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    Set in a mountain community where distance and height test more than lungs and legs, In the High Valley turns on the transformation that occurs when genteel expectations meet frontier realities, and a young outsider—eager, self-assured, and unused to contradiction—discovers that belonging is earned through humility, work, and care for others rather than through birth, polish, or opinion, so that the very act of making a home amid unfamiliar people and landscape becomes a moral ascent, a lesson in reciprocity and resilience, and a quiet affirmation that true refinement is a practice, not a pedigree.

Susan Coolidge’s In the High Valley is a late nineteenth-century work of domestic fiction for young readers, concluding the sequence often called the Katy Carr series. First published in the 1890s, it moves the action westward to a high valley in the American West, where the comforts and codes of established towns meet the looser, practical demands of a developing community. Coolidge, an American author best known for What Katy Did and its sequels, brings her characteristic interest in family, friendship, and everyday ethics to a new setting that invites contrasts between old-world manners and new-world circumstances.

Without retelling earlier volumes, this book assumes a world readers may know—Katy’s circle, their loyalties, their habit of turning daily life into a school for kindness—and introduces newcomers whose hopes and habits create gentle friction. The premise is simple and spoiler-safe: a young woman from elsewhere arrives in the valley expecting to lead and to judge, and gradually must learn to listen, adapt, and contribute. The narrative offers a warm, observant experience: conversations at firesides, rides and walks under big skies, household scenes where competence matters, and social encounters that reveal character more than spectacle.

Coolidge explores how character is formed at the intersection of place and community. Pride and humility, hospitality and reserve, tradition and improvisation, class expectations and egalitarian practice—all are tested against the demands of shared living in a remote setting. The high valley itself functions as a moral landscape: its beauty inspires, its hardships equalize, its scale encourages perspective. The book also continues the series’ interest in women’s work and agency within the domestic sphere, presenting practical skill, emotional intelligence, and steady responsibility as forms of strength that shape both personal growth and communal well-being.

Readers encounter a gently omniscient voice attentive to small gestures and their meanings. The style is spare by nineteenth-century standards, avoiding melodrama in favor of clear scenes, light wit, and steady moral inference. Dialogue carries much of the story’s movement, while descriptive passages linger on rooms ordered for comfort and trails opening to sudden views. The mood remains hopeful, even when tensions arise from misunderstanding or misplaced certainty. Coolidge’s pacing privileges reflection over incident; the satisfactions come from seeing minds change, prejudices soften, and practical kindness prove itself, moment by moment, to be the surest path toward harmony.

For contemporary readers, the book’s questions feel timely: How do we enter a community not our own? What must we relinquish to belong, and what should we keep to remain ourselves? In a world shaped by migration and rapid change, its insistence on listening, learning, and serving before judging carries durable appeal. The portrayal of women negotiating constraints while enlarging their spheres speaks to ongoing conversations about care, competence, and leadership. The novel’s attention to place—how a landscape educates—also resonates today, inviting readers to consider what environments demand of us and what they, in turn, can give.

In the High Valley can be approached on its own or as the series’ closing cadence, recognizