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In the opening instalments of "'A
Pool and His Maoney,"" Geo. Barr Me-
Outcheon's charming movel, serial
rights for which have been specially
obtained for the Hyme and Farm
Magasing Bection, wo léarn of John
Bellsmy Smari, the young man who
in telling this story. Ho has just
written his first novel, and st the
samo time has fallen heir 1 an im-
mensa fortune left him by his uncle
He Is 35 yoars of Bge.

After s vixit to London, Smart
takes a trip on the River Danube,
Afier finding an old-worll town, ho
disvers an ancient eastls, which he
purchases from its owner, tho Count
With ki secrelary, Poopendyke, b
takes pomsession of thy immense
stroeture, which ia eupposed 1o be
lessnted only by thu earetaker and
his family, the Bebmicks. To Smart's
smarement, the first night, he hears
:Mn:’.“‘t lfhll:r. Later be discovers

N8 Tace at an upper wind:
He in toa much inlrl’@l'lr:":l th] T\‘l’::d
to correspondence, uy in deairel hy
his seerstary. Smary determines to
salve the mystery of the eant wing of
the cantle and enters s window by
mears of a laddor. I1e i Lloeked by
& slout door on which iy pinned n
uote reading: '‘Pleass keop out. This
in private property. '’ lgster bie moets
the woman, who grouily pusiles him.
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‘*No tourigts enter this placa tomor-
Tow or avy other day,’’ 1 declarsd,
firmly,
HWell, T'd suggest wailing jost the
same, sir,"’ gaid he, evidently inspired
““Confound them,”’ 1 growled, some
Yow absorbing lis presentiment.

He bLesitated for a moment near the
door.

Y“Will you put in the telephone, sirt!’
be asked very respectfully,

Very curiously, T was thinking of it
st that instant,

‘It really wouldn’t be a bad idoa,
Britton,”’ 1 said, startled into eom-
mitting myself. *‘Save us a great deal
of legging it over town and all that
sort of thisg, ehi*’

““You, sir. What I was abant to sug-
gest, sir, in that while we'ro about it
we might as wel! have n svstem of elec-
tric bells put in. That i to say, sir, in
both wings of the castle. Very con
wenient, mir, you soe, for all parties
eoncerued, '’

“I wee,’! maid T, impressod.
then repeated it, a little more im-
pressed after reflection, ©1 gee, Yon
are a very resourceful fellow, Britton,
I am inelined to bounce all of the
Belmicks, They have known about this
from tho stari and have lied Ilikd
thieves, By Jove, she must buve an ex
traordinary power over them,—or
claim,—or something equally potent.
Nuow 1 think of it, she mentioned o
grandfather. That would go to prove
Blio'a rolated in some way to some one
wouldn 't it???

“‘1 should comsider it to he more
than likely, sir,'’ said Britton with a
perfectly traight face. e must linve
been sorely tried in the face of my
inano maunderings. ‘‘Pardon me, rir,
bot wonldn’t it be a tiptop idea to
have it out with the Schmicks tonight?
Being, sir, a8 yeu anticipate a rather
wakeful night, T only make so bold ax
to suggest it in the hopes you mauy "mve
some light on the subject before you
elose your eyes. 1In other words, sir
B as you won't be altegether in the
dark when morning comed, See wot 1
mennt'?

‘Excellent idea, Britton, We'll have
them up in my study.”’

He went off to summon my douhle
facod servitors, while | wonded my way
to the study, There I found Mr, Poopen-
dyke, sound aslecp in & great arm-
ehair, both his mouth and his nose open
and my first novel also opon in his lap.

Conrad and Gretel appenred with
Britton after an unc mscionable lapse of
time, partially dressed and grombling.

