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BYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS
INSTALLMENTS.

In the opening instalments of '*A
Fool and His Monay,"' Geo. Barr Me-
Culchoon's charining  novel, merial
rights for which have been spocially
obitalved for the Home snd Farm
Magazine Section, we learn of John
Bullamy Hmart, the young man who
is telling this atory, Mo has  just
written his flrst novel, snd st the
sama time bas fallen helr w an im-
menae fortune left him by his uscle,
He is 35 years of nge.

After a visit to London, Smart
takes a trip on the Hiver Danube,
After finding an old-world tewn, he
dis=avarn nn ancient castle, which Las
purchases [ram (ts owner, the Count.
With his secretary, Ponpendyke, he
taken  pomsession of the immense
Mraotore, which i supposed o be
fenanted only by the carstaker and
Nis family, the Schmicks, Later Smart
finds o4 woman who 1s in Diksession
af A wing of the castle that ix burred
ta him. Bhe granis a Lrief intorview,
but refoser to leave, ‘The servasta
sppear to be in lengne with bor, and
Bmart i in a yuandary, Later he is
captivated Ly the wit and beaaty of
the myaterions Indy and no longer
| urges ber depariuro,
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UT I was dumb, 1 stood just inside
the door of the moest remarkable
apurtment it hus cver boen my
gond fortune to look upow. My sonsos
racled. Was | uwake? Was this o part
of the bleak, sinister, wedther rackod
enstly in which 1 wna striving so bar)
to find a comfurtable coroert

YWel Y sl demanded tolomtlossly.

By the Lerd Harey,*" 1 bepan, fipd
ing my tongue only to lbse i agdain
My bowildérment inereased, and for an
excellent reason,

The room wes completely furnished,
bodeeked and rendored habitablo by an
hundred and one articles that  wore
mysteriously missing from my side of
the eastle. Rugs, tapostries, eortuing of
the rarest quality; chairs, eouchos, and
cushions; tables, cabinets and chosts
that would have cxused tho eves of the
most conaervativo collector of antiques
to bulge with—not wondor—but groed;
stands, pedestals, brasses, bronzes, por.
colains—but why enomerate? On the
marsivé onken eentrs {nhle stood the
priceless silver vase wo had mizsed on
the second day of our ocenpancy, and
it wns filled with fresh yellow roses,
1 miffed. Their fragranes filled the
Tom.

And go eompleto had been the rifling
of my rooms by tho devoted vandals in
their efforts to make this lady cosy fng
comfortable that they did not overlook
a silver frumed photograph of my dear
omther! Ter sweel face met my goxe
as it mwopt the mantelpiege, beneath
whieh & eoul fire crackled merrily. |1
am not quite sure, bot T think I re.
peated **by the Lord Harey™ onee if
not twice boforp T enught myself up,

I tried to smile. “*How—how cosy
you aro here,"" T said,

“You couldn't expect me fo live o
this awful place withynt some of the
eomforts and conveniences of life, Mr,
Bmart,’" she sald defiantly.

“Certainly not,'" I said, promptly.
Y1 am sure that you will excose me,
however, if 1 glont. T wne afraid we
bad lost all theso things. Yon've no
idea how relieved 1 am to find them
all safo and sound in my—in their
propor place. T was boginning to dis-
trost the Sehmicks, Now I am con-
vineed of their integrity,'’

‘1 suppose you mcan to bo sareas-
tie,!

“Harensm  at any  price, madam,
wonld bo worse than useless, 1 am
I‘“‘-”

Crossing to the fireplace, T selected o
lump of coul from the seuttle and ex-
nmined it with great care, Bhe watched
mo curiously.

“‘Do yon recognize it1’" she asked.

1 do,’’ said I, looking up. ‘It has
hoen in our family for gengrdtions, My
favorite chunk, believe me, Still, I
part with it cheerfully.”! Thereupon I
tossed it into the fire. ‘‘Don’t be
shoeked! I shan't miss it. We have
coals to burn, madam!*'!

Bhe looked me soberly for a moment.
Thero was something burt and wistful
in her dark eyes,

“0f course, Mr, Smart, T shall pay
you for everything—down to the small.
est trifle—when the timo comes for me
to lenvo this place, I bave kept striet
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spen in all my life! How could T have
heen so slow in grasping this great, ha.
wildering troth? The pretticst woman |
Liad ever Jooked npon! OF course 1 had
known it from the first instant that I
lookad into her pyes, bat I must hove
been oxisting in n sfate of stupefaction
np ko this illuminating moment.

hnd #o mueh trouble getting it into
shape? Nevor

and hothered you—''

know all about it, You've been stouling
my coals, my milk, my ice, my potatoes,

guve a comprehensive sweep of my

tears,

I—please don’t tell me you are mar-
ried! !

indignantly.

blushing

Sho turned away, with a beaten droop
of the proud little head, and again 1
wnd ashamed. Nover bave I felt so
grotesquely out of proportion with my-
sell as at thut moment, My stature
seemed to inerense from an even wix
feet to something like twelve, and my
bulk beenmo clophantine. She was so
slender, so ligsom, so weak, and 1 so
gargantuan, so gorillalike, &0 heavy-
handed! And T bad come gaily up to
crush her! What a fine figure of a
man I was!

