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The Lord does not look at the things man looks at. Man looks 

at the outward appearance but the Lord looks at the heart.

1 Samuel 16:7 (niv)
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Dr. Graves sank into the leather-upholstered desk chair. The early 

spring air was brisk on his stroll home from the Harvard Divinity 

School campus after a long and tiring day. Arguing theology with 

young, adamant, closed-minded divinity students became more 

and more exhausting these days. Pastoring seemed easy in com-

parison. Though pastoring hours were longer, at least one knew 

what good or ill had been accomplished at the end of each day. 

Teaching young theologians was much riskier. Who knew what 

each student might do in a church setting or on the mission field? 

Dr. Graves prayed that he not be held accountable for their brash-

ness and arrogance after leaving school.

Dr. Graves pulled from his pocket the two letters the post-

master had handed him on his stroll home. He placed them side 

by side on the desk. One return address hailed from north Boston. 

The feminine hand proclaimed that the writer was his goddaugh-

ter, Angelina. He smiled at the thought of her.

“A lovely young lady,” he said to the flickering gas lamps on 

the wall. The second return address was St. Joseph, Missouri. The 

big, bold hand announced regards from “The Reverend Jonathan 

Thomson of First Church, St. Joseph.”

“Jonathan was always quite formal.” He chuckled to himself. 

Jonathan had been one of his favorite students, a serious young 
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Mama told me yesterday of a trust fund she had set up 

long ago with you as the guardian. I know you have safely 

and wisely invested the money. I plan to come to your 

home on Tuesday, the twenty-first, to arrange the transfer 

of the funds to my own account at Mr. Anderson’s Bank 

of Boston.

Business aside, I want to thank you for your love dur-

ing these eighteen years. Most of all I thank you for the 

religious training you provided, which led to my salvation 

in Jesus Christ. I trust that as I venture into a new world 

that He will guide me and provide for me a place where I 

can find human love and a proper home.

I look forward to seeing you on Tuesday. Give my love 

to Aunt Agatha as well.

Love in Christ,

Angelina

Dr. Graves looked at the April calendar on the wall. He marked 

the dates on the calendar. Angelina’s birthday was on the twenty-

eighth. Her visit would take place on the twenty-first. She surely 

knew how to handle money. The funds could be transferred easily 

on her birthday once the paperwork was complete. Today was the 

fourteenth. Only a week would pass before her visit. He’d have a 

week to pray and consider his advice to her. Perhaps New York 

City or Philadelphia would be good choices. She would have liked 

Richmond or Charleston if it hadn’t been for that foolish war. 

Reconstruction was not much of a success in the South after all. 

The Lord would know the best plan. Dr. Graves knew to leave it 

up to Him.

Carefully setting Angelina’s letter aside for Agatha to read 

later, he slit open Jonathan Thomson’s letter. His powerful pen 

strokes jumped from the pages.

man who had graduated just one term ago. “Another very stub-

born, brilliant theology student.”

“Which to open first?” he said.

Angelina won out as always. She was very special to him. 

From the time Madalaine Mercy had brought her to him for con-

secration and asked him to be her godfather, Angelina had held a 

piece of his heart. Angelina had been the daughter he had never 

had. This was one chance when Dr. Benjamin Graves had been 

able to affect one life to the good. Without a named father, raised 

in her mother’s house of ill-repute, Angelina had turned into a 

butterfly. She was a beautiful, young Christian lady; a tall dark-

haired angel on Earth. How he loved her, despite her family tree 

and circumstances of birth!

As Angelina’s legal guardian, Dr. Graves also handled her 

growing trust funds, one set up by her mother and one set up 

by an Italian sea captain who claimed to be her father. It both-

ered him sometimes, handling the money Madalaine provided for 

the fund from her brothel. He rationalized that the money would 

go to a worthwhile cause when put into Angelina’s hands on her 

eighteenth birthday in two weeks. The sea captain at least made 

his money honestly.

