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A Fool and His Money--By George Barr McCutcheon

EDITOR'S NOTE,

Onlng to an errgr the concluding
pamgruphs  of “A Fool and His
Maoney," by Geerge Rarr MeCutcheon,
were omitted last week. The ridien.
lous ending thus glven the wtory
has wroused much comment smong
our renders, Some were disgusied that
they hind wasted thelr time In reading
a novel that econclided so foolishly
and others thought the vonclusion
was mercly o line with the impres-
klinlstle trend of modern Uiersture,
Read oo, O Reader, the couventional
and satlsfactory “and they Hyved hap.
plly ever after' cooclusion,

i‘ contrived Lo concenl

"Yen, Bhe was wondering why yau
kave never thought of morrving.”

I closed my eves for a second, and
the pleca of bread finally found the
right channel.

“And what did you say to that! I
asked quietly.

She was disconcerted, 17 Oh, I
think I sald you didn't spprove of
muriying except for love, Mr, Smart”
- “Um!" said I.  “Love on bolh sides
Ia the hetter way to put 1"

“Am 1 o Infer thut T'uu may have
experienced n  one-sided  leaning
tuward matrimony ™

“Ho far as 1 know, I have been
singularly mmupnortu&. Mrs., Titug”

“You really ought to muarey."

“Perhaps 1 may, Who knows™

“Aline sald you would muke un ex-
eelleng husband,"

"Iy that she means a stupid one, T
suppose,  Excellent husbands are In-
variably stupid. They always want to
atay at home.”

She appeared thoughtful. “And ex-
pect thelr wives to stay at home, too."

“On the contranry, Gn excellent bus-
band laty lil= wife go where she likea
—without him."

AR BHE? 1 Anquired, with
sudden  Interpst  which 1

*“1 am afraid you do not understand
matrimony, Mr, Smart,” she zald, und
vhanged the subjeat.

I am afrald that my mind wanderad
a little at (hla jumcture, for I missed
fire on one or two direct questions,
Mprs Titus wos annoyed; It would not
he just to her to say that she was of-
fended, If she could but have Kknown
that my thoughts were of the day and
minute when 1 so brutally caressed
the Countess Tarnowsy, 1 fancy she
would have changed her good cpinlon
of me. To tell the truth, 1T was won=
dering Just how the Countess would
behave towird me, with (e memary
of that unforgettable incident =tand-
Ing between ur, 1 had been trying to
convince myself for a very long time
that my fanlt wa= not as greal In her
eyes nw it was in mine.

Along about & o'clock T went to my
room. I daresay 1 was sulking, A
pollte hellhoy tapped on my door at
630, He presented o small eavelope
Lo mo, thanked me thres or four times,
nnd, o nn afterthought, announced
that there wis to be &n answer,
Wheroupon 1 read the Countess' nole
with u magnificently unreadable froe.

I cleared my throat, and (I think)
squared my shoulders somewhat vz o
soliler does when he s belng com-
mended for valor, and sald;

“Present my compliments (o the
Countess, and say that Mpe, Smart will
be dowp In five minutes."

The bey stared. “The—the what,
slr?”

"The what? T demanded.

YT menan the who, air”

“The Countess. 'The lady who sent
you up with this note,”

“Wasn't no Countess gent me up
hyer, boss. It was Miss Tacsney.”

Homehow staggered, 1 managed to
wave my hand comprehensivaly,

“Never mind. Just say that I'll be
down in two minutes'

He grinned.  “1 recken T'd hoetter
hustle, or you'll beat me down, boss,"
CHAPTER XXIL
She Proposen.

She waa stil In her riding Habit
when T found her alope in the parlor of
the Titus suite,

1 give you my word my heart aimoat

stopped besting. I've never seen any-
one so lovely as she was at that mo-
ment. Never, 1 repesat, Her hair,
Mown by the kind November winds,
siraiyved—but no! 1 eannot begln to
defing the loveliness of her, There
wan & warm, rich glow In her dheeks
and a light in her eyos that actuaslly
bewlldered me, and more than that I
&in not competent Lo ulter

"You have come al last,” she said,
and her vaolce sounded very far off;
although T was lifting her ungloved
hand to my Hps  She clenched my
fingers tightly, | rememboer that; and
also that my hand shook violently aud
that my face felt pale.

I think I zaid that 1 had come &t
lagt, 8Bhe took my other hand In hera
Lmlirl1 drawing dangerously close to me
sald:

“l1 do not expect 1o be married for
At ledst & year, John"

“I—1 congratulate you," 1
mered foollshly,

“I have a feellng that it isn't decent
for one to marey lnslde of two years
aftor one has been divorced

“How s Rosenirry?™ 1 murmuped,

"You are I love with me, aren't
you, Johin dear?"

