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It was the figure that had appeared to the Postmaster ;
the slight, erect, graceful form of a young woman mod-
ishly attired. It was Flip, but Flip made taller by the
lengthened skirt and clinging habiliments of fashion,
Flip freckled, but, through the cunning of a relief of yel-
low color in her gown, her piquant brown-shot face and
eyes brightened and intensified until she seemed like a
spicy odor made visible. T cannot affirm that the judg-
ment of Flip’s mysterious modistz was infallible, or that
the taste of Mr. Lance Harriott, her patron, was fastidi-
ous; enough that it was picturesque, and perhaps not
more glaring and extravagant than the color in which
Spring herself had once clothed the sere hillside where
Flip was now seated. The phantom mirror in the tree
fork caught and held her with the sky, the green leaves,
the sunlight and all the graciousness of her surroundings,
and the wind gently tossed her hair and the gay ribbons
of her gypsy hat. Suddenly she started. Some remote
sound in the trail below, inaudible to any ear less fine
than hers, arrested her breathing. She rose swiftly and
darted into cover.

Ten minutes passed. The sun was declining ; the
white fog was beginning to creep over the Coast Range.
From the edge of the wood Cinderella appeared, disen-
chanted, and in her homespun garments. The clock had
struck — the spell was past. As she disappeared down
the trail even the magic mirror, moved by the wind,
slipped from the tree - top to the ground, and became a
piece of common glass.

CHAPTER 1V.

THE events of the day had produced a remarkable 1m
pression on the facial aspect of the charcoal-burning

Fairley. Extraordinary processes of thought, ixclldlcegeti
by repeated rubbing of his forehead, ha?l pr;) uced 2
high light in the middle and a corresponding eepen;nb
of shadow at the sides, until it bore the appearance o da
perfect sphere. It was this foreh_ead that confronte
Flip reproachfully as became a dece1_ved comrade, menfac;
ingly as became an outraged parent in the presence o
third party and — a Postmaster.

“ Fine doin’s this, yer receivin’ clandecent‘ bund.les 3:nd
letters, eh ?” he began. Flip sent one swift, withering
look of contempt at the Postmaster, who at once becom-
ing invertebrate and groveling, mumbled that heh muls{tit
“get on ” to the Crossing, and rose to go. But the ot
man, who had counted on his presence for moral support,
and was clearly beginning to hate him for precipitating
this scene with his daughter, whom he feared, violently
protested. ; ;

“Sit down, can’t ye? Don’t you see you’re a wit-
ness ? ” he screamed hysterically. :

It was a fatal suggestion. * Witness,” repeated Flip,
SC?‘?'{:: }a witness! He gave ye letters and bundles.”

* Were n’t they directed to me ?” asked Flip.

“Yes,” said the Postmaster, hesitatingly ; “in course,
yes.” : :

“ Do you lay claim to them?” she said, turning (to her
father.

* No,” responded the old man.
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*“Do you?” sharply, to the Postmaster.

“No,” he replied.

“Then,” said Flip, coolly, “if you’re not claimin’ ’em
for yourself, and you hear father say they ain’t his, T
reckor the less you have to say about ’em the better.”

“Thar’s suthin’ in that,” said the old man, shamelessly
abandoning the Postmaster.

“Then why don’t she say who sent ’em, and what they
are like,” said the Postmaster, “if there’s nothing init?”

“ Yes,” echoed Dad. “ Flip, why don’t you?”

Without answering the direct question, Flip turned
upon her father.

“ Maybe you forget how you used to row and tear
round here because tramps and such like came to the
ranch for suthin’, and T gave it to ’em? Maybe you’ll
quit tearin’ round and letting yourself be made a fool of
now by that man, just because one of those tramps gets
up and sends us some presents back in turn ?”

“’Twas n’t me, Flip,” said the old man, deprecatingly,
but glaring at the astonished Postmaster. “’Twas n’t my
doin’. T allus said if you cast your bread on the waters
it would come back to you by return mail. The fact is,
the Gov’ment is getting too high-handed! Some o’ these
bloafed officials had better climb down before next leck-
shen.”

