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«tory  ° !  A Fool and H is  M oney.”  Oeo. B a r r  M cP u teh eo n 's  charm ing  novel, we learn  of J o h n  Bellam y Sm art, the young m an who is te llin e  th ia
discovers an  a n c ic n î w h ie h 'h V  r.** , *?* ir tu ' “ "I“ *» fo rtune  le ft lam  by h .s u n d e . Sm art ta k e , a tn p  in  the l i ,v e r  P a n e t.,f l i t

SYNOPSIS OP PREVIOUS INSTALLMENTS.

. ail.c len .t Ci48? Ie’^ w h,ch ho pu rchases  frum  *11 A u stria n  count. 
r h is fam ily, the  Schm icks. L a te r S m art fin d s  a wom an wto leave. n *• ------------* . . .  . . .

int. W ith  h i t  ao rru ta ry , Poopendyke, he takes possession. I t  is supposed to be tenant,-d only by  the 
ho is in p o s s e s s io n  of a w ing of the castle  th a t is b arred  to him. She g ra n ts  a b rief in terv iew , 'bu t re

O YOU M EAN to sav, Countess, 
U  th a t— ”

‘ ‘ I t  has all been quite sa tisfac­
torily  a ttended  to through .Mr. Poopen 
d y k e ,”  she said. ‘ ‘Ho consulted me be­
fore defin ite ly  engaging any one, Mr. 
Sm art, and I referred him to my law ­
yers in Vienna. I  do hope H aw kins and 
B latchford  and Henri, the ehef, are 
quito  sa tisfac to ry  to you. They were 
recently  employed by Bome ono in the 
B ritish  embassy a t— ”

‘ ‘P ray  rest easy, C ountess,”  I  m an­
aged to say, in terrup ting  out of con­
sideration fo r Hawkes and B latchford, 
who, I thought, m ight feel uneoipfort-

roorn. ‘ ‘Well, trad itio n  says th a t one either one. His elbows were crooked at ! of it  th a t I  d o n 't believo she 'd  dars 
of tho old barons buried a vast treasure the proper angle 1 noticed, so I must to put into print, although she reeled 
in the cellar o f th is ’ ’ have been doing him an injustice. H e ' them off to me w ithout so much as a

‘ ‘Stop! ’ I commanded, shaking m y 'c o u ld n 't  have had anyth ing  disre blush. 'Pon my soul, Mr. Sm art, I
head. ‘ ‘H a v e n ’t  I  ju s t said th a t I I speetful in mind.
don t w ant to  ta lk  about lite ra tu re?  j ‘ ‘Send Mr. Poopendyke to  me. 
Buried treasure is the very worst form Hawkes, im mediately a lte r  I ’ve f in ­

ished my breakfast. ’ ’

able a t hearing them selves discussed so lars? 
impersonally. ‘ ‘ E very th ing  is most s a t­
isfactory. I  did not realize th a t I had 
you to thank  for my present mental 
and gastronom ieal comfort. You have 
surrounded mo w ith diadem s.”

H aw kes and B latchford very gTavely 
and in unison said: ‘ ‘Thank you, s ir .”

‘ ‘And now le t us ta lk  about some­
th ing  e lse ,”  she said complacently, as 
i f  the project o f getting  the rest of her

of li te ra tu re .”
‘ ‘V ery w ell,”  she said indignantly.

‘ ‘You will bo sorry when you hear I ’ve 
dug it up and made off w ith i t ”

I  pricked np my ears. This made a 
difference. ‘ ‘ A re you going to hunt for 
it  yourself ! ”

“ I  am ,”  she said resolutely.
In those dark , dank, grewsome cel-

‘ ‘ C ertainly. ”  
“ A lone?”

never was so embarrassed in my lifo, 
Sii<— ”

“ Never m ind,”  I  in terrupted  h a s tily  
“ D on’t tell tales out of school.”

He was silent fo r a moment, finger. 
sir. I am forgetting , Mr. Poopendyke is ing His big eye-glasses nervously. “ I l  
o u t  Ho asked mo to te ll you he . may please you to know th a t she th inks 
w ouldn’t retu rn  before eleven.”  you are an exceedingly nice m an .”

