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HAMILTON SWIFT, JR.

RYNOPSIS~Newsomer In n small
town, p young newspaper man, whao
tella the story, Is amazed by the
unaceolintable actions of A man
who, from the window of = fine
house, npparently has converse
with Invisible personages, particu.
larly mentioning  one  “Simple-
doria.” Neoxt morning he discov-
ere his etrange nelghbor s the
Hon. David Beasley, prominent pol-
Ithelan, and universally respected,
With Misa Apperthwaite, he 1 mn
unseen witness of a purely Imag-
Inary Jumplng conteat between
Reasley and a "Bl Hammeraley."
Miss Apperthwiite appenrs deoply
“ concarned 1 he reporter lenrns that

Deasley and Miss Apperthwalte had
nt pne time bheen engnged, and thet
the voung Indy had broken the
engagement becnuss of Heasley's
“lack of Imagination.”
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“Poor David!  Outslde of his law-
books, T don't belleve he's ever read
anything but ‘Robinson Crusoe' and
the Bible and Mark Twaln. Oh, you
ghould have heard her talk about It !—
‘1 couldn't bear It another day, she
gnld, ‘1 couldn't stand it! In all the
time I've known hlin T don't belleve
“he's ever asked me n single question——
except when he asked me If I'd marry
him. e never says anyvthing—never
spenks at all!' she sald, ‘You don't
know 1 blessing when you see It 1
told her, 'Blessing " she sald, "'Thert's
nothing In the man! He has no
depths! He hasn't any more Imagina.
tion than the chalr he sits and sits
and sits In! Half the time he answers
whaut I say to him by nodding and say-
fng “um-hum.” with that same old
foolish, contented smile of his. I'd
have gone mad If It had Iasted any
longer!” 1 asked her If she thought
married life conslsted very largely of
conversationg hetween husband and
wife; and she answered that even
marrled life orght to have some po-
etry In It. ‘Some romance,’ she sald,
‘some goul! And he Just comes and
gits," she eald, ‘und sits and sita and
sits and sits! And I enn't bear It any
longer, and 1've told him so'"

“Poor Mr, Beasley,” 1 sald,

“I think, ‘Poor Ann Apperthwalte!' "
retorted my cousin, “I'd llke to know
if there's anything nicer than just to
sit and sit and sit and st with as love-
Iy a man as that—a man who under-
stands things, and thinks and listens
and smiles—instend of everlastingly
talking 1"

“Ag It hnppens,” I remarked, “I've
heard Mr. Beasley talk.'"

“Why, of course he talks,” she re-
turned, “when there's nny real use In
it. And he talks to children; he's that
kind of a man.”

“I meant n particular Instance,” 1
began; meaning to see if she could
glve me any clew to Blll Hammersley
and Simpledorin, but ate that moment
the gute cllcked under the hand of
another ealler, My cousin rose to
greet him, and presently 1 took my
leave without having been able to get
back upon the subject of Bensley.

Thus, once more baflled, I returned
to Mprs, Apperthwalte's—and within
the hour ecame Into full possession of
the very heart of that dark and aubtle
mystery which overhung the house
next door and so perplexed my soul,

. V.

Finding that I had still some leisare
before me, 1 got a book from my room
and repaired to the bench In the gar
den, But I d1d not read; T had but
openedl the hook when my attentlon
was arrested by sounds from the other
#lde of the high fence—low and trem-
ulous croonings of distinetly African
derlvation:

“Ah met mah sistuh In a-mawnin’,

Bhe 'uz a-waggin' up de hill so slow!
‘Sistuh, you mus’ git a rastle in doo time,
B'fo de hevumly do's cloze—is!**