He turned the envelope over and broke the wax seal. The 

pages crackled as he opened the sheets to read.

Dear Dr. Ben:

As I’m sure you are aware, my eighteenth birthday will 

arrive in just over two weeks. As you also know, I am no 

longer living at Mama’s due to the unfortunate incident of 

a year ago. I hope to move to a place where no one would 

know of my past and could accept me as myself and not 

as Madalaine Mercy’s daughter. Could you pray on the 

matter of a place where I could go?
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Dr. Graves strode to the study door quickly and opened it. He 

found his small, gray-haired wife there.

“I’m fine, Agatha,” assured Dr. Graves. “I’ve merely had some 

astounding news from one of my former students.”

He looked down at this gentle woman who had been his wife 

for these twenty-five years. Her brow furrowed in worry. His smile 

at her brought a smile to her lips, and they kissed.

“Dinner will be served shortly, Ben,” she finally replied, when 

it became obvious that he would tell her no more. It had been 

this way when he was a pastor. She knew not to ask any more 

questions.

“I’ve had a note from Angelina as well,” he told her with antici-

pation of her delight. “She sends her love to you too. She’ll be here 

a week hence to transact some business related to her eighteenth 

birthday. We must celebrate with her while she is here.”

“How lovely, dear,” replied Mrs. Graves with enthusiasm.

“Not nearly as lovely as you are to me, my love,” Dr. Graves 

replied affectionately. “I’ll be to the table shortly.”

He watched her go with a twinkle in his eye. No, God did 

not intend us to merely have a companion and correct her vices, he 

thought. What utter nonsense!

He closed the door, righted the chair, and picked up the letter 

from Jonathan he had tossed to the floor in his outrage. He com-

pleted reading the lines swiftly so as not the be late to his dinner 

date with his dear wife.

And so, Dr. Graves, that is how it fares so far. I attempt to 

seek out the sinners and share with them the fear of God 

and hell so necessary to their salvation, and I hope to have 

found a suitable helpmate for my ministry in St. Joe. If 

you have suggestions, I am open to your insights into the 

ministry of a pastor. If you are ever in the Midwest, please 

feel free to stop in and see me.

Dear Dr. Graves,

I wanted to let you know what the Lord has made of me 

so far. As you know, First Church, St. Joseph, has called 

me to their gospel ministry. I serve a faithful congregation 

of townsfolk, ranchers, and farmers.

Unfortunately, sin abounds here on this western edge 

of civilization, with all those who pass through town 

heading west. I continue to hold the light of Christ high 

in this ever-growing part of the country.

Dr. Graves frowned and shook his head. Yes, Jonathan was a bril-

liant theologian, but had he not grasped the perspective of the 

entire Scripture? Could he still see the love of God for these sin-

ners? What kind of theology saw only the responsibility of show-

ing sinners God’s purity without also showing them His love for 

them? Dr. Graves sighed deeply. It was just this kind of thing he 

feared day after day in the classroom. He continued to read:

I am anticipating the bonds of matrimony after a proper 

and suitable courtship. The woman in question is a Miss 

Alice Bardsley. She is pretty, after a fashion. She is com-

panionable enough and persistant in her affections. Her 

father is influential in St. Joe, and, therefore, a marriage 

to her could bring some of the stragglers into the church 

through the family’s influence. She seems to have a few 

vices, gossip, and flirtatiousness among them. Marriage 

would do much to tame her in these areas.

Dr. Graves stood bolt upright, the chair crashing to the floor.

“What!” he bellowed. “What kind of a marriage is that?”

“Ben!” A female voice shouted from the other side of the 

closed study door. “Are you all right, dear?”
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He blinked and imagined the West he’d read about in the 

news. He pictured the tall, blond man he knew Jonathan to be, 

serving in the wilderness, alone.

Then could it be the providence of God that has placed the lives of 

these two young people into my hands? Surely God does work in mys-

terious ways when He answers prayer, he reminded himself. I have 

often prayed for these two young people.

