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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS
INSTALLMENTS,

In the opening installments of
‘A Fool and His Money,"
Geo. Barr MeCutehesn's charm-
ing novel, serial rights for which
have been specially oblained for
the Home and Farm Magazine
Section, we learn of Jobn Bel-
lamy Smart, the young man who
is telling the story, He has just
written his first novel, and at
the same time has fallen heir to
an immense fortune left him by
his uncle, He is 35 years of age.

After a visit to London, Smart
tnkes o trip on the River Dan-
ube. After finding an old-world
town, he discovers an ancieat
castle, which he purchases from
its owner, the Count, With hia
secretary, Poopendylke, he takes
possession of the immeuse strue-
ture, which is supposed to be
tenanted only by the caretaker
and his family, the Sehmicks. To
Smart's amazement, the first
pight, he hears the ery of a baby.

Looking out at a baleony one
night Smart sees the white figure
of a waman sithouetted. He im-
maodintely begins & bunt for
Selimieck, the carataker, to solve
the mystery of who the woman
may be. With the Schmicks be
endeavor 8 to break down a
heavily barred door into that see-
tion of the castle, but fails, The
tion of the castle, but fails.
Smart learns that souvenir hun-
ters from New York are de-
manding to buy the castle beir-
loums. Smurt’s visitors demand
to buy the curiosities of the cas-
tle althongh he assures them
time and time again they are not
on sale, They think ke is hold-
ing out for a higher price. The
story coutinues.
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£f g ND THE TREATY whs signed
A on this table,'" said Mr. Riley-
Worliheimer.  He  addressed

himself to a plump young lndy
with u distorted bust and s twenty

two inch waist. **Mauode, what do
you lnow about the Roman-Teutonie
treaty! We'll cateh you now, my
itewad, ' he went om, turning Lo me.

My dunghter is wp in socient his
tory. She's an authority,"' =

Miss Maude appeared to betsacking
her brain. | underiovak to ugsist bor.

“*1 mean the second [reaty, after the
fall of Nuremburg,"' 1 explained.

“0h," she aaid, instanly relieved.
“CWas ot really sigoned here, right here
: "l Oh, fatbher! We must have
that tubla,*

. wre sure there was a treaty,
Mundo?'  demanded her parent ae-
eusingly,

“Certainly,”" she ervied, ““The Tea:
tons eoded Algace Lorraine to—"’

“Purdon me ones more, "' 1 eripd, and
this time [ plead guilty to a blush,
ffvou nre thinking of the other treaty—
the one ut Metz, Miss Riley Werkhaim-
er. This, as you will recall, ante dates
that ome by—oh, several years'!

“Thank you,” she said, quiot eon-
descendingly. ‘1 wnas oonfused for a
moment. Of eourse, father, I can't say
that it was signed hers or on this table
28 the young man says, | only know
that there was a tresty. I do wish
you'd come and see the firesercen I've
found—""

“let's pet this ont of our wystem
first,”’ said her father. */If you ean
ghow me stutistics and the proper proof
that this ic the geovine table, young
man, 1711—=""

“ Proy rest easy, sir,'’ 1 snid, ““We
ean take it up later on. The facts
arc—"'

¢t And this Pontius Pilate seat,’’ in-
lurrupiml ROCk:ﬁWnrth, biting off the
end of a fresh cigar. “‘What about itf
Got a mateh?”’

“‘(jet the gentleman a match, Brit:
ton,”’ 1 said, thereby giving my valet
an opportunity to do his exploding in
the pantry. “Y1 ean only affirm, sir,
that it is common history that Pontius
Pilate spent a portion of his exile here

in the sixth cemtury, It in reasonable
to sssumo that be sat in this seat, be-
ing = old man umused to difficult
stairways. He—''

‘“Buy it, Orson,’’ said his wife, with
authority., ““We'll take a chance on
it. If it ism't the right thing, we can
gell it to the second-hand dealers,
What's the price?'’

A thousand dollara to you, madam,’’
said I,

They were at once suspicious, While
they were busily engaged in looking
the seat over #s the porters shifted it
sbout at all angles, I stepped over and
grdered my workmen te resume their
operations. ° was beginning to get
sour and angry again, having missed
my coffes. From the culinary regions
there asscended a most horrific odor
of fried omions. If there is one thing
I really resent it is a fried onion.