It was the volee of an aged negro;
wnd the simultaneous slight ereaking
f o small hub and axle seemed to In-
wente that he was pushing or pulling
a chlld’s wagon or perambulator up
and down the walk from the kitchen
door to the stable. Whiles, he prof-
fered soothing musle: over and over
he repeated the chant, though with va-
riattons encountering In turn his
er, his daughter, each of his par-
cle, his cousin, and his
, one nfter the other
the same slope with the
same perllous lelsure,
“Lay still, honey." He intarrupted
hin nerfq; fo the second-copsin.
‘eep Oh A-nAppin' an’ a-breavin'
de ffesh alr. Dass wha's go' mek you
good an' well agin."
Then . there mspoke the wstrangest
volce that ever fell upon my ear; It

'.wn & @hld's, neither was it
b‘ old persnn’s volee; 1t might
r I0IrTis
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hnve heen a grasshoprer's, It was so
thin and Little, and made of such tiny
wavers nnd quavers and creankings.,

“I—wane—" sald this elfin volce, “1
cewnnt=—ill-Hammersloy "

The shisbhby ear which had passed my
cousin's Louse was drnwing up to the
curb nees Bensley's gate.  Evidently
the old regro saw It

I o™ he exclaimed, “"Look at
dat! Huln® BUl a comin’ yonnah des
edzucly on de dot an' to de vey spot
an' Instink when you ‘quish fo' ‘lin,
honey? Dar come Mist' Dave, right
on de minute, an' you kin ret yo' Ins
hunnud dollanhs he got dat Bill Ham-,
mersley wif "lm! Come along, honey-
chile! Ah's go' to pull you ‘roun in
de side yoid fo' to meet "em,"”

The smull wagon erenked away, the
¢hant resuming ng It went,

Mr. Dowden jumped out of the ear
with a wave of his hand to the driver,
Beasley him=elf, who drove through his
open  earrlnge-gntes  and  down  the
drive on the otiier side of the house,
where he was lost 1o my view,

Dowden, entering our own gate, nod-
ded In m friendly fashlon to me, and
1 ndvanced to meet him,

“Some day T want to take you over
next door,” he sald cordially, as [
came up, "You ought to know Bens-
ley, especinlly as [ hear you're doing
some political reporting. Dave Deas-
ley's golng to be the next governor of
this state, you know.,” He Ilaughed,
offered me a clgnr, and we sat down
together on the front steps.

“From all I hear,” 1 rejolned, “you
ought to know who'll get 1t.,” (It was
gald In town that Dowden would
“come pretty nenr having the nomina-
tion In his pocket.")

“1 expect you thought I shifted the
subject pretty briskly the other day?"
He glanced at me quizzically from un-
der the brim of his black felt hat. *1
meant to tell you about that, but the
opportunity didn't oceur. You see—"

“I understand,” I Interrupted, *“I've
heard the story. You thought it might
be embarrassing to Miss Apper-
thwalte."

“1 expect I was pretty clumsy ahout
I," sald Dowden, cheerfully, *“Well
well—" he flicked his clgar with a
smothered ejuculntion that was half
o sigh and half a laugh; “it's a mighty
strange case. Here they keep on liv-
Ing next door to enach other, venr after
year, each golng on alone when they
might just as well—" He left the
sentence unfinlshed, save for a voenl
cllck of egmpassion. “They bow when
they happen to meet, but they haven't
exchanged a word since the night she
sent him away, long ago.” He shook

his head, then his countenance cleared

“l Think, *Poor Ann Apperthwaite!'*
Retorted My Cousin.

nnd he chuckled. *“Well, sir, Dnve's
got something at home to keep him
busy enough, these days, I expect!|"

“Do you mind telling me? 1 In-
quired. *Is his name ‘Simpledorin’?”

Mr. Dowden threw back his head
and laughed loudly, “Lord, no! What
on earth made you think that?”