“Goa—good heaven!"

“I know You a&re, That's why I am
g0 sure of mysell. 1s It asking too
much of you lo marry me in o year
from—"

I haven't the faintest notion how
long afterward it was that 1 asked her
whit was to lLecome of that poor, un-
lucky devil, Lord Amberdile,

"He isn't a devil,. He's o dear, and
he ls going to marry a bred-in-the-
bone Countess next January. You will
like him, because he s avery bit as
much In love with his real Countess

staum-

I gasped.

a4 you are with a sham one. He ia s
bird of your feather, And now don't
‘ou want (o come with me to see

tosemary 7"

“Rodemary,” T murmured, as In &
dream—a Juxurious lotos-birn dream,

She took my arm and advanced with
me into a room adjoining the parvior
As we passed through the door, she
suddenly  squasznd my arm  very
tightly and lald her lhead agalnst my
whoulder,

Wa wera in a emall sitting-room,

confronilng Jasper Titus, his wife and
his tiny grand-dasghbler, who was
rendy for bed.

“You won't have to worry aheut ma
nny longer, Odaddy dear,” siid’ Aline,
her voice suddenly breaking :

“Well, I he—well, well,  welll"
eried my late vietim of the links. “ls
thils the way the wind blowss

1 was perfectly dumb, My face was

soarlet. My dazzled ey saw nothing
but the Ting Bristoirulic patures o
Aline's  mother, Bhe wis jeaning
slightly forward in her chalr, und n
slow Lut  upmistakable joyous smile

wns creeping Into her face,

“Aline!™ she cried, and Aline went
Lo her
Jasper Titus led Rogempry Gp to me,
“Kiss the gentleman, kiddie"” sald
he huskily, Ufting the little one up
Lo e, .

Bhe gave a sudden shrick of recog-
nitlon, and 1 took her in my arms,

“Ha' ha! ha!" lavghed T, without the
alightest ldea of what I wik doing or
why I did it. Sometimes | wonder (£
there has ever been wny insanity In
our family. 1 kuow there have been
fools, for 1 have wmy Unvle Iilas" word
for it,

Mr. Tltus pleked up the lewspaper
he had been reading,

“Listen to this, Allle. Tt will inters
egl vou, 1t gays here that our friend
Tarnowsy is golug to mapry that fool
of & Clnelnnatl ginl we were talking
about the other day. 1 know her
futher, but I've never met her mother,
Ol Bob Thackery has got millions
bul he's only got one dauvghter, What
a blumud shamel™

It muet be perfectly obvious to you,
Kind reader, that 1 am golng (6 marry
Aline Tarnowey, In spite of all my
professed opposition to mareying &
divarcee, 1 drgued the whole matter
aut with myself, ut not until after [
wan frrevocably committed. She aa?'!l
she nesds me, t\'u\l. len't thut epough?
In fact, 1 &4m_now trying my best tp
get heor to shorten the probationary
period, She has taken off three
monthe, God bless her, but T #til]l hope
for a further and more generous re-
duction—for good Lehavior!

(The End.)

——
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THE SECRET OF THE NIGHT

By Gaston Leroux

Begins Next Week

Readers of the Farm Magazine will be
Barr McCutcheon, “A Fool and His Money
with a serial by as well-known a writer and of even more absorbing interest. In offer-
ing to our readers a detective storg. we hope we do not offend those who scoff at the

i

trashy detective novel of today.

a character that will live.

Joseph Rouletabille, young, boyish and debonair, ostensibly a reporter on.a Parisian
]g,emux’ tale of “The Secret of the Night.” Rouletabille >3

newspaper, is the hero of
appeared first in fiction in “The Mystery of the Yellow Room,” by the same author.

In 9“The Secret of the Night” is pictured a Russian General whose life has been
declared forfeited by the Nihilists because of his particularly ruthless stand against
revolutionary forces. His faithful wife narrowly averts two attempts on his life, when
the Czar, fearing for his servant, sends to Paris for Rouletabille, whose fame had
spread to St. Petershurg. The fight agdinst the mysterious power of the Nihilists, and I

e jealousies and passions of friends form the theme of “The Secret of the Night.” ~

b

Rouletabille stands alone hetween the General and death.

Don’t Fail to Begin With the First Installment

The First Chapter Will Begin on This Page Next Week —WATCH FOR IT!

of This Thrilling Mystery Story

leased to note that the novel by George
concluded in this issue, is to be followed

nce the advent of the wonderful creation of Sir
- Arthur Conan Doyle, “Sherlock Holmes,” there have been many imitators of this style
of hero, some good, some very poor. Gaston Leroux is not an imitator. He has created
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