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they shone nights he had lain well-wrapped on the 
prairie, counting them while he waited for sleep; so 
they shone through the spruce branches in the valleys. 
The town of Prince George is built on top of the bench, 
and his window looked into the deep valley of the 
river. It brought to mind his own river, the serene 
Spirit; his and Mary’s; Mary’s whose eyes were as deep 
and quiet and healing as the stars.

Leaning against the window-frame, he lost count of 
time. He thought of the nights he had careered over 
the prairie on horseback under the stars. He had 
called his new horse Starlight, a thoroughbred. How 
the beast would love the prairie! How his knees 
ached for him this minute, to bear him away from all 
this back to her! How her eyes would shine at the 
sight of Starlight! Never had such a horse been seen 
north of the Landing. How he would love to give 
him to her! How fine she would look on Starlight! 
He fell to picturing her under all the different circum­
stances he remembered. Sweetest and most painful 
was the recollection of how he had kissed her sleeping in 
the light of the fire, and how her soft, warm lips had 
smiled enchantingly under the touch of his.

He was brought back to earth by the ringing of the 
telephone bell in the room behind him, and a summons 
from below. He went down stairs cursing himself. 
“You fool! To let yourself get out of hand! What 
good does it do?”

It was the night of the hospital ball in Prince George.


