.

*“Bes!"’ eried Max, triumphantly, ‘It
cannot be broken.”” Rudglph, his broad
face besming, held the lantern close to
tho padlock and showed me that it
hadn "t-been dented by the blow,

It is a very fine old lock,'" eried
ulq Conrad, with a note of pride in his
voice.

I began to feel some pride in the
thing myself. ‘‘It is indoed,’” I said.
‘*Try once more, Max."’

It soemed to me that he struck with &
great deal more confidence than before,
and again they all uttered ejnculations
of pleasure. 1 eanght Dmine Schmick in
the act of thanking God with her fin-
gers,

“*Beo hero, "’ T exelaimed, fucing them
angeily, ““whal does all this mean? You
are deceiving me, all of you. Now, let's
have the truth—every word of it—or out
you go tomorrow, the whole lot of you.
I ingist oh knowing wh othat woman is,
why she is here in my hou—my enstle,
and—everything, do you understund?’’

Appurently they didn't understand,
for they looked at me with all the
stupidity they ecould command,

“You try, Mr. Poopendyke,’’ T said,
giving it wp in despair. He sought to
tmprove on my German, but T think he
made it worse, They positively refused
to be intelligent.

“Give me the bammor,'' 1 snid at
last in desperation. Max surrendered
the clumap, old-fashioned instrument
with a grin and I motioned for thom all
fo stond back, Thres muccossive blows
with all the might I had in my body

failed to shatter the lock, whereupon
my choler ross te hoights hitherto un-
known, 1 belhg a very wild-mannered,
placid person and averss to smything
savouring of the tempestuous. 1 de-
livered = savage and resounding thwack
upon the broad oak panel of the door,
regardless. of the destructivenocss that
might attend the effort. If any one had
told me that I couldn’t splinter an oak
board with a sledge-hammer at a singlo
blow I should have Jaughed in his face,
But as it turned out in this case I
not only failed to split tho panel but
broke off the sledge haundle near the
head, putting it wholly out of commis-
sion for the time being ns well as sting-
itig my hands so soverely that I doubled
up with pain sud shouted words that
Dame Sghmick eould not put into her
prayera, (To be continued.)

$226,000 Paid to Farmérs.

The Cashmere, Wash,, Fruit Grow-
¢rs’ Union hns just paid to the grow-
ord $15,500, making tho total payment
on apples in the 1913 pools up to the
immense sum of $225,000, Hased on
181,217 boxes handled by the union in
its fall pools this amounnt represcnis
an average pyament to date of §1.24
per box. This is a net figure to the
grower,

The union has reeently closed thres
of its four unreported pools, leaving
now only the Winesap variety unclosed.
Of this variety the manigement reports
11 cars aro atill outstanding, nine being
in cold _storage in the East and two
entransit sold already at gond prives f,
0. b, Cashmere, From the present indi-
entions it will be about May 1 when the
final -rosutls of tho Winessp poul be-

come known,
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Service the Best

Hotel Butler

Secattle, Wash.

Under new management—entire change in
all departments—all rooms redecorated and

paid to prompt, efficient and courteous service.

$2.00 Up With Private Bath
$1.00 Up Without Private Bath |

Hotel Butler Cafe

attention is now being

RATES

IN SEATTLE—

Cuisine Unexcelled

RODERT J. ROBINSOM
Manager




