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“I don’ t know,” seld I, keeping et

m, “whether It's more like
r the Interlocutor's conversa-
- A migstrel show,"

Hus h!" gshe warned me, though we
ulready ut a safe distance, and
ot speak agaln until we had
the front walk. There she
o, and I noted that she was
no doubt correctly

&vd her ewotion to be that of con

smuation,

“T'here was po ene there!" she ex
dskined. “He was all by himself! It
A% Just the same as what 3uu saw
st night 1

“Evidently ™

“Did it sound to you"—there was a
Jittle awed tremor in her volee that
T found very appeallng—*did It sound
to you lilke a person who'd lost his
mind ¥

“I don't know,” I sald. *“I don't
know at all what to make of it.”

“He couldn't have been"—her eyes
igrew very wide—"intoxicated "

“No. I'm sure It wasn't that*

“Then I don't know what to make
of it, either. All that wild talk about
‘Bill Hammersley' and ‘Simpledoria
and spring-boards in Scotland and

“And an eleven-foot jump,” 1 sug
gested,

“Why, there's no more a ‘Bill Ham
mersley,’ " she cried, with a gesture of
excited emphasis, “than there Is =&
‘Stmpledoria’ !

“So it appears,” I agreed

“He's lived thers all alone” she
#ald, solemnly, “in that big house, so
long, just sitting there evening after
evening, all by himself, never going
out, never reading anything, not even
thinking ; but just sitting and sitting
and sitting— Well” she broke off,
suddenly, shook the frown from her
forehead, and made me the offer of a
dazzling smile, “there's no nse both
ering one's own head ahout 1t

“I'm glad to have a fellow-witneas
I said. “It's g0 eerle 1 might have
concluded there was
matter with me.”

something the

“You're golng to vour worl shie
asked, as |
“I'm very glad 1 don't have to go to
mine. "

“Youra? 1 Inquired

“I teach algebra and plane geometrs

turned toward the gate

rather blankly

at the High school,” sald this surpris
Ing young woman “Thank Heaven
it's Baturday! I'm reading ‘Les Mis
erables’ for the seventh time, and I'm

Eoing to have a real orgy over Ger
valse and the barricade this after
noon ™
S
.

I do net know why It should have
Astonished me to find that Miss Ap
perthwalte was a teacher of mathe
matics except that (to my Inexper
enced eye) she didn't look It She
looked more like Charlotte Corday

I had the pleasure of see g her
posite me at lunch the next day (when
Mr. Dowden kept me ocenpled with
Spencerville postice, ohviously fro
fear that T would break out Agnin)
but no stroll In the yard with her re
warded me afterward, as [ dimly
hoped, for she 4 sappeared hefore 1
left the table, and T did not see her
egaln for a fortnight. On week-davs
she did not return to the house for
nunch, my only meal at Mrs. Appe
thwalte's (1 dined at a restaurant near
the Despatch office), aid sie was out

of town for a little vislt, her mother
Informed ns, over the following Satnr
day and Sunday. She was not alto-
gether out’of my thoughts, however—
Indeed, she almost dlvided them with
the Honorable David Beasley.

A better view which 1 was afforded
of this geutleman did not lessen my
Interest In him; Increased it rather:
it also served to make the extraord
uary didoes of which he had been the

As | Began to Know Some of My Co-

Laborers on the Despatech, and to

Pick Up Acquaintances le‘ and
There About Town, |

Inquiry,
ering old reprobate, notorious for the

various ingenuities by which he had |

worn out the patience of the charity
organizations.
a dime. Beasley had no money In his
pockets, but gave the man his over-
cont, went home without any himself,
and spent six weeks in bed with a bad
case of pneumonia as the direct re-
sult His beneficlary sold the over-
coat, and Invested the proceeds In
five-days’ spree, In the closing scenea
of which a couple of brickbats were
featured to high, gpectacular effect.
One he sent through a jeweler's show-
window in an attempt to Intimidate
some wholly imaginary pursuers, the

YHor B "\"""Pl"!‘ﬂ At B nowt #)- '
ual policeman who was endeavoring
to soothe him. The victim of Beas-
ley's charity and the officer were then
borne to the hospital In company.

