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SYNQPSIS.

John Bellamy Smart, unmarried and
heir to a fortune, while abroad with his
secretary, Poopendyke, and his valet,
Britton, buys a dilapidated old castle on
the Danube, In care of the Bchmicks, and
discovers a mysterious woman Inhabiting
one of the towers.

“Say,” saia the second man, advamc-
ing with a most insuiting scowl, “we'll
understand each other right off the
reel, my friend. All you've got to do
is to apswer us when we ask for
prices. Now, bear that {n mind, and
don't try nny of your high and mighty
tactics on us.”

“Just remember that you're a junk
dealer and we'll get along splendidly,”
sajd the other in a tone meant to
crush me. “What do you ask for this
thing?” tapping the dusty spinet with
bis walking stick.

It suddenly occurred to me that the
situation wus bumorous.

“You will bave to produce your ref-
erences, gentlemen. before 1 can dis-
cuss anything with you,” 1 said, after
swallowing very hard, (It must bhave
been my pride.)

They stared. *“Good Lord!" gasped
the bristly one, blinking bis eyes.
“Don’'t you know who this gentleman
i8? You-—you appenr to be an Amerl
can. You must know Mr. Riley-Werk-
heimer of New York."

“] regret to say that | bave never
heard of Mr. Riley-Werkheimer. | dld
pot know that Mrs. Riley-Werkheim-
er's husbund was living. And way |
ask who you are?"

“Oh, | am ulso a nobody!" sald be.
with & wink at his purple jowled com-
panion. *“l am only poor old Rocks

wortd, the president of the" —

“Ohb. don't say anytbing more, Mr
Rocksworth™ 1 erled. “1 bave heard
of you. This fine old spinet? Well,
it bas been reduced In price. Ten
thousand dollurs, Mr. Rocksworth.”

“Ten thousand nothing! I'N rake It
at $750. And wuw let’s tulk about thix
here hall seat. My wife thinks it's a
fake. What in its history, and what
sort of guirantee can you'—

. "A fake!™ | cried In dismay. M)
dear Mr. Rocksworth, that is the very
ball seat that Pontius Pllate sat in
when walting for an audience with the
Arst of the great Teutonic barons,
The treaty between the Romans and
the Teutous was xigned on that table
over there. the one you bave so judl-
clonsly selected, | perceive, Of course
you know that this was the Razon
seat of government, Charlemagne lived
here with his court.”

They tried not to look impressed. hut
rather overdid it.

“That's the sort of story you fel.
lows always put up. you skinflints
from Boston. ['ll bet my bhead you ure
from Boston.” sakl Mr. Rocksworth
shrewdly.

“1 couldn’'t afford to buve yon luse
your head. Mr. Rocksworth, so | shan't
take you on.” sald | merr'ly.

“Don’t get fresh now,” suld be stitiy

Mr Riley Werkbelmer walked pust
me to take a closer look at the seat,
almos=t treading vn wy toes rather
than give nn inch to me.

“How can you prove that it's the
genuine article?" he demanded curtly.

“You bave my word for It, sir,” |
sald quletly.

“Pisb tush!” sald be.

Mr. Rocksworth turned in the direc
tion of the banquet ball,

“Carrie,” be shouted, “‘come bere a
minute, will you?"

“Don’t shout like that, Orson.” came
back from the porcelain closet. *“You
almost made me drop this thing.”

“Well, drop It and come on, This Is
important.”

I wiped the moisture from my brow
and respectfully put my clinched fsts
into my pockets.

A minute later three females appear-
ed on the scene, all of them dusting
their hands and curling thelr moses n
disgust.

“l never saw such a dirty place.”
safd the foremost. a large lady who
couldn’t by any circumstance of fate
have been anybody's wife but Rocks-
worth’'s  “It's filthy! What do you
want "
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| is fairly allve with desd rats and”—

fron and brassie and winmphantly
waved a splendid cleek, My favorite
clubs! | could play better from a
| banging lie with that beautitul brassie
Cthan with any club 1 ever owued,
'and, as for the iron, | was deadly )
with ir.