W hat business has he to be “ No, i t  doesn’t ! ”  I  roared irascibly.
■ “ I 'm  damned if I like being called an 

“ Well, sir, I  mean to say, h e ’s n o t ! exw edingiv nice m an .”
precisely out, and he is n ’t  ju s t w hat “ Thev were my words, sir, not h e rs ,”  
one would call in. Ho is up in the— he ej,plain(,d desperately. “ I was mere- 
ahem! ihe east wing, sir, tak ing  down jy pu tting  two and two together—form«

‘ Vcry good, sir. Oh, I beg pardon,

out? ’
‘Out?

f - ‘nfT ,,  . so,l“J correspondence for the— for the ing a ,  opinjon , rom her lnanuer nol
I f  necessary ,”  she said, looking at , ladv s i r ”  t  . , m  . ,• i a . . .  1. ” i Blr- from her words. She is very particu larmo over the edge of tho coffee cup. 

“ Tell me all about i t , ”  said I.
“ Oh, wo s h a ’n ' t  find it, o f course,”

said sho ealmly. I  made uoto of the 
pronoun. “ T h ey ’ve been searching for 
it for two centuries w ithout success. 
My—th a t is, Mr. Pless has spent days

fam ily into the castle were already off down there. H e is very liard-up, you 
her mind. “ I c a n ’4 tell you how much know. I t  would come in very haudy for 
I enjoyed your last book, Mr. Sm art, h im .”
I t  is so exciting. Why do you call it
‘ The F airest o f the F a i r ’? ”

“ Because my publisher insisted on
substitu ting  th a t title  for the ono I 
had chosen myself. I ’ll adm it th a t it 
doesn ’t  f i t  the story, my dear Coun 
tess, bu t w hat is an author to do when 
hus publisher announces th a t  he has 
a  beau tifu l head of a girl he wants 
to  pu t on the cover and th a t the title  
m ust f i t  the cover, so to sp eak ?”

“ B ut I d o n ’t consider i t  a beautifu l 
head, Mr. Sm art. A very flashy blonde 
w ith all the earm arks of having posed 
in  the chorus between the days when 
sho posed fo r your artist. And your 
heroine has very dark hair in  tho book. 
W hy did they make her a blonde on tho 
co v er? ’’

"B ecause  they d id n ’t  happen to  have 
anyth ing  bu t blonde p ictures in s to ck ,”  
said I, cheerfully. ‘ ‘A littlo  th ing  like 
th a t doesn’t  m atter, when it  comes to 
lite ra tu re , my dear Countess. I t  is n ’t 
the hair th a t counts. I t ’s the h a t .”

“ B ut I should th ink i t  would eon- 
fuse the r e a d e r / ’ she insisted. “ Tho 
las t p ictu re  in the book has her w ith 
inky black hair, while*in all the others 
she is qnite b londe.”

" A  really  in telligen t reader doesn’t 
have to be told th a t  the a r tis t changed 
his model before he got to the last pic­
tu r e ,”  said I, and I  am quite confi 
dent sho d id n ’t  hear me g ra te  my teeth.

“ B ut the eritics must have noticed 
the  error and commented upon i t . ”

“ My dear Conntess, tho critics never 
see the last p icture in a book. They 
are much too clever for th a t .”

She pondered. “ I suppose they must 
g e t horribly sick of all the books they 
have to  re a d .”

“ And they never have a chance to 
experience the delicious period of con­
valescence th a t persons w ith less 
ehronie a fflic tions have to look fo r­
w ard to ,”  said I, very gently. “ They 
go from one disease to  another, poor 
ehaps. ’ ’

“ I  once knew an author a t  N ewport 
who said he hated  every critic  on 
earth , ’ ’ she said.

“ I  should th ink  he m igh t,”  said I , 
w ithout hesitation. I t  was not until 
th e  next afternoon th a t sho got the full 
significance c f the rem ark.

As I  never encourage any one who 
seeks to discuss my stories w ith  me, 
being a modest ebap w ith a flaw  in 
my vanity , she abandoned the subject 
a f te r  a few  ineffectual a ttem pts to 
find  out how I  get my plots, how I 
w rite  my books, and how I keep from 
losing my mind.

“ Would you be en tertained by a real 
m ystery?”  she asked, leaning tow ard 
me w ith a gleam of exc item en t'in  her 
eyes. Very prom ptly I  said I  should 
be. We were having our coffee. 
Uawkes and B latchford  had le f t the

I  glowered. “ I ’m glad h e ’s gone, I  
d o n ’t like the idea of his looking for 
treasures in my cas tle .”

She gave me a  smile for tha t.

CH A PTER X.
I  Agree to  M eet the Enemy.

