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THE POSTOFFICE—
AT—

SAINT'S REST.
[BT KATE HEATH.]

What itmust be to be in politics !Oh, politics,

politics ! What a Ti:;hteous sham aud what an hon-

est pretension you are !
Itwas Angie Moore's father who ambled up to the

very
"

fancy" bar of the Bbckhawk Hotel just be-

fore the l(gislative election of some years back."
You see, Jins," it had been urged, "you're a

f-unilyman moru'n th«: rest of us, and it'n more fit

and proper you Ehould go. Just show bins yow
hand, and tell him the hull population here'll back
you, Jim. bjeak up atid tell him your feelin's, and

say ifhe don't respect em Saint's Kest'll be down

ou him at the polls likeh
—

l."
And Jim Moore had came sixty-five miles of right

hard riding from Saint's Kest to Harding'a Hillto

put inhis plea. The ends of his long hair were

burned dry ani wiry by the sun, and the yellow

dust lay in the rimof his hat and upon hia broad
bent shoulders, and had gathered in every fold and j
crease of his dotbing ami even wrinkle of his face-
The roads wore deep with «iust in summer as they

were with mire in winter. He had a certain hesi-

tation about him, alittle dropping of the lower lip,
|look inhis eyes, a flitting of j

tile lianei across the mouth occasionally, that he.

he floating thread of shiftlessuesa in his
nature, the ends of which he was ever urging him-

self to gather home. Perhaps this was why he had

never been able tohave stronger influence over his

wiliful daughter Angie, whose eyes and temper

II,^heil together, and who ruled his tumble down

house and fivewildyounger children as they pleased, j
"

M^itk,lather," saiJ Asgia
"speak him i.iir,but |

hold on to him like a bulldog. DoH't take no for j
an answer, nomatter how he puts it," and then she

btek into the kitchen, and with the palm of
her hm.l hushed a tumult inits firstbeginnings, and
her fcther rode away somewhat stunned by the re-

sp .ii-ibilitythrust upon him.
When he entered the barroom at the Blackhawk

he was not so modi struck with its elegance as he I
uj. .tith his own odd and incongruous presence.
He saw his sunburned hair and skin, the dust on
his clothes, bis aimless, lounging step, and realized
how iir he was beyond his accustomed clement.

There was an air of quiet snap about the room, as
though burst of champagne without itspop per-

meated the atmosphere. Men with the air of know-
ing what's what and just when to do it sat roundi
unbending and relaxing themselves as having but

i *\u25a0 liiii-i.ed arduous business ;but itwas eager

n, and like the innocence of lemorade that

ha* a stick init. Agroup of three in the center of
the place were engaged in suave and smiling c mver-

sation. but a subtle sharpness pervaded among them

that seemed to the newcomer like the flash of

knives."
tt'lpolitics," murmured Jim, and stepping over

to the bar he said to the resplendent animal Ctged
behind it,

"
Iwaat to see & party of the name of

Johnson.""
Our candidate !

"
was the triumphant exclama-

tion in reply.
"Erown puts up at the Golden Eagle.

Mr.Johnson is proud to receive his constituents.
Just ivfrom—""

Bunt's Pv-'st," answered Jim promptly.

"Come to adviae Mr. Johnson of yeur pl.ee solid
for him, 1 make no doubt. Here, Jack, 1 say. Our

'
friend Mr. ahem ! just iv from Saint's Rest, !
conies with apledge to Mr.Johnson. Show him up,
why can't you I

"

One man out of the group of three advanced, and
with quite an air of old acquaintance shook the vis i

ftor warmly by the hand, smiled at him foni car ti j
eir, and with great ease of manner and much cor- |

:.troduced the stranger to himself. He made [
iomuch at home with Jim Moore that the j

all through as having had a swallow
r \u25a0..-."

Hyname is Backet," said the new acquaintance,"
a:id as Mr. Johnson is a friend of mine, he willsee i

you nn my introduction. Mdyou happen to have
any little busincsj with him—any business of im-
portmce V

'• Vc-i,
"

was the slow reply,
"
Icame all the way |

fron Saint'a Rest over yender since morn;n', a pur- |
pose to hold business withhim. That rayther looks j
like important business, don't it?" Itseemed to

him Mr. Racket was making almost too close in-
quiry.

Mr. Racket smiled a great deal to cover up the
rebuke, and grew still more cordial. "Ah!yes,

yes; hum, hum," he said. "Fact is, Johnson is
very busy ;very deep inpolitics isJohnson ;parties
comirgin bydozens to claim his leisure; immense

popularity ;no doubt ivthe world of his election.
Obliged, yon know to have a friend on the outside

or he never could get through the day. Part of his
business, you know, must go through me

"

It was such a broad hint that even Jim Mcore
look it,and he said sqoare'y,

"
See here, Mr. Racket,

Icame over to see Johnson ;but if that's not to be, |
ifyou're a friend of his say so plain enough, and Ij
can go home again.""

Ob, now, now, Moore—in fact, Imay even call r

you Jim-of course, ifyou muit see my man. you j
must; but ifyou could just give me a little suspi- j
don, now, of your errand, so that Imight, as it

"1himup to it.
"

He clapped his hand upon
Moored dusty shoulder, and held him at arm's length
while he looked adiu ringly intohis face."So,1Bid Moore, the

"
mule

"
inhim risine,

"
I

came to talk with Johnson, Imust hey no or yes j
from him, or go back without any answer. It j
mifrbt count him something, and again it might i

not.""
Oh, certainly, certainly ! I'll see you through

the interview, and put ina good word for you at
the start ;but you must handle Johnson carefully.
He's ea§y to hurt."

Ai.d so baring foiled the "middle man," Jim
Moore was allowed to see the princpal. Ithad been
\u25a0gMftdai the Belt that Moore had bottom enough

to carry the matter through, and, as before said, j

being a good deal of a familyman, he was quite a !
proper representative. Perhaps Angie Moore had j
a bit of her strong nature from her uneasy, loung-

r, after oil.

Itwas quite a relation that Mr. Racket had to
give the group in the Biackhawk barroom, after

Jim Morebad ridden away.
"

I'm damned,
"

said Mr. Racket, "ifit wasn't a
ahe was after ui> to Samt's Rest. What in j

thunder they want a postotnee on the out?id2of the
\u25a0 r, the people who live there prooably know.

Perhaps they get a letter once a year, all told. And if

that old duffer didn't say in so many words to John-
son :

'
Mr. Johnson, if you'll jiromise us a post-

itor you solid, and tbere s sixty

votes of us. conntin' in the ten miles square we'll

beat up to find 'em. Otherwise we'ro agin you, and |
1hey my itistrue-tions to offer ihe sfrlid Rest to Mr. i
Brown, tfee other man.'

"

"He wasn't afraid of honest square talk and
Johnson couldn't bluff him off nor keep him from
\u25a0tying his say, neither. Itwas an out and out ca=e
of give and take, and Johnson was obliged to come
it strong in plain language when he answered, j
Lord!a PostotTice ! Why, for sixty votes they !
mighthave had 1bank for the asking.' They paid!
no regard, however, to the delicacy of milposition," |
and the speaker smiled grimlyas half appreciating
the joke of not being recogr.ized. "He fell an easy
victim, though, to that stranger and his littlegame,"

concluded Mr. Racket.
So itwas thit a Postoffice was, in time, established {

at Saint's Rest, for the sixty votes had been duly

or Johnson, and that gentleman being elected
Dy amajority of fifty,felt grateful enough to re-
member his promise and exert himself toward the j
desired end. Itwas a slight.matter enough, but ;
there was in reality no reason for a Poatofflce,
Saint's Rest being the heavenly appellation of a

. cluster of not more than twenty bouses on the bank
of ariver which was sluggish and shallow in sum-
mer, but a river indeed in winter, swollen and
anjry and often dangerous to travel, if travel
ever came that way. The little village was an
old mining camp, and heavily weighted row with
the deadness that settles in time upon all old min-
ing camps,

"
it seemed to sleep and dream in the

hollow down by the river bank. '". The few men
made garden or orchard, or wandered off with pick
and pan, indull hope to go through the semblance
of prospecting, as if from habit. The fewer women
washed clothes, wore their little gossip threadbare,

and bore children patiently. . There had been talk

about keepiDg a school for the children, but notb-
in? was done about it till the subject was brought
near to mind one day by Jim Moore's daughter,
Ansie.