It was due in part to recollections
of this legend and others of a similar
character that people laughed when
they sald, “Oh, yes, T know Dave
Beasley."

Altogether, T should tay, Beasley
was about the most popular man In

virtuoso and I the audience more than |

ever profoundly Inexplicable, M1
glimpse of him In the lighted doorway
had given me the vaguest impression
of his appearance, but one afternoon—
a few days after my interview with
Miss Apperthwalte—I was starting for
the office and met him full-face-on as
he was turning in at his gate. I took

| a8 careful Involee of him as I could

| “taking,”

without conspicuously glaring.

There wus something remarkably
As we say, about this man
something easy and genial and quizzi
He was the kind of
street :

cal and coareless
pergon you ke to meet on the

| whose cheerful passing sends vou on

| sense Odd

feellng Indefinably a little gaver thanp

yon  did, He was tall, thin—even
gaunt, perhaps—and his face was long
rather pale, and shrewd and gentle
something in lis oddity not unremind
ful of the late Sol Smith Russell, Hls

hat was tilted back a little. the slight
est bit to one side, und the
brownish halr above his high fore
was going to be gray before long. He
loaked about forty
The truth 1=, I had
a cousin german té Don Quixote: 1
had thought to  detect dlgns and

sparse

Shected to see

gleams of wildness, however slght
something a little iff." One glance
of that kindly end humorous eve told
me such expectation had been non

he might have heen—Gad

rooks! he looked ft—but “gqueer
Noever I fact that Miss Apper
thwaite could picture such a man as
this “sitting and sitting and sitting
} 2 vy forn f 1 A OF
s ’ spoke loud her
own giNA 1, Iddead !
Simpledo Ak y » & 1 un
der some other ms
As | began to ) v some of
my o-lah 8 on the Dk patch. and
to plck up scquaintances, here and
there, about town, 1 et imes made
Mr. Beasley the suhject of inquiry
Every iy knew him vh ves, 1
n » Naasli 1 1 !. me the
y vy alwavs with a chuckling
sort of laug! I gathered that he had
A name for “easy-going” which amount
ed to 1tricity It was sald that

what the ward-heelers and amp-fol

lowers got out of him 'n campalgn
times nade the politica managers
ery He was the fArst and readlest
nr ¥ i n swindler tha
Al W K 1 ve
« | I | {
&' (“He's as sllent ne
L A | n n fior nt), he had
n » pra " indd at2 one of the
\ essaful law re the state
(ne = t t i him ( 1
¥ ¥ I ) ) T Y w
repeated so afte t t 1 saw It had
become one of. tha town's traditions

One bitter e
related, he was approached upon the
street by a ragged, whining and shiv.

ening In Fehruary, they

Walnwright. T could discover nowhere
anything, however, to shed the faint-
est light upon the mystery of BIl
Hammersley and Simpledoria. It was
not until the Sunday of Miss Apper-
hwalte's absence that the revelation
alne,

That afternoon I went to ca]l upon
the widow of a second-cousin of m!pe:
she lived In a cottage not far from
Mrs. Apperthwaite's, upon the same
street. I found her sitting on a pleas
ant veranda, with boxes of flowering
plants along the ralling, though Indian
Summer was now close upon depat-
ture. She was rocking weditatively
and held a finger in a morocco vol
ume, apparently of verse, thouch 1
suspected she had been better enter-
talned In the observation of the people
and vehicles decorously passing along
the sunlit thoroughfare within her

| view,

| what 1

head | She was congratulating me upon has

We exchanged Inevitahle questions
and news of mutual relatives: T had
teld her how I Hked my work and
thought of Wainwright, and

ing found so pleasant a place to live
as Mrs. Apperthwaite's, when she In
terrupted herself to smile and nod a
cordial  greeting to twe gentlemen
driving by. They waved their hats te
her gayly, then leaned back comforta
bly against the cushlions—and If ever
two men were obviously and incontest
ahly
other, these two were. They
David Beasley and Mr. Dowden

“1 do wish,” sald my cousin,
ng—"1 do wish dear Da
would get a new car of

resum
Ing her rocki

vid Beasley

a d ! I suppose you haven't |
met Of course, living at Mrs
Apperthwaite's, you wouldn't be apt

‘But what 18 he doing with Mo
Dowdan? T asked

She lifted her eyebrows. “Why
taking him for a drive, 1 suppose

“No. T mean—Now do they happen
to be together?"

