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The maple-bordered strect was as

still as a country Sunday; so quiet
~ that there seemed an echo to my foot-
steps. It was four o'clock in the morn-
Ing; clear October moonlight misted
through the thinning folinge to the
shadowy sidewalk snd lay like n trans-
parent sliver fog upon the house of my
udmiration, as I strode along, return
ing from my first night's work on the
Wainwright Morning Despateh,

I had already muarked thut hiouse as
the finest (to my taste) in Walnwright,
though hitherto, on my excursions (o
this metropolis, the state caplial, I was
not without a certaln native Jealousy
that Spencerville, the c¢ounly-seal
where 1 lived, had nothing so0 good
Now, however, I approached lts .
Hets with a pleasure In It quite 1
Ioyed, for T was at last myself n resk
dent (albeit of only one day's stand-
ing) of Walnwright, and the house—
though I had not eéven an Idesx who
lived there—part of my possesslons as
a cltizen. Maoreover, T might enjoy the
warmer pride of a next-door-neighbaor,
for Mrs. Apperthwalte's, where T had
taken 8 room, was just beyond.

This was the quletest part of Wain-
wright; business stopped short of It
and the “fashionable resldence
tion" had overleaped thls “forgotten
backwiter,” leaving it undisturbed and
unchanging, with that look about It
which s the quality of few urban
quarters, and eventunlly of none, as a
town grows to be a city—the look of
still belng a nelghborhood. This friend-
lthess of eppearance was largely the
emanation of the homely aund benutl-
ful house which so greatly pléased my
fancy.

It might be difficult to say why 1
thought it the “finest” house In Wain-
wright, for a slmpler structure would
be bard to imagine; it was merely na
big, old-fashloned brick house, painted
brown and very plain, set well away
from the street among some splendid
forest trees, with a falr spread of flut
lawn, But it gave back s great deal
for your glance, just ss some people
do. It was a large house, as I say, ye!
it looked not llke & mansion hut lke
a home; und made you wish that you
lived In it. Or, driving by, of an eve-
ning, you wonld have Hked to stop
your car and go in; It spoke so sure-
ly of hearty, old-fashloned people liv-
ing there, who would welcome you
merrily.

It looked llke s house where there
wére a grandfather and n grand-
mother; where holldays were warmly
kept: where there were bolsterous
family reunlons to which uncles and
aunts, who had been bern there, would
return from no matter what distances:
& house where big turkeys wonld be
on tha tahle often; where one called
*the hired man," (and named efther
Abner or Ole) would crack walnuts
opon a fiatiron clutched hetween hla
knees on the back porch; it looked
like a house where they played cha-
rades; whers there wonld be long
streamers of evergreen and dozens of
wreaths of holly at Christmas time;
where there wers tearful, happy wed-
dings and great throwlngs of rice after
little brides, from the brond front
steps: In a word, It was the sort of &
house to make the hearts of spinsters
and bachelors very lonely and wist-
ful—and that is about as near as I can
come to my reason for thinking It the
finest house In Wainwright.

The moon hung kindly above its
level door In the sllence of that Oc-
tober morning, a8 I checked my galt
to loiter slong the pleket fence: but
suddenly the house showed a llght of
its own. The spurt of a match took
my eye to one of the upper windows
then a steadler glow of orange told
me that a lamp was lighted. The win-
dow was opened, and a man looked
out and whistled loudly.

I mtopped, thinking he meant to at-
tract my attention; that something
might be wrong; that perhaps some-
one was needed to go for a doctor, My
mistake was Immediately evident, how-
ever; 1 stood In the shadow of the
trees bordering the sldewalk, and the
man at the window had not seen me.

“Boy! Boy!" he called, softly.
“Where are you, Simpledorin?’

He leaned from the window, looking
downward. “Why, there you are!" he
exclalmed, and turned to address some
invisible person within the room. "He's
right there underneath the window.
'l bring him up, He leaned
ont agaln, “Wait there, Simpledoria!"
he called. “T'll be down In a Jiffy and
let you in.”