Angie Moore had inber half-defiant flashing-eyed j
: way called upon the mothers of families and stated

iier plans." Stic was 16years old,ud she could read J

and write. She meant to send fora few bocks, and
'

pick op a little learning in other things by htr-iIf;
and shewouldteachallaheknewtothecbildren. Sat ;
wanted money, though she didn't look for anygreat

bum total. From house to house she went, with ;

nearly the stme words on her lips, the same bitttr-
ne«s creeping on hei tongue, the same energy driv-
ingalong her manner, as though the lash had be;n
behind it.

The women advised her, but inspite of it all felt
that she, not they, was patron. The matter was ;

talked over busily, and finally two or three men .
went over to a deserted cabin on the first knoll, j

made a few repairs, such as patting new leather
hinges % the door, and Angie Moore set np her j
school tbere. Without a map, or chart, or an im-

proved text book ;without much age, and with1- s*

knowledge and experience, the "Siint's Rest In-.
stitoot," as some one facetiously dubbed it,began j
its work? rhe si-holars all called the teacher Angie, i

Ibut in less than a month Bhe was known as Miss

Angie, even to her own five brothers. Inher un-
shrinking, defiant way she managed itall somehow, |
and no one ever gueesed the inspiration that lay j
behind her pluck.

Itwas one spring day at four o'clock in the after- j
noon, and the last boy had darted from the scheol-
DOOM and ran with a halloa to be free down the

hilleide. The little schoojmistress, slender, lithe ;
!and dark-complexioned, looked bravely about her,

as if to hang her su}>erfluoiH courage upon the
walls, and then without a moment of warning her ;
black eyes gave way, a gray wave seemed to surge ;

; across her face, her thin red lii<s writhed and a long;

idry sob burst from •.hem, and then she sank down
upon the step and hid her face inher arms. The
something new and strange thit had come into the \u25a0

little woman's life seamed sometimes to expand and ;

!burst within her heart with a dull, duil uche, and ,
oh, such a pain. Itwas the old, oldlesson of loving
she had learned. Is there ever a woman who hus
not known its sweet thorn '! As Anjieknelt there
a whole black world shut down upon her eyelids
and a weight of care settled on her shoulders. In

that one blank moment she felt that she would have

liked to toss her lifeaway and rest from fighting the
Idays, and planning her hot brain, in a long, cooj

oblivion. Her fevered and nerveless fingers drooped
'
ujhiii the rough boards, and a moan that was bom

Iof exhaustion, though not of the body, struggled
along the line of her diri;,slender throat, and dit-d
away just beyond her lips."

Why, Angie, Angie," said a voice in her ear,
"

I'vebeen waitinga whole minute for you to look
up, and yet there you sit, all flunjin a heap like a

i littlehint at de-pair." Before she had time to lift
Iher head, her transformation was a perfect one."

Ah '. Van !"she cried, with a low thrill of ecstacy
cadenciug through her tone. 'Ihe black world
weighting her took wings, rose in air and left her
blithe,ripplingwith sunshine and filled withunheard
of tonesand harmonies. "Idon't care," she Hashed
to herself daringly ;

"
Ishall have this hour of

happiness if there is never another one," and then
witha pretty nestling motion of her shoulders she
said aloud, trying to appear impatient and vexed
while her very voice was a carol,

"
Ithas been such

a longtime since you came before."
For answer, the new-comer withone step made her

station his own, and the very soul of the girlthone

in her eyes as he took her face in his hands and
kissed her. "Do you think Istaid away. Angie,"
he asked,

"
because the rocks and the trees aud the

old cabin over there were pleasanter to look at than
youf

*
He kissed her as he would have taken a long

draught of pure water after travel, returning to the
pure crystal of the cup again and again. Her one
rarest loveliness, he had told her often, was that her
lips were so iunocent and new— they were not old
with kisses. Anomaly itwas, but his attraction to
her was hU experience and knowledge of good and
evil, the air about him of having seen and ki:own. J
When she told him so, he had laughed a little

Ihard and reckless laugh, and she had felt i
Ithe strange chillof something rising between them,

had shuddered at itand beaten itdown, only to bftvs
itrise again in its horror some other day. He was

jthe one man she had ever seen with the world's per
ifume hanging upon his manner, and what was to

her that grand beyond of delight, the city, reachcu j
,out Its familiar hands to him and spoke through his \u25a0

mouth. He was likea beautiful, wondrous picture,
1such as she had never seen, or likea grand and puie- 1
trating burst of music, such a9she had never I
heard, Angie said to herself as Bhe thought of him j

|when he was away.

There was something abiut this girl,blossomed
into womanhaod before her time-, that was likea mag-

net to the wandering bit of rust off life of man the

[ city had cast away toward the lovely evergreen

hills. The moment Van Hall, rascal, card-player,
icheat, saw her, his fingers stung as though he had

touched her. Now and then n woman will have
such an influence. If it happens to be a g.od
woman, praise God ;ifa bad one, gi»e the victim
over to his fate.

Angic's companion sat down byher gently on the
step of the school-house, and his glance roved about
within the little room."

Tell me, little one," he said,
"

why you ever
began this business. Itwas a happy chance, at any

rate for me, that brought you co far away from the
dwellings down yonder, or Ishould never have
known yon. What should Ihave done off here j
without you?"

Something in his tone was like an assault upon j
!her pride, and soj cwhat of the bitterness of the

|moment before returned to her.
"

What have I

Idone but help you pass your lonely he urs—hours I
Iwhich will,nay which must, soon be gone?" Her
!voice trembled, half with unshed tears and half with
Ithe force thai vibrated within her as she answered
in trouble and yearning and determination.

"
Itwas

jthe only chance Isaw before me to be doing some- j
thing which should set me a little farther ahead.
Why was Iever born in my circumstances, or why !
iv.us 1n it born content withthem ? Iwish Icmld I

) answer mvßclf that. Day after day 1 can't be still i
!and must be up and doing, and bykee ping busy to ;
iquiet myself. 1think Ishould gnaw my nails to !
the quick, and fret my soul to fragments, even as I[

Istill do, if Icould not erasp at something' out of I
rea.h. Just look about you and see wait small
things Ido, and yet 1am driven to them.""

Angie, you are as far above me, Ithink some- j
times, as the serene and shining star Ilook at \u25a0

through the chink in the old cabin over yonder," ;
was the reply ina deep tone. "Ihave no such de j
sire as that, and this moment Ihaven't another ,

| thing in this world to wish for than just you and I
j this soft breeze laden with the scent of the pines, as I
it is." He drew her closer to him as he spoke, and j
neither ?aw the pair of startled eyes gazing at them ;
from the floweringbuckeye ahundred yards away."
Ihave felt a wish tobe better, though, for your i

Bike," he continued.
"
Ihaveu't been a good man, j

Angie. Ithas ntver occurred to me tillnow that it!
!was worth while to fi^ht against my natural bent of ,
|miud, butever since Ifirstspoke to you in the path ;

that day I'vehad a sort of an instinct toward some- j
thing better than Iam.""