With that thought, Dr. Graves crossed the room to the desk 

and prayed silently for a moment in the leather chair. Finally, he 

pulled two sheets of stationery, the ink bottle, and a pen from the 

top drawer of the desk and began to compose two letters.

I am ever so grateful for the instruction you gave me as 

my mentor and look forward to being of assistance to you 

in any way humanly possible.

Your humble servant,

Reverend Jonathan Thomson

How alone that young man has been, he thought. Going to sea at 

fourteen after his parents’ death and coming to divinity school after 

injury during that confounded war. He was then the oldest in a class 

of young college and divinity students. If only he had someone special 

to love and care for him, Dr. Graves pondered. Marriage to someone 

special would make him a better pastor too.

The germ of thought fermented in the mind of Dr. Benjamin 

Graves at that moment. The inspiration grew. But would it be 

ethical?

“Ben!” Agatha called from the downstairs foyer. “Dinner’s on!”

Taking another look at the two letters on his desk, he con-

signed the idea to after-dinner reflection and went downstairs to 

the meal.

 

Following dinner, Dr. Graves returned to the study. He quickly 

reread each of the letters.

Could it be a coincidence that they arrived on the same day? he 

reflected. No, I don’t believe in coincidence; only God incidents.

Dr. Graves strode to the window and looked out at the lights 

of Boston in the distance. He pictured Angelina hard at work on 

the accounts at Martino’s General Store. In his mind’s eye, he saw 

her twinkling sapphire eyes and her long midnight hair as she 

used the brilliant mind God had given her.
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Early sunlight glimmers peeked through the parsonage win-

dow, awakening the Reverend Jonathan Thomson as it did 

every morning.

“Thank you, Lord, for another day to serve you,” he prayed 

with cheerfulness.

The pastor of First Church, St. Joseph, Missouri, rose from 

his bed. He stretched and bent to relieve the creaks and stiffness 

of yet another night of compacting his too-tall frame on the too-

short brass bed. Satisfied that his joints all operated properly, he 

arranged the covers in precise movements. Retrieving a dropped 

sock from the floor, he frowned at his own lapse in orderliness.

His large hands dipped into the water in the washstand bowl. 

The sunburn he’d received the day before welcomed the cool 

splash. The smell of shaving soap heralded another day as he 

peered into the shaving mirror he had received as a graduation 

gift from Dr. Graves, his mentor at Harvard.

“Remember, Jonathan, the importance of looking yourself in 

the mirror each and every day,” Dr. Graves had said on its presen-

tation. “The best advice I can give you now is to test yourself each 

morning. If you can no longer look yourself in the mirror, you 
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“Greet the train at three thirty this afternoon. Ask Jedadiah 

to carry Miss Mercy’s things to Crabtree’s. Show Miss Mercy the 

town. Dinner at the Bardsleys’ with Miss Mercy at seven tomor-

row evening.”

He quickly scribbled “Visit with Todd Valentine concerning 

his mother’s illness” and “Check roses for aphids.”

Pulling his coat from the rack, he caught sight of the tintype 

of Alice Bardsley. Her petite face, with its mocking smile, stared 

back at him. How right Dr. Graves had been about Alice, even 

all the way from Boston. Hot blood rushed to his already red face 

when he thought of Dr. Graves’s chastisement.

“Never marry any woman in the hopes of changing her, Jona-

than,” the note had read. “Only marry the woman the Lord pro-

vides. You’ll know her as soon as the Lord introduces you to her. 

Before she is the pastor’s wife for the community, she must first be 

your wife. Don’t forget to love her.”

Thoughts of marrying Alice ended after Dr. Graves’s note had 

arrived. He reached for the tintype and turned it facedown in the 

top drawer. That same note had told of Dr. Graves’s ward, Ange-

lina Mercy, and her plan to relocate to St. Joe. Dr. Graves had 

solemnly charged him with caring for her in his stead. Jonathan 

gladly agreed.