Puzzled, I stared at the vacant lawn
before me. The clear moonlight re-
vealed It brightly, and (t was empty of
‘any lving presence; there were no
bushes mnor shrubberies — nor even
ghadows—that could have béen mis-
taken for a boy, If "Simpledoria” was
& boy. There was no dog In sight:
there was no cat; there was nothing
beneath the window except thick,
close-cropped grass,

A light shone in the hallway behind
the broad front door; one of these was
opened, and revealed In silhouette the
tall, thin figure of a man in & long,
old-fashioned dressing-gown.

“Simpledoria,” he sald, addressing
the night alr with considerable sever-
_ity, “I don’t know whet te mnke of

sec-

' you.. You might have cmught your
i death of cold, roving out at such an

b Bour. But there,” he continued, more
® Induigently; “wipe your feet op the
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mat and come In. YouTre safe BOW D

He closed the door, and I heard him
call to some one up-stalrs, ns he ar-
ranged the fastenings:

“Simpledoria s all right—only a
little chilled, IN hring him up teo
your fire)"

I went on my way in a condition of
astonishment that engendered, almost,
a douht of my eyes; for i{f my sight
was unlmpalred snd myself not sub-
ject to optical or mental deluslon, nel-
ther boy nor dog nor bird nor eat, nor
any other obiect of this visible world.
had entered that opeoned door. Was
my “finest” house, then, n ploce of eall
for wandering ghosts, who came home
to roost at four In the morning?

It was only a step to Mrs. Apper-
thwalte's; T let myself in with the key
thiat good lady had given me, stole up
to my room, went to my window, and
stured aeross the yard at the house
next door. The frunt window In the
second story, I declded, necessarily
belongad to that room In which the
lamp had been lighted; but all was
dark there now. I went to bed, and
dreamed that I was out at sea in n
fog, having embarked on a transpar-
ent vesse¢l whose preposterons name,
insceribed upon glass life-helts, depend-
Ing here and there from an Invisilile
rall, was “Simpledonia.’

H.

Mrs. Apperthwalte's was & commo-
dlous old bouse, the greater part of it
of ahout the same age, T judged, as its
npelghbor; but the late Mr. Apper-
thwalte had caught the Mansard fever
of the late 'Seventies, and the bullding
disease, once fastened upon him, had
never known a convalescence, but,
rather, a serles of relapses, the tokens
of which, In the nature of # cupola and
a couple of frame furrets, were terrl-
fringly apparent. These romantic mis-
placements seemed (o me not Inhar-
monlous with the lbhrary, a cheerful
and pleasantly shabby apartment
down-stairs, where 1 found (over a
sobstratum of history, encyclopedia,
and famlly Bible) some worn old vol-
umes of “Godey's Lady's Book,™ an
eariy edition of Cooper's works; Scott,
Bulwer, Macaulay, Byron, and Tenny-
son, complete; some old volumes of
Vietor Hugo, of the eider Dumas, of
Flaubert, of Gautler, and of Balzac;
“(Marlssn,” “Lalla Rookh,” “The Al-
Lhombra,” “Beulnh,” “Uarda,” “Luclle”
“I'nele Tom's Cablp," "Ben-Hur,"
“Trilhy,” “She” “Little Lord Faunt-
leroy:" and of a Inter decade, there
were novels about those delleately tan-
gled emotions experienced by the su-
preme fow ; and stories of ndventurons

royalty : tales of “clean-llmbed young |

American manhood ;" and some thin
volumes of rather preclous verse.
"Twas nmld these romantic scenes
that T awaited the sound of the lunch-
bell (which for me was the announce-
ment of breakfast), when I arose from

my first nlght's slumbers under Mra. |

Apperthwalte's roof; and I wondered

if the books were a falr mirror of Mlss

Apperthwalte’s mind (I hnd been told

thnt Mrs. Apperthwnite had & daugh-

ter). Mrs., Apperthwalte herself, In
her youth, might have sat to an |llus-
trator of Scott or Bulwer. Even now
you could see she had come as near
helng romantically beautiful as was
congistently proper for such a timld,
wentle Httle gentlewoman as che - was,

Reduced, by her hushand's Insolvency

(cofncldent with hls demise) to “keep-

Ing boarders,” she did it gracefully, as

if the urgency thereto were only a

spirit of quiet hospitallty, It should

be added In haste thnt she sel an ex-
cellent table.

