
THE FORGE IN THE VALLEY

He lay where he could see her working at the forge. 
As she worked she sang:

“ When God was making the world,
(Swift is the wind and white is the fire)

The feet of his people danced the stars;
There was laughter and swinging bells,
And clanging iron and breaking breath,
The hammers of heaven making the hills,
The vales on the anvil of God.

(Wild is the fire and low is the wind.)”

His eyes were shining, and his face had a pale radi­
ance from the reflected light, though he lay in the 
shadow where he could watch her, while she could not 
see him. Now her hand was upon the bellows, and the 
low, white fire seethed hungrily up, and set its teeth 
upon the iron she held; now it turned the iron about 
upon the anvil, and the sparks showered about her very 
softly and strangely. There was a cheerful gravity in 
her motions, a high, fine look in her face.

They two lived alone in the solitudes of Megalon 
Valley.

It was night now, and the pleasant gloom of the 
valley was not broken by any sound save the hum of 
the stream near by, and the song, and the ringing anvil. 
But into the workshop came the moist, fragrant smell 
of the acacia and the maple, and a long browm lizard 
stretched its neck sleepily across the threshold of the 
door opening into the valley.
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