-------------- ---------- ---------- very p a r t ic u_
1 arose to the occasion. ' ‘ Quite so, i l0 mention everything you do for her, 

quite so. 1 had forgotten the appoint ‘ anj  thanks me if 1 call her a tten tion  to 
m ent; anything she may have forgotten. She

'  es, sir, 1 thought you had. ’ ! certainly appreciates your kindness to
“ Ahem! I daresay B ritton  will do tho babv. ”

quite as well. Tell him to— ”  J
. . . .  . . .. ' “ That is extremely g ra tify in g ,”  said“ B ritton , sir, has gone over to the r ■ ,, " ',  I acidly.c ity  for the newspapers. You fo rget.

th a t he goes every morning as soon as hesitated once more. “ Of course,
he has had his ”  you understand tha t the divorce itself

“ Yes, yes! C erta in ly ,”  I  said *" absolute. I t ’s only the m atte r of tho
hastily .’ “ Tho papers. Ha, ha! Quite <’h‘ld th a t remains unsettled. The— ”  
r ig h t.”  , I  fa irly  barked a t him. “ W hat Ihe

I t  was news to me, but it  w ouldn’t devil do you mean by tha t, sir? W hat 
do to le t him know it. The countess has the divorce got to do w ith i t ? ”
read the papers, I  did not. I  stead 
fastly  persisted in ignoring the Paris

^ p H A T  N IG H T I dream ed of going | edition of the New York H erald for
down, down, down in to  the bowels 
of tho earth  a f te r  buried treasure, 

and finding a t  the end of my hours 
of travel the countess’ m other sitting  
in bleak splendor on a chest of gold 
w ith her fee t draw n up and surround 
ed by an audience of spiders.

F or an hour or more a f te r  leaving 
tho enchanted rooms near the roof, I 
lounged in  my study, persisten tly  at 
ten tive  to  the p o rtra it of L u d v ig  the 
Red, w ith my ears s tra in ing  fo r sounds 
from  the o ther side of the secret panels. 
Alas! those panels were m any cubits 
th ick  and as staunch as the sides of a 
battleship . B ut there was a  vast sat 
isfaction  in know ing th a t she was there, 
asleep perhaps, w ith  her brown head 
pillowed eloso to the wall bu t little  
more than an a rm 's  length  from the 
erimson w aistcoat of Ludwig the Red 
—for he sa t ra th e r low like a  Chinese 
god and supported his w aistcoat with 
his knees. A gross, forbidding chap was 
he! The story was told of him th a t 
he eould q n a ff a flagon of ale a t a 
single gulp. Looking a t his p o rtra it, 
one eould not help th ink ing  w hat a 
p itifu lly  infin itesim al th ing  a flagon 
of ale is a f te r  all.

M orning camo and w ith  a sullen de­
term ination  to  get down to work on my 
long neglected novel. I  w ent down to 
breakfast. E very th ing  about the plate  
looked bleak and dreary  and as gray 
as a g ran ite  tombstone, naw kes, who 
bu t tw elvo hours before bad seemed the 
em bodiment of life in its  most resilient 
form, now appeared as a d rab  nemesis 
w ith wooden legs and a frozen leer. My 
eoffeo was b itte r , tho peaches were like 
sponges, the bacon and rolls of un i­
form sogginess and the eggs of a 
strange liverish  hue. I  sa t there alone, 
gloomy and depressed, con trasting  the 
hatefu l sunshine w ith the soft, w itch­
ing refulgence of tw enty-four candles 
and the ligh t th a t lies in a w om an's 
eyes.

“ A fine morning, s i r ,”  said Hawkes 
in a voice th a t seemed to  come from 
the grave. I t  was tho firs t tim e I had 
ever heard him speak so dolorously of 
the morning. O rdinarily  he was a  pleas­
an t voiced fellow.

“ Is i t ? ”  said I, and my voice sound­
ed gloomier than  his. I  was not sure 
of it, bu t i t  seemed to  me th a t  he 
made a movement w ith his hand as if 
about to  pu t i t  to  his lips. 8eeing th a t 
I was regarding him ra th e r fixedly, be 
allowed i t  to  rem ain suspended a little  
above his hip, (.uite on a  line w ith the

fear th a t the delightful m ystery might 
d isin tegrate, so to  speak, before my 
eyes, or become the commonplace scan­
dal th a t all the world was enjoying. 
As i t  stood now, I  had it all to  my 
self—th a t is to  say, the m ystify . Mr. 
Poopendyke reads aloud the baseball 
scores to me, and nothing else.