Bhe did not complete the sentence,
but walked slowly towards the window.
I had o faint glimpse of a dainty lace
hankerchief fiercely clutehed in a little
band,

By nature T am chivalrous, even gal-
Innt, Yon may have remson to doubt
it, but it is quite true. As I've never
had a chanco to be ehivalrous exeapt in
my dreams or my imagination, I made
haste to seize this opportunity before it
was too late,
“Mudam," I said, with considerable
feeling. **1 have behaved like a down-
right rotter today, 1 do not know who
you are, nor why you are here, but 1
assure you it is of no real conseqoence
if you will bot condesecnd to overlook
my insuffarnble—**
Sho turned towards me. The wistful,
appealing look still lingered in her evos.
The soft red nether lip seemed a bit
tremulous,

““1 am an intruder,’* she intermpted,
amiling faintly. ** Yon have every right
to put me out of your—your home, Mr.
Smart. | was n horrid pig to deprive
vou of all your nice comfortable eluirs
and—""

“1=I haven't migged them.'’
“Don't you ever sit down?'’
1 owill git down if you'll let me, ™
suid 1, feeling that I wounldn't ap
penr gquite so gignntie f 1 was sitting,
“Please do. The ehairs all belong
to you.'!
I sorey you put it in that way,
Tley are vours as long as you ehoose
to—to oecupy o furnished npartment
here.’’
‘I have been very selfish, and ent-
tish, und ineonsiderate, Mr, Smart. You
sea, T'm n spoilt ehild, 1'vo slways had
my own way in evervthing, You must
look upon me as a very horrid, snealk.
ing comspiring, person, and I—1 really
think you ought to turs me out.'’
She came o few stops nearer. Under
the eirewmstances 1 conld not sit down,
Soo I stood towering above her, hut
somehow going through a process of
physien] and menlal  shirinkage the
longer | remained confronting her.
Suddenly it was revéaled to me that
sho was the loveliest woman I lind ever

I am afraid that 1 stared.
“Taro yon ont?"! Teried. **'Turn you
mt of this delightful room avter you've
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H0h, you don't konow how I've im-
josed npin you! '’ she eried plaintively,
Yon don t know how 1've robbed you,
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“Yos, 1 do,"’ h

fi

said T promptly, ‘I

vy gervants, my slesp and'’'—here 1

and — ‘‘everything in sight. And
on've made us walk on tip-toe to keep
rom waking the baby, and—''L stop-

you understand?’’

eourt granted him toe diverce and not
you,"" T snid, experiencing a sudden
ohill abuut the heart.

flash in her eyes.

said this with a sncer on ler preity
lips.

like a million dollars, still due for the
marriage eettlement.
tends that it is & juss nnd legal debt
and the court supports him to this ex-
tent—the ehild is to be his until the

fime, while I remained where 1 was, an
awkward, gauche spectator, constious
of baving put my clumsiest foot into
my mouth every time I opened it and
wondering whether T eould now safely
get it out sgain without further disay-
ter.
Her back was toward me, Bhe was
dressed in & dainty, pinkish house gown
~—or maybe it was light blue. At any
rute it was a very pretty gown and she
was wonderfully graceful in it, Ordi-
narily in my fiction I sm quite elover
nt describing gowns that do mot exist;
but when it comes to telling what a
real woman is wearing, 1 am not only
a8 vague as a savage, but painfully
stupid about colors. Btill, I think it
was pink, I recall the way her soft
brown hair grew above the slender
neck, and the lovely white skin: the
smooth, delicate comtour of ber half-
averted ehock and the firm little ehin
with the trembling red lips above it;
the shapely back and shoulders and the
graceful eurves of her hips, suggestive
of o secret perfection. Bhe was taller
thun 1 had thought at first sight, or
was it that I seemed to be getting
smaller mysclft A hasty bit of ecom-
parison placed her beight at five feet
slx, using my own a3 something to go
by. Bhe couldn't have been a day over
twenty-two. But she had & baby!
Facing me once more she said: "'If
you will sit down, Mr, Smart, and be
patient and gencrous with me, I shall
try to explain everything, You have u
right to demand it of me, and 1 shall
feel more comfortable after it is dome,'’
I drew up a chair beside the table
and sut down. Bhe sank gracefully into
anonther, facing me, A delicate frown
appeared on her brow.
“Doubtless  you are very much
puzzled by my presenee in this gloomy
old castle. You have been asking your-
self a thousund questions sbout me,
and you have been shocked by my out-
rageous impositions upon your good na-
ture. T confess I have been shocking:
Iy impudent and—"'"
““Pardon me; you aro the only sauce
I've hod for an cxcessively bad bar
gain. !
“‘Please do not interrupt me,’’ she
said coldly, ‘“I am here, Mr, Smart, be-
cause it is the lost place in the world
whers my hosband would be likely to
logk for me, '