“Maybe,” continued Flip to her father, without looking
“at her discomfited visitor, “ ye’d better find out whether
one of those officials comes up to this yer ranch to steal
away a gal about my own size, or to get points about
diamond-making. I reckon he don’t travel round to find
out who writes all the letters that go through the Post
Office.” ‘

The Postmaster had seemingly miscalculated the old
man’s infirm temper, and the daughter’s skillful use of it.
He was unprepared for Elip’s boldness and audacity, and
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when he saw that both barrels of the accusation had
taken effect on the charcoal-burner, who was rising with
epileptic rage, he fairly turned and fled. The old man
would have followed him with objurgation beyond the
door, but for the restraining hand of Flip.

Baffled and beaten, nevertheless Fate was not wholly
unkind to the retreating suitor. Near the Gin and Gin-
ger Woods he picked up a letter which had fallen from
Flip’s packet. He recognized the writing, and did not
scruple to read it. It was not a love epistle;—at least,
not such a one as he would have written,— it did not
give the address nor the name of the correspondent ; but
he read the following with greedy eyes: —

“Perhaps i¢’s just as well that you don’t rig yourself
out for the benefit of those dead-beats at the Crossing,
or any tramp that might hang round the ranch. Keep
all your style for me when I come, I can’t tell you when,
it’s mighty uncertain before the rainy season. But I’m
coming soon. Don’t go back on your promise about let-
tin’ up on the tramps, and being a little more high-toned.
And don’t you give ’em so much. It’s true I sent you
hats fwice. 1 clean forgot all about the first; but 7
would n’t have given a ten-dollar hat to a nigger woman
who had a sick baby because I had an extra hat. I’d
have let that baby slide. I forgot to ask whether the
skirt is worn separately ; I must see that dressmaker
sharp about it ; but I think you’ll want something on be-
sides a jacket and skirt ; at least, it looks like it up here.
I don’t think you could manage a piano down there with-
out the old man knowing it, and raisin’ the devil generally.
I promised you 1’d let up on him. Mind you keep all
your promises to me. I’m glad you're gettin’ on with the
six-shooter ; tin cans are good at fifteen yards, but try it
on suthin’ that moves / I forgot to say that I am on the




32 Flp: A California Romance.

track of your big brother. It’s a three years’ old track,
and he was in Arizona. The friend who told me didn’t
expatiate much on what he did there, but I reckon they
had a high old time. If he’s above the earth I’ll find
him, you bet. The yerba buena and the southern wood
came all right, — they smelt like you. Say, Flip, do you
remember the Jzsf— the very lasf— thing that happened
when you said ‘good-by’ on the trail? Don’t let me
ever find out that you ’ve let anybody else kiss” —

But here the virtuous indignation of the Postmaster
found vent in an oath. He threw the letter away. He
retained of it only two facts, — Flip /%ad a brother who
Was missing ; she had a lover present in the flesh.

How much of the substance of this and previous let-
ters Flip had confided to her father T cannot say. If she
suppressed anything it was probably that which affected
Lance’s secret alone, and it was doubtful how much of
that she herself knew. In her own affairs she was frank
without being communicative, and never lost her shy ob-
stinacy even with her father. Governing the old man as
completely as she did, she appeared most embarrassed
when she was most dominant ; she had her own way with-
out lifting her voice or her eyes ; she seemed oppressed
by mauvaise hontz when she was most triumphant ; she
would end a discussion with a shy murmur addressed to
herself, or a single gesture of self-consciousness,

The disclosure of her strange relations with an -
known man, and the exchange of presents and confi-
dences, seemed to suddenly awake Fairley to a vague, un-
€asy sense of some unfulfilled duties as a parent. The
first effect of this on his weak nature was a peevish an-
tagonism to the cause of it. He had long, fretful mono-
logues on the vanity of diamond-making, if accompanied
with “pestering by “interlopers ;” on the wickedness
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of concealment and conspiracy, and .their effects on Cf:a.r'
coal-burning ; on the nurturing of spies and “adders ” in
the family circle, and on the sedltlou:sness of dark and
mysterious councils in which a gray-haired fat‘her was left
out. It was true that a word or loolk fron:m Flip generally
brought these monologues to an inglorious and_abrupt
termination, but they were none the less lugubrious as
long as they lasted. In time they were succeeded'b}c an
affectation of contrite apology and self - depreciation.
“Don’t go out o’ the way to ask the old man,” he \::o.u},ci
say, referring to the quantity of bacon to be orflered,’; 1‘t S
nat'ral a young gal should have her own adm'lsers: The
state of the flour-barrel would also produce a like self-
abasement. “Unless ye’re already in correspondence
about more flour, ye might take the opinion o: the first
tramp ye meet ez to whether Santa Cruz Mills is a good
brand, but don’t ask the old man.” If Flip was in con-
versation with the butcher, Fairley would obtrusively re-
tire with the hope “ he was n’t intrudin’ on their secrets.”