He pulled his jacket on, removed imaginary lint from the 

sleeve, and set out to the rose garden in the churchyard. After 

inspecting the roses for insects and blight, he strode off to his 

quiet place beside the river to commune with the Lord and read 

Scripture.

The sun was higher in the sky by the time Jonathan had 

returned to town, following his quiet time and his visit with Todd 

and his mother.

“‘Morning, preacher,” muttered the crusty Mr. Crabtree. “Your 

young lady bookkeeper due in today?”

need to get right with another person, with God, or, more than 

likely, with both.”

Each morning Jonathan remembered Dr. Graves’s words. 

Jonathan carefully avoided the need to test the mirror by recon-

ciling all his relationships before nightfall. This morning was no 

different, as he used his straight razor to meticulously shave his 

ruddy face.

Jonathan winced as he pulled on the crisply pressed, white 

linen shirt over his broad sunburned back. The collar scratched 

the tender skin on the back of his neck. Frowning, he loosened the 

collar and tied his tie loosely.

“I knew I shouldn’t have removed my shirt while up on the 

Greenes’s roof yesterday,” he said aloud to the man in the shav-

ing mirror. “Thank you, Lord, for giving me strength to actively 

participate in these kinds of projects.”

He remembered many other younger divinity students who 

would have watched from the shade of the nearest tree and 

recalled the gratitude of the new farmer for the community’s help 

in completing his young family’s home.

He took another look in the mirror, combing back the tousled, 

golden hair.

“Yes, definitely time to visit Henry before Miss Mercy arrives 

today,” he announced to the mirror before storing it carefully in 

its soft pouch.

He picked up the list from the dresser and quickly added 

“Barber” to the list of jobs to complete.

“Job and living quarters for Miss Mercy, check,” read Jona-

than aloud. “Better check with Mr. Crabtree anyway to be sure he 

hasn’t changed his mind about that bookkeeping job at the store 

and the living arrangements.” He added “Crabtree’s” to the grow-

ing list.
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a woman has no place in the West without a suitable escort. I’m 

merely protector and provider until she’s settled in.”

“What’s her name again?”

“Angelina Mercy. She arrives today on the three thirty train.”

 

By three twenty-five, Jonathan had arrived at the train station. He 

glanced at his pocket watch and looked at the eastern horizon.

“You don’t really expect the train to be on time, do you, 

Preacher?” called a voice from the opposite end of the platform.

“Jedadiah Johnson,” called Jonathan. “I knew I could count 

on you to remember Miss Mercy’s arrival. Thanks for your strong 

back.”

“Preacher, you could’ve hauled that trunk to Crabtree’s your-

self if you’d worn work clothes instead of fancy preaching duds. 

I’d be happy to escort Miss Mercy around town for you. Any new 

woman in St. Joe is interesting to me.”

“No, Jed, that pleasure’s all mine. Guess we’ll have a wait until 

she’s here.”

“That’s right,” confirmed the depot master. “The train is late 

again. Hope there’s been no outlaw trouble.”

Jonathan settled his tall frame onto the bench next to Jeda-

diah. Under the shade from the blistering June sun, they shared 

the Gazette as they waited companionably for the train.

 

“Three thirty-five!” Angelina snapped the watch closed. “I hope 

Reverend Thomson isn’t annoyed at the train being late.”

She smoothed the black, curling tendrils back into place from 

her damp face. A glance out the dusty window revealed no major 

Skepticism was second nature to Mr. Crabtree, noted Jonathan. 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Crabtree. Are your room and job still available for 

Miss Mercy?”

“For a trial basis, they are,” he reminded Jonathan of the terms 

of their agreement. “Like an apple and a Gazette, Preacher?”

Jonathan pulled coins from his pocket and purchased the 

apple and the daily paper, his usual fare.

“She’ll be here this afternoon.”

The bell announced his exit.

“Check.” He marked his list.

“Good morning, Pastor,” said Henry from behind the barber’s 

chair. “Time for another trim?”

