
1000 Horses at Auction 1000
Miles City, Montana

March 17, 18 and 19, 1915

The Miles City Horse Sales Company
will hold their next regular Monthly Sale of

ALL BROKE HORSES AND MARES
Mar. 17, 18 and 19.

500 Young Broke Farm Mares weighing 1,100 to 1,500 pounds.
500 Geldings--all Types, large Drafters, Low Down Chunks and
Good Farm Horses. This stock all winter-fed, fat, broke, and
ready for spring work. Mr. U. L. Burdick of Williston, N.D.,
will be on hand with a car of pure bred Registered two-year-old
Percheron Stallions. These Stallions have been raised in the
open, in good flesh-of the ton type and ready for spring service.

The Miles Gity Horse Sales Company
Col. C. N. Moore, Auct.

Guy Crandall, Manager.

GENERAL BLACKSMITH s
and Machine Shop. 0

" I Our specialty is work done as you want it. 0

ALL KINDS OF REPAIR WORK
= AND HORSESHOEING "

. ARgents for Pumps and Raymond Windmills. A

M. J. RADER. *

FEED AND SALE STABLE.

I have recently purchased from C. W. Powell the

North Side Feed Barn
And would be pleased to have your trade. The best
of attention will be given to your work.

We are also prepared to do any "and all kinds of
dray work, and a phone call to the barn will be
promptly attended to.

GIVE US A TRIAL.

Chas. Abrahamson.

EBAUGHEI
Is now paying the highest market prices for
PULLED WOOL, SHEEP PELTS, etc.

Bring in what you have to the wool-house.

Listen to This!!!
Let this sink in, for you will re-

member it later.
We want to emphasize the fact
that if you are going to do any
kind of building

Now is the Time
Y()O SIIOULD DO IT WVITIHOUT DELAY.

Conditions in the lumber trade will
never be more favorable than at this
moment, nor will they in the other sup-
plies needed.

The Thompson Lumber Company
Phone 49, Malta, Montana

A FOOL
AND HIS MONEY

B.

GEORGE BARR
N'CUTCHEON,
Authorof -r**[Oi ia '
"Trua•on Kieg" te•.-

Copyright, 1915, by George Barr
McCutcheon.

lng an old man unused to dlmfcult stair-
ways. He"-

"Buy it, Orson." said his wife, with
authority. "We'll take a chance on it.
If it Isn't the right thing we can, sell it
to the secondhand dealers. What's the
price?"

"A thousand dollars to you, madam,"
said I.

They were at once suspicious. While
they were busily engaged in looking
the seat over as the porters shifted it
about at all angles I stepped over and
ordered my workmen to resume' opera
tions.

"Here!" roared Mr. Rocksworth.
"Stop this beastly noise! What the
deuce do you mean, sir, permitting
these scoundrels to raise the dead like
this?"

I moved forward apologeticatly.
"They are raising the dead. The place
is fairly alive with dead rats and"-

"Good Lord!" gasped Rlley.Werk
heimer. "We'll get the bubonic plague
here."

"Well, let's move on upstairs." said
Rocksworth. Addressing the porters.
he said: "You fellows get this lot if
stuff together. and I'll take an optio'
on It. I'll he over tomor'row to close
the deal, Mr.-Mr.- Now, where is
the old Florentine mirror the count
was telling us about?"

6 "The count?" said I, frowning.

"Yes, the real owner. You can't su, ul
Sme with your talk about being the
proprietor here. my friend. You see.C we happen to know the count."

They all condescended to laugh at
me. I don't know what I should Ihave
S'taid or done if Britton had not re-

turnied with :a box of matches :at tdla
instant.

! Almost simultaneously there appear-

ed in the lower hall a hlaky youth (tI
Seighteell.

'"Say, these clubs are the real stutl.
all right, all right. They're as brittle
as glass. See what I did to 'cni. \\'W
ea;ln bhae e'~u spliced and rewolllti,
and I'll hang 'el onl my wall. All. I
want is the heads anyhow."

1ie held up to view a headless i•id-i-
iron -iand brassie and triumphanl tly
waved a splendid dclek. .\iy favorite
cinbs1 ! 1 votuld pilay better l'from it
itln•ging lie with that beautifuil biassic
thani with alily cliu I ever owned.
aud. as for the iron, I was deadly
with it.

Lie lit a eigarette and threw the
Bnitell into a pile of shavings. Old
Conrad returned to life at that instant
and stamped out the incipient blaze.

"I shouldn't consider them very good
clubs, Harold. If they break off like
that," said his mother.

"What do you know about clubs?"
le snalpped. and I at once knew what
class he was in at the preparatory
school.