“Why shouldn't they be?
old friends—"

“They are!” And, In answer to her
look of surprise. T explalned that 1
had begun to speak of Beasley at Mrs
Apperthwalte's, and described the ab

Thr‘} re

ruptness with which Dowden had
changed the subject.

“1 see,” my eousin nodded, compre
hendingly. “That's simple enough
George Dowden didn't want you te
talk of Bensley there. 1 suppoes 1t
mAy have heen a little embarrassing

for everybody especially If Ana Ap-
perthwaite heard vou.'

“Aun? That's Miss Apperthwalte?
Yee: T was speaking directly to her
Why shouldn't. she have heard
She talked of him herself a little late

and at some length, too.”

“She 414! My cousin stopped rock

ing. and fixed me with her glittering

| eye. “Well, of all 1™

‘ “Is It s0 surprising?”

Ihe lady gave her bogt fo the waves

Sometimes
Made Mr, Beasliey the Subject of

He asked Beasley for |

on the best of terms with each |
were |

kind; that old model of his is |

new to the place and didn’t know auy-

thing about it all, or anybody to men-
tion It to. That's it!"”

“I'm still new to the place.” 1 urged,
“and still don't know anything sbout
It all.”

| “They nsed to be engaged,” was her
succinet and emphatic answer,

I found it but too illuminating. *Oh, |
oh!" I cried. “I was aa !nnocent, |
wasn't 17 |

“I'm glad she does think of him.” |
sald my cousin. “It serves her right
I only hope he won't find It ont be
cause he's a poor, faithful creature:

| he'd jump at the chance to take her
back-—and she doesn't deserve him."

“How long has 1t been,” I asked

| “sloce they used to be engaged?”

“Oh, a good while—five or six year:
ago, 1 think—maybe more; time skips

| along. Ann Apperthwaite's no chick
en, you know.” (Such was the lady's
expression.) “They got engaged just
after she came home from college, apd |
of all the idiotically romantic glris—"
| “But she's a teacher,” I interrusted
“of mathematics.”
“Yes.” She nodded wisely. *“I al
| ways thought that explained it: the
| romance 1s a reaction from the al- !
,Jgohrn. I never knew a person ull-!
| nected with mathematics or astronomy |
or statistlce, or any of those mm'li
[ things, who didn't have a crazy streak |
In 'em somewhere. They've got to blaw
oft steam and be foolish to make u®
for putting in so much of thelr time
at hard sense. But don't you think
that I disllke Ann Apperthwaite. Sbe's
always been one of my best friends:
that's why I feel at llberty to abuse
her—and T always will abuse her
when I think how she treated
| David Beasgley.” |
“How did she treat him®™ |
“Threw him over out of a clear sky |
one night, that's all. Just sent hlnl!
home and broke his heart: that i It |
wonld have been broken if he'd had |
any kind of disposition except the one |
the Lord blessed him with—just all |
optimism and cheerfnlness and ruake
the-best-of-it-ness! He's never cared |
for anybody else, and I guess he never |
will.” |
“What did she do it for?
“Nathine!" My cousin shot the Ino-
dignant word from her lips. “Nothing
In the wide world !” |
“But there must have beep~"
“Listen to me,” she Interupted
“and tell me If you ever heard any-
thing queerer in your lfe. ‘Thesx'd |
been engaged — Heaven
long—over two years:
three—and always she kept putting It
off; wouldn't begin to get ready.
wouldn't set a day for the wedding
Then Mr. Apperthwaite died, and left
her and her mother stranded high and
dry with nothing to live on. David
had everything in the world to siwe
her—and still she wouldn't! And then
one day, she came up here and told
me eche'd broken It off. Sald sbhe
couldn’'t stand it to be engaged te
David Beasley another minutel”
“But why?" |
“Because"—my cousin's tone was |
shrill with her despair of expressing
the satire she would have put into It—
‘becanse, she sald he was a man ef
no imagination !
“She still says so0,”