But you will be a good man, dear !" she said ;
earnestly, scarce understanding, Bave as a far off j
shadow, what a vice ora crime mi^htbe,"

Yes, Iwilltry," he answered humbly. "Hold. I
} ing your hand, it seems an easy thin£, and Ifeel as t

j ifImight succeed. Ifyou were my wife,Angle, as,
Qod willing,some day you shall be, little love, per- ;
haps your influence might so wrap round me that itI
would be like an arm. r agiintt temptation. Ial-;

jmost think it would be co. Inever dreamed, imrt
heart, Icould love a woman one-half so much."

A vision sprang before her eyes fairas dawn, of j
j herself as wife;and she saw hereelf walking down
j the years in a halo of rose and the glory of her"

crowned life. Therj is a path lovemakes foritself j
along which the flowers spring, and it leads into a
sunset as beauteous as the sunrise from which it,
walks, spanning between like the one bow of heaven.
Upon its way Angie saw herself, and her very heart
mpt Uars of blood for joy. The love we have here,

!deep, and long, and wide, and true though itbe
sometimes, is just the shadow cast before of the
great hereafter, where alone is the perfect, rounded

| love of our longing. We can only dream of it
!here— but Angie was in the heart of that dream."

But Ido not understand," she said, by and by,"
what you mean by itall. Why are you worse than

I, or than others? How is it yem arc bad? Nay,
dear love, not any is perfect, and you scourge your-
self but as the rest of us. lam cross with the boys
at home and with the children at sohool, and with
myself most of all. Iam filled withthe evilspirit
of djcontent, and a something that seems likeun-
happy ambition. And so Iput the 'lash upon my-

self, too, and Iwillnot believe you any otherwise.'""
Alis!my little love," heanswered half laughing

and part in earnest,
"

n\v devil is greater far than
that. But since you have taken so much on trust

—
whoIam, what Iam, and whence Iam

—
for God's

sake take the rest on trust, too. It is your faith
that makes me well again."

He took her face, grown shy and blushing, inbis
hands again, and said good-by, for indeed he l_>ved

her dearly, and Angio watched him away with eyes
shining full to the brim, and then she turned to
|the rude littleschoolroom and flitted rapidiy here
j and there to bring itinto order.

Ihe man, a handsome, careless fellow, and just

.-\u25a0:\u25a0--\u25a0-

-
• \u25a0 . \u25a0-\u25a0 \u25a0- :\u0084- \u0084 ; . i>

\u25a0•<..•..-

--dare-devil enough to make it an even chance as to

whether temptation gets the beat of him ina tussle
or Dot, strode up the hill whistlinga littlelore tUDe

'

2one astray out of an opera. j*Alaugh played likea
wi!l-o'-the wisp inhis face, and his long white hand
caaght at a branch above bis head , when he pinsed
unucr, which his lingers stripped of leaves as bs

we«. ;':.V:".: •.'.•.•.'.;\u25a0\u25a0..-. V-v1"--'-'.-'.';,'- i-~'2.-: "'\u25a0•'.\u25a0'
Sudderly he came upon a pair ofstaring eyes that

met him boldly and steadily.
"

Doa't youdo her .
hurt !"said a voice strained and hoarse, yet high in

the throit, as scarce under control through passion .
'•I'vewatched and watched, week inand week out, j

and Iknow ever}- lime you've met her. ':-. Don't you
do her hurt

—
bad might come ofitfor jou." U-:- \u25a0 .';J

"Well, well,"was the light and somewhat con-
temptuous Teply,' "I'm glad you've shown ? your
hand, my fine fellow. -i And pray, whomay yoube?* !

j "Sep Wright," was the answer, given short aud
sullen, while the white, set face grew whiter and a
blue and lividlook circled about the mouth.\"

Do you often do this sort of thing!",the other
man weDt on coolly.

"
I'm afraid at this distance

you haven't been able to hear very well, though
you've had a very fair view of proceedings." \u25a0"

Iput myself out of earshot a purpose ;but I
''

watched," said the high, strained voice. "I'llwatch !
ai.'ain. I'llEec every move you make, every time i
you meet her. Ifyou should meet her inside one of ;
these mountains I'd be there to see no harm didn't ;
happen to her. •.-Iknow how you're hiding in Pat-
t;rs'in's old cabin yonder, and Iain't i|uite spelled

Iout the deviltry that sent you here, not yet;but I'm
;studying ou it and I'llget it. Say you'll let Angle |
:Moore alone and keep the promise, and you may

hide where you will as long as you will."
The tall stroDg man laughed, and leaning forward j

[ he touched the small weak one tantalizingly on the
cheek with the end of the live oak twig he had I
stripped of its leaves. With a choking sound in his \
throat, ina moment the weak man had thrown him- j

i self agaiust the strong one, battlingat him witha
:strength strange to another moment, striking out

Iwith clenched fists and seeming as ifhe would have
'

torn him withhis teeth. The tall man pushed him
easily toarm's length. ."What, the devil!

"
he said

coolly, yet somewhat angrily, and whilerage seemed
> to blind the other he cut the white face a dozen
j times across with sharp blows of the live-oak twig,

laying on ared welt as, every stroke, then shaking
his opponent to the ground he went his way ovtr

| the hill.
In an agony of anger and defeat the eaves-

; dropper writhed on the ground in the lengthening
'. Bhadow of the buckeye busb. Iliajblue-veined

ihands clutched the pebbles and red dirt, and fur

some minHtes he made no attempt to rise. After a
moment he lay quite still;so still that a lizml came

| uj> over a stone and peeied |at him with darting
\u25a0 eyes. By-acd-by he dragged himself together and

| slowlystood, revealing in the effort one useless foot

'. that hung limp and dead upon the ground. The
! welts upon his face were rapidly turning to blue

marks as with a muizanita cane he went down the
ihilltoward the school-house.

The little mistress was gone and a lonesome si-
lence was upon the place, but the cripple went up
to the door, pushed itupon its leather hinccs anj

entered. His eyes rested hungrily upon the rude
platform at the end of the room, and hastening to.
ward ithe fellon his knees before it aud rested his

jhot and smarting face ou the spot where the young
| teacher's imperious feet often stamped in impa-
!tience.

"Oh! Angie, Angio !
"

he murmured, while the
! tears dropped and he kissed the spot reverently.

That night Argie Moore rounded and turned a lit-
| tle ball of thought, then sent itrolling.

Father Jins was placidly smoking hia pipe M be
| Sit from habit in the corner of the chimney, which
j no was bare and empty, but in winter evenings
j glowed withheat and light. Young Jim crawled a*'
fulllength asleep on the hearth, and a warm, faint

Iodor as of sleep and childhood guided the nostril to
the open door of an inner room where the children
still younjer layin slumber.

The littleschoolmistress sat at a small table with
her elbows upon itand her head on her bands, ap-

:parently studying a slate upon which she had worked
| out a problem. She eyed a stray number off in a
1 corner by himself with a steady, intent gaze for

j some minutes, then she sighed a bit to herself, a'
little tremulous quiver of a sii<h that was given for

ithe iove she bad received and bestowed, and then
J she turned abruptly inher chair, her mind having

traveled miles and miles of thought.
"Father," she said, "can't we bave a postonicc

here at Saint's liest ?"
'

11 Well, dear," betran and ended her father com
fortably."Because," she contiuusd, "

Ineed one. Iwant
to be writinghere, there and . everywhere, and I
want toget lettir3. How am Iever to jret them

whenthe nearest postoffice is sixty-five miles uway

over to Harding's HillP"
Who'd be writing to you, AngieV was the calm

reply, vet with something argumentative about it.
'\u25a0 Why, father, now;lots ot people, to be sure.