If I was ever like one of these. said
I to myself, God rest the sage soul of
nmy Uncle tlilas!
The situation was .,o longer humor-

out. 1 could put- up with anything
but the mishandling of my devoted
golf clubs.

Striding lup to himn. I snatched the
remnlutit fromn his hands.

"You infernal eub!" 1 roared.
"Ilaven't 3you any more selne than to
smash a golf club like flint? For two
cents i'd brca:k this putter over your
head."
"Fnther." he yelled in diuantlly.,

"who is this illlkelt'
Mr. Rocksw irth botnlced town1'ri me.

ils c'ne 'raised. I whirled 11,on1 him.
"llotw dare you':" lie shoullltd. The

hdlie's squanletd.
If lie exp•cltd nme to crinlge he was

mightily mistaken. My blood was up.
I atdvanced.

"Paste hlim, dad!" roared Haroldl.
liut Mr. itocksworth suddenly alter-

ed his course and put thie historic
treaty table between him and nme. He
didn't like the appearan(e of' my rath-
er brawny fist.

"You big stiff!" shouted Harold.
Afterward it occurred to me that this
inelegant appellation may have been
meant for his father, but at the time
I took it to be aimed at me.

Before IIarold quite knew what was
happening to him he was prancing
down the long hall with my bony tin-
gers grasping his collar. Coming to
the door opening into the outer vesti-
bule, I drew back umy foot for it final
aid to locomotion. Acutely recalling
the fact that slippers are not designed
for kicking purposes, I raised my foot,
removed the sli[per and laid it upon
a taut section of his trousers with all
of the melancholy force that I ulsually
exert in slicing my drive off tile tee.
I shall nlever forget the exquislte
sl•asm of pleasure hils plaintive "Ouch!"
gi \'ve le.

'T'hen Harold passed swiftlly out of
tmy life.

M1r. ltoeks\worth, re-en1forceild by four
reluctlnt mercenaries in the shape of

ortemrs, was adviaicinig upon me.
Sotmehtow I had a vague but unetring
instinct that some one had fainted,
but I didn't stop to inquire. \WiLthout
liath tid I wresied the i•ihe from
hIiln 1tnd senlt it selttling after Flarold.

"'Now get out!" I roared.

YOU slhill (•lY-lfur this' --
" he ,Putter-

ed. lllite hblck in the face. "Grab
him. youe iforlail cowards!"

But the four porters slunk away, and
Mr. Itocksworth faced nme alone. Rn-
dolplh and Max, thoroughly fed and
most prodlgious. were hearing down
upon us. accounting for the flight of
the mercenaries.

"Get out!" I repeated. "I am the
owner of this place. Mr. Rocksworth,
and I am mad through and through!
Skip!"

They skipped

CHAPTER IV.
I Converse With a Mystery.L ATE In the afternoon 'I bpesed

my door, hoping that the bang.
ing of hammers and the buss
of industry would have eeai-

ed; but, alas, the noise was even more
deafening than before. Esyplag Brit.
ton In the gloomy corridor, 1 shouted
to him, and be came at once.

"Britton." said I as he closed the
door, "do you think they will carry
out their threat to have the law on
me? Mr. Rocksworth was very angry
-a-nd put out. He is a power, as you

* know."

"I think you are quite safe, sir,"
said he. "Shortly before 2. sir. one of
the porters from the hotel came over
to recover a gold purse Mrs. Riley-
Werkhelmer had dropped in the excite-
ment, and he informed Mr. Poopen-
dyke that the whole party was leaving
at 4 for Dresden."

Later on. somewhat refreshed and
relieved., I made: my way to the little
balcony, first having issued numerous
orders and directions to the still stupe-
fled Schmicks, chief among which was
an inflexible command to keep the
gates locked against all comers.

Suddenly as I sat there ruminating 1
became acutely aware of something
white on the ledge of the topmost win-
dow in the easterntower. ,Even as 14
flxed .my gaze upon it something else
transpired. A cloud.. of: soft., wavy,
luxurious brown hair eclipsed the nar-
row white strip and hung with spread-
ing splendor over the casement ledge
plainly. indubitably to dry In the sun.

My neighbor had washed her hair!
And it was really a most wonderful

head of hair. I can't remember ever
having seen anything like it except in
the advertisements.

What a glorious, appealing, sensuous
thing a crown of hair-but jlust then
Mr. Poopendyke came to my window.

"May I interrupt you for a moment.
Mr. Smart ?

" he inquired, as lie squint
ed at me through his ugly bone rimmed
glasses.