He lit a cigarette und threw the
mateh Into a plle of shavings Old

“I've bonght this thing here for sev-
enty-five. You sald | conldn't get it
for a nickel under a thonsand And,

say, this man tells me the hall seat
here belonged to PPontius Pliate In"—

“Pardon me,” | interrupted, *
merely sald that he sat in it. | am not
trying to deceive you, sir.”

“And the treaty was signed on this
table,” said Mr. Riley-Werkhelmer. He
addressed himself to a plump young
lady with a distorted bust and a twen-
ty-two inch waist. “Maude. what do
you know ubout the Roman-Teutunic
treaty? We'll catch you mnow., my
friend,” be went on. turning to me.
“My daughter is np In anclent history.
8he's an authority.”

Miss Maude appeared to be racking
her brain, | undertook to assist her.

“l mean the second treaty, after the
fall of Nuremburyg,” 1 explained.

“Oh,” she sald, lustantly relieved.
“Was it really signed here, right here
in this hall? Ob, father, we must have
that table!"

“You aure sure there was a treaty,
Maude?" demanded her parent accus

ly.
“Certainly,” she cried. "“The Teu:
tons ceded Alsace-Lorraine to"—
“Pardon me once more,” | cried, and
this time | plead gullty to a blush,

“vou are thinking of the other treaty— |

the one ut Metz, Miss Riley-Werkbelm-
er. This, as you will recall, antedates
that one by—oh, several years.”

“Thank you,” she said, quite con |

descendingly. "1 was confused for a
moment. Of course, father, 1 can't
say that it was signed here on thix
table as the young man says. 1 only
know that there was a treaty. | do
wish you'd come and see the fire screen
I've found"—

“Let's get this out of our system
first,” said Ler father. “If you can
show me statistics and the proper
proof that this is the genuine table,
young man, I'l]"— ‘

“Pray rest easy, sir,”” 1 sald. “W¢
can take it up later on. The facts
are"—

“And this Pontius Pllate seat,” in
terrupted IRockswortb, biting off the
eud of a fresh cigar—*"what about t*
Got a match?”

“Get the gentleman a match, Brit-
ton," 1 said, thereby giving my. valet
an opportunity to do his exploding In
the pantry. *l can only afirm, sir,
that it Is common history that Pontius
Pilate spent a portion of his exile here
in the sixth ceutury. It Is rearonable
to assume that he sat in this seat, be-
ing an old man unused to difficult stair-
ways, He'—

“Buoy it. Orson,” sald bis wife. with
authority. “We'll take & 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.”
sald 1.

They were aut once suspicious, While !
they were busily engaged in quklug|
the seat over as the porters shifted it
about at all angles | stepped over and
ordered my workmen to resume opera
tions.

“Iere!” roared Mr.
“Stop this beastly npoise! What the
deuce do you mean, sir, permitting)
these scoundrels to ruise the dend like
this "

1 moved forward apologetically.
“They are ruising the dead. The place

Rocksworth,
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| much ado |

“How dare you?" he shouted. The
ladies squealed.
It be expected me to cringe he was

wightily mistaken. My blood was up.
I advanced.

“Paste him, dad!" roared Harold.

But Mr. Rocksworth suddenly ulter
ed his course and put the historic
treaty table between him and me. He
didn't like the nppearance of my rath-
er bruwny tist.

"You big stiff!" shouted Harold
Afterward it occurred to me that this
Inelegant appellation may bave been
meant for his father, but at the time

. I took it to be aimed at me.

| Before Huarold quite knew what was
happening to him he was prancing
down the long hall with my bony fin-
gers grasping his collar. Coming to
the door opening into the outer vesti-

|

{

“How dare you?!" he shouted.
| bule, 1 drew back wmy foot for a tnal

|ald to locomotion. Acutely recalliug
| the fact that slippers are not designed
Efor kicking purposes, | raised my foot,

|rcmoved the slipper and lauid It upon

a taut section of his trousers with all
of the melancholy force that 1 usually
exert In slicing my drive off the tee.
1 shall npever forget the exquisite

| spusm of pleasure his pluintive “Ouch!"

guve me.

Then Harold passed swiftly out of
my life.

Mr. Rocksworth, re-enforced by four
reluctant mercenaries in the shape of
porters, wus advapcing upon me.
Somebow | had n vague bat unerring
instinet that some one had fainted,
but I dido't stop to Inquire. Without
wrested the cune from
tim and seut It scuttling after Harold.
Y “Now get out!" 1 roared.