I'dbe glad to write to mother's people ifIcould.
You've said you had abrother somewhere, and per-
haps I'dbe able tolook him up again foryou, and
ever so many possibilities might cluster round a
postoffice." How a woman will turn and twist to

!gain her point without givingher true object !"
Well, dear," was Jim Moore's clvsingreply ;but

ifor all that Angie had set the ball rolling. She
| gave itanother toss next day.

Itseemed as if the long hot afternoon never would
draw along to its close. The twin Mulligans wept
tears ofmisery over the page in geography they had
begun upon a month ago, the oldest scholar was
puzzling over the problem the mistress herself had
worked out but the night before, and the youngest

Ihad topped over and fairly gone to sleep upon hi*
bench. But the final moment did come at last and
Angie was left to herself. They were all alike now,
dreary days that were not blissful ones, and urged
to doitby the Eomethinsr that forbade her, An«ie
started up the hill instead of down it,in the very1

faint but rosy hope that she miirht meet some oneI
coming.

She came upon a figure lying on the ground with
a cane by its side, and after one instant of recoil she
saw it was Sep Wright, and that he had been asleep,
but that her step, lightand slow though it was, had

waked him. He came to a sitting posture, and his
smile of pleasure died after its;first half ;of exist-;
ence. H« remembered the marks on his face- and
shamed and flushed at memory of them.

- :
"Why, Sep!" exclaimed Angie, directly, as he

knew sho would.
"

What ails your face V
He struggled to keep 1119 eyes free of hot water,

and the man in him shamed again at his own
Bhame. "Come »nd sit down here, Angie, and
I'lltell you the truth about it," he said with hot
resolve.
. She advanced at once and Eat down a little way
from liim without suspicion. Sip looked at her, and
:something filledhis throat as he thought how she

would feel when she knew what he was about to

trllher. . It was a grievous thing that she should
;hold dear that strange man, hidiuir himself like a

secret; but would itnet be a greater grief to wound
her to the heart 7"Oh, Lord!Ican't," he said, with a groan, and

ihe turned his striped face away that Bhe might not
,see the quiver running over it. Inthat one minute
iof time he effered himself up fora sacr!6ce, and de
1 t-jrmined that he wouldstand between her and any

:sorrow that might come.
"

Ye!, you can tell Sep Wright," the answeed
quietly, and something like a dart ran through her.

'\u25a0 yes, you willtell. They're marks left by blows
from a switch, thatIcan see ;but who made them V"

|Her wurds did not hesitate to l»y themselves upon
!the r-.-.v ;but a woman can see no courage in a nun
j who has been beaten. \u25a0;\u25a0\u25a0• She loves

"
a hero—but he

imust be a conquering
—

and she ;stirs ,uncoa-
iscionsly at the approach of a ••hipped fighter. -

To
;come off best in a fuht is almost better than being a'peaceable man. '.;\u25a0:'_\u25a0

.' Then Sep Wright took up his manhood and laid
it in;the dust before her. ,He saw how she must
despise him, but he would bear tbat rather thin

make her suffer. <

;""
Ican't tell you, Angii>," he said, reluctantly,

"and Iwon't tell you either. I'llhave my brawls
if I'vea mind, and I'llkeep 'em to myself ifIcan."

"Anddo you mean to say, Sep, that you stood
and took alusllllfl.as a dog would fromits master !
I'd have—

"
\u25a0 '..'"C.'':.", '.'.-'".. .",.\u25a0.\u25a0-. :.. ',. .

"My Ood, Angie," he cried,
"

I'dhave killed him
j ifIcould '. ;But what are cripples for in this world
Just to be spit upon and taunted and beaten at will;
and in the verynature of thingß, physical strength
must joverpower ,their weakness, though they be
willingto die to be victor.".
. "Poor Sep,"; she said, her eyes twinkling with

tears. "Itwag cruel of me to press you to this
point. -Let as say no more, though I'm sure yours
was the right side." :";•'," '\u25a0\u25a0'
"Ibelieve it;was,".be answered softly, while a

smile crept tohis lips;then an embarrassing silence
fellbetween them; and the lizard came fromunder

the r ck to reconnoiter,'and a locust that had been
:clacking in a shrill monotone stopped,' as though
;his works had run down. HB^K|^
!'- Inamoment, feminine wise, Acgie 'ng-wl into
tne

amoment, feminine wise, Argie ng*ed into

toe pause, shaking herself free strange

embarrassment in which Sep's poor love wag re- j
vealed to her. >-'*

". "There's something Iwant to get done"
—

j

\u25a0began, slowly.: ri
J;^;,,; V> \u25a0.. \u25a0- : . • ;\'"

I'lldo it,Angie ;111 do it for you," said Sep.
eagerly. ;-V-:;,;---\u0084" .'.\u25a0,.".,.. -1./.; \u25a0-. \u25a0\} ; :;

"

T:: '• Well,Iho;« you can ;butIdon't know about
it. iYou see, here 1am trjing to gtt ahead, and Ii
can't get ahead." Idon't jmind sayicg to you, Sep,

that I've got SSO. ;Imade itmyself since Istarted |
school.' >ow,1 want to buy books with it—yes," j
_bockswith itaiL" '•.':" : /

"Books with it all echoed Sep, in astonish- j
Bunt, j"

I'm going to »rite to lots of people, too, Sep,'
she continued, gravely. "Iwa? plonnirg itall out ;

wiih 'father last )night.
-

There's his" folks, - and ',

mother's folks, and other folks."
"Yes,Ifollow you;'specially other folks.""

Why do you say that V she asked sharply.

"Just to be Following you; :tha'.'s all. ButI
don't see the and yet.""

Wei), then, here 'tis," sbe said, concluding tri-
umphant iy,as with a coup d'etat. "1want a Post- ;

office here.
'
Iwant to have papers and stud for ,

books, if1want 'cm, and letters, too.""
'Specially letters," he echoed again.

A full hour Angie and Sep sat elaborating her
plan, and th3n sbe lcf>him hurriaOly to get supper
for father Jim and the boys. He watched her out
ofsight;then, i'.hout warning, he threw bis hands i

over his head with a wofulgesture. tt"
She wants letters rum him," he said,

"
and she \u25a0

!asks iitc to get her a Postoffice. Idon't see bow 1
!can do it.. Itwillbe like taking his beating again
! to find meaus for his letters to reach her."

But when Ssp VFrigirt limped jaway he had \
i"fought tlie good fight" egain, anu conquered ;

himself ;but oh ! it seems a tight wasted when uo
sjul sees the victory !

"Yes, Angle, ilear," he . whispered to himself
'

humbly,
"I'd crawl over the ttooes from here to

jvondtr tobring you a lettereven Irom
—

though

II'd rather pizeu him—if1 thought 'twould please
youP* . %

" ..
>o one knew exactly who had suggested the idea, !

but it beiame generally known that Angie Moore

\ thought Saint's Kest needed a Pestoffiee. There !
! was a generous enthusiasm about Angie .Moore

!throughout the neighborhood, probably because ,
1 she was the onlyinhabitant in vtiioui a spark of j

energy struck fire, and when itwis insinuated, by I

whom nobody thought to mention, that she telt this
step was necessary, arrangements were bungingly

'

Icompleted with tardy haste, and l'rovidenco and ;

politics both favoring, the point was made.
Nobody guessed of the finalmeetmgson the step

of the littleschool-house ;of the man who gathered
] tho girl teacher in his arms— the man with the stain |'
onhim. ( Nobody knew of the secret kisses, of the j

j Sob aud the heartbreak that came at the agony of a j'
good-by ;nobody thought Angie Moore could 6ofteu j

to a sweetheart. ...
What !No one at all. Ah '. but Sep Wright :

iguessed aud knew, ar.d every kiss stung his own
!mouth, and clui.glike a curse there, fastened close i

to his breath. At hU post, day after day, he kept |
•vatca and ward over Angie, while his heart gnawed j

an 1 fretted his pa-sion like teeth tearing at a finger- j
nail—bleeding into the quick.