‘T do not kmow why I should have felt
the way I did about it on thia oceca
ston, but L am mean enough now to
confess hat I bailed the trinmphnl en-
try of that pernicious odor with a mean-
ness of spirit that leaves nothing to he
explained.

HGood gracious!'' gasped the aris.
teeratic Mra, Riley-Weriheimer, hold-
ing hor nose. *‘Do you smell that!"

“0nions! My Gawd!'' rniffed
Maude. i

pre

““How I hate ‘em!

Mr. Rocksworth forgut his dignity.
“Hate 'em?'" he eried, his eves roll
iz, *‘I just love 'em!"’

“Orson!’’ said his wife, transfiving
him with a 'glare, ““What will people
think of yout’’

“1 like ‘em too," admitted Mr,
Riley-Werkheimer, pereciving at onco
whom she meant by “‘people.’’ He
puffed out bis chest.

At that instant the
plumbers and stone masons resumed
their inferonl rncket, while serub-
women, polishers and painters began to
move intimately among us.

Hllere!’" roared Mr. Roeksworth,
tistop this beastly noise! What the
deuee do you mean, sir, permitting these
seoundrels to raise the dead like this?
Confound 'em, T stovped them once,
Here! You! Let up on that, will you?"’

I moved furward apologetically. ‘I
am afraid it is not opions you smell,
ladies aod gentlemen,'' 1 bad taken
my cus  with sorprising quickness,
“They are raising the dend. The place
is fairly alive with dead rats and—"'

“‘Good Lerd!'' gusped Riley-Werk-

here. "’

ffOh, I know onions,'' mid Rocks.
worth ecalmly. ““Can’t fool me om
onions, They are onions, sin't they,
Carrief"’

“Thay arel'' said she. ‘““What =
pity to have this wonderful old castle
uetually devastated by workmen! It is
nn outrage—a erime. I should think
the owner would tura over in his
grave, "'

Unhappily, T am the owner,"
madam,’” raid T, slyly working my foot
buek into sn elusive slipicr

““You oushi to be ashamed of your-
self,'' ~he sald, eyeing me coldly with
a hitherto unexposed lorgnon.

T am,"” said I. **You quite took
me by surprise, I should bave made
myself more presentable if I had
kknown—""

““Well, let's move on upstairs,’"’ said
Rocksworth. Addressing the porters, he
said: ‘“You fellows get this lot of
stuff together and 1T take an option
on it. I'll be over tomorrow to clase
the denl, Mr,—Mr.— Now, where is the
old Plorentine mirror the Count was
t.ding us nbout?'’

““The Conut?'' said I, frowning.

““Yos, the real owner, You can't
stnff me willh your talk about being
the proprietor bere, my friend. You
soe, wo happon to know the Count.'’

They all condescended to laugh st
mo, I don't know what I should have
suld or done if Brittor. lind not re-
turned with & box of matehes at that
instanl—sulphor matehes which added
subtly tothe growing illusion,

Almust simultuneously there appeared
in the lower hnll a lanky youth of eigh
teon, He was a loud voicad, imperious
port of chap with at leust three rolls
to his trousers and s plum-eolored eap.

‘*Bay, these elubs nre tho real stuff,

aL right, all right, They're as britile

carpenters,

heimer. ‘‘We'll get the bubonie plague

s glass, Ses what I did to 'em. We
can have 'em spliced and rewsoad aad
Il hang 'em on my wall, All I want
ia tho beads, anyhow.’’

Ho beld up to view a headless mid-
iren aud brassis, and triumphaatly
waved a spleadid cleck. My favorite
clubs! I eould play better from a hang-
ing lie with that beautiful brassie than
with any elub I ever owned sud as for
the iron, I was deadly with it.

He lit a cigarette and threw the
mateh into a pile of shavings. Old
Conrad returned to life at that instant
and stamped out the incipient blaze.

“1 shouldn 't consider them very good
clubs, Harold, if they break off like
that,”" said his mother.

““What do vou know sbout elubst?’’

he spapped, snd 1 st once knew what
class he was in st the preparatory
school,
1f 1 was ever like one of these, said
I to myself, God rest the eage soul
of my Uncle Rilas!
The situation was no longer humor-
ous, I could put up with anything but
the mishandling of my devoted golf
clubs.