Moreover, the guests who gathered
it her hoard were of a very attractive
deseription, as T declded the Instant
my eye fell upon the lndy who sat op-
posite me at lunch, T knew at once
that she wias Miss Apperthwalte, she

| *went s0,” nas they say, with her
| mother: nothing could have been more
sultahle. Mrs. Apperthwalte was the
| kind of woman whom you would ex-
pect to have a beautiful daughter, and

Miss Apperthwalte more than fulfilled
| her metler's promise.

I guessed her to be more than Jullet

Capulet's age, Indeed, yet still bhe-
tween that and the perfect age of
| womean., She was of a larger, fuller,
|more striking type than Mrs Apper-
thwaite. u bolder type one might pat
It—though she might have
great deal bolder than Mrs. Apper-
thwaite without belng bold. Certnlnly
she was handsome enough to make it
|difficult for a young fellow to keep
from staring 4t her. She had an
abundunece of very soft. dark hair,
|Wworn almost austerely, as If Its pro-
| fuslon necessitated  repression;: and 1
am compelled to mdmit that her fine
eyes expressed a distant conlempla-
| Hon—obviously of habit not of mood—
S0 pronounced that one of her enemles
(if he hod any) might have described
them as “dreamy.”

Only one other of my own sex wag
present at tha lunch table, a Mr, Dow-
den, an elderly luwyer and politician
of whom I had heard, and to whom
Mre. Apperthwaite, coming in after
the rest of us were seated, Introduced
me. She made the presentation gem-
ergl; and T had the experlence of re-
celving a nod and s slow glance, In
which there wns a soit of dusky, esti-
mating brilitance, from the beautiful
lady opposite me.

heen &

It mlzht hase been better manyered
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| than to open a conversation with Miss

Apperthwalte; but T did not stop to
think of that,
~ “Tou haye a splendid old house nest
door to you here, Miss Apperthwaite”
I said. *“It'= a privilege to find It in
view from my window.”

Theére was a faint stir as of some

=N | consternation In the lttle enmpiny.
=% | The elderly ladies stopped talking ah-

ruptly nnd exchanged giances, though
this was not of my observatlon at the
 moment, [ think, but recurred to my
| consciousness Iater, when T had per-
ceived my blunder.

| sued.
Mliss Apperthwalte allowed her ne-
'ticeahble lashes to cover her eyves for
an instant, then lookerd up again.
“A Mr. Beasley,” she sald.
“Not the Honorahle David Beasley ™
I exclaimed.

gravity which I afterward wished had
checked me. “Do wyou know him?”

“Not In person™ I explained. “Yon
see, I've written n good deal about
him. 1 wns with the Spencerville

Journal untll a few days ago, and
even in the country we koow who's
who In politles over the state, Beas-
ley's the man that went to Congress
and never made a speech—pever made
even a motion to adjourn—but got ev-
erything his district wanted. There's
talk of him for governor."

“Indeed 7"

“And so it's the Honorable

place. How curious that 1s!”
“Why?" asked Miss Apperthwaite,

“It seems too big for one mun" 1| yery genuine mirth, T marked, and let

answered ; “and I've always had the
fmpression Mr. Beasley was a bach-
elor.”