"Tokeep h<r fromharm !To keep mydear from!
harm !"he said to hijiself restlessly, day after day, '

though he scarce confessed the thought tohis owu i
conscience. And when that last p.irtiu;r came, he i

was pa'e and ill;so rervous and worn that, as he i
!watched the two people below him, he could have ;

\u25a0 screamed and sbouted, now wkh laughter and nowI
with execration, like*a madman.

When Jim Moore returned from his successful
journey to Harding's fliiihe hung his head in shame

!befote his daughter Angie."Oh, ye», father ;bir the books, the books !"she
said impatiently, a half dozen times."Well, dear," he fina/Iy answered, trying to look
under her gaze.

"
Iscarce know how it'a happened,

|myself, for I'venot the books you wanted bought
over yonder ;but the money went in the twi&kling
of an eye, as Imay say." He was ashamed as any ;
man may be before the woman he has wrouired, and
that woman his own daughter."

Oh, fuher !
'she said entreatingly, and growing|

pale as she realized her loss.
"YouBee, Angie," :he continued, tryingto make

\ the way of it [.lain,
"
i;wjs a game so simple and

j easy like, that Iwas sure Ikiw through the trick. j
iThe feller was a stranger to 'em all, and I'd a fit j

him, Anjie,but they allsaid the thing had heat me i

fair and square, and Icouldn't tt.ir.d against 'em
all. It's my first and last wraatle with tricks, dear.""

But it's my money that has paid foryour experi-
ence," she said bitterly, "and Ican never get so!
much as that together again. Iearned i*,too, with j
such lard work, and it took me half a year." She \
disappeared into her ownlittle room, there to look I
her disappoistment in the face and stare itdown. j
When Bupper time came she was still inretirement ;j
and afraid to disturb her, the father, who had made !
such a dire lapse, set

'
what c.ld victuals be could j

find before his five ravenous male younglings, and !
having herded them to their repose, sat down, his !
conscience yet on the rack.
Itwas a longhour of quiet tillAngie came forth, j

with ut a look toward her father, and, putting her |
oa die down on the table, took up her arithmetic,

slate and pencil, in preparation for h-r accustomed
study.

Her fÜber cleared his throat, and to his own ears
the sound was so l:<ud it seemed as though the

| mountain must have fallen inhalf.
"

Well, dear?"
he said, timidly. ;.

"Say no more, father," she answered, and each {
junderstood without further words that grace was I
|asked and given.

Tbe subject of the postal delivery was a mighty
one, and a public melting was called of at least :

twenty men to deliberate upon it. Sep Wright was
there, and as he came limping in with his crutch,

jeach man acknowledged, without forming the'
thought, that Sep had had something to do about

; thisnutnr. There was but one manner in which
Ito bring the mail from Hard ng's Mill,and that was
jby horse. One man and another declined the honor,
I forit was to be a weekly trip-up one day, down

the next, and hard riding both ways. By common
consent md quite as a matter of course, the name
cf Antrie Mjore bad received confirmation aa Post-

mistress by the awful powers that be inhigh places,
and she had taken the new p^ition as her due,
without a thought of thanks: but it seemed, when

!near tbe clcse of the public meeting, as though no
j man could be found to make the trips.". Itwas at the last extremity that a voice, rather
thin and slight, like tho boJy it owned, mado itself
heard, and Sep Wright arose, white yet with the
fight that was continually waging within him. jj It
Was a great Straggle, and himself had been forced
on his knees by the thing he strove with. He was
ptmding, with the help of his crutch, when all eves
looked toward him.

"I'llcarry the mail ifno one else will,"he said.
| One dissuaded him kindly with,

"
No,boy;you're

i not strong enough," »n 1 another and another told
i him so inother words, but he kept to his offer flnn-
'
ly,and there being none other, the thankless tack
was finallygi^en him
It is strange how, beaten again and again ina fair

confl ct, the inward enemy willrise as though, like
\u25a0 A'Ux'u he had gathered new strength from his fall.

As Sep Wright week after week rode at a gallop
over the hills carrying the mail, the biferness of his
love rode with him. But he took into confidence

; the pine forest sloping down the mountains ;the
1 pure, clear, old stream shining and gurgling in
, symptahy ;|the clouds that enfolded him in mist
:upon the mountain top ; the swaying grass that
:swept aside to lethim pass— the bond withNa-

ture is one she never fails on her Bide tokeep.

Over over there wss a temptation, but every
week tbe sanctity of the United States nia'l was still

!preserved. Every week, as ha shook his bag, the
Icarrier beard a lonely letter shake within itlike the
1 kernel in a nut, and foi the sake of that letter and

1 its answer he made the sixty-five miles each way.
!The hand of the litt.e Poetmijtres3 thrust the knife

through him. Ittrembled with such an eagerness

when he returned, itcould scar:e get the key of the
bag inits lock;itsearched about within the empti-
ness fcr the enveloped treasure with such degrees of
hope and despair and then tiat little hand caressed

j the precious letter as though with lips that dripped .
j with kisses. Every week Sep said silently he never

Icould bring her another letter, yet every week lie

j brought her one, and for three months as red as a
| rose was she for the letter that came. I
:Then she became troubled,'' and by and by grave
and scared, and after that so pale and large-eyed, Sep
groaned over her tillhis soul beat within him like
wings. He would have made itallstraight forher if
he could;he would have added her sorrow tohis
own had itbeen possible ;Ias it was he wouldride
every week for her like life and death, and bring the

letters he hated, though |the jmountains clustered
about his path as many as the stones in number. ''_'"
'--:. Once there was noletter. \ My God!<what a white
face Bhe turned ]toward the carrier when he said,
cheerily, to prepare her for disappointment, "An
empty bag to-day," Angie.VJ The \u25a0 mail has been de-
layed somewhere." She blanched to her verylips
"and struck ber bacd agaiutt her' breast :several

time*,and the long, still breath she drew reached !
down as iitohush a wild grief far below the d> ptb
of tears. "I've got falks, Angie," he said, trung j
to turn her thoughts away. Between every word !
he was whisperiig, "My darling !my daring I

"

and he scaree 1 knew, but the xords escaped him. |
'I've got folks, and since there's aUnited Suites j
mail ou purpose for letters, why mightn't 1 write
to 'em ? Ido believe Iwill juat to keep the mail
business lively."

He failed to interest her, however, for she mo
'

tioned him hastily away with her back toward him
Be coufd see she was shaking with suppressed s mis,

and he hung his head and rode his tired horse' u.vay

to stable. She never gave a thought to hfan, be
'

said, nor cared that he undtrwent sucti toil and ;
hardship for her. But he was wrong;she did, and j
she hung her head in shame at the advantage thi:

''
took of his lovr"

1don't know as try any writingtf'.ci all 'he
murmured. "Probably 'taint no use anyhow, but
I'd roost thought Iwould. However, ifAngie don't j
care, 1don't know as Ido."

Meantime the little school on the hill was thriv-
ing. The mothers said it was wonderful how their
children learned, and withsome awe they whispered
that Angie Moore, somehow, seemed to cmke brains
to order for her scholars. The truth was that lbs
little schoolmistress was fevered at.d restless, ami
longed for a futigue that would benumb her. Ifshe
could only stop remember, nir foraday she hoped
she might have calmer blood, and with strong dc-
tjruiin.itinnshe nerved herself tube the dl i

drill which should finallymake a way through this
mountain of rock.

"Not onlymust Inever receive another letter,"
she cried out passionately to herself, "but Imust
get t\u25a0\u25a0> the poiut of never wi^hirgfor one !"