“You shall pay for this!" he sputter-
ed, quite black In the face. “Grab
him, you infernal cowards!”

But the four porters slunk away, and

“Good Lord!" gasped Riley-Werk- | Mr. Rocksworth faced me alone. Ru-
heimer, *We'll get the bubonic plague | dolph and Max, thoroughly fed and
here,”

“Well, let's move on upstairs,” sald
Rocksworth, Addressing the porters,
be sald: “You fellows get this lot of
stuff together. and I'l take an option
on it. I'll be over tomorrow (o close
the deal, Mr.—Mr.— Now. where is
the old Florentine mirror the count
was telling us about?”

“The count?” said I, frowning.

“Yes, the real owner. You can't stuff
me with your talk about being the
proprietor here, my friend. You see.
we happen to know the count.”

They all condescended to laugh at
me. | don‘t know what 1 should have
sald or doue if Britton had not re-
turned with a box of matches st that
instant.

Almost simultaneously there appear-
ed fn tbe lower hall a lanky youth of
eighteen.

“Suy. these clubs are the renl stuff,
all vight, all right. They're as brittle
as glass. Nee what 1 did to ‘em. We
can have ‘em spliced and rewound,
and 'l bang 'em on my wall. Al L
want is the heads anyhow.”

He beld up to view a headless wid-

Courad returned to life at that lnstant
and stamped out the jucipient hlaze.

*1_shouldn’t consider them vory @ood
clubs, Harold, if they break off like
that,” said his wother,

most prodigious, were bearing down
upon ws, accounting for the flight of
the mercenarles.

“Get out!” | repeated. *1 am the
owner of this place, Mr. Rocksworth,
and | am mad through and through!
Skip!™"

They skipped

CHAPTER Iv.
| Converse With a Mystery.

ATE In the afternocon | opened
my door, hoping that the bang-
ing of hammers nnd the buzz
of Industry would have ceas-

ed; but, alas. the noise was even more
deafeniug than before. Esyping Brit.
ton In the gloomy corridor. 1 shouted
to him, and he came ut once,

“Britton,” said | ns he closed the
door, “do you think they will carry
out thelr threat to have the law on
me? Mr, Rocksworth was very angry
—and put out. He Is n power, ns you
know."

“1 think you are quite safe. sir,”
said he. “Shortly before 2, sir, one of
the porters from the hotel came over
to recover u gold purse Mres, Riley-
Werkheimer had dropped in the excite-
ment, and he informed Mr. Poopen-
gdyke that the whole party was leaving
ut 4 for Dresden”

Later on. somewhat refreshed and
relieved, | made my way to the little
baleony, first having issued numerous
orders and directions to the still stupe-
tied Schinicks, chief nmong which wns
an inflexible command to keep the
gates locked against all comers

Suddenly as | sat there ruminating 1
became ucutely aware of something
white on the ledge of the topmost win

“What do you know about clubST" | g, 4 e wastern tower,  Even as |
he svapped, and | at once kuew what fixed my gize npon it sowething else
class he was In at the preparatory | cnired. A clond of soft. wavy,
school. luxurious brown hair eclipsed the par-

If 1 was ever like one of thesc. suid
1 to myself, God rest the sage soul of
my Uncle Rilas!

The situation was no nger humor-
ous. 1 could put up with anything
but the misbandling of my devoted
golf clube.

Striding up to him, | snatched the
remnants from his hands.

“You infernnl cub! 1 roared.
“Haven't you nany more seuse thin to
smash a golf club lke that? For two
cents 1'd break this putter over your
bead.”

“Father,” bhe yelled
“who 1s this mucker?”

Mr. Rocksworth bounced toward me.
hix cape raised. L whirled vpou bim.

Indiguuntly,

row white strip and hung with spread.
ing splendor over the casement ledge
plaiuly, indubitably to dey o the sun.

My neighbor bind washed her bair!

And it was renlly o most wonderful
head of hair. | can’t remember ever
having seen anything ke it except in
the advertisements

What o glorions, appenling. sensuous
thing a erown of hair-—but just then
Mr. Poopendyke came to my window,

“May | interrupt yon for a moment.
Mr. Smart?” he inquired, as he squint
eod at me through his ugly bone rimmed
alusses.

