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domestic love and life that he uwa to write of, are not to
ready to his pen as they once were throu|h his drauns
and remorse. Much change«J for him are those northern
hills, but they still have * fa«:matioii for hiif awl he
writes of them a good deal.

"It is the «ritohcra*f nf the pla«», or eU* it is yoa,
Rachel," ae said, once. Both helf» me When life
grows old and .tale k. eMIuatiM, I com* up here and
straightway am yowjg agiHn. I can ttadentand aow
how you helfifcd Jack."

His wife- a ;.retty little woman with a gently Mpftal-mg air—nevw /eally understands Rachel, though she
and Tilhe are «reat friends; but, despite Tillie's praise
Annie never can itmcorer what there w in the girl for
"CharUe and all the other men to Ulce » much—and
even poor, dear fuck, who nxiet Iw*. b«n in love with
her to leave her a «*,«, mine." T-. Annie she seema
rather clever, out witfc so hvr.ie affection I and not even
sympathetic, as most girls are She heard of Rachels
pluck and bravery; but that is so near to boWness!—
as heroes are to adventurers; and Annie is a very prim
little woman herself. She quotes "my husband" a
good deal, and rates his work with the first writers of
the age.

The work has grown earnest; the lessons of
Rachel's prophecy hav^ crept into it. He has in so
many ways justified them—achieved more than he
hoped; but he never will write anything more fasci-
nating than the chan,,'«.ies« youth in his own eyes, or
the serious tenderness of his own mouth when he
smiles.

"Prince Charlie is a rare, fine lad," old Davy remarked
at the end of an autunin. as he and Rachel watched
their visitors out of Mght .; .wn the vallev; "a man fine