Yet every mail day she saw Sep ride away, und she
would have hung his horse's neck with garlands Of
her tears if that wouM have made a letter tie In
waitingat Harding's Hill. And when she saw hfan
riding home, she put her hand on her leipi' g
to hold itdown. She siw the pale lace of the young
'
rider grow paler, as the long rules told on 1 i
slid would have given everything but her hope to
bid him stay, but for the life of her she conld io\

"Just one more time, Sep," she whispered silently
:each day. ''Just one more, and Isurely can give it
iup. But perhaps there's one to-day, and if '.'::\u25a0- re I\u25a0

!Imust have it or die." So, week after week, she
< saw him go and she saw him come, am! said

her breath, she was killing him. But wh
heard the li'tie murmur through Saint's Ileet that

\u25a0 the PostofHce was no use 11 anybody, she I

:like a thread, while in spirit she beat her breast to
hush her own lesistancc.

Once as Sep started with his empty bag
—

he car-
t ried hia bag empty as well as returned withit so

—
• she looked up into his face humbly, then dropped
;Her eyes, and carried his hand to her lips

"Don't you be afraid, Angie," he said, huskily;

i
"
I'llkeep itup tillyoumake sign to stop. It's a.

Ibetter death to die in your Bervice than ev^r 1 ex-
;peeled," and then he dashed away upon his fruitless
|errand.

"Shall Itell her? Great God !shall Itell her?'
!he asked, in a wild whisper, as he rode jff :.t a
jgallop. Yet it seemed to him he shout..!, md
\ though the days were shrinking and shiveringouL tf. the dawn with cold, he took off his hat to wipe the
;drops fromhis forehead. Visions of stalking giants

Irode by his side now always, and swift shadows *it:i

Ioak switches lurked and sprung, even at noon, from
;out the cold and shining air. The yenr wa3 e.r.>wi:!£
!old, and the icicles were gathering in the sky, but,

| for all fie lone rider knew, it was the mot.th

j of June. "Ifever there comes a time," he seemed
! to think, among the whirls of his dizzying brain,"

when Ican tell her what Iknow, a d make her
sure it's not told formy own sake, t'~en I»ill tell
her. Ob!my darling!"' and on he rode, while the
mountains seemed to lean toward each other and
whimper and shiver. Itwas all for the heart of a

:girl,but nobles feel pangs and delights of the same

j love.
One night commenced the great thaw. The head*

;of mountains, likeghosts in white veils, had lifted
: above other heads, snowcrowced and snow -covered,

j and now they wept in rivers of tears. Streams as
i cold as a dead heart swept off their cheeks and gat'n-'

ered the waters as they went. As if with ahundred
hands, they tore the rocks, aud d:rt,and young trees,

and branches, and leaped as they went, shouting
Iaway, and finally opening into the canyon with ;.

;boom and a reverberation as steady as the echoes
I that dog a conscience. Where they nut a

and deeper current they shot their muddy waten
and detritus far within its hurryingbosom, and then
there were eddies, and whirls, and spasms o' Water

] which loudly hinted at danger to whoever walked
j abroad.

The little river that floated, as pretty as a ribbon
Iin the wind, by Saint's Rest, fed now bya hundred
jshouting mouths, was wHe and deep and thuuder-
|ous. Itrolled and ground great rocks upon its bed
|and floated drift wood and the debris of the moun-
;tains, and about it there hung the allurement and

\u25a0 horror of a great power. Ithad become a thing to
> shun and shudder at, thoughitwag a fascination to
Ithe gaze. Itbegan to rain then in pitiless, beating

i dashes of storm, like winding-sheets. Oh !it was a
time to say one's prayers, and stay in doors to keep
the veryskin from soaking. The steep sides of the
high slopes seemed to quiver and moan, and then
far up a great rush was heard, and a wide streak,

barren and dark red, lay like a sctir upon the face of
the lofty land where the earth h d slipped away.
Slighter gashes were cut here and there, and Siints
Rest seemed to huddle and gather itself together in

i fear of the dangers that compassed it.

Alarge dead tree came lumbering down the swol-
len river, rolling and bumping and turning and

icatching and floating again, battering into the shore
} here, aud sweeping slowly with the current as it was
; drawn toward the centie. But the bed being broader
; and shallower at the ford just by the town, the
istrength of the current wa^ weakened i-iaccordance

with its width,and .he fallen treelurched bil
;ihither, thrown now to this side, now to that, finally
bit Ingisto the landing, its dead arms catching and
holding to the clump of low brush, tliebank and the

| river bed below. Here it lay, uprearing its broken
1 and rotton roots toward the stream, like twisted aud
j fantastic arms of a devil-fish, a hundred ripples

\u25a0 breaking away from it,and faint, insuflieie'
;sucking itw thout avail. N6V abd then itlurched*

as ifstriving again toward the central force of the
current, but just by alittle forco it lacked of sue-
;cess ;and so, likea hacked and conquered D

j the land held itby an insecure hold.
In spite of the cold Sep Wright was not and

J clammy. He was dull of brain ami ofeye
! but he seemed to have a duality of tense. He
I could see a familiar scene before he reached it, and
> the real sound came like an echo after the first that
1 yet was clear as a bell. His fingers had so :

: a touch they shrank from any roughness, and yet
\u25a0 when he grasped one hand with the otiier each had

a dead numb feeling crawling along it. He won-
: dered ina dull way at it all, yet did no;

j trouble in trying to explain matters to
; must get back, get back, he told himself oonstantrj ;

I yet stillat Hardtrig's Hillheld away from Us horse

Itwonights and a day, gazing vacantly at thesorm.
I

"
Yes," he said, and his own voic< sounded far

;away,
"

1know there's a letter."

The post clerk stared ;there certainly at last was
'\u25a0, another letier to Saint's Rc3t after this long in er-

val,but how should Sep Wright know before he was
| told ?

The year had grown to Christmas day, and early
j in its sad morning Sep was a*ay into the danger

witha lighthead and a heavy heart. He refused to

i listen any longer to urgent advice and cast it be-
hindhim, letting bis horse away into a galop us

i ti.e otorm struck him. Hanging's Hill gs
'

good-by of him, and returned to its store keeping,
i its gaming and t .vern-keeping and stagnati v <_ f
j teams.

*

Mid-day f'.und Sep warily keeping his wayalong
iwhat had been his path, and night closed its ejc
| upon him wandering yet upon the track. Midnight
1 scarce knew where to look for him, for he knew not
| himself where he was, but he was muttering and

muttering some few words over and over. By and
'\u25a0 byhe laughed Bnd set himself to find their meani: g;"

I'm bound. I'm going to tell now. I'm going
'\u25a0 to Angie if it's through fire and wateral! the way.

'Twas him did 'em both. The villain, the villain!
; Ob, my diriing!"

So long wag that last cryithe!d itself tillmorning
j broke, and to his great amaze he stood withit upon
] his lips, cl.we to the bank of a wide river to cross.

He blindly struck his cruel spurs into the trem-
i bling flanks of the hone that had faithfullyborne
• him past many dangers, but with a enort of fear

the animal suited back from the flood. The news
, ran from house to house through Saint's Best that
! Sep Wright was on the opposite bank coming home
i withthe mail bag, and pale and frightened the pen-
i pie rushed forth to warn him from his death. The'

women and children cned and waved their hands,

i and some went on their knees and said a prayer as
: tbe wearied horse went up aud down the bank urged'

still to make the effort by his rider.
"

He's mad .'
I Sep is mad

"
said one of the men hoarsely, and

I then a woman screamed as the horse, desperate

;under his command, plunged into the swollen water

from a poiut in fullview of the river. f
.; ,

j. Asilence that seemed louder than wind and rain
and rushing nver fell npoD the cluster of people,

aud every eye was forced to turn toward man and
horse, worn ;and weary before the ,battle, fighting

with the waters, jItwas a struggle for life, and the
horse bravely held his own, but when the current
seized him inits might ittossed him, helpless, from
his feet and swept him down the stream. His rider
|had dropped the rein and, fallen forward, lay grasp-
in:: the neck with both arms, whether dead or alive
iuo mau could tell.