I remarked

thoughtfully
“Then it's time she got a little imag-
fnation herself!™ snapped msy 1Dan-

lon “David Beasley's the quietest

man God has made, but everyhody

knows what he is! There are some |
rare people In thig world that srea't |
| all talk; there are raver |
mes that scarcely ever talk at ail— |
and David Beasley's one of thewm. 1

| don't know whether it's because he

can’'t talk, or If he can and hates te:

I only thank the Lord he's put s few |
like that into this talky world!
Beasley's smile 1a better thar
of other people's talk My Providence!
Wouldn't anybedy, just to look at him
know that he does hette~ than taik?
He thinks! The trouble with Ann Ap
perthwalte was that she was tea |
young to see it f of

novels and poetry and dreaminess and
| Mighfalutin nonsense sghe conldn't eee
| anyvthing She'd study

some still

She wWns so

as it really was

her mirror, and see such a heroine of
romance there that she just coulda't
| bear to have a fi ince who hadn't any
hanee of turning out to be the crows
nce of ke aa | i 1 At the
Ver least | i her 1 | ] II‘-I
| to wear ¢ ll-trimmed Vand and
0 801 ts In the gloaming, or read
On a Balcony' to her by a red Tarnag
“Poor David! Outstde of his law
books, 1 doun't belleve he's ever read
anything but ‘Roblnson Crusoe' and
the Bible and Mark Twain. Oh sou
should have heard her talk about 1t}
1 couldn’t hear It another day.' sha

| sald, 'T couldn't stand 1t! In all the

Hme I've known him I don't bhelleve
he's ever asked me
except when he asked me If I'd marry
him He pever savs anything—i

speaks at all!' she sald, ‘You dom't

1 single gnestion

know a blessing when you IR AN
told her. ‘Dlessing ! she sald here's
nothing in the man' He has v ]
depths! He hasn't any more im; gine
tion than the chair he sits and sits
nd sits In! Half the time he agswera

what T say to him by nodding and say
Ing “um-hum* withk that sa de wid
foollsh, contented smile of his I'd
have gone mad if It had lasted any

longer!" 1 asked her If she thought
married life « gely of
| conversations between hushand and

onsigted very 1

wife; and she answered 1 evem
married life ocught to have some po

etry In It. ‘Som *he sald,
‘some soul! And he jast comes and
BSa' she sald ‘and sits and sity agg

& romance
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‘Poor Ann Apperthwalte]'™
Retorted My Cousin.

nd =it and sit with as Ioﬂ»—l Used ranges squ

things,

s-——instead

and thinks and Ilsrenii
of ewr!nsilngly_‘
|

“As8 It happens,” I remarked, "“I've <P~'le~m V>
Leard Mr. Beasley talk.” | L 3

“Why, of course he talks,” she re- 1': W (&4 [I]ﬂi\'e a
turned, “when there's nny real use In = $ R 1 T :
It. And he talks to children; he's that :: ‘JJ_@‘ ldl‘-\“'t y
kind of a man.” ' ¢ Friandship, $

[ meaunt a particular instance,” I| ¢ r31 oM : ? 4
beg meaning to see if she could ' :: EI}-}_&LF’DJEUI ﬂlld 4
give me any clew to Bill Hammersley : W o .Jlllg
nd Stopledoria, but at that moment| $ 2 :
tbe gate clicked under the hand of 1: R‘ng"’
another caller. My cousin rose to! 3 - ¥ e %
greet him, and presently I took my | :n F. M. RENCH 8 SUNS 5
leave without having been able to gtti l: AlLBANY OREG. s
back npon the subject of Beasley. | ID A;

Thus, once more baffled, T returned | VAVAAA ‘AAA MARARAAAAL A W
to Mrs. Apperthwaite’s—and within | ——
the bour came into full possession of |
the very heart of that dark and suht!e| C\ C- BRYA NT
mystery which overhung the honse | ATTORINEY AT LAW
nest door uad so perplexed my soul. |
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