These phases of her father’s weakness were not fre-
quent enough to excite her alarm, but she co-uld not help
noticing they were accompanied with a seriousness un-
usual fo him. He began to be tremulously watchful of
her, returning often from work at an earlier hour, and
lingering by the cabin in the morning, He brought
absurd and useless presents for her, and presented them
with a nervous anxiety, poorly concealed by an assump-
tifn of careless, paternal generosity. “ Suthin’ I picked
up at the Crossin’ for ye to-day,” he would say, airily, and
retire to watch the effect of a pair of shoes two sizes too
large, or a fur cap in September. He would have hired
a cheap parlor organ for her, but for the apparently un-
expected revelation that she could n’t play. He had re-
ceived the news of a clue to his long-lost son withont
emotion, but lately he seemed to look upon it as a fore-
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gone conclusion, and one that necessarily solved the ques-
tion of companionship for Flip. “In course, when you ’ve
got your own flesh and blood with ye, ye can’t go foolin’
around with strangers.” These autumnal blossoms of
affection, I fear, came too late for any effect upon Flip,
precociously matured by her father’s indifference and
selfishness. But she was good-humored, and, seeing him
seriously concerned, gave him more of her time, even vis-
ited him in the sacred seclusion of the “diamond pit,?
and listened with far-off eyes to his fitful indictment of
all things outside his grimy laboratory. Much of this
patient indifference came with a capricious change in her
own habits ; she no longer indulged in the rehearsal of
dress, she packed away her most treasured garments, and
her leafy boudoir knew her no more. She sometimes
walked on the hillside, and often followed the trail she
had taken with Lance when she led him to the ranch.
She once or twice extended her walk to the spot where
she had parted from him, and as often came shyly away,
her eyes downcast and her face warm with color. Per-
haps because these experiences and some mysterious in-
stinct of maturing womanhood had left a story in her
eyes, which her two adorers, the Postmaster and the
butcher, read with passion, she became famous without
knowing it. Extravagant stories of her fascinations
brought strangers into the valley. The effect upon her
father may be imagined. Lance could not have desired
a more effective guardian than he proved to be in tHis
emergency. Those who had been told of this hidden
pearl were surprised to find it so jealously protected,
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CHAPTER V.

Tue long, parched summer had drawn to its dlfsty
close. Much of it was already blown abro'ad and dissi-
pated on trail and turnpike, or crackled in harsl‘l, unc-1
elastic fibres on hillside and meadow. Some of it ha
disappeared in the palpable smoke by day and fiery cretsli;:
by night of burning forests. T%]e besieging fogs on
Coast Range daily thinned their hosts, and at-last van-
ished. The wind changed from northwest to southwest.
The salt breath of the sea was on the summit. And then
one day the staring, unchanged sky was faintly tot'lched
with remote mysterious clouds, and grew tremulous in ex-
pression. The next morning dawned upon a newer face
in the heavens, on changed woods, on altered outlm.es', on
vanished crests, on forgotten distances. It was raining!

Four weeks of this change, with broken spaces of sun-
light and intense blue aerial islands, and then a storm set
in. -All day the summit pines and redwoods rocked in
the blast. At times the onset of the rain s:e.emed to ‘t.:e
held back by the fury of the gale, or was visibly seen in
sharp waves on the hillside. Unknown and concealed
watercourses suddenly overflowed the trails, pools became
lakes and brooks rivers. Hidden from the storm, 'fhe
sylvan silence of sheltered valleys was broken by the im-
petuous rush of waters; even the tiny streamlet that
traversed Flip’s refreat in the Gin and Ginger Woods be-
came a cascade.

The storm drove Fairley from his couch early. The
falling of a large tree across the trail, and the sudden
overflow of a small stream beside it, hastened his steps.