'

I*.was then, as itwas seen all in'a flash of time
jhow fast they were sweeping down the stream, a

\u25a0 girlwith eyes opened to their shining full, set her
• firm lips together, and before a jhand could be
!stretched toward her, put foot fearlessly upon the.'
dead tree longing to be afloat and awar, and ran
alorg Itsslippery and rotten trunk. Itwas a deed

1 so daring, and so wrapped about with death, that no
:one could have done itcarefully and lived. ;The old
!tree danceu up and down ar.d ha'f rolled, and the
river dragged ita little harder, but kept by all the
gods at once itheld. Thank the one great God, it
held!: ; .- : ;,;. ' v.\T
"Hunting ripidly among the old roots, the girl's

;hand finally found a stout one, and, trusting to it,

Ishe fixed a secure footing and watched the horse's'
ht:ul. Now itescaped a rock ledgeialmost in its
\u25a0-v..y ;now somedrift from tbe mountains seemed to

: turn itfrcm its course, and on itcame, given over to
the clutch of tbe current, sweeping on to death and
lestructiaa. The girl's *

luminous eye never wav-
ered, and j"st as horse and man came abreast cf her
she. leaned out over tbe turbid seethe and called in

; a shrill, womanish treble that pierced the sullen
r.iar of water, "Come up, Jack ;got up. sir ;holloa,•
.Li-k ;now, Jack H

Almost exhausted, the horse gathered all his
airtngth at the sound of a human voice, and put
forthone mighty efiort to free himself from his icy

bonds. 'Tis a wonderful tale to tell, but he cut the
current in twain and swept in toward land under
shelter of the old tree, which turned the rush and
gave him still water to swim in. Turning weaker
and weaker, they would yet have been loßt, but the
girlran again along the toppling log encomngiag
the faint animal with the sound of her voice, and
when shallower water was resched she boldly sprang

j into it,and seizing the droorSr.g rein led the way
ito land. i^uick to respond to the force of .her

-I i'_', the ereat trunk Eunk lower for amoment,

then uplifted by the water, slowly htaved like a
I breath, its dead branches unclenched their hands,

and Silently it drifted away with the current that
caught it Inan instant's time.

More wondrous still the tale 1 tell, horse ami
!rider lived- lived, Isay, spite of the thousand

dangers that had beset them. Oh !they were willing
bands that ministered to both, and soft hearts that
made men weep over the task, but never had any
before seen such a face as Angle Moore's. Itwas
fairand calm, yet shining and joyful as the face
of an ant-el.

"Mysins are all washed away," she said, smiling,
to one of the women.

\u25a0

"
Sure, su e, younever had any sins," answered

the woman, falling back a little, as from something
too L'r..ini and noble for her to approach.

S=p Wright had a long season of illness and pros-
tration. He was delicate, boy and man, by nature,
and a cripple beside ;and itwas one of the accidents
of Providence that he survived what would have
killeu a strong man.

His wandering wits were slowly finding their way
back again, when he began to puzzle at seeir.g
Angle wherever he looked. He called her to him
finallyand looked her over."
Idon't know," he said slowly,

"
but you're just

a shape formed out of a tree orarock. Over there
on the mountains he stepped from everybush Imet,

and walked along with me, striking me across the
face withbis switch again, and mocking."

Her face red.ened, for inhi3 wanderings he had
told the iusult of the oaken switch, but she replied,
softy and happily, "lam really Angie Moore, Sep.
I'm taking care of father and the boys and
me ;and y&u'reat our house, and this is my room.
School's let out."

He turned his face away fromher, and moved his
head uneasily on his pl.low. "Itseems to me Ire-
member, there was a le'.ter

—
Is'pose 1 must

have lost it.""
No," she answered, "itwas paved, but it was

wet through, andIdried it carefully by the fire.""
imust tell you;Iought to, and it's what 1 lived

thro, gh everything to tell. You can't think it's
selfishness nowmakes me tellit, when fputmyself at
stake to bring you that letter, ua you ? Idon't
think anything now of how ho beat me inhis cow-
ardly strength ;it seems a small thing beside the
treat things tnat have happened. But Icouldn't,
bear to trust you with one who wa3 so cruel. Be-
side that, Angie, withhis promise to you yet warm
on his lips, he set up a swindling trick on his way
to the city, and as it happened drew your own
father into the game. He left Harding's Hill with
your six months' earnings in his pocket, and ah !
Angie, that's what became of the Sou you meant to
buy books with!"

"1knew it,"Bhe answered quietly, "Iknew it
three months ago. Father andIhad our talk ont
abuut it,and when he give me the whole history'
of itand the lojkof the man who robbed him I
knew very well. Iwrote a letter begging for no
answer ifmy suspicion was true, but praying for
immediate reply ifwe were wrong. Xo answer
came, Sep ;andI

—
lwould have given so much for

oae." Her eyes were filled with tears at recollection
of the desolate, burning, longing emptiness that had
crowded so many weeks."

Well, Angie," Sep said,
"
Idon't count . that

last tripmade in vain when I'vebrought youa letter
at last. But don't marry him, Angie;he's a cold,

cruel man inhis heart."
"Ifyou'd just let me tell you about it,Sep. I've

never had anyone to be confidential with in all my

life," she said, pleadingly. "
When he went away

he was to be a new man. He \va» here forhaving
been a ad man, but Ican't realize what a had man
Is exactly :and oh !Sep, he was just a3 apt to win
a (rill'd love a? ifhe bad been a good man. lie
wrote me toot be had gone wrong ju-tone*?, for one
fiveminutes, since he left me, ami that w.>s at the
place where he first took stage from here. He said
he did in t know what rigvilpo^s-.-ssed him >hen, but
the thingwas so easy he couldn't help it. The old
man," and ilie bimhed red as crimson, "was so
Bimpte-imnded and so uasy to be cheated, he couldn't
resist him. Then father tjldme his story, and be-
hold !it was my father that had been cheated, and
my money that had been stolen, r A cold horror
filledme when the fact was plain. Cheat my father?
take my money? aud Imarry him1 Oh, never!
His last lii'«had been forgiven by his friends; bis
familybad recognized him ui^iiu ;he was honestly
abetter man :he had rtsisted a hundred tempta-
tions, but evea he was stunned into silence, and
iiuvitdared writeme again, when he knew that one
sin was done against me and mine. But love does
not die at will,andIhungered and thirsted for lust
another line from him, and Iput you, bep, the best
friendIever had, in the balance against that one
line."

The tears were dropping silently over her cheeks
as she filmed almost into a pasaion of fiercene-s, and
added,

"
ButIwould never have written him % let-

ter in an-wi-r, and somehow when Ittood a month
ago on that olil log, with the river dizzying and
leaping around me, anil Ileaning out over that hur-

) rying, di adtal water, the love went Iknow not
where, and Isiidtomvself inthat moment ofdancer
I was free as a bird and happier than if Ihadwings." .11Aiigie," said the sick .man, and his voice
trembled as a man's willat such a moment,

"
I'm a

ciipplo and Inever was anybody, but Icould make
you happier, dear, than thai other man." •-'y \u25a0

• \u25a0• o!> !Sep, don't T' she exclaimed, as he drew the
hIMon bis pillow down to his Ips."

You jii-ime ere boy and girltogether, Angie;
and ever since mother died, and you were so good
to her and to me, I've loved you so well, and I'd
nevf r have grudged that man his happiness if he
could have made yours, dear," he urged. >
"Its too I\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0n.