““Where are your sonsf'" I domanded,
at oneo suspieious,

Conrad shook his sparsely eoverpd
bead and mumbled something ubout
cach being his brother's keeper, all of
which was Greek to me until Britton
explained that they were not to be
found in their customary quarters—thut
in to say, in bed. Of eourte it was quite
elonr to me that my cxcellent giants
were off somewhore, serving the inter
esty of the bothersome Indy in the enst
wing,

And

"‘(‘nurad," said I, fixing the ancicnt
with & stern, compelling gaze, ‘‘this hax
gone quute far enongh.’’

“Yos, mein herr???

Do you serve me, or do you serve
the lady in the cast wing?'’

"1 do,”" said he, with a great desl
more wit than T thought he possessed.
For 2 moment T was speechless, but not
i‘or_tlw reaspn you may suspect. I was
trving to fix my queetion and his re-
sponse quite clearly in my memory so
that I might employ wem later in the
courss of a conversation between char-
acters in my fortheoming novel,

"“T have heen talking with the lady
this evening,’’ said I.

“*Yes, mein herr; I know,'” said he.

“Oh, you do, eh? Well, will yon be
good enough to tell me what the devil
it the meuning of all this two faced,
undertianded condnet on your partt’’

He lowered his head, elosed hig thin
lipe and fumbled with the hem of his
smock in a significantly sullen manner.
It was evident that he meant to defy
me, His shurp little eyes sont a warn-
my look at Gretel, whe instantly cessed
Jer muotterings and gave over axking
Giod to bear witsess to something or
other, She was always draggiog in the
Deity,

““Now, gee here, Conrad, T want the
truth from you. Who is this woman,
and why are you so infernslly set upon
shielding hier? What erime has she com
mitted? Tell me ot onee, or, by the
Lord Harry, out you go tomorrow—all
of you.”*

“1 am n very ol man," he whined,
twisting his gnarled fingers, a sugges
tion of tears in his voice, ' My wife is
old, mein herr. You must not be eroel.
We have been here for sixty years, The
old baron—""

‘Enough!'' T eried resolutely. “‘Out
with it, man. I mean all that I say.'’

He wan still for a rong time, locking
first at the floor and then at we; fur-
tive, appealing, uncertain little glances
from which ho hoped to derive comfori
hy eatehing mo with a twickle in my
eye. [ have a stupid, wosk way of
letting & twinkle appear there even
whet T am trying to bhe harsh amd
domineering, Britton lhas notieed it fre-
gquently, I am sure, and I “hink be
rather depends npon it. But now [ real-
ized, if never before, that to letray
the slightest sign of penthencss would
bo to forever forfeit my standing os
magter in my own honse, Conrad saw
no twinkle. He began to weaken,

Tomorrow, mein herr, tomorrow, '’
he mumbled, in a fingl plea, I shook
my bead. **She will explain everything
tomorraw, ' ho went on eagerly. “T am
sworn to revesl nothing, mein herr. My
wife, too, #nd my sons. We may not
spenk until she gives the word, Alas!
we shall be turned ont to die in pur—""

Wi hinve been faithful servants to
the Rothhoefens for sixty vears,"’
sobhed his wife,

““And still are, T suspeet,’’ I ericd
ungrily,

““Ach, mein hers, mein herr!'' pro:
tested Conrad, greatly pertorbed.
“*Where are the koys, vou old ras.
cal?"" T demanded so steruly that even
Poopendyke was startled.

Conrad almost resorted to the ex.
pediency of grovelling, ' Forgive! for-
give!'" he groaned. **T have done only
whit was best. "’

*“Produce vhe keys, wir!’’

“‘Rut not tonight, not tonight,”’ he
pleadod, *'She will be very angry. She
will not like it, mein herr. Ach, Gott!
She will drive us out, she will shame
u alll Ach, and she who in so gentle
and s0 unhappy and so—so kind to all
of us! 1—1 eannot—I eannot! Nol'*
Mr. Poopendylke's common sense eame
in very handily at this eritical juncture.
Ha counselled mae to let the matter rosi
until the uext morning, when, it was
rongonable to expect, the lady herself
wonld explain everythiug, Further ap-
poal to Bebhmick was like butting one's
head against a stone wall, he =aid,
Morcover, Conrad’s loyalty to the lady
wis niost commendable,