“Yes," she sald, rather slowly, “he | place yonder.”

is

| lifted to the saucer.

| eat offered to view a group as pretty
“Yes,"-she returned with a certain | ‘

The gentleman In the d
was sure, could haye heen no f
than thé Honorsble David Beasley |
himself. He came not in eyeshot now, |
nelther he por any other; there was |
no sign of life about the place. That
portion of hiz yard which lay behind
the house was not within my vigion, it |

| 1s true, his property heing here sepa- |

rated from Mrs. Apperthwailte’s by =
board fence higher than a tall man
could reach; but there was no sound
from the other side of this partition,

save that cuused by the quiet move- =

ment of rusty leaves in the breeze, |
My clgar was at bhalf-length when
the green lattice door of Mra. Apper- |
thwalte's back porch was opened and
Miss Apperthwalte, bearing a saucer
of milk, Issued therefrom, followed,
hagrtily, by a very white, fat cat, with
a pink ribbon round Ite neck, & vibrant |
nose, and fixed, voraclous eyes up-
The lady and her i

es 8 popular painting; It was even Im-
proved when, stooping, Miss Apper-
thwalta set the saucer upon the |
ground, sand, continuing in that pcu-l

| ture, stroked the cat To bend so far

1

it
David ‘ “That 1s your kind heart. You de-
Beasley who lives In that splendid | ¢line to make one of us happy to the

|
\

“But of course he doesn't llve there |

all alone,” 1 supposed, aloud, “proh-
ably he hns—"

“Nao, There's no one else—except n
couple of colored servants.”

“What a crime!” T excialmed.
there ever was a house meant for a
large family, that one is. Can't you
almost hear it crying out for heaps
and heaps of romping children?
! should think—"

I wus Interrupted by a loud cough

from Mr. Dowden, so abrupt and arth | her faraway gaze to rest upon the
ficial that his Intentlon to check the | house beyond the fence, and said, “Tt

flow of my innocent prattle was em-
barrassingly obvious—even to me!

“Can you -tell me" he sald, leaning | gan.

forward and following up the Inter-
ruption as hustily us possible, “what
the farmers were getting for thelr
whent when you left Spencerville?’

“One twenty-five,” 1 answered, and
felt my ears growing red with mortifi-
catlon. Too late, I remembered that
the new-comer In a community should
guard his tongne among the nntives
until he has uvarnveled the skein of
their relationships, aliinnces, feuds
nnd privite wars—a precept not un-
like the clussie Injunction:

Mrs. Apperthwalte Was the Kind of
Woman Whom You Would Expect
to Have a Beautiful Daughter, and
Miss Apperthwaite More Than Ful-
filled Her Mother's Promise.

¥Yeéu, 'my darling daughtar:

Huug your clothes on the hickory Hmb,

But don’t go near the water.

However, In my confusion I warmly
régretted my fallore to follow it, and
resolved not to blunder agaln.

Mr. Dowden thanked me for the in-
formation for which he had no real
desire, and, the elderly ladles again
teking up (with all too evident relief)
their various mild debates, he Inquired
Iif T played bridge. *“But I forget,” he
ndded. “Of course you'll be at the
Desputeh office In the evenings, and
enn't be here” After which he im-
medintely began to gquestion me about
my work, making his determination to
give me no opportunity again to men-
tlon the Honorable David Beasley un-
necessarily conspleuous, as 1 thought.

1 could only conclude that some un-
pleasantness had arigen between him-
|self and Beasley, probably of political
origin, since they were both in pell-
ties, and of personal (and consequent-
|1y bitter) development; and that Mr.
Dowden found the mention of Beas-
ley not only unpleasant to himself but
a possible embarrassment to the Indles
(who, 1 supposed, were aware of the
quarrel) on his account.’

After luneh, not having to report at

self the solace of a cigar, which kept
me company during 8 stroll about Mrs.