"
«he objected, ;

''
and a woman

can't jump from one love to the nextas from one
stepping-htone to the other." But for all that, au
air tbat was half 'jf mourning, half of coquetry dis-
turbed the poise cf her he»d.

"You can't jump too soon, when I've. waited
and waited wit!)a'l tiat longing that withinme you
feU when you pined away as Postmistress of Saint's
R»u." . •\u25a0\u25a0••' • \u25a0'-\u25a0

' -
'-\u25a0-' \u25a0'\u25a0::.'.

\u0084" Wait half a year," she objected, shrinking into
j a m-ft;y shyness. - -

,•
-

V
"
Iwilnot wait fiveminutes," he replied, hisear-

nest! 8 making him master, and then as he took
the Mend liptouch fromher, he whispered, "

oh!
mv darling!" .:-...\u25a0.;;.-" ;.'\u25a0 ;. \u25a0>\u25a0.:-;-..

"You'll never read the letter Ibrought, dear,"jhe said anxiously, a moment later. 7
-

:..- ."
Not uuleis you give me leave," she answered

lightly, "Ptcause 'tis for you." \u25a0-' .• -
:
-

V;. >

.--"Forme? for me? vAn answer t>tbe inquiry I
sent at hazard bo lornr ago '(" he asked in amaze."

Then it's good news, good news," and breaking the
letter's seal, he gave a joyous and hearty hurr.h."

it's from mother's folks.': he :said by-and"
answering my question as to her share of the

moi.ey her bachelor uncle was to have left her when
he died.

-
It's mine now, Angie, it's mine !" • ",'< v.

\u25a0

"
It's ours !"ske echoed, taking immediate posses-

sion as a woman will.
"

It's ours: and 1will hirea teacher for my little school, andIwill have books
and every 1ice thingIhave longed for, and-and

—
travel, Sep ;aud 1will alwa3s take care of Father
Jim and the boys, Sep." , v~ :--•-.:•"

\ cc, dear," he replied contentedly and resigned-
ly, as aman willsometimes before marriage. •\u25a0 Andso ended the history, withall the action that clung
about it. of the Postoffice at Saint's Kest, for itdied
that Christmas Day when Sep Wright carried his
last mail. -\u25a0-./•-\u25a0:':\u25a0 \u25a0•-.-,- :*.*-.- -:. -\u0084\u25a0•..-..-.-.

-: The ambition that hod made Angle's lifea misery
was afterward swallow, d up in domettic bliss, and
the yearning ci crgy that had proved her abore her
surroundiEgj nas satisfied in ne* scenes among
Sep's

"
folks." Not every ambition ecdi so hapr.ilr;

not every bangry energy finds food to take the slurp
edge trum its. appetite ; . \u25a0 . -

\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0*\u25a0\u25a0•\u25a0 \u25a0 -••\u25a0 .'-. ,-\u25a0"\u25a0• .'\u25a0'z&asgmBGBSQSBB

GEORGE A. DAVIS,

Dealer In Agricultural Implement?, Comer
Kariet and Front Streets, 3. F.

Mr. Davis occupies the comer building

of the Spreckles block, on the corner of

Market and Front, and has a large and

varied stock of agricultural implements

| now well known throughout the coast

country. His connections are with the

very best Eastern houses, and his machin-

ery is made especially for the work on this

coast— illfully warranted by both Mr.

Davis and tie maker. On account of the

increasing demand for these implements,

his premises have been recently enlarged

and improved, elegant and convenient

offices tltted np, additional storage ar-

ranged, anl ths stock largely increased by

recent arrivals of latest pattc.ns. In farm

i wagons aad carriages the stock is made up

from the celebrated Fish Brothers' manu-

facture, and consists of he&Vj and light

wagonß, open and top s;>r:ng wagons

with extension top, four springs or

side bar, patent or plain wheeb, patent

Iequalizer, Holmes' patent se!.-jiiing thim-
j ble sktiD, and allthe very latußt improve-
'
ments, made especially for coiat trade. In

ipIoWB, the
"

Garden City Clipper"live is

j fully represented, including the
"

Califor-

nia Scotch Clipper," "Chilled" plows,

several sizes, sulky, gang and single plows,

i with
"

brake" arrangement for lifting the

Iplow out of the ground by horse-power,

land an attachment known as the "Tule

IPlow Bottom," an excellent thing for work

in "raw"lands.

Special attention is called to the
"

Furst

| & Bradley" chilled iron bottoms, which

j can be attached to the
"

Garden City Gang

1 Plows." The change can be made withno

I trouble or waste of time; allthat is neces-

i sary is to loosen two bolts, take off the

Isttel bottom, and use the chilled bottom in

the place of it. A gang plow can be ob-

Itamed with either steel or chilled bottom,

j or both, as farmers may desire.
Inhorse rakes, the "Furat & Bradley

"

ihand and self-dump, strong, durable and
simple, easily operated, cast-steel spring,

j tempered teeth, dumps by friction bands,

jhas twenty double coil teetli, each inde-

I pendent of the other. In cultivators there
are combined riding and walking cultiva-
tors, double and single shovel, suitable for
summer fallow, corn, vineyard or garden
work, adjustable for all widths and every

desirable depth of cut. In harrows the"
Friedeman

"
and "Scotch" aud others,

besides the celebrated
"

La Djw
"

jointed
pulverizing harrow, three sizes —two, three,

1 and four horses ; cuts, six, ten and fifteen
I feet wide. It is extensively used on the'

coast, and the demand constaatly increases.
> Itmust be seen to be appreciated.

In the harvesting machinery, the "Dctr-
ing Twine Binder

"
takes the lead. The

i sale of these machines during the past sea-
\u25a0\u25a0 son has proven that they are a success, cut-

| ting and binding the grain with twins and
! giving no trouble in the held.

The
"

Weyrich Header
"

is also instock,

iand so wellknown that we need not men-
ition its good qualities. It has a very large

sale, and gives entire satiiiictioo. The"
Wheeler & Melick

"
line of threshers are

represented, including
"

Wheeler's im-
proved vibrator, thresher and cleaner,"

Iwhich was first made in 1851, aud has been
!improved and perfected.

This line of railway threshers and powers

Iis worthy of consideration, especially by

the owners of small or medium-sized

| farms, -who need to be economical in hand-
ling their crops.

These small machines are in use all over

j the world 3mong the farmers withsmall or
\u25a0 medium-sized tracts, and are popular for

\ their great saving qualities.
Mr. Davis represents six of the leadiDg

jmanufacturers of agricultural implements

:in frhn United States. He is by far the
largest importer upon the Pacific coast in

his line ef goods. By actual inspection of

|his freight account we learn that he ob-
tained 111! ,jrloads of wagons, plows, head-

iera, harrows, etc., last ye»r, between Jan-

jnary Ist and December Ist. We do not

| suppose there is any one house which Le-
| gins to compare with him in this large re-

ceipt of his specialties. He may not make
j so many pretensions, or as glaring a show
!as some other bouses, but whtn one comes
! to figure up his annual sales, it is found
jthat he is in reality the principal whole-
jsaler of agricultural implement* in San

iFrancisco. He makes a specialty oforder-
ing in car load lots to the interior mer-
chants, and, as he acts as agent for the
manufacturers he represents, he is able to

offer them as lowfigures as other importers

Ipay for the same class of good3. The man-

ufacturers, through him, give the dealers
| the difference in price which other agricnlt-

!Ural implement importers add as their

profit. Such being the fact, farmers and

ranchers willfind it making considerable
difference in their favor to buy of those in-

!terior merchants who thus obtain their im-
plements, rather than of those who only

purchase in small quantities from other

E San Francisco merchants, aud thus bivothis
Idouble tax, or dealer's profit, as wellas the

additional freight and drayage charges,
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