“Yes, sir, Henry.” Jonathan removed his coat and carefully 

hung it on a hook near the door. “Just needs a little off around the 

edges.”

“No one in town cares as much about the look of their hair 

as you do, Pastor. You’re good for business, but you never let me 

shave you. You know, it wouldn’t cost you any more.”

“Henry, a man ought to be able to look in the mirror and do 

some jobs for himself. I’m just not handy with scissors, though.” 

Jonathan laughed, as he thought about Dr. Graves’s advice again. 

“The Lord’s servant represents Him. The way I look may affect 

the way His people view God.”

“Well, I never saw a preacher with muscles like a farmhand 

before,” replied Henry. “But it’s easier to picture the power of the 

Almighty that way.”

They both laughed as Henry began the trim.

“Remind me of this lady you’re babysitting for that professor 

of yours,” commented Henry.

“She’s his ward, and she’s coming here to start a new life for 

herself,” replied Jonathan. “I’m not babysitting, Henry. You know 
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For emergency use only, she reminded herself. I’ll make it on my own 

without Mama’s tainted money or Captain Michael’s generosity.

Fourth, she pulled her well-worn Bible from the bag.

Lord, help me to begin a new life without the encumbrances of 

Mama’s past, she prayed. Help me find Christian friends, protection 

from the nightmares of the past, and love from a good Christian man. 

Let this be my place. Help me find a way to serve You there.

She began to read the familiar pages to pass the time. So 

involved was she that when the engineer blew a long series of 

whistles to announce their arrival in St. Joseph, she started. From 

the window she could see the beginnings of a town.

It certainly doesn’t rival Chicago, thought Angelina ruefully.

Chicago reminded her of Boston with its lakefront activity 

and many shops and businesses. People bustled about in Chicago. 

It seemed like home. St. Joe looked like a boomtown in the wil-

derness by comparison.

The train screeched into the station at four thirty, according 

to Angelina’s timepiece.

A whole hour late. She sighed. Reverend Thomson had prob-

ably left by now.

The older lady struggled to be first from the coach, blocking 

her view of the depot.

“Good afternoon,” a deep voice said as the lady received help 

down the steps.

The lady grunted to the man who slowly came into view. 

Angelina caught her breath at his height, obvious strength, impec-

cable dress, and sheer beauty.

I’ll have to find out who this man is soon, she noted, as she waited 

her turn to disembark.

The man frowned slightly.

“Are these all your passengers, sir?” he asked the conductor.

“No, sir,” answered Angelina.

change in the landscape since Hannibal that morning. Small towns 

and stops at Monroe City, Brookfield, and Chillicothe broke up 

the early grain fields of green. Her gold earrings sparkled in the 

summer sunlight and danced to the rhythm of the bumpy ride. 

She rearranged her dusty skirts.

“Excuse me,” she said to the older lady beside her. “I’m terribly 

tired of this train, aren’t you?”

The lady only grunted an answer. Angelina fell back into her 

own thoughts. She pulled her bag closer to her and examined the 

contents once more.

First, she drew out her most recent letter from Dr. Ben.

“Reverend Jonathan Thomson of St. Joe Church has agreed to 

find employment and lodging for you in St. Joseph, Missouri. As 

a former student of mine, I think you’ll find him admirable and of 

good character. You can trust him, Angelina. He shares your love 

for the sea. Before divinity school, he spent a term in the Union 

navy. He’s not your average young pastor.”

Dr. Ben’s word was as good as gospel, she thought.

Second, she drew out a letter from the reverend himself.

“Dr. Graves informed me of your bookkeeping and retailing 

experience,” wrote Rev. Thomson. “I have procured a trial position 

for you at Crabtree’s General Store. His back room is available to 

you as long as you hold the job. I’ll be on the platform when the 

train arrives unless the Lord’s work pulls me away. If I cannot 

be there, count on Jedadiah Johnson to meet you. Nevertheless, 

I’ll be at your service as long as you need assistance in becoming 

acclimated to St. Joe.”