"Come here. Poopendyke." I com
mninded in low, excited tones. He hesi-
tuated. "You won't f:lll oLf" I said
shlarplly.

Althongh the window is at least nine
feet high, Poopendyke stooped am he

cane through. He a!ways does it, no
matter how tall the door. It is a life..
long habit. with hiim. Have 1 nen-
llonedl that mty woithy secretary is six
feet four and as thin as a reed? I re-
member speaking of his knees. Hle is
also a bachelor.

"It is a dreadfuli distance ddwnl
there," he murmured, flattening him-
self against the wall and closing his
eyes,

A pair of slim white hallnds at that
Instant indolently readjusted the thick
mass of hair and quite as casually dis-
appeared. I failed to hear- Mr. Poopen-
dyke's remark.

"I think, sir." he proceeded, "lt
would be a very good idea to get some
or' our correspondence off our hands.
A great deal of it has accumulated in
the past few weeks. I wish to say that
I am quite ready to attend to it when-
ever"-

"'Tilne enough for letters," said 1.
still slaring.

"lFirst of all, we must have a lad.
der," I went on "Have you seen to
that?"

"A ladder?" he faltered. putting one
foot Ibak through the window in a
llos•t sllggestic'e way.

"Oh," said I. r'emembering, "I halven't
told you. Ihave I? Look! Up there. In
Iliht window. Do ytsi see thllt'?"

\WIhat it. sit'"? A rug?"

"Itg llo t ret Scott. nian, don't you
kn'otw' a wuSonlIn - h il wit-ti yeou see
iti?"

"I VO lVr--l'-leVier Seen it-you

might sny-,just like that. Is it hair?"
"it is. You tdlo see it. don't you'.?"
"flow did it get lhere'?"
"Good! Now I know I'm not dream

ing. Cottie! There's no tinte to be lost.
We may be :able to get uip there before
shite heal's us!"

I instructed old Conr'ad to have the
til lest Inladder rougt to ite in the
courtyard at once.

"There is no such thing about the
castle," lie announce-' blandly.

"Where are your sons?" I demanded.
The old couple held up their hands in

great distress.
"HBerr Britton has them wearing their

souls out. turlnig a windlass outside
the gates--ach. that terrible invention
of his!" groaned old Conrad. "My poor
sons are faint with fatigue, mein herr.
You should see then perspire and hear
them pant for breathi."

Happily ai new itlea struck me almost
at onice.

Iit a jiffy lialf a doZetl carpenters
were at work 'on.istructing iI substantial
ladder out of scantlings. while I stood
over Itheni in se'rene coilntalitd of tthe
situation.

W\hen tlilh I:dder wvas completed I
mountted to the top and peered through
the asisless w\indow. It was quite
black and repelling beyonid. Instruct-
intg Briltton ad the two brothers to fol
low tme in tiir-i. I clinlabered over the
wide stone sill anlld lowered myself gin-
gilily to tlie floor.

I will not take lu the time or the
spac:'e to reline Iuy exlperlien'ces on this
lirst fruitless visit to the east wing of
my abiding pllace. Sutfice to say, we
got as fair as the top of the stairs in

the vtst mudle cot'idor after stum.
blitg through a series of dim, damp
rIuuosS. tnIld then found our way ef'ec.e
tually blocked by a stout door which
was not only locked and bolted, but
bore it most startling admonition to
would be Iresliassers.

Pinned Io one of the panels there
was a dainty bit of white note paper,
with these satiric words written across
its surface in a bold feminine hand:

"Please keep out. This is private
property."

Moat property owners no doubt would
have been lncenseel by this calm defi
antce on the part of a squatter, either
male or female, but not I. The ver.
Impudence, of. the. usurper, appealed to
inme What could be anore deIiesiits
than her serene courage in disposeeks-
lug me with the stroke of a pen of at
least two-thirds of my domicile and
what more exciting than the thought
of waging war against her in the ef-
fort to regain possession of It? Really
it was quite glorious! Here was a
happy, enchanting bit of feudalism
that stirred my romantic soul to its
very depths.

We returned to the courtyard and
held a counsel of war. I put all of the.
llchmicks on the grill, but they stub-
bornly disclaimed all interest in or
knowledge of the extraordinary occu-
pant of the east wing.

"We can smoke her out, sir," said
Britton.

I could scarcely believe my ears.
"Britton," said I severely, "you are a

brute. I am surprised. You forget
there is an innocent babe. maybe a
collection of them, over there and a
dog. We shan't do anything heathen-
ish. Britton. Please bear that In mind.
There is but one way-we must storm
the place. I will not be defied to my
very nose." I felt it to see it it was
not a little out of Joint. "It is ai good
nose."