Btriding up to him, I snatehed the
remnants from his hands,

“You infernal eub!’ 1 roared.
““Haven't yon mny more senss than to
samash w golf elub like that?! For two
cents 1'd break this putter over your
head. '’

“ Father!’" he yelled
““Who is this mucker?'’

Mr. Rocksworth bounced towards
me, Lis cane raised. I whirled upon
him.

. “"How dare you!'' he shouted, The
ladies squealod,

If he expeeted me to eringe, he was
mightily mistaken. My blood was up.
I advanead.

“Paste uim, Dad!'" roared Harold.
But Mr. Rocksworth suddenly nltered
his course mnd put the historie treaty
teble between him and me. He dido't
like the nppearunce of my rather large
fist.

““You bhig stiff!'’ shouted Harold.
Afterwarda it occurred to me that this
inelpgant appellstion may have been
mennt for his father, but at the time 1
took it to be nimed at me,

lofore Harold quite knew what was
happening to him, be was prancing
down the long hall with my bony fin-
gers graspiog his collar. Coming to the

indignantly.

door opening into the outer vestibule,
I drew back foot for a final aid to
locomotion. Acutely reealling tho fact
that slippers are not designed for kiek-
ing purposes, T ruised my foot, removed
the elipper mad laid it upon a taut
so:tion of his trousers with all of the
welancholy foree that I usually exert
in slicing my drive off the tee. I shall
rever forget the cxquisite snasm of
pleasure his plaintive '‘Ouch!’’ gave
me,

Then Harold passed swiftly out of
my life.

Mr, Rocksworth, reinforeed by four
reluctant mercenaries in the <hape of
porters, was & vancing upon me. Some-
how I bad a vague, but uperring in-
stinet that some one had fainted, but
I didn’t stop to ingqure. Without mueh
ado, I wiested the eane from him and
sent it scuttling after Hurold

“Now, wet out!'' 1 roared.

““You shall pay for this!'' he sput-
tered, quite black in the face, “‘Urab
him, you infernal cowards!’’

But the four porters slunk away, and
Mr. Rockoworth faced me alone, Ru-
dolph and Max thoropghly fed and
most prodigious, were bearing down
upon u¥, secounting for the flight of
the mercenaries.

““Get out!’’ I repeated. ‘*1 am the
owner of this place, Mr. Rocksworth,
and I am mad through and thoough.
SBlap!**

ST have the law—"'

““Law be banged!’’

Y4If it costs me a million, I'll get—"*'

““It will cost you s million if you
don't get!'' 1 advised him, seeing thut
le paused for want of breath.

I left him standing there, but bad
the presence of mind to wave my huge
henchmen sway. or, Riley Werk-
heimer approsched, but very pacificals
ly. He was paler than he will evor be
fgain in his life, T fear,

(Continued Next Week.)

A horso show anid o horse p.rade will he
attendant attractions.

Fditor Lew A. Cntes of the Polk County,
Orpgon, Obaerver wignalizes his ansumption
af tha editorial funetion in Dallus, Oregon,
by prestoting his paper under o how and
vantly more artistic heading.

Lafayotte, Orogon, Visitor: A little dungh-
ter of the editor wriles from Alberta: My
hubby and brother have paid onehall cons
apioce for some alfalfa meed. They are to
be planted tem fert apart'' Now what do

you kaow shout thatl
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and Remove

Pains caused by Rheumatism in
its varions forms, Neuralgia

Muscular Pains, Sprains or

any skin inflammation or irritation, can be relieved by

SULPHURRO is an antiseptic and germicide for

Taken internally it enters

the blood, cleansing it of the impurities, “‘urie acid"
and germs which cause the pain. Sulphurro Baths re-
lieve pain and inflammation beeause the pores absorb
this healing and beneficial antiseptic and germicide,

SULPHURRO insures pure blood and a healthy

gkin and pure blood is the first essential to health—and

relief from aches and pains,

phurro found relief.’’

] am pleaged to tell you I have derived great bene.
fit from the use of Sulphurro. 1 have been a great suf-
forer from chest and internal puins and by taking sal-
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