How efficient, thought Angelina. I wonder how I’ll know either 

one of them when I see them.

Third, she pulled her bank books from the bag and examined 

the sizable balances and letter of credit from the Bank of Boston. 
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“What kind of name is that?” asked Jedadiah playfully. 

“Sounds foreign.”

“My mother is Italian,” she replied. “It means ‘little angel.’“

“Has she seen you lately?” said Jedadiah with a laugh. “I’m six 

foot tall and you’re nearly as tall as me. The angel part, though, I 

can figure.”

Jonathan tensed, waiting for her reaction to Jed’s rudeness. He 

relaxed when she laughed with Jed.

“Miss Mercy,” called the baggage man, “is this your trunk?”

“Yes, sir,” she called back. “Please release it into Mr. Johnson’s 

care.” She turned back to Jedadiah and said, “Thank you for your 

refreshing honesty and your willingness to haul my belongings. 

Let me know if I can ever help you with something.”

“Preacher,” Jedadiah said with exaggeration, “I’m in love. Keep 

all other comers away as you show her the town. I’ll haul her trunk 

anywhere, even to the Johnson ranch, if she’ll let me.”

“She’s my responsibility first, Jed,” Jonathan replied playfully. 

Taking her arm in his, he said, “Let me show you north St. Joseph, 

Angelina, and buy you dinner at our best hotel.”

 

By the time they had eaten dinner and arrived at Crabtree’s Gen-

eral Store, Angelina had no idea who anyone was or what their 

names were. Finally, she saw someone she recognized lounging on 

Crabtree’s porch.

“Thank you again, Jedadiah, for bringing my trunk here,” 

she said.

“Lovely lady,” replied the man on the porch, “I’d do anything 

for you. Just tell me your name, and I’ll tell you mine.”

Confused, she gripped Jonathan’s arm a little tighter.

“Jonathan, isn’t this Jedadiah?” she asked quietly.

Her long legs felt wobbly after sitting for so long. She missed 

the first step, and her bag tumbled to the platform as she fell. 

The handsome man caught her and placed her gently onto the 

platform.

His strong arms and gentle touch sent a shock through her all 

the way to her toes.

“Let me help you, ma’am,” replied the man as he gathered the 

contents of her bag that had spilled.

As he stood and handed her the bag, she noticed he was still 

taller than she. That wasn’t true with most men. She looked up 

into his deep blue eyes, questioning.

“Reverend Thomson, ma’am,” Jonathan answered the unspo-

ken question of the lovely woman. “You must be Angelina Mercy.”

“Yes, Reverend,” stammered Angelina. “I am.”

She took the offered bag with embarrassment. He looked at 

her and grinned a lopsided smile.

“Call me Jonathan,” he said. “I’m sure Dr. Graves wouldn’t 

mind.”

“Good afternoon, ma’am,” called a young man’s voice. “I’m 

Jedadiah Johnson. I’ll take your trunk to Crabtree’s in my wagon.”

Angelina saw that the voice belonged to a good-looking man 

with a deep rancher’s tan. His Stetson perched cockily on his dark 

hair. She looked him straight in the eye, noting that he was as tall 

as she and perhaps a year or so older.

“Miss Mercy,” said Jonathan, “Jedadiah Johnson. Jed, meet 

Angelina Mercy of Boston.”

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am.” He swept his Stetson from its 

perch as he took her hand and kissed it graciously. “If I can show 

you any of St. Joe, just let me know.” He grinned at Jonathan.

“Thank you, Jedadiah,” she replied with a laugh. “I will cer-

tainly call on you.” Her smile lit up the prairie as her gold earrings 

danced in the bright afternoon sun. “Please call me Angelina.”
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Laughter ended abruptly as the threesome came face to face with 

a grisly-looking man.

“Mr. Crabtree,” greeted Jonathan. He extended his hand. The 

older man took it grudgingly, for the shortest time possible.

