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Tn the opening imstalments of *'A
Fpol and His Monay,'” Geo, Barr Me-
Cutehoon's  charming movel, serial
rights for whick have besn speciaily
oblained for the Homs and Farm
Magusine Hection, we learn of John
Bellamy Smart, the yousg man who
is lelling this stery. Ho has just
written his first npvel, and at the
sama limo hss fallen heir to sn im-
menso fortusn loft him by hia uncle
Ho is 35 yoarm of age.

After & vinit to London, Smart
takes w irip on the Rirer Danube
After finding an old-world town, be
diseavora an ancient castle, which he
purchasos from its owner, the Count
With his seerotary, Poopeadyks, be
takes possussion of the Immense
siructurn, which is supposed to be
tenantod ooly by the caretaker and
his family, the Schmicks, Lator Smart
finds & woman who ts8 in posseasion
of & wing of tho caslle that is barred
to him. Bhe grants s briel interview,
but refuses te Jeave. Tho servants
appoar Lo be in leagus with hor, and
Bmart ls in & quandary,
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T was quite reasonable to assume that
she was young, but tho odds were
rathor against hor being beautiful.

Protty women usually adjure such pro-
eautions as veils Btill, this waa specu-
lation, and my reasoning is not always
sound, for which I somectimes thank
heaven, Bhe had a baby. At least, 1
suppose it was hors. If not, whose!
This set me off on & new and apparent-
ly cndloss round of speealation, obvi-
susly silly and sentimental

Now 1 have bumbly tried to like
babics, My adolessent friends and se-
qunintances bave done their best to
educate me along this particular line,
with the result that I suppose I despise
moro babies than amy man in the world
My friends, it would appear, are in-
wariably married to each other and thoy
all have babies for me to go into false
eentasies over. No doubt babies are
very nice when they don't squawk or
pull your nose or jab you iu the eye,
buat throngh some strange nnd prevail-
ing misfortung I have never encount-
ered ona when it was aslecp, If they
aro asloep, the paronts compel me to
walk on tip-toe and spoak in whispers
at long range; the instant they awake
and begin to yawp, I am ushered into
the presense, or vies versa, and the
whols world grows very small and con-
gestod and is earriod about in swad-
dling clothea.

There is but ons way for a bachelor
to overeome his herror of babies, and
e shonldn’t wait too long.

T went to aleep about four o’oloek,
still oppressed by the dread of meoting
» nsw baby.

My contact with the ons hundrod and
sixiy-nine sight-secrs was briof but ex-
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tho castle befors I was ont of bad, hav-
ing—as I afterwards heard—the brow-

ies, an art gallery and the zoological
to visit befors noon and there-
roquired to make an early
eat which is always
to visitors and nover has any one
in it, was reservod for the
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aroused from my belated sleep
sound of mighty cataracts and
of eountless elephanis. . Too
te I realived that the tourists wore
upon me! Too late I remembered that
the doer to ny room kad been left un-
locked! The hosdred and asixty-nine
were huddled outsida my door, drinking
im the mosotonons dryvel of the guide,
who had a shrill, penetiating voice, and
mot the fxntest notion of a conneisnca.
1 listened in dismay for & moment,
and then, actoated by something more
than mere fury, leaped ont of bed and
for a dash scross the room
to losk the door, On tho third stride I
whirled snd mads a flying leap into
the bed, scuttling beneath the covers
with the speed and acenraey of a eraw-
fisk. Just in time, two, for the heavy
deor soung slowly opws a second later,
snd the shrill, explanatory voies was
projected loudly imto my lofty bed
echamber,

““Come 2 litile clower, plense,’’ maid
the morose man with the eap. ‘‘Thig
roum was oecupied for eenturies by the
masters of Behloss Rothhoefen, It is a
bad chamber. Ses the great baronial
bed. It bas not been slept in for more
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than two bondred years The later
barons rofused to aleep in it because
ono of their ancestors had been assassi-
natod betwoen its shoots at the tender
age of six, He was stabbed by a step-
uncle who played him falss. This room
ia hauntod. Observe the eurtains of the
bed. They are of the warest silk and
have been thers for three hundred
years, ooming from Damasens in the
yoar 1695, Now we will pass on to the
room occupied by all of the great baron-
esses up to the nineteenth—'’

A resolute beholder spoke up: ‘' Can't
wo Step Inside?'’

“If yon chooss, madam. But we
must waste no time."*

(] do s6 want to see where the old
barons slept.’’

“Plenso do not handle the bedspreads
and cortwing, They will fall to
picecs—""

I bLeard no more, for ths vanguard
had pushed him aside and was swoop-
ing down upon me. A sharp-nosed lady
led the way. She was within three feot
of the bed and was stretching out her
hand to touch the proseribed fabrics
when I sat bolt upright and yelled:

““Gek oul!l”’

Afterwards I was told that the guide
wns the first to reach the bottom of the
stairs and that he narrowly escaped
desth in the avalanche of harrified hu-
manity that piled after him, pursned
by the puissant ghost of a six-year-old
ancestor,

.
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CHAPTER V,

I Meet the Foe and Fall
HE post that morning, besides con-
taining s telegram from Vienna
apprising me of the immediate
ambarkation of four irreproachable an-
gels in the guise of servants, bronght
a Iotter from my friends the Hazrards,
inquiring when my ocastle would be in
shape to roceive and discharge house
parties without subjecting thom to an
intermedinte season of peril from
drafts, leaky roofs, damp sheets wnd
vampires.