I t  was nearly tw elve when my sec 
ro tary  reported to me on this particu ­
la r  morning, and he seemed a trifle  
hazy as to  the results of the games. 
A fter he had mumbled something about 
rain or wet grounds, I  coldly enquired:

“ Mr. Poopendyke, are you employed 
by me or by th a t woman upstairs?”  I 
would never have spoken of her as 
“ th a t w om an,”  believe mo, if  I  had 
not been in  a s ta te  of irritation .

He looked positively stunned. “ S ir? ”  
he gasped.

I  did not repeat the question, bu t 
managed to  dem and rather fiercely: 
“ Are y o u ?”

The countess had got dreadfully 
behind w ith  her work, sir, and I 
thought you w ouldn’t  mind if  I helped 
her out a b i t ,”  he explained nervously. 

“ W ork? W hat w o rk ?”
“ H er diary, sir. She is keeping a 

d ia ry .”
“ in d e e d !”
“ I t  is very in teresting , Mr. Smart. 

R ather beats any novel I 'v e  read la te ­
ly. We— w e ’ve brought it  quito up to 
date. I  wrote a t least three pages about 
the dinner last night. I f  I am to be­
lieve w hat she puts into her diary, it 
must have been a delightful occasion, 
as the new spapers would say .”

I  was somewhat mollified. “ What 
did she have to  say about it, F re d ? ”
I  asked. I t  alw ays pleased him to be 
called Fred.

“ T hat would be betray ing  a confi­
dence,”  said he. “ I  will say this mueh, 
hew ever: I  th ink  I  w rote your name 
f if ty  times or more in connection with 
i t ”

“ Rubbish! ”  said I.
“ N ot a t a l l ! ”  said he, with agree­

able spirit.
A sudden ehill came over me. “ She 

is n ’t  figuring on having it  published, 
is s h e !”

I  c a n 't  say as to th a t ,”  was his

“ A great deal, I should sa y ,”  said 
he, with the rare, almost superhum an 
patience th a t hus made him so valuable 
to me.

“ Upon my soul!”  was all th a t I  eould
say.

Hawkes rapped on the door luckily  a t 
th a t instance.

“ The men from tho telephone com­
pany are here, n r, and the electricians. 
Wherp are they to begin, s i r ? ”

“ Tell them to w a it,”  said L Then I 
hurried to the top of the east wing to 
ask if  she had the least objection to an 
extension 'phone being placed in my 
study. She thought it would lie very 
nice, so I  returned with instructions for 
the men to put in three instrum ents— 
one in her room, one in mine and one iu 
the b u tle r 's  pantry. I t  seemed a very 
jolly  arrangem ent all ’round. As for tho 
electric bell system, it  would speak for 
itself.

Ton’ard the middle of the afternoon 
when Mr. Poopendyke and I were hard 
at work on niv synopsis we were sta rtled  
by a dull, mysterious pounding on tho 
wall bard by. We paused to listen. It 
was qnite impossible to  locate the sound, 
which ceased almost im mediately. Our 
f irs t thought was th a t tho telephone 
men were drilling a hole through tho 
wall into my study. Then camo tho 
sharp ra t a-ata ta t  once more. Even as 
we looked about us in bewilderment, tho 
portly facade of Ludwig tho Red moved 
out of alignm ent w ith a heart rending 
squeak and a long th in  streak  of black 
appeared a t the inner edge of the fram e, 
growing wider—and blacker if  any th ing  
—before our startled  eyes.

“ Arc you at hom e?”  inquired a voice 
tha t couldn’t by any means Lave ema­
nated from the chest o f Ludwig, even ia 
his mellowest hours.

I  leaped to my feet and sta rted  across 
the room w ith great strides. My secre­
ta r y ’s eves were glued to the magic por­
tra it. His fingers, looking liko claws, 
hung suspended over the keyboard of 
the typew riter.

“ By the Lord H a rry !”  I  cried.
Y es!”
Tho secret door swung qnielly  open, 

laying L udw ig’s face to the wall, and in 
the aperture stood my amazing neighbor, 
as lovely a po rtra it as yo u ’d see in a 
year 's tr ip  through all tho galleries in 
the world. She was smiling down upon

disquieting reply. “ I t  w asn’t any of us from the slightly elevated position, a 
my business, so I  d id n ’t ask .”  charming figure in the very la te s t

“ O h ,”  said I, “ I see .”  Parisian hat and gown. Something gray
“ I think i t  is safe to  assume, how “nd a '1'* exceedingly chic. I  r»-'

ever, th a t it  ia not m eant for publiea member saying to Poopendyke aftcr- 
tio n ,”  said be. “ I t  strikes m» as be wards in re-punse to t- question of hia. 
ing a  b it too personal. There ir e  parts (To be continued.)