“Come here, 'oopendyke.,” | com
manded in low, excited tones. He besi-

tated.
sharply.
Althougb the window Is at least nine
feet bigb, Poopendyke stooped as be
came through. He always does it, no

“Yon won't fill off,” 1 sald

wmatter how tall the door. It Is a life-
long habit with bim. Have | men-
tioned that my worthy secretary is six
feet four und as thin us a reed? | re-
member spenking of his knees. He is
nlso n bachelor,

“It Is u dreadful distance down
there,” he murmured. flattening him-
self against the wall apd cosing bis
eyes.

A puir of slim white huuds at that
instant Indolently readjusted the thick
mass of hair and quite us casuully dis

appeared. | falled to bear Mr. Poopen-
dyke's remark
“1 think, sir," he proceeded. "It

would be n very good iden to get some
of our correspondence off onr hands,
A great deal of it has ncenmulated in
the past few weeks. 1 wish to say that
1 am quite ready to attend to It when-
ever'—

“Time enough for letters,” said I,
still staring,

“First of all, we must have a lad-
der,” 1 went on. “Have you seen to
that?"

“A ladder?" he faltered, putting one
foot buck through the window in a
most suggestive way.

*“Oh," said I, remembering. *I haven’t
told you, bave 1? Look! Up there, In
that window. Do you see that?"

“What Is it, sir? A rug?”’

“Rug! Great Scott, man, don't yon
know a woman's hair when you see
1t

“I've never—er—never seen it—you
might say—just like that. Is it bair?"

“It is. You do see It. dou’t you¥"

“How did it get there?”

“Good! Now | know I'm uot dream
ing. Come! There's no time to be lost.
We may be able to get np there before
she hears us!"

1 lnstructed old Conrad to have the
tallest ladder brought to me in the
courtyard at once.

*“There s no such thing about the
castle,”” be announced blundly,

“Where ure your sons?" | demuonded.

The old couple beld up their hands in
great distress.

“Herr Britton has them wearing their
souls out, turning u windlass outside
the gntes—ach, that terrible Invention
of his!" gronned old Conrad. “My poor
sons are faint with fatigue, mein berr.
You should see them perspire and hear
them pant for breath.”

Happlly n new idea struck me nlmost
at once.

In a Jiffy half a dozen carpenters
were at work constructing n substantinl
ladder out of scauntlings, while 1 stood
over them in serene command of the
situation.

When the Indder was completed |
mounted to the top and peered through
the sashless window. It was quite
black and repelling beyond. Instruct-
Ing Britton und the two brothers to fol
low me In turn, | clambered over the
wide stone xill and lowered myself gin-
gerly to the foor,

I will not take up the time or the
gpace to relate my experiences on tbhis
first fruitless visit to the enst wing of
my abiding place. Sutlice to suy, we
got ns far us the top of the stairs in
the vast middle corvidor after stum-
bling through n serfes of dim, damp
rooms, and then found our way cifec-
tually blocked by a stout door which
wis not only locked and holted, but

bore n most startiing admonition to
would be trespassera.

Pinned to one of the paneln thers
was a daioty bit of white note paper,
with these satirle words written across.
its surface n a bold feminine band:

“Please keep ont. Tbis is private
property.” :

Alost property owners no doubt would.
have been Incensed by this calm defi-
ance on the part of u squatter, either’
male or female, but not 1. The very.
impudence of the usurper appealed to
me What could be more delicious
than her serene courage In dispossess-
ing me with the stroke uf a pen of at
least two-thirds of my domiclle and
what more exciting thun the thougbt
of waging war against ber In the ef-
fort to regaln possession of it? Really
it was quite glorfous! Here was
bappy. enchanting bit of fendalism
that stirred my romantic soul to its
very depths.

We retified to the courtyard and
held a counsel of war. | put all of the
Schmicks on the grill, but they stub-
bornly disclalmed all interest in or
knowledge of the extraordinary .vccu-
pant of the east wing.

“We can smoke ber out, sir,” sald
Britton.

1 could scarcely belleve my ears.

\ “Britton,” said | severely, “you nre n
brute. | am surprised. You forget
there is an innocent babe, maybe au
collectiop of thew, over there apnd a
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