“if |

| “He rather did, it's frue.
1| see how you get that impression.” She

his servants.”

| the late moonllght before that morn-
| ing's dawn.,

| turnal experience Itself been less sur- |

| then with 1little, half-checked ejucula- |

| and her chin In her hand, her face |

Apperthwaite's capaclous yard. In the |

rear T found an old-fashioned rose-
garden—the bushes long since bloom-
less and now bhrown with sutumn—and
I paced its graveled paths up and
down, at the same time favoring Mr.
Beasley's house with & covert stody
that would have done credit to s
. parch-climber,
‘munder at the table was quiescent, or
at least neutralized, under the itch of

for the sting of my |
| We

traordinary behavior had revealed a

Is 1 test of a woman's grace, [ hnve‘
ohserved.
She turned her face toward me and |

smiled. “I'm almost at the age, you
”e—"

“What age? 1 asked, stupldly
enough.

“When we take to cats™ ahe sald,
rlsing. * '‘Spinsterhood’ we llke to call
‘|Single-blessedness "™

despair of all the rest.”
She Inughed at this, though with no

my 1880 attempt at gallantry pass
without retort.

“You seemed Interested in the old
She Indicated Mr.
Beasley's honze with a nod.

“Oh, 1 understood my blunder,” I
snid, quickly. *“I wish I had known
the snbject was embarrassing or un-
pleasant to Mr. Dowden.”

“What made you think that?

“Surely,” 1 said, “you saw how
pointedly he cut me off.,” !

“Yes,” she returned theughtfully.
At least, I

seemed to muse upon this, letting her
eves fall; then, ralsing them, allowed

{s an Interasting old place”
“And Mr. Beasley himself—" 1 be-

#0Oh,” she sald, “he Isn't interesting.
That’s his trouble!"™ >

“You mean his trouble mot to—"

She Interrupted me, speaking with
sudden, surprising energy, “I mean
he's A man of no Imagination.

#No imagination ™ T exclalmed.

“None In the world! Not one ounce
of imagination! Not one grain!"

“Then who,” I cried—"or what—is
Stmpledoria?”

“Simple—what?" she sald, plainly
mystified.,

“Simpledoria.”

“Simpledoria?™ she repeated, and
laughed. “What in the world Is that?”

“You never heard of it before?”

"Never in my life”

“You've lived next door to Mr. Beas-
ley a long time, haven't you?"

“All my life.”

“aAnd I suppose you must know him
PEgtty well™

“What next?" she sald, smiling.

“You sald he lived there all alone™
T went on, tentatively,

“Except for an old colored couple,

I hesitated.
thonght—well,

“Can vou tell me—"
“Has he ever been
‘queer? " §

“Never!”" she answered, emphat-
fcally. “Never anything so exciting!
Merely deadly and hopelessly common-
place.” 8he picked up the saucer, now
matter with me.”
exceedingly empty, snd set It upon
a shelf by the lattlee door. “What
was it about—what was that name¥—
‘Simpledoria? ™

“I will tell you™ I sald. And T re-
Iated in detall the sfngular performe
ance of which I had been a witness in

As I talked, we half un-
consciously moved across the Inwn to-
gether, findlly seating ourselves upon
a bench beyond the rosebeds and near
the high fence. The Interest my com-
panion exhibited In the narration |
might have surprised me had my noc-
priging. She interrupted me now and |
tions of acute wonder, but sat for the |
most part with her elbow on her knee

turned eagerly to mine and her lips
perted In half-breathless attention.
There was nething “far away” about
her eyes now; they were widely and
Intently alert,

When I finished, she shook her head
slowly, as If quite dumfounded. and
altered her position, leaning agalnst
the back of the bench =nd gazing
struight before her without speaking.
It was plain that her nelghbor's ex-

phase of his claracter novel emough
to be startling.
(Continued on Page Twelve)

dersigned has becn duly appointed ad-|

by law required, at the office of my
attorney C. D, Purcell, Sandy, Oregon

within six months from the date of this
{ notice.

the office Immediately, I took unto my- | 218t, 1922,

18th, 1923.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS

Notice js hereby given that the un-

ministratrix of the estate of Willem
Gottfried Lamper, deceased, and any
and all persons having claims against |
the said estate are hereby required to
present said claims, duly verified as

Date of first publication, December

Date of last publication, January
Anna Lamper,
Administratrix of the estate of |
Willem Gottiried Lamper de-
ceased,
C. D. PURCELL,
Bandy, Oregon.
Attorney for Administratrix.
: 12-21-5t

do printing of all kinds at the

Oregon City’s Greatest
Gift Store is Ready
to help you do your Xmas shopping

Hundreds of practical and acceptable gifts on display. Gifts of—

Furniture, Hardware of Household
Utilities are Most Acceptable.

