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postman left a letter in his box.
It was the first he had received
for months, except bank notices
and bills. It was addressed to
him in a delicate, feminine writ-
ing, and inside he read:

"Dear Friend: I got your let-

ter, but you didn't say how you
liked the peaches." -

That was the beginning of a
correspondence, and it brought a
new happiness into old Rogers'
heart. He began to realize what
he had missed in the manner
merely of human intimacy during
all those years. He became con-

fidential, and Lucy answered him
in the same spirit. He told her
of his life, his plans, his dreams.
And promptly with the post came
Lucy's answer.

But one thing old Rogers had
not found courage to tell. He had
not told her that he was fifty. For
he knew that the romance would
be shattered. People thought a
man of fifty could not love the
fools! Old Rogers had never
been in love with much beyond
his schemes, but there was some-
thing in the ingenuous simplicity
and sweetness of the unknown
girl in Egan that lifted him above
the selfishness of his aims and
life.

And as the letters increased,
and he found in this unknown
correspondent all that he had ever
hoped to find in any woman, he
regretted his lost and wasted life
more and more bitterly. But he
never dared to tell her that he
was a middle-age- d man, close
upon the turning point of life,
5vhen the hill is climbed and the
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descent begins.
He had asked ,for her photo-

graph, but she had not sent it,
nor alluded to the matter again.
And then old Rogers dared to
hope that she might be homely- -

perhaps she was scarred or maim- -
ed, so that he might after all take
her and shield her from the world
and its cruelty.

Slowly, very slowly, old Rog-
ers hammered out his purpose1.
He was resolved to put all selfish
thoughts aside. He would let her
go, let the correspondence cease.
But when he came to die the girl
in Egan would find that she had
fallen heir to all his money. And
he would work like a madman all
his days to accumulate a fortune
for 'her.' So he ceased to answer

' -her.
She wrote less often. But ond

day came a despairing note in
which she confessed something
perilously like love. And then
old Rogers knew that he had no
alternative. So he wrote back,
a wild letter such as he would not
have been capable of a year be-

fore, in which he told her. He
told her that he was an elderly
man, that he loved her with all
his heart, but had not courage to
ask her to be his wife. And so
their correspondence must cease. v
and because he had been a fool
and a coward he would suffer iri
remembering her all the rest of
his days. ,

Then a week passed, and then
her answer came.' It was a little y
note, the shortest that she had
ever written him except the .first

Itime, and it said simplyj ;
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