I told him, It was my second suc-
cess with thls narrative; however,
there was a difference: my former au-
ditor listened with flushed and breath-
less excitement, whereas the present
one laughed consumedly throughout.
Especlally he laughed with a great
laughter at the picture of Beasley's

coming down at four in the morning
to open the door for nothing on sea orf
Innd or in the waters under the earth.
1 gave account, also, of the miraculous
Jumping contest (though I did not
mention Miss Apperthwalte’s having
been with me), and of the elfin volce
I had just now overheard demanding
“Bill Hammersley."

“80 I expect you must have decld-
ed,” he chuckled, when 1 concluded,
“that David Beasley has gone
plain Inzane.”

“Not a bit of It. Nohody could loolk
at him and pot know better than that”

“You're right there!" sald Dowden,
heartlly, “And now I'll tell you all
there Is to It. You see, Dave grew
up with a cousin of his named Ham-

Nton Swift; they were boys together; |

went to the same school, and then to

college. 1 don't belleve there was ever |

n high wopd spoken between them,
Nobody In this life ever got a quarrel
out of Dave Beasley, and Huamlilton
Swift was n mighty good sort of a fel-
low, too, Ie went East to live, after
they got out of college, yet they al-

ways mannged to get together once a |
year, generally about Christmas time, |
You couldn't pass them on the street |
without hearing thelr lnughter ringing |
out louder than the slelgh-bells, may- '
be over some old joke between them, |

or some fool thing they did, perhaps,
when they were boys, DBut finally
Hamlilton Swift's business took him
aover to the other side of the water to

live; and he married an English girl, !

“Simpledoria |s Supposed to Be Hamy
liton Swift, Jr.'s, St. Bernard Dog.” |

an orphan without any kin. That was

about seven years ago. Well, sir, this

last summer he and his wife were tak-

ing a trip down In Switzerland, and I
they were both drowned—tipped over

out of a rowbout in Lake Lucerne— |
and word came that Hamlilton Swift's |
will appointed Dave guardian of t.h.|
one child they had, a little boy—Ham-

fiton Swift, Junlors, his name. He
wans sent across the ocean In charge
of a doctor, and Dave went on to New
York to meet him. He brought him |
home here the very day before you |
passed the house and saw peor Dave
getting up at four In the morning to
let that ghost In. And a mighty funny
ghost Simpledorin Is!"

“1 begin to understand,”™ I sald, “and
to feel pretty silly, too.”

“Not at all,” he rejoined, heartily.
“That little chap's freaks would mys-
tify anybody, espeeinlly with Dave hn-
moring ‘'em the ridiculons way he
does. Hamlliton Swift, Junior, Is the
curlousest child 1 ever saw—and the
good Lord knows He made all chil-
dren powerful mysterious! This poor
little cuss has a complication of In-
firmities that have kept him on his
back most of his life, never knowling
other children, never playlng, or any-
thing; and he's got Ildeas and ways
that I never saw the beat of! He was
born sick, as I understand It—his
bones and nerves and insides are all
wrong, somehow—but It's supposed he
gets a little better from year to year.
He wears a pretty elaborate set of
braces, and he's subject to attacks,
too—I don't know the name for 'em—

Just |
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HE story of winter millinery Is

ended—except for those benutiful,
frivolous and ephemeral affales for
‘ donces and the theater, that ure I8
epllogue,  Designers must now turn
thelr thoughts to spring.
| The dignity and beauty of this sen-
gon's shapes seemed to demand velvel
nnd it has played the star part amopg
millinery fabries. A representative
dress hint, shown at the upper left,
L In the group of four hats pletured,
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Latest in Winter Millinery;
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Frocks for Young Girlhood

the ranks of unimportant things, Bul
the awkward age, llke ihe stone age,
lins passed almost Isto oblivion. \When
designers hegnn to specialize In enhll-
dren's apparel, they uncovered the
chinrmg of the half-grown girl.

A frock for all osdinury dress-up
times, and a party frock, for the
Younger girls, are shown here—the
party frock nt the right of the two
pletured. Thig ig merely n new form

reveals o graneeful shave with droop- |
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of the petal frock, mnde of taffeta
sllk In light colors. Fashlon smlles

Group of Beautiful Winter Hates.