“Is this my employee you’ve finally brought by?” he inquired 

gruffly. “Jedadiah brought her trunk by hours ago, unlike this loi-

terer on my stoop.” He gestured toward Joshua with disgust.

“I told you I was the incorrigible one,” whispered Joshua in 

Angelina’s ear.

She giggled despite herself. “Angelina Mercy, sir,” she intro-

duced herself to cover her slip and extended her hand.

“The job is temporary. I hope the pastor explained that to 

you. I refuse to hire anyone without a trial period. You can use the 

room behind the store as long as I employ you. The room has its 

own cookstove and an entrance onto the alley in back. I require 

bookkeeping as well as clerking from time to time. Inventory is 

required by tomorrow night. You can start work in the morning. 

The store opens at nine and closes at six. Be up and dressed in 

time to unlock the door. Mrs. Crabtree and I live upstairs if you 

require anything more.”

“Angelina, meet Joshua Johnson,” Jonathan said. “Joshua, 

Angelina Mercy.”

Joshua stood and bowed flamboyantly. “At your service. No 

doubt you’ve already met my brother. Yes, we’re twins. He’s older 

and more responsible; I’m younger and incorrigible. People have 

no trouble telling us apart.”

Angelina sighed. “Jonathan, I think I’ve met too many people 

for one day. They’re beginning to look alike.”

The threesome entered Crabtree’s, laughing. 
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pocket of the trunk. Locking the clasp, she slipped the key onto a 

silver chain that hung around her neck.

Satisfied with her housekeeping, she sat back onto the bed and 

brushed her midnight hair with the silver brush until it glowed. 

With swift, adept movements, she twisted and twirled her silken, 

long hair into a high French-braided twist and fastened it with a 

comb. She then withdrew the Bible to spend time with the Lord 

on this first day in St. Joe.

“Lord, continue to bless me. Help me to make the right 

impression on the townspeople I meet today. Make me into your 

servant. Thank you for Jonathan and the Johnson twins.”

Angelina entered the store through the inner door from her room. 

She inhaled the familiar general store aroma of cinnamon and 

lemon mingled with lamp oil and wheel grease. Brightly colored 

candy waited for children in clean, clear jars. Flour, sugar, crack-

ers, and pickles stood in huge barrels on the floor. A cheese wheel 

sat on the counter. Jerky hung from the ceiling. Vibrant bolts of 

fabric lined one wall. Lace, ribbon, and other notions decorated 

the shelf below the fabric.

The store looked and smelled like Martino’s in Boston. It felt 

like home.

At nine o’clock sharp, she unlocked Crabtree’s front door.

Curious women immediately confronted her as they rushed 

into the store.

“Hello, I’m Angelina Mercy,” she said. “How can I help you?”

She heard Mr. Crabtree creak down the stairs. At least she 

wasn’t alone.

“Hi, I’m Mrs. Johnson, Jed and Josh’s mother.” The short, 

portly woman looked nothing like her tall, handsome twin sons. 

Angelina’s mouth gaped open as Mr. Crabtree marched to the 

stairway behind the counter and ascended the stairs.

“Oh, and one more thing. Keep a strict curfew. You should 

always be in the store by nine in the evening. I frown on sleepy 

employees.”

“And on everyone else, it seems,” was her curt reply after he 

left. “Or is it just me?”

“No, ma’am,” assured Joshua Johnson. “He always frowns on 

me. But he loves my brother Jed. Jed sometimes makes deliveries 

for him for credit on the Johnson account.”

“I hope this works out, Angelina,” Jonathan said. “Let me 

know if you need anything.” He showed her the door to her room. 

“Sleep well and spend tomorrow settling in. I’ll pick you up at six 

thirty for dinner at the Bardsleys’ tomorrow evening.”

“Thank you, Jonathan, for all your help.” She smiled a daz-

zling smile. Her gold earrings caught the lamp glow, adding spar-

kle to her sapphire eyes.

