
THE FORGE IN THE VALLEY 343

here, and '-.ere we have lived, where no human being, 
save one, has ever been. We put up the forge, and 
in a little hill not far away we found coal for it. The 
days went on. It was always summer, though there 
came at times a sharp frost, and covered the ground 
with a coverlet of white. But the birds were always 
with us, and the beasts were our friends. I learned to 
love even the shrill cry of the reed hens, and the 
soft tap-tap of the wood-pecker is the sweetest music to 
my car after the song of the anvil. How often have 
you and I stood here at the anvil, the fire heating the 
iron, and our hammers falling constantly! Oh, Fran
cis, I knew that only here with God and His dumb 
creatures, and His wonderful healing world, all sun, and 
wind, and flowers, and blossoming trees, working as you 
used to work, as the first of men worked, would the sane 
wandering soul return to you. The thought was in 
you too, for you led me here, and have been patient 
also in the awful exile of your mind.”

“I have been as a child, and not as a man,” he said 
gravely. “Shall I ever again be a man, as I once was, 
Samantha?”

“You cannot see yourself,” she said. “A week ago 
you fell ill, and since then you have been pale and 
worn; but your body has been, and is, that of a great 
strong man. In the morning I will take you to a spring 
in the hills, and you shall see yourself, beloved."

He stood up, stretched himself, went to the door, and 
looked out into the valley flooded with moonlight. He 
drew in a great draught of air, and said: “The world— 
the great, wonderful world, where men live, and love 
work, and do strong things!"—he paused, and turned 
with a trouble in his face. “My wife,” he said, “you 
have lived with a dead man twelve years, and I have lost