You. can do your Christmas shopping for the whole family here. Look over our list
of gift suggestions, they are but a few of the many we have to offer.

FREE DELIVERIES

t Any article purchased before 6 o'-
clock P. M. Saturday will be de-

livered in time for Xmas.

Make Our Store Your Headquarters

During Xmas' week bring your
packages here to be wrapped. Use
our phone, We are at your service.

A Real Toyland

—filled with thousands of wonderful toys that bring joy and happiness to the little

ones. No matter how much or how little

Right Thing" here.

you want to spend you will find *“Just the

Here are a few of the things all children will want: Electric Trains, Mechanical
Trains, Electric Motors, Steam Engines, Dolls and Doll Carts, Tinker Toys, Blocks
of all kinds, Children’s Dishes, Rocking Chairs, Kiddie Cars, Coaster Wagons, Rol-

ler Skates, Books, Games, Tree Ornaments, etc., etc.

Gift Suggestions for Her

Travelling Bags
Genuine Cow Hide
$12.50

Mahogany Sewing
Cabinet
$12.50

Mahogany
Candle Sticks
90c Each

Cedar Chests
Natural Finish
$16.50

Walnut Rocker
Upholstered in Tapestry
$13.50

Reed Table Lamp
With Silk Electric Cord
$9.85

Brass Jardinieres

Genuine Hammered
Brass

$3.50

Hope Chest
Mahogany Finish
$24.00

Over Night Bag
Genuine Leather
Leather Lined
$10.50

in attractive boxes.

26 piece set of
Community Tudor Plate
$12.75

Silverware

We carry the famous Community and Rogers Silverware.
supply complete sets in attractive chests or individual pieces also packed

26 piece set of
Crown Plated Ware
$9.00

We can

Odd Gift Pieces
Such ns sugar spoons, butter

knives, ete, at reduced prices,
ranging in prices from 50c-$1.25

Pyrex Casseroles
In Nickle Silver frame.
Pie Casserole “Com-
plete” .. $3.25
7-in. round baking $4.25

Glass Water Sets
Pitcher and 6 Glasses,
beautiful cut designs, set

$3.00

“Wear Ever Aluminum
Roasters
Large size .............$6.65

Fancy Serving Trays
with glass bottom
$2.25 each

Pyrex Glassware
for baking in the oven.
Pyrex Pie Plates....... 85¢
Pyrex 7" Cassercle $1.75

Universal Percolators

6 cup size, packed in
Xmas box ......_.._$5.25

Beautifully decorated
China Plates
75¢c each

42 piece Dinner Sets
Beautifully decorated
$11.70

Fancy Vases
Beautifully decorated, a
large variety to choose
from, ranging in price

from 50c to $2.50.

Fancy Work Baskets
and Sewing Baskets
Ranging in price from
40c to $3.00

Large size
Flower Bowl with Frog
$1.75

Fancy China
Fruit or Berry Sets
Seven pieces $3.00

Gift Suggestions for Him

Nickle Plated Shaving
Stand with duplex mirror,
brush and cup

$2.50

Mahogany Finish
Smoking Stands
with glass tray

$1.98

Set of Winchester Bits
13 sizes
Complete with case

$8.50

Winchester Scout Axe

Winchester Hand Saw

Coleman Gasoline Lamp

$1.75

with leather case Quality guaranteed $8.50
$1.75 $3. Coleman Lantern $7.50
Winchester Nail Hammer | Winchester Pocket Knife | Genuine Leather Hand
20 oz. size You will ind “just the

right thing™" here.

Bags
$12.50

- Razor Strops
$1.00 and $1.50
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