Conrad and Giretel beamed on Poopen-
dylke, They thanked Him so profound
Iy, that 1 eouldn’t help fecling a bit
sorry for myself, & tyrmnt without n
backbone,

“Jah, jahl!'’ Conrad eried gladly,

“Tomorrey: she will explain. Time

c:r;ugh, Herr Poopendyke. Time enough,
b’

"“Well,” said I, somewhat foehly,
“where do 1 come m1"

They eaught the note of sorrender in
my veiee and pounced upon their op-
portunity. Before they had finished
with me, it was quite thoroughly estab.
lighed thot T was not to come in at all
until my neighbor was ready to admit
me, They eonvineed me that T was a
meek, futile suppliant and not the mas-
ter of a fendal stronghold. Bomehow
T was made to feel that if 1 dids't be-
have myszelf 1 stood in eonmidernble
danger of being turned off the place.

However, we foreed something out of
Behmick before his stalwart sons eame
tramping up the sitire to resene him,
The old man gave us & tonch of inside
history eoncerning Scbloss Rothhoefen
and ite erstwhile powerful barons, not
10 minimize in the least sense the
peculinr prowess of the pressnt Amaron
who Leld forth tonight in the sast wing
and who, T had some reason to suspeet,
was one of the family despite the un.
mistakable flavor of Pifth Avenue and
Newport,

Abaut the middle of the nineteenth
eentury the last of the real barons—
tho powerful, land owning despotic
barons, I mean—came to the end of his
four-seare yesrs and ten, and was Iaid
awayv with grent pomp and glee by the
poopla of the town across the river,
e wae the last of the Rothhoefens,
for e Jeft no male heir. His two daugh-
ters bud married Ausfrian noblemen,
and neither of them predused a male
descendant. The estate, already im a
state of financial as well as physieal
disintegration, fell into the bands of
women, and went from bad to worse
#o tapidly thut Jong before the Inst quar-
ter of the century was fairly begun the
castle and the reduced holdingn elipped
awny from the Rotlihoefens mltogether
and into the eontrol of the father of
the Count from whom I porehased the
property., The Count's father, it ap-
pears, was a distiller of great wealth
in hig day, and a man of astion. Unfor-
tunately he died before he had the
¢hanoe to carry ont his projests in con-
neetion  with  the rebabilitation of
Bebloss Rothhoofen, oven then a de-
sortedl, rumshuekle resort for paying
tourists and & Mecea for sntique and
pieture dealers,

The vew Count—my immedinte prade-
tosior—was not long in dissipating the
great fortune left by his father, the
warthy distiller. e ran through with
the bolk of his patrimony by the time
hin was twonty-five and was pretty
much run down at the heel when he
married in the hope of recouping his
lost fortutie.

The Schmicks did not like him. They
did not approve of him as lord and
master, nor was it possible for them
tn resign themeelves to the fate that
had put thie young seapegraee into the
shoes, so to speak, of the grim old
barons Rothhoefen, who whatever else
they may have been in a high-banded
sort of way were men to th eore. This
pretender, this ereature withon* brainsz
or blood, this sponging reprobate, was
not to thelr liking, if T am to quote
Conrad, who became quite foreeful in
his hurangue sgaivst the rocent order
of things,

He, his wife and sons, he assured me,
wern full of rejoieing whan they
leartied that the eastle had passed from
Count Hohendahl's hands into mine, 1,
at least, wonld pay them their wages,
and T might, in a pinch, be depended
upen to pension them when they got
too old to be of any use about the
costle,

At anv rate, it seems, T was a dis-
tinet improvement over the Count, who
had been their master for a dozen very
lean and unprofitable yenrs, Things
might be expeeted to look up a bit,
with me at the head of the house, Was
it not possible for a new and mighty
race to riga and take the p'aee of the
glorious R thlioefens? A long line of
Baron Schmarts? With me as the pros-
pective root of a thriving family tree!
At loast, that is what Conrad said, and
I may be purdoned sor quoting him.

