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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUB
Tn the opening installments of
‘A Vool snd His Money,"
Geo, Barr MeCutcheon'’s charm-
ing novel, serinl rights for which
have been specially obtained for
the Home and Farm Magazine
Beetion, wa learn of John Bel-
lamy Smart, the young man who
is telling the story, He has just
written his fiest oovel, and at
the same time has fallen heir to
an immense fortune left him by
his unele, He is 35 yenrs of age,
After a visit to London, Smart
takes a trip on the River Dan-
ube, After finding au old world
town, he diseovers an ancient
castle; which he porchases from
its awuer, the Count. With his
secretary, Poopendyke, he takes
session of the immense struc-
o, which i3 supposed to be
tenunted only by the carstaker
and his famuy, the Sehmicks, 1o
Smart’s amazement, the first
uiglit, he hears the ery of a baby.
Looking out at a balcony pno
night Smurt seos the white figure
of u womnan silbouetted. He im-

modintely a lunt f
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hegins for
Belimiek, the enrotaker, to solve
the mystery of who the woman
may be, With the Selumicks lig
endeavor 8 to  break down a
heavily barred door into that sec-
tion of the castle, but falls. The
tion of the castle, but fails
Bmart learus that souvenir hua-
tors from New Vork are de
manding to buy the castle beir-
looms., The story continues.
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AR the ladies, sir! Therse are
three of them, all from New Yark City,
and they heep on saying they are com
pletely ravished, sir—with joy, 1 tuke
it. Our great sideboard in the dining-
room is to go to Mra Riley- Werkheimer,
and the hallseat that the first Baron
nsed to throw Dis armour on when le
eame in from—""

“Greent ennkes!" 1 roarod. **Thoy
Baven't moved it, have they! It will
fall to pieces!"’

“iNg, sir, They ure piling sconces
and candelubra und andirons on it, re-
gardless of what Mr, Poopendyke says.
You'd better horry, sir, Hers 18 your
eollar and necktiv—"'

] don't want 'em. Wlore the dick-
ems are my trousers?"!

His fuce féll. “'Being pressed, sir
God forgive mel™'

Yigget out nnother pair, confound you,
Britton. What are we coming tof"'

He legan rummaging in the huge
alotliespross, ull the while reguling ma
with news from the regions below,

“iMr, Poopendyke has gone up to lis
room, sir, with his typewriter, The
young Indy insisted on having it. 8he
squenled with joy at secing an antique
sypewriter snd he—he had to Tun away
with it, ‘pon my soul he did, sir’’

I couldn’t help laughing,

tAnd your gold elibs, Me Smart.
YWhe young gentleman of the party is
perfectly carried away with them. He
says they 're the real thing, the genuine
mixteonth century urticle. They are a
bit rusted, you'll remembor, T left lim
out in the courtynrd trying your brassis
and midiron, sir, cndeavering to loft
potatoes over ths south wall I suc-
eceded in hiding the balls, sie. Just as
I started upstairs I heard one of the
new window punes in the banguet lhall
smash, sir, so I take it ho most have
sliced Lis drive s bit"

¢ Wiho let these people in?" I de
manded in smothered tones from the
depths of a sweater 1 was getting into
n order to gain time by omitting a
collar,

“iThey came in with the plumbers,
pir, at half-past eight. Old man Schmick
triod to keep them out, but they said
they didn't understand German and
wiulked right by, leaving their donkeys
fa the rosdway outside.’’

#(Qguldn’t Rudolph and Max stop
B’ I erisd, aa my head smersed

““They were still in bed, sir. I think
they're at breakfast now."’

““Good lord!’’ I groaned, looking at
my wateh, **Nine-thirtyl What sort of
a rest cure am I eonducting herel"!
Wo hurrisd downstairs so fast that 1
lost one of my bedroom slippers. It
went claftering on ahead of us, waking
a shameful racket on the bar stones,
but Britton caught it up in time to
save it from the elutehes of the curio-
vondala, My workmen were lolling
about the place, smoking vile pipes &nd
talking in guttural whispers. All opera-
tions sppesred to have ceased in my
establishment at the command of the
far from idle rich. Two portly gentle
men in fedoras were standing in the
middle of the grest hall, discussing the
merits of a dingy old spinet that had
been earried out of the musle room by
two lusty porters from the hotel, From
gomewhere in the direction of the room
whers the porectaing and earthpnwirs
were stored came the shrill, exeited
voites of women, The aged Schmicks
were sifting side by side on a window
ledge, with the rigid reticence of wax
figures,

As I eame up, I heard one of the
strangers say to the other:

sowell, if you don't want it, T'Il take
it. My wife says it cin be wade into
a writing desk with a little—"

¢+ 1 beg your pardon, geotlemen,'" satd
[ contronting them, ** Will you be good

‘lenongh to explain this introsion!™’

They stured =t me ns it | were n
servaut asking for ligher wages. The
spraker, & fat man with o bristly
mustache and a red neektie, drew him
self up haoghtily.

S Who tne devil ars you?'' he de
manded, fixing me with u glare.

T knew at onee that he was the kind
of an Ameresn [ have come to hate
with & zest thut kmows no moderation;
the kind thst makes one ashamed of
the mations] melting pov. 1 glared back
at him.

