
"HIRAM'S FOLLY
By George Munson.
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"That big white house on the

cliffs yonder, mister?" asked the
old guide. "That's Hiram Smith's
place. He's one of the richest
men round here and we think a
deal of him. We called that
"Hiram's Folly' once, but folks

The Most Beautiful Woman He
Had Ever Seen.

.don't call it that any more, for
now it's a house, and then it was
a barn without a roof, and nobody
thought Hiram would get the

.money to finish it. Besides, what

.'did he want with a house like

.that, a single man, earning his
living with his lobster pots as his
father had done before him, and
boarding with Widow Gregg?
'That bit of an old wreck there

was the 'Patagonia' once, and she
was a fine ship in the days when
she used to ply between Boston
and Portland. It was when she
went ashore that we stopped
speaking of 'Hiram's Folly.' "

In his vivid speech he drew the
man's picture until I could vis-

ualize him Hiram Smith, the
young fisherman, baiting his lob-

ster pots or acting as guide, dur-th- e

brief summer months, to the
visitors at Rundle's Bay. One
summer there came a party com-

posed of foreign-lookin- g men,
who wore resplendent rings and
curled their mustaches and sang
all day for the most unexpected
reasons, and women in dainty
dresses, wealthy, evidently, and
yet curiously dissimilar to the
prosaic holiday makers who spent
their summers at Rundle's Bay.
And soon it became understood
that this was a party of opera
singers from New York who had
taken the strange fancy to pay
a week's visit to this little coastal
village of Maine.

But even there the fame of
Marian Kempner had spread. It
was not her genius that was ad-

mired, but the fact that she, a girl
of twenty-fiv- e, born in Iowa of
simple farmer stock, had been so
endowed by nature that she earn-
ed thousands of dollars in one
evening by the gift of,her voice.
When Hiram Smith first took her
in his boat he stared at her till
he nearly-los- t his oars. She was
the most beautiful woman whom
he had ever seen. And when she
sang, the world seemed suddenly
a thing of crystal and fire to him.