I am trily sorry the old raseal put
it inlo my head.

But the gist of the whole matier was
this: There are no more Rothhoefens,

und moon, od willing, there would be

no more Holendahle. Long live the
Behmarts!  Conrsd invariably pro-
nouveed my name with the extrs eone
soounts and an uwmiaat,
All attempts on my part to eonneet
the ludy in the cust wing with the his-
tory of the extinet Rothhoefens were
futile, He wvould not commit himself,
“Well,"" said I, yawning in belpless
collumion with the sleepy Gretel, “*wa Tl
let it go over till morning. Usll me at
seven, Britton.'!
Conrad made haste to assurc me that
the lady would not roccive me befare
eleven o'clock. He begged me to sleep
till nine, and to have pleasant dreams,
I went to bed but not to eleep, It was
very clear to me that my neighbor was
a disturber in every sense of the word
Bhe wouldn't let me s'eep, For ‘wo
houra T tried to get ric of her, but she
filtered into my brain and prodded my
thonghts into the most violent activity.
Bhe wonldn’t stay put.
My principal thoughts had to do with
her identity, Somebow I got it into my
head that she was one of the female
Rothhoefens, pitiahle nenentities if (‘on-
rad’s estimate is to be accepted. A de-
seendanit of one of those [irl-bearing
cnughters of the last baron! Tt sound-
ed vory agreeable to my funey's .ar,
and | euddled the hope that my sur-
mise wag not altogether preposterous.
My original eontention that she was
a poor relation of old Schimick and some-
what dependent upon him for eharity—
10 say the least—had heen set aside for
more relinble eonvietions. Tustead of
being dependent npon the Schmicks, ghe
ssemed to bo in an exalted position
that gavo her a great deal more power
over them than even 1 possessed—they
worved her, not me, From time to time
there eccurred to me the thought that
my own position in the honschold was
rather an ignoble one, and that 1 wan
a very weak and incompetent succes-
por to baronial privileges, to say noth-
ing of vights, A real baron would have
had ber out of there before you eould
mention half of Jack Robinson, and
there wouldn 't have been any sleep lost
over distracting puszies. I deplored my
lack of bad manners,
(To Be Contimued.)

Predicament of a Suffraglst.
A wellknown university professor
who has taken much interest in the
woman's suffrage movement was per-
snaded to carry & banner in & parade
that was held in New York pome
months ago.
His wife obeerved him marching with
n dejected air and earrying his banner
so that it hung limply on ite standard,
and later she reproved him for not mak-
ing & better appearanee.
““My dear,’? meokly roplied the pro-
fomsor, ‘*did you sec what was on the
banner? It read, ‘Any man can vote,
Why ean’t 194"
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Tells all about sex matters; what
young men and women, young wives
and husbands and all others need to
know about the sacred laws that gov-
ern the sex forces. Plain truths of
sex life in relntion to happiness in mar-
riage. ‘‘Becrets’’ of manhood and
womanhood; sexual sbuses, social evil,
direnses, ele,

The latest, most advanced and eom-
prehensive work that has ever beenm
msied on sexmal hygiens. Drieeless in-
struction for those who are ready for
the true inner teaching,

This book teHs norses, teachers, doe-
tors, Inwyers, preachers, social workers,
Sunday sehool teachers, and all others,
young and old, what all need to know
ahout sex mntters, By Winfield Beott
Hall, Ph, D, M. D. (Leipzig.)

N r Comments:
“Beientifically eorrect,’’ — (hisago
Tribune, *‘Aeccurate and up-to-date,’’
—1I'hiladelphia Press. ‘‘Standard book
of knowledge.''—Philadelphia Lodger
The New York World suys: ‘'Plain
truths for thosze who meed or ought to
know them for the prevention of evils
Under plain wrapper for only $1.00,
Coin or Money Order, postage len ccuts
extra,
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