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The Postmaster at Bible 
Hill.

BY ROBERT Y< LEE TOOMBS

Eroin Tbe ('o»mop«,llt«ii

CHAPTER IV.

One day a few we«ks previous to 
the night we saw the revenue of­
ficers eticaipped on Toe River, tvo 
citv men had applied to Parson 
Rak'-straw tor sUftirner board.

They were made welcome without 
i|Ue?ttWTtnd !nstrt!Te<l in the better 
<>f the two rooms the house afforded 
As there were but t so apartments,' 
there was. grammatically speaking, I 
no best ’•oom. In truth thev were 
simply very bad and worse.

The older one of these two SVn 
introduced himself as Henry Crow.
a news,taper man. He was writing 
up that section of the mountains 
for a magazine, and. besides a small 
valise and a portable phograph out 
fit used for making views and por 
traits to illustrate his articles, be 
carried no baggage or impediment 
whatever.

His companion was a mere youth, 
a real sweet girlish daintily dressed 
and heavily perfumed young fellow 
twentv odd years of age perhaps 
He carried a perfect mountain of 
luggage ns he termed it: an elegant 
new breech loading bird gun, a fin«* 
jointed fishing rod. the latest agony 
m gamebags, hunting suits, etc 
Hi* was dressed in loud contrast 
ii g colors and wore gold rimmed 
eyeglasses The word dude had 
not yet reached that far-back land, 
so th«- country people who bad n«*v 
ei sten so elegant a creature called 
him a stuck up fool without he.*i- 
tilling an instant fora better name 
Nor did they <>n better acquaintance 
ever think it worth while to reverse 
this hasty judgement

'.Muvi e the rich i oungsti r’ll take 
a notion to you, Vina.” said Mr. 
Rakestrnw while the newcomers 
were Retting ready for their first 
dinner "My ain’t he pnrty!"

"M >r n likely twill If the other 
as makes up to Vin sag. Iv re 
marked the old parson; “ti cm writ­
in’ fell ers are alters doin' somethin' 
cranky ami onex|>ected. | u e<| («« 
write songs mvself. vmi know”—

"\\e lovt d cm bother w«*||, Lorena, 
More than we ever <1.red to tell."

I lie guests entering at this jim.* 
lure dinner was served and afier 
Mr Rakestrnw invited his voting«-, 
guest—who had with a courtly low 
prt sented a slender snow white card 
bearing in intertwined script the 
name Charles Lawrence—to walk 
down to the mill Left to himself 
Mr Crow sat down to write and, at­
tracted by something gentle and 
tender in his face, little Caddie the 
gram! daughter before mentioned 
came in t<> entertain him and they 
were soon great friends

Meanwhile »he old parson and 
young Mr Lawrence were in earn- 
est conversation at the sprite; tin 
der the hill, and the vague name-, 
less terror that had so hmg hung 
over Mrs Gault a life waa assuming 
definite shape

Mis* Vina spent the nfternoon in 
a long sweet dream of the handsome 
girlish voting sportsman whose 
perfumed card alread lay in her 
treasury-box over the tintype of her 
long timed !ov»r Mr. Sam Rusbv 
After an early supper Mr Law­
rence and Vina went out for a walk 
ami half an hour later Vina return­
ed alone with lit mt ng face and 
tear-dimmed eyes and at once went

to bed without speaking to any­
one

.Mr. Crow, a soft voiced common­
placed man, never offended any- 

, body. He sat until late in the hall 
or passageway between the two 
rooms smoking a b.g pipe and con­
versing with the ¡»arson.

Little Cad Ue bad climbed upon 
his knee and gone into a deep trust­
ful sleep with her head against his 
breast. His delicious old brandy 
and mellow fine-cut smoking tobac­
co made the old parson’s eyes wa­
ter in pure enjovmert and strange 
Iv warmed his heart toward this 
sneaking sweet-mouthed spy as he 
secretly believed him to be............

Around the kitchen hearth the 
Rakestraw’s, father, mother and 
daughter, held a council of war. 
There he told the two woman of

a doomsday book to some of you 
fellows when the United States 
marshal gets it. He asked me yes­
terday to get some of the most pic­
turesque’ among you, to let him 
take your pictures. You d better 
watch him too for he can make em 
when you ain’t expecting it. He 
made me the other dav when I was 
a-runriing the old rooster out of the 
garden.”

.Mervous hands clutched long 
lighttriggered rifles and Henry 
Crow became a marked man. He 
made numerous pictures for \ ina 
however, and they seemed to re­
main friends. Little Caddie was 
was his great pet though, and her 
sweet round face and chubby figure 
was his favorite study ami appeal - 
in many of his pictures.

Mr Charles Lawrence was in the
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Mrs. Gault’s earlv misfortunes but meantime hunting and fishing in- 
did not reveal bis shire in her dustriously, ami was gathering 
wrongs That was more than he from these pastimes an immense 
dared confess to bis wife. amount of fun and malicious enjoy-

It was a strange trio: the old ment at the expense of the curious 
parson, with his llowinu gray beard and suspicious mountaineers who 
unkept white hair and loose coarse were not as yet in Parson Rake 
clothes, looked like a hear; his straw’s confidence.
wife’s h ad was covered with a 
great nightcap tied beneath her 
chin, beyond the hinges of which 
lu-r sharp nose and bulging eves 
alike projected; Vina tall, strong 
and muscular. her scant night dress 
«lisplaving the rounded symmetry 
of her great red strerght and beauty 
of person.