‘1 happen to be the owner of this
Mace, and you’ll oblige me by ¢clearing
out. '’

“What's that! Here, here, none of
that sort of tulle, my friend. We're here
to look over your stuff, and we mesn
business, but you won't get anywhere
by tulking like—''

“Phere is nothing for sala here, ™’ 1
said shortly, ““And you've got o lot of
perve to tome bolling into & private
hoose—""

“Hay,'" said the second man, ad-
vaneing with a most insulfing soowl,
i 'll understand exch other right off
the reel, my friend. All you've got to
do s to suswer us whon we ask for
prices. Now, bear that in mind, and
don't try any of your high-and-mighty
thetics on us !
¢¢ Just remember that you're s junk.
denler anil we'll ‘get along splendidly,”’
giid the other, iu & tono meant to erosh
me. “*Whut dis you usk for this thing?"’
tapping the dusty spinet with his walk
ing-stick.
1t suddenly ocourred to we that the
sitiintion was humorous,
siyYon will have to prafduce your
reforenens, gentlomen, before I ean dis-
onss anything with you,”’ 1 said, after
gwallowing vory hard. (1t must have
been my pride.)

They stared. ‘‘Good Lord!’' gnsped
{ho bristly ome, ULlinking his eyes
“Don't you know who this gentleman
g1 You—you appear to be an Ameri-
oun. You must know Mr Riley-Werk-
heimer of New Yori.''

i1 yegret to stay that T hnve never
Leard of Mr. Riley:Werkheimer, 1 did
not lnow that Mrs, Riley-Werkheimer's
husband was living. And may I ask
who you arel"’

»¢Oh, I am also a nobody,” said he,
with & wink at his purple jowled com-
punion, ‘I am only poor old Rocks-
worth, the presidont of the—''

{0, don't say anything more, Mr.
Rocksworth,"” T eried. *'I have heard
of you. This fine old spinet! Well, it
has boen reduced in price, Ton shou-
wund dollirs, Mr, Rocksworth."'

#Tgn thousand nothing! T'I taks it
at seventy-five dollsrs. And now lot's
talk about this here ball-sent. My wife
{hinks it's a fake. What is its history,
and what sort of guarnotes ean you—"'

doar Mr. Rocksworth, that is the very
hall-seat that Pontius Pilate sal in
whoen waiting for an audience with the
first of the great Teutonie barons. The
trenty between the Romans and the
Teutons was signed on that table over
there—the one you have so judiciously
selected, I perceive, Of eourse, you
know that this was the Saxon seat of
government, Charlemagne lived here
with all bis court?'!

They tried not to look impressed, but
rather overdid it.

“That's the stort of a story you fel.
lows always put up, you skinflints from
Boston, I'Hl bet my head you are from
Boston,”" said Mr, Roeksworth shrewd
Iy,

1 eouldn’t nfford to have you lose
your_head, Mr. Rocksworth, so | shan't
take you on,'' said I merrily,

“Don't get fresh now,'’ said he
stiffly.
Mr. Riley-Workheimer wallind past

me to take o closer look 4t the sent, ul
most treading on my tols rather thau
to give an ineh to moe.

“Tlow ean you prove that it's the
genuine article?"" he demanded curtly.

“You have my word for it, sir,”" 1
said quietly.

O Pish tush! ' snid he.

My, Rocksworth turned in the diree
tion of the banguot hall.

Sarrie!"" he shouted,
a minute, will you?'' .

Pon't shout Like that, Orsen, "’ eame
buck from the poreelnin eloset. ** You
almost made me drop this thiag.’"

“Well, drop it, and come on, This
is important.’

I wiped the meisture from my brow

“iCome here

into my pocketa
A minuta Iuter, three femnles ep
peared on the seoue, all of them dust

and respoctfully pul my clonehed fisis | §

ing their hands and curling their noses
in disgust.

1 mever saw suck a dirty place,”
said the foremost, n large lady wio
couldu’t, by nuy eircumstance of fate,
have been anvbody's wifo but Rocks-
worth's, *‘Qt's futhy! What do you
wanti'’

“I'vo bought this thing here fur
geventy-five. Lou said [ couldn't get
it for a piekle under a thousuuwl, And
say, this man tells me the hall seat here
bolonged to Ponting Pilate in—"'

“Pardon mey't L interruptod, **1
merely said thut he sat in it 1 um ot
trying to deceive you, sir.'’

(Continued Next Woek.)
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Coming West
Write us for reduesd freighi rates
on  household goods or diitomo-
biles,  Consolidated car serviee,

PACIFIC COAST FORWARDING CO.
107 Ry, Ex Bldg., Portland, Oregon

We will be Pleased

to eorrespond with you in relation to
any comdition pertaining to dental work,
Twenty yesra' practico in Uregon

DR. M. A, JONES

(2453 Washington S1., Portland, Osegon
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Bervice the Best

(A fakel’’ I eried in dismay. "‘My|

Hotel Butler

Seattle, Wash.

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

' paid to prompt, efficient and courteous service.

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

attention is now being

RATES

Hotel Butler Cafe

IN SEATTLE—

Cuisine Unexcelled

ROBERT J. ROBINSON