"It is, sir." said Britton. And Poo-pendyke4da aperfeetwealas frtdoyalts.
shouted, "Long live your nose, sir!"

My German vassals waved- their:
hats, perceiving that a demonstration
was required without in the least
knowing what it was about.

That night was very black and trag-Ic, swift storm clouds having aced up
to cover the moon and stars. With a

radiant lanthorn in the window be-
hind me. I sat down with my pad and
my pipe and my pencil. The storm
was not far a.•way.

I was scribbling away in serene con-
tempt for the physical world when
there came to my enrs a sound thatgave me a greater shock than any
streak of lightning could have pro-

dulced and yet left suflicient life in me
to appreciate the sensation of heino
electrified.

A woman's voice, speaking to me ontof the darkness and flromlt some pIoint

quite near at hand!

"I beg your pardon. but would yon
mind doing me a very slight favor."'

Those were the words, uttered in a
2letar, sweet. perfectly confident voice,as of olne who never asked for favo'rs,

,ut exacted them.

I looked about me. blilukihg, utterlybewildered. No one was to be .seen.
She laughed. Without relily mcaiting
to do so. I also laughed-nervously. of
O}UlSe.

"Ca:l't you see me'" she asked. I
looked intently at the spot fromt which
the sound seemed to come-a perfectly
solid stone block less than three feet
from my right shoulder. It must harve
been very amusing. She laughed again.
I flushed resentfully.

"Where are you?" I cried out rather
tartly.
"'1 can see you quite plainly, and you

are very ugly when you scowl, sir.
Are you scowling at me?"

"I don't know," I replied truthfully,
still searching for her. "[oes it seem
so to you?"

"Yes."
"Thou I must be looking in the right

direction," I cried impolitely. "You
must be- Ah!"

My straining eyes had located a
small, oblong htotch in tile curve of the
tower not more than twenty feet from
where I stood. and on a direct line
with my bIlcony. True, I c(ould not it
first see a f:ee, but as my eye3 s ''\grew a
little lole acustllled to the darkl'l ess,
I fancied I could distinguislh a shadow
ithat might pass. for one.

"I didn't know thai little window
was thlre," I cried. Ipuzzled.
"It isn't." she said. "It is a secret

loophole, aInd it isn't here except in
times of great duress. See. I can close
it!" The oblong blotch abrulptly dis-
alppereid, only to reappear nu Instant
later. I was beginning to understand.
Of course it was in the beleaguered
east wing: "I hope I didn't startle you
a moment ago."
1 resolved to be very stiff and for-

mul about it. "May I lnquire, madamtn.
what you are doing in my 1111 -lay cas.
ile?"
"YolU ilay."

"Well." said I, seeiug the point,
"what are you doing Ihere?"

"1 a:l living here," she answered dis-
tincetly.

"So I perceive." said I, rather too dis-
tluctly.
"Anld I lhave coule down to ask a

siuple, .tiny little favor or you. Mr.
Smart.'" she resumed.

"You know ry lname
'
:" I cried, sur-

prised.
"I llnl reading your last book- Are

you going':"
"Just ia iOent pIlease," I called

ollt, struck by a splendlid idea. ieach-
ing inside lthe window. I grasped the
lnthorn and ibrotuglht its rays to hear
upon thle-perfectly bhtnlk wall! 1
stared open mouthed a:nd unlbelieving.
"Good helaven l liive I lbe(,n tdrlealiing
all this?" I cried alould.
My gaze fell upon two tllny holes iln

the wall, exposed to view by the bright
Ilgiht of 1my lamp. They appeared to
be precisely in the cenlter of the spot so
recently marked by tile olusive oblong.
Even as I stared at the hole.,S a slim

object that ant ontE recogailez ' ti l
inger protruded from one of them and

wiggled at me in a merry but exceed-
ingly irritating manuner.

Sensibaly I. restored the lanthoru to
its place Inside the window and waited
for the mysterious voice to resume.

"Are you so homely as all that?' I
demanded when the shadowy face
looked out once more. Very clever of
me. I thought.

"I an considered rather good look-
ing," she replied serenely. "PlepSe
don't do that again. It was very rude
of you, MIr., Smart. • ."

"Oh. I've seen sometaping of opbe-
forM this," 1 said. 'SYou 4h•fa Iosg,
beautiful brown Bar-andaa dog t'

She was slitet.
"' am sure you will pardIon me if I

very politely ask who you are?" I
went on.