"All light pi," said Vina, as her 
father paused. "I can go to sleep 
now I have wanted a chance all 
mv life to get even with that hat« - 
fill Mamie Gault. And just think 
he didn’t tain «if anything else 
this ev« ning but .Miss Gault—Miss 
Gault—until I got so mad and sick 
1 left him to finish his walk by him 
self ’—Vina’s eyes fil’ed ami her 
voice broke—"but now we’ll see 
who gets him!"

"«She shall get him, Vina; that is 
why 1 brought him here; In- i- a 
thief and a blackguard at home. I 

I provided him with all this finery 
I < Iris brought with him ami got 
him to come here on purpose to 
marry Mamie Gault and bling all 
th« ir high he ids down into the 
dust

The women stared stupvllv in 
his t.icv unable to see how a simple 
m:s illiance would so ruin or htimil 
iate their hilled neighbors, until the 
ivi< ked old father concluded with 
this t««rrih|e disclosure:

He is Mrs Gault's stray young 
‘an—and Mamie's brother!"

"I 11 help you, pa, ' cried Vina in 
vindictive delight, and his wife and 
daughter embraced him enthusias­
tically again and again while little 
( addie, with wide open curious 
»•yes tb it gleamed prettily in the 
firelight, ¡wend from l>< m ath her 
coiiise coverlet wondering it, child 
ish fashion why they wanted Ma­
mie Gault to marry her brother 
Tln n she drowsalv rest led back to 
sleep ..gain determined to ask her 
new fiiend Mr Crow al out it to­
morrow

Mr Crow was a very quiet and 
studious man—reading, writing 
and smoking during the day and 
stndling out tor long walks along 
the lonesome country roads at 
night.

"He’s writing n look," Vina 
Rakestraw would tell visitors, with 
a queer rxprv—ion in In r < yes; and 
the gaunt roughl*eard«*d mountain 
c« r», with their long rilles and scare- 
crow clothes, would stare at him in 
open mouthed silly w nder until 
she added: "Anu it may l«e sort of

He soon discovered that for 
strangers around Bible Hill there 
were many eyes, and that one eye 
at least was everon hiai. General­
ly there were two except when one- 
eyed Sam Busby, Viiri’s discarded 
lov« r was watching. Beside the 
shaded streams, in lun«ly canons, 
on the mountains, along the high­
way someone was ever dogging his 
steps; dodging from tree to stone, 
from rock to bush or bramble clus 
ter, the spies followed him every 
hour in the day.

Mr. John Rakestraw was to a lim­
ited extent in liis father’s confi 
denee and trust« d the elegant 
stranger who often idled and fished 
•.■'«out his mill without reserve.

"Honest now. Mr. Lawrence,’' 
said John on-.* day in th ■ presence 
of several others, "you ain’t no rev 
eiitie man now, are vtitt?”

Law r« nee s answer w as so tea - 
suring that the voting miller that 
very afternoon introdne d him to 
a select company of moonshiners 
ami blockaders evt r on Lost Creek 
guaranteeing him to be nil right.

"I stands for him,” said John, 
ami so does pap ’

■ \es, said Sam Bushy, Vina’s 
one eyed ¡over, ‘ an’ you an’ him 11 
both be s >ir. for this trip. He 
wants to jail me I reckon, so’s In­
can get mv girl 'thout any trouble, 
an you tins is a helpin’ him. 1 s e 
your game."

All this time Mr Hei.rv Crow 
was busy every day in his room, 
writing, smoking and winning the 
affection of little Caddie She was 
a little heathen by nature ind lack 
of training, and an entir« Iv ot gi ai 
bud of the RakestraW variety, 
crossed outside the marriage ring 
with a more intelligent -Int no 
more moral stick Her n otl.er 
was dead, her father was an alt 
senlee tor prisma! reasons lest 
known to himself at.d the legal au 
th««riti<s

"Come, Caddie." said Mr. Co i 
late om aft. rm., n. ‘‘[ef- walk <!■> vn 
to the crossroads"—when th e 
*as a country st.He—"and get 
»««mething nice '

t addie, calling uy a vtaimi of 
s'ri,«ed candy ami china doiN r< d 
ilv assented, ami dotmit g her toPn 
straw hat walk. J gr.«w:y on iHwijc 
him. talking in a funny’«dd fish- 
iont-d was of a nuflibar of sniijcvte 
nt. 1 they were wtll awai f.-»«m th« 
gate; then:

(To be lOSTavt tl«.)
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Care for the Ailments of Man and
j-te.-ted pain reliever.

-« i: g almost universal by the Housewife, the Farr* • 
Raiser, and by every one requiring an 

liniment.
■ t! er application compares with it in efficacy, 

well-known remedy has stood the test of years, l. 
p-'nerations.

me chest :> complete without a bottle of Mrs: 
■ '.'1MEXT.

s arise for its use almost every day. 
; ;ists and dealers have it.
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