They implored me to snateh them and
ono or two frienda from the unbear-
ablo heat of the city, if only for a few
days, appending the sad information
that they were swiftly being reduced
to grease spots, Dear Hlsis added o
postecript of unosual briefness and
clarity in which she spelt grease with
an ‘‘o'' instead of an ‘'a,’’ but man-
aged to comsign me to purgstory if I
parmitted her to ‘becoms a apot no
larger than the imky blot she maively
deposited beside her signature, for all
tho world like the seal on a death war-
rant

I sat down and looked abont ma in
gloomy despair. No words can describe
tho scene, unless wa dovote a whole
page to repesting the word ‘' dismal.’’
Devastation always appaars to be more
completa of a morning I have observed
in my yeara of experiemce. A plas-
torer's senffolding that looks fairly
nobby at sunset is & grim, unsightly
skelston at breakfast-time. A couple of
joiners’ horses, & matrix or two, & pile
of shavings and some sawed-off blocks
soattored over the floor produce a
matutinal coneeption of chaos that
hangs over one like a pall until his
neathotio sense is beaten into subjection
by tho hammers of a million demons in
the guiss of earpenters. Morning in
the midst of repairs is an awful thing!
1 looked, despaired and then dictated »
Iciter to the Haszards, urging them to
vome at once with all their swebtering
friendal

I needed some one to make me for-

ot
i At 11 o'clock, Poopendyke bronght
ma a note from the ehatelaine of the
enst wing. It bad been dropped into
the courtyard from one of the upper
windows. = The reading of it frans-
formed me into a stern, relentless do-
mon. Sha very calmly announsced that
she had a headnche and eouldn’t think
of being distorbed that day and prob-
ably not the next.

My mind was made up in an instant.
T would not be put off by a headache—
which was doubtiess nssumed for the
oetasion—and I would be master of my
castlo or know the reason why, ete,

In the sourtyard I found a score or
more of idle ariisans, banished by the

on-swecping tourists and eompletely

forgotien By me in the exeitement of
the hour. Commanding them to fetch
their files, saws, broad-axes and augers, |
I led the way to the mighty doors
that barred my entrance to the other
side, Utterly igunoriug the supplications
of Conrad Schmiek and the ominous
frowns of his two soms, we set aboul
filing off the padloexs, and ehiselling
through the woodem panels, I stood
over my toiling minions, and I ventura
to suy that they never worked harder
or fuster in their lives. By twalve
o'clock we had the great doors open
and swept on to the mext obsirmction.

At two o'clock the last door in the
east ante-chamber gave way before our
respluto advanee and I stood vietorious
and dusty in the little rocess at the
top of the last stairway. Bayond the
twentieth century portieres of a thir-
teenth eentury doorway luy the goal we
sought, I  hesitated briefly before
drawing them apart and taking the
final plunge. As a matter of fact I
was boginning to feel sshamed of my-
solf,

ous bruit I—

Just then, even as my hand fell upon
tho ocurtaine, they were snatched sside
and I found myself staring into the
vivid, uptilted face of the lady who
had defied me and would continue to

counted for anything.

I saw oothing but the dark, indig-
nant, imperious eyes, They fairly with-
ered me,

In some haste, attended by the most
dishesrtening nervousness, I tried to
find my cap to remove it in the pres-
enco of royalty, Unfortunately I was
obliged to rolease the somewhat cum:
bersome crowbnr I had beon carrying
about with me, nnd it dropped with &
sullen thwaek upon my toes. In mo
ments of gravity I am always doing
something like that. The pain was
terrifie, but I clutebed at the forlorn
hope that she might at least smile over
my agony.

“'1 beg your pardon,’’ I began, and
then discovered that I wus not wear-
ing a cap, It was most disconcerting.

*8o you would come,’’ she said, very
soldly and very levelly. I have a dis:
tinet recollection of shrinking, If you

.

fool whose toes are erimped by an ex-
cruciating pain you may understand
something of the added discomfiture
that afflicted me.

““Jt—it was necessary, madam,'’ 1
roplicd as boat I could. *'You defied
ma, [ think you should bave appreci-
ated my position—my motives—er—
my—""

8ho  silonced me—luckily, heaven
koows—with a curt exclamation.