Ing brimm and soft crown, It 18
made of black velvet, A soft rope of
wostrich flues ubout the erown ends In
nmny fulling plumes at the right side.
Shaded ostrich In several colors s
used in this way on velvet hats In
colors or black, In spite of the velvet
vogue, duvetine Is well represented
In winter hats ana ‘he model shown
at the upper right hng made o success,
and fur contrive to
adorn it with the eflget of embroldery,

the fur placed n ornaments ot the
front and sides. At the lower left, n
binck and white hat has a pecullare

lyim covered with embassed white vel-
vet with appligues of hinck hatter's
piush, The appligue makes a baek-

| grouna for a decorntlon of white bugl»

and loses what little volce he has
sometimes, all but a whisper. He had
one, 1 know, the day after Beasley
brought him home, and that was prob-
ably the reason you thought Dave was
carrylng on all to himself about that
Jumplng-match out In the back-yard. |
The boy must huve been lylng there
In the little wagon they have for hliin,
while Dave cut up shines with “Bill
Hammersley,! Of course, most children |
have make-belleve friends and come-
panfons, especially If they haven't any
brothers or sisters, but this lonely
lHttle fellir's got his people worked
out in his mind and materlalized be-
yond any I ever heard of. Dave got
well nequainted with ‘em on the truln
on the way home, and they certalnly
are giving him a llvely time. Ho, ho!
Getting him up at<four In the morn-
Ing—"

Mr. Dowden's mirth overcame him
for a moment; when he had mastered
it, he eontinued: “Slimpledorin—now
where do you suppose he got that
name?>—well, snyway, Simpledoria Is
supposed to be Hamilton Swift, Jun-
jor's, St. Bernard dog. Beasley had to
bathe him the other day, he .xold mel
And BIll Hummersley I8 supposed to
‘be a boy of Humilton Swift, Junior's,
own age, but very big and strong; he
has rosy cheeks, and he ean do more
In athleties than a whole college track-
tenm., ‘That's the reason he out-
jumped Dave so far, you see.”

“|'m glad there's somebody In
that house at last with a little

Imagination,®

ngain on light blue, pink, Hlae, yellow

snd green taffeta Yor young folks, nnd |

In slmple styles and lines, The party
irock hos o long badice with anlternat-
g panels of plaly and wrinkled silk,
ending In a shorr peplum, cut Into
pointed seallops at t' e bhotte 1 The
bodice Is sleeveless . nd has a batenu
neck line, becoming to slim  necks,
with o petal finlsh anout ft. A polnted
band aeross the top of the arm cor-
responds with the reck finish. The
skirt Is covered with  overlupping
strips of taffetn cut on one edge into
polnted seallops.  All these odges are
pleoted,  The dress (3 prettlly linlshed
with o small funey prdle In sliver,

The dress at the left of brown vel-
veteen s unusually gracaeful, Tt Is cot

Frock for Ordinary Dress-Up and Party Frock,

i bends In figures that cenform to the
" outlines of the applied plush., ‘The
crown I8 soft and a spray of curving

feathers provides :he graceful trim.
ming.
There was a time when people

were not much iInterested In clothes
for thelr younger girls, It wns when
they believed in “the awkward : ge."
Girls were supposed to arrive at a
period In  their development when
nothlng could be made to look well
upon them, a sort of plo-feather stage,
und their clothes were relegated to

on stralght lines with kimono sleyves
hanging in points below the elbow
und faced with light crepe de chine,
A narrow girdle of metallie ribbon 18
tled at the left side where hangiug

loops amnd ends finish It Crepe de
chine tubs, slmply decorated with
needlework of colored sllk  floss

muke a pretty collar for the neck,

ot
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THE MOON’'S HINTS

Mr., Moon heard that the Fairy
Queen was golng to glve a party and
he was greatly excited about It

“I'd like to be present at the party,”
he sald to himself, I do hope it will
be an evenlng party.