Jonathan’s heart skipped a beat as he kissed her hand and 

turned to go.

 

Angelina awakened early, excited by the new day ahead. She 

opened her trunk and sorted through the clothing and belong-

ings. She placed cotton nightgowns and lingerie in the second 

drawer of the nightstand beside the bed. She slipped her worn 

Bible into the top drawer with her combs and brushes. The rest of 

her clothing hung in the wardrobe on the far wall. Folded fabric 

and lace that her mother and Captain Michael sent with her she 

placed at the bottom of the trunk. She withdrew the letters and 

bankbooks from her traveling bag and slipped them into a hidden 
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Jonathan pulled away from her grasp and turned, blushing, to 

face Angelina.

“Angelina, meet Alice Bardsley. Alice, Angelina Mercy.”

“Pleased to finally meet you. Jonathan’s told us so much about 

you. I look forward to dining with you this evening. Come, Jona-

than, let’s walk together and see where that takes us.”

“Alice,” he whispered, “Please stop making these scenes. We 

have nothing to talk about except your walk with Christ.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Jonathan,” she said. “I keep forgetting it’s 

our little secret. Ta-ta.” With a slight wave, Alice whisked out of 

the store.

“She’s so exasperating,” commented a female voice.

A not-too-plump, brown-haired girl stood behind Jonathan. 

She flicked her brown braid over her shoulder, her brown eyes 

flashing.

“Always, Sarah, always,” replied Jonathan with a sigh. “I need 

to go now, Angelina, but I’ll be back at six thirty.”

Gazette in hand, he exited the store. Sarah grinned at Angelina.

“What a handsome guy, huh? I’m Sarah Jones.”

“Let me think, your mother was in here earlier for an onion, 

right?”

“A stupid purchase. Mom raises onions in her garden. Prob-

ably has a million of them in the cellar. Everyone in town is deter-

mined to find out for themselves whether Alice was right or not.”

“Alice? Right about me? She barely even looked at me.”

The pretty, rounded girl gave her a look of disbelief.

“Listen, Angie, don’t be naive. She’ll get you then. She’s been 

saying the worst things about you for months. Ever since Jona-

than let us know you were coming, she’s been spreading interest-

ing stories about you. Don’t ever let your guard down around her.”

“Why would she do that when she doesn’t even know me?”

“Jedadiah said I must meet you. He’s smitten with you already. To 

hear Josh and him speak, you’re an angel from heaven. I see what 

they mean. I’d like a spool of thread and a needle.”

Angelina blushed and realized she had no idea where any-

thing was. “What color thread do you need, Mrs. Johnson?”

“Oh, any color will do. I mean, white, please.”

Mr. Crabtree showed her the needlework supplies, and Ange-

lina sold her a spool of white thread and a plated needle.

The next woman refused Mr. Crabtree’s help until Mrs. John-

son had finished.

“Hello, I’m Mrs. Jones. My husband’s the sheriff. I need  

an onion.”

The plain-faced woman blushed at her small purchase as 

Angelina rang it up.

And so it went all day. It seemed that every woman in St. 

Joseph needed the smallest of purchases today. Each introduced 

herself and took a good look at St. Joe’s newest resident.

By noon, inventory had barely begun. Jonathan Thomson 

entered the store.

“Mr. Crabtree, have you saved me a Gazette?” he asked. “Ange-

lina, how is it going?”

Mr. Crabtree pulled the daily paper from under the counter.

“Fine, Jonathan, but the tiny purchases every woman in town 

needs today are driving me to distraction!”

“Everyone wants a look at you, Angelina. Even though St. 

Joe is growing, it’s still like a small town in many ways. Everyone 

knows everything.”

The bell rang again as a petite blonde entered the store and 

slipped her hand in the crook of Jonathan’s arm.

“Jonathan, dear, how fortunate I ran into you. I can’t wait to 

see you this evening. Perhaps your ward will hit it off with dear 

Edward, and we’ll have the evening to ourselves.”