"That question takes me back to the
favor: Will you be so very, vertykind
as to cease botherring lm , Mr. nmart?
It is dreadfully UPisdttJ:iG don't you
know. feelingthat at pay moment ydS
may rush in and"-
"I like that. In. my own castle too!'
"There is ample room for both of as,"

she said sharply. "I :shan't be here
for more than a month or six weeks,
and I am sure w Caln 'get along vet'
amiably under the same roor. fr that
length of time if you'll only forget that
I am here."

"I can't very well do that, madam.
You see, we are making extensive re-
pairs about the place, and you are
proving to be at serious obstacle. I can-
not grant your request. It will grieve
me enormously- i I am compelled .to
smoke you out, but I fear"-

"Smoke me out!"
"Perhaps with sulphur," I went on

resolutely. "It is said to be very ef-
fectlve."

"Surely you will not do anything so
horrid."

"Only as a last resort. Virt .we shallste~tor e Abeseistwi•..4<Faiiing. n that.

we shall rely on smoke. .ou will ad-'mit that you have no right-to poach' on

my preserves."
"None whatever," she anid rather

plaintively.
I can't remember having heard asweeter voice than hers. Of course by

this time I was thoroughly convicedc
that she was ai lady. it ctultured, high
bred lady. anlld ana Amnerila an.

Thalt i)laintive note in her v,,i'e serv-ed its purll'ose. Mly firmn'ess seetedPtl

to dissolve, even as I sought to r'e.en-
force it by an injection ot ha rshanesinto my own aInnlaer of speech.

"Then you should be willing to va-eate mny premises-er-or"-here i5

where I began to show hriesoluteness-"or explain yourself."

"\Won't yon he generousY"
I clea'red my thront nervowuly. Howv

well they knlow tile cracks in a man'sarlmol•

"1 ant willing to be-amenable to rea-
son. That's all you ought to expect."
A fresh idea: took root. "Can't we ef-
feet a coUll'rolmisLe-- truce. or some-
tiling of tlhe sort? All I ask is that
yoiu explain your presetnce here. I will
promise tO ib as generous as possible
unlldel he (il cilltmsta; ces."

"W'ill you give sue Ihree d:ays in
which to think it over'?" she asked,
afl'ter a long Ipause.

"No."
"Well, two days?
"1'II give you until tomorrow after-

iooon alt :. when I shall expect you to
Ireceivle le ll • person."

'ThaIt is quite impossible."
"'llut I demaund the right to go wher-

ever I please int my own castle. You"-
"If yon knew just how circumspect

I amu obliged to be at present youl
wouldn't impose such terms, Mr.
Stmart."

"Oh. circunnspect! That puts a new
light on the ease. What have you been
up to. nitditine?" I spoke very severely.

She very properly ignored the banall-
ty. "It I should write you a nice.
uls et'(cil te It'l l'. e lXplttlll g as mot'n
as I ca., won't you be satistied?"

"I prefer to have it by word of
montlh."

She seemed to be considering. "I
will cone to tilis window tomorrout
night it 1his tinle and--anld let you
know," shlt said reluctantly.

"\'ery well," said I. "We'll let it rest
till then."

"And, by the way, I have something
inore to ask of you. Is it quite neces-
s•tl''y to have till this pounding and
haunmering going on in the castle ' The
noise is dreadful. I don't ask it on my
own a'ctount, but for the baby. You
see, she's quite 111 with a fever, Mr.
Stmart. Perhaps you've heard her cry-
ing."

"The baby'" I muttered.
"It is nothing serious, of course. The

doctor was here today and be reas-
sured mle"-

"A-a doctor here today ?" I gasped.
She laughed once more. Verily, it

was a gentle, high bred laugh.
"Will you please put a stop to the

noise for a day or two?" she asked
very prettily.

"Certainly," said I, too surprised to
say anything else. "Is--is there any-
thling else?"

"Nothing, thank you," she replied.
Then: "Good night, Mr. Smart. You
are very good."

"Don't forget tomorrow"-
But the oblong aperture dlsappear-

ed with at sharp click, and I found my-
self staring at the blank, sphinxlike
wall.

CHAPTER V.
I Become an Ancestor.T iUI to the promise she had ex-
tracted froml Ilte, I laid off mty
workmen the niext morning.
They ti'ooped in bright antd

early, eoInsll.ra bly la gtlulented by fresh
recruitts. who 'lone to share the bene-
fits of umy inlllocuouls prodigality, na•l
if I live to be at tlhonsand I shall never
:tgain e.xperlenee such it iolsotie half
hour its the oiie I spent int listeaing to
their intlignat protests against my
Iyrallnicialt nioessiomt of the poer and