“1 like evenlng parties, 1 must say.
Daytime parties aren't at all In my
line, No, they're not in my line at all,

“Well, 1 must see when the party I8
to be. Of course, 1 don't want to hint
or anything ke that, But maybe 'l
suggest to the Falry Queen that the
evening Is a lovely time o which to
give n party.

“Perhups she'll take the suggestion
and won't see that I'm hinting just a
lttle bit,

“Well, I'll try.”

So the next time the Fairy Queen
eate yp to see the Blue Mountain Top
Fairies Mr, Moon wans Just getting up.

“Good evening, Falry Queen,” he sald,
and grinned his best and most attrae-
tive grin,

“Good evening, Mr, Moon,” sald the
Fairy Queen. “How are you this eve.
ning?

“Oh,
majesty.

“and how nre you this evenlng, Won-
drous Falry 7

“Oh, T feel splendid,” said the Fairy
Quoeen.

“Good," sald Mr, Moon.

Then he thought for & moment and
then he salid:

“These evenings are wonderful eve-
nings for all sorts of things. 1 don't
mean anything speclal, but they're tina
for—well—let us say, entertninments,
recitals, possibly tllustrated lectures.

He didu't want to say the word “par-
tles™ right ont for fear the Falry Queen
would think he wos hinting,

“Yes" sald the Fairy Queen, “these
evenings are nice enough for any-
| thing™

Mr. Moon was a little sad at that,
The Fairy Queen was not thinking of
her party, evidently.

“Well," sald Mr, Moon nfter another
moment, “I suppoge you are quite busy
these fine evenings?”

“Not unusually so,” answered the
Falry Queen,

“No?" sald Mr. Moon, becoming a
little bolder. *“I had an idea you
were."

“Oh, no,” said the Falry Queen, “I've
not been so busy. But I will be busy
from now on."

l Well, this was exciting.

nicely, ma'am, Nicely, your

Mr. Moon

could hardly keep from saying right

“This I1s a Surprise™

out, *“You
party !"

| But Instead he sald, “Oh, have you
much to do from now on?"

“Yes," the Falry Queen answered,
“quite a lot."

“Well,” sald Mr, Moon, “I suppose
there Is a lot of work to be done at
this time of the year,"

He thought to himself that that was
a foollsh remark to have made,

Why would any one be so very much
busier now than at any other time?

But still he had sald this and so he
wouldn't clinnge his speech now or try
to lmprove upon it,

“No, I really couldn't eall It work,"”
suld the Fulry Queen,

“Well, that's good,” sald Mr, Moon,

“I'm glad it is to be pleasure, I like to
‘ feel there Is to be more pleasure go-
ing on."”
| He had almost sald that he liked to
feel there wans golng to be a party.
How nearly he had sald that,

He wns very glad he wasn't given
to blushing, for he knew he would have
blushied at that hint of his if It had
been a habit of his to blush.

“Well," sald the Faolry Queen after
a moment, “1 love to chat with you,
Mr., Moon, but 1T must be going.

“And one of the things I particularly
wanted to suy—in fact, one of the rea.
sons | eame to the mountnin top this
evening—was to Invite you to my par-
ty tomorrow evenlng."

“Oh, Fairy Queen, this is a sur-
prise!” sald Mr. Moon, and then he
felt a little gulity and yet it had been
a surprise to have been Invited lke
that—all of a sudden, 8till he must
be perfectly truthful, so he sald, “I
heard rumors of a party, your majesty,
but 1 dido’'t know whether or not it
was a night-tlme affalr. I am so glad

mean because of your

it Is."
“Sp glad you can come,” sald the
Falry Queen, .

But after she had gone Mr. Moon
laughed to himself: “She had come to
invite me and here 1 had hinted and
hinted and she had not taken the
hints because she had meant me to
bave an lnvitation, anyway I