“Your husband? Look for youf®!
“Yes, 1 shall be quite frank with
you, My hushand and 1 bayve separatod.
A provisional divores was granted, how-
over, jost soven months ago. The final
deeree cannot be issued for one year, !
“But why should you hide from
him? "

'“The—the court gave him the eus:
lody of our child during the proba-
tionary year: I—I have run away with
ey, They wre looking for me every
whore. That is why 1 came here. Do
i
I was stunned, *''Then, I take it, the

“You were do-
wived of the child, T see, Dear me!"?

“You are mistaken,” she said, 4
‘It was an Aps
rinn court. The Cowat—my hushuod,
should say—is an Austrinn subjeet.
lis interests must bo protected.’’ She
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“You see, my father, knowing|s
im now for what he reully is, has re.

used to pay over to him something

The Count eon.
d

debt is elenred up, or somothing to that
effect, 1 really don't uoderstand the
legal vomplieations involved. Perhaps
it were betfer if I dud."’

] see,” said I, seornful in spite of
myself. ‘‘One of those happy interna-
tional marriages where a bride is
thrown in for good measure with &
eouple of millions. Won't we ever
Jearn!”?

““That's it precisely,'’ she said, with
the utmost ealmness and ecandour
‘' American dollars and an Ameriean
girl in exchunge for a title, a lot of
debts and a ruined life."’

““And they always turn oot just this
way. What a lot of blithering fools
we havo in the land of the free sad
the home of the knave!’’

‘‘My father objected to the whale
arrangement from the first, so you must
nat speak of him a8 u knave,'’ ghe pro-
tested. ‘'le doemn’t like Counts mad
such things. '’

““] don’t see that it helps matterm
1 ean hardly substitute the word
‘brave’ for the one 1 used,’’ said L
trying to coneceal my disgust.

‘“Please don’t misunderstand me, Mz
Smart,’’ she said haughtily. ‘*I am not
asking for pity. T made my bed and I
shall He in it. The only thing T ask
of you is—well, kindness."

She seemed to falter again, and onoe
more | was at ber feet, figuratively
speaking.

““Yon are in distress, in dread of
something, madam,’’ T cried. ““Com
sider me your friend.”’

She shook ber head ruefully. *'You
poor man! You don’t know what you
are in for, 1 fear. Wait till 1 have told
you everything, Throe weeks ago, I
laid myself liable to imprisonment and
heaven knows what clse by abdoeting
my little girl. That is really what i%
comes to—abduction. The eourt has
ordered my arrest, and all sorts of
polieo persous are searching high snd
low for me. Now don’t you see youw
perilt If they find me here, you will
be in a dreadful predicsmnent. You will
be echarged with eriminal complicity,
or whalever it is ecalled, and—Oh, i§
will be frightfully unpleasant for you,
M. Swurt,’’

My expression munst bave convicted
me, She couldu't help seeing the dis-
miy in my face. So she went un, quite
humbly,

“Of eourge you have but to sct at

onee and all may be well for you. I—I
will go if youw—il you e¢ommand me
to—1""

I strnek my knee foreibly, ‘‘What

do yon tuke me for, madam? Hang the
confequences! 1 you feel that you are
sufe lhere—that is, eomparatively safe -
—stay!"?

YOIt will be terrible if you get into

trouble with the law,”’ she murmured

n distress. ‘*I—I really don’t know

what might happen to you.'' Still her
eyes brightened, Like all the rest of
her ilk, she was selfish,

I tried to laugh, but it was a dismal

failure, After all, wasa't it likely to
prove o most unpleasant matter? 1 felt

he chill moisture breaking out on my
arehead,

“Pray do not consider my position

at ally’* I managed to say, with a reso-

ite assumption of gallantry, ‘‘I—I
hull bo perfeetly sble to look out for

myself—that 1%, to explain everything
if it should come to the worst.’!
could not help adding, however; I
certainly  hope, however, that they

I

on't get on to your trail and—’’ I

atopped in confusion,

(To Be Continued.)

¢d snddenly, ''By the way, whose
aby is it? Not yours, 1'm eure.”’
To my surprise her eyes filled with

““Ypp, 8he is my baby, Mr. Smart,"’
My faee fell, “*Ohl'" said T, and got
v farther for a moment or two, ‘‘I—

U What would yon think of me if 1
era to tell you I'm not?" she eried

“1 beg your pardon,’'’ I stammared,
the roots of my hair
Stupid asel T mutterad,

Urossing to the fireplace, she stood

necount of—'!

looking down into the cools for a long
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