‘“Your positionl It is intensely Na-

Ier gaze swopt my horde of panting,
wide-gyed house-breakers, ““What a
nobly vietory!*'

It was quite time for me to assert
myself. Bowing very stiffly, I re-
marked:

“1 regret exceedingly to have been
forood to devastate my own property
in such s trifling enterprise, madam,
Tho physical luss is spparent—you ean
sop that for yourself—but of ecourse
you have no means of estimating the
r catal destruetion that has been going
on for daya and days. You have beem
hatking awny at my poor, distracted
brain so persisiently that it really had
to give way, In & measure, this should
aotount for my present lapse of sanity.
Weak-mindedness is rot a crime, but
an afflietion.”’

She did not smile.

HWell, now that yon are here, Mr
Bmart, may 1 be so bold as to inquire
what you are guing to do about it?"

I reflacted. ““1 think, if you don't
mind, Il come in and sit down, That
was o devee of a rap | got aeross the
toos. I am aure to be a great deal more
lenient and agreeable if I'm asked to
come in and wee you. Tntidentally, 1
thought 1'd step up to inguire how
your headacho is getting om. Better, 1
hopet”’

8hs turned her face away, I suspect-
ed a smila.

“If you chooss to bang your pld
eastlo to pieces, in order to satisfy a

mascoline curiosity, Mr. Bmart, I have

Suppose that she really had o
headache! What an uncouth, pusillani-

do #0 if my suddenly active perceptions

have over tried to stand flatly upon a

poleonic,”” #said she with fine irony.

nothing mors to say,’’ she said, facing
me again—still ominously, to my de
spair, Confound it all, she was such a
slim, helpless little thing—and all alone
agninst the wall, three very sinistor
eould have kicked myself, but even
that woold have been an aimless en-
terprise in view of the foct that Poop-
endyke or any of the others could
bave done it more ucenrately than I
and perhaps  with greater respeet,
CWill you be good enough to wsend
your—your army away, or do you pre-
for to huve it on hand in case I should
take it into my head to attack you?'

“Take ‘em away, Mr. Poopendyke,’’
I ecommanded hurriedly, 1 didn’t mind
Poopendvke hearing what she said, but
it would be just like one of those beg-

gars to understand English—and also

to misunderstand it. ‘‘And take this
beastly erowbar with you, too, It haa

served its purpose nobly."

Poopendyke looked his disappoint-
ment, and [ was compelled to repeat
the order. As they crowded down the
short, narrow stuirway, 1 remarked old
Conrad nnd his two sons standing over
ngninst tae wall, three very sinister
figures. They remained motionless.

€1 spo, madum, that you do not dis-
miss your army,’” I said, blandly sar-
castio.

b, you dear old Conrndl’’ she
cried, catching sight of the hitherto
submergod Schmicks, The three of them
bobbed and scraped and grinned from
ear to oar, There could be no mistaking
the intensity of their joy. ‘‘Don't look
o sad, Coprnd. 1 lnow you are blame-
ess, You poor old dear!'’

I have never seen any one who look-
ed less sad than Conrad Schmiek. Or
could it be possible that he was cry-
ing instesd of langhing? In either cnse
I eould not afford to have bim doing
it with such brazon diseourtesy to mo,
#0 1 rather percmptorily ordered him
below.

T will nttend to you presently—all
of you,"" said T. They did not move,
“Do you hesr me?'’ | snapped sogrily.
They looked stolidly at the slim young
Iady.

Bhe smiled, rather proudly, T thought.
“¥ou may go, Conrad. 1 shall not nood
you. Max, will you feteh up snother
seuttle of conl?”’

They tovk their orders from herl It
evon seemed to me that Max moved
swiftly, although it was doubtiess »
hallugination on my part, brought about
by mervous exeitement,

“ oy Jove!’' I said, looking after my
{rusty mengervants ns thoy deseended.
“f like this!  Are they my servants or
yours?’'

IOk, T suppose thoy ars yours, Mer,
Bmart,'' sho said carvlessly. ‘* Will you
come in now, and muke yourself quite
st home?’’

“Porhups T'd better wait for a day
or two,’’ said 1, wavering. ''Your head
aohe, you know, 1 cun wait just a8
wall as—''

“10h, no. Since yon've gone to all
the troublo I suppose you ought to have
something for your paing.'’

Y Paingt’' 1 murmured, and T declare
to heaven I limpod as I followed her
through the door into & tiny hall.

"You are n most unreasonable man,"™
she said, throwing open a small door af
the ond of the hall, I am terribly dis-
appointed in you. You looked to be sa
nice nnd sensible and amiable,”’

*Oh, I'm not such & nincompoop &8
you might sakpect, madam,'’ waid I, tos
tily, far from complimented. I dislike
being called nice, aud sometimes I think
it & mistuke to be sensible. A sensible
person. never gets anyihing oul of life
becawse he has to avoid so much of it

fAnd now, Mr, Bmart, will you be
kind enongh to explain this incompre-
hensible prosseding on your part?'’ she
suid, fucing me stornly.

(To De Continued.)

Chils will raine §10,219,050 this year tor
lmprovements on siele rajlwsys aod §22.-
PEL215 for bettarments will be ralaed in the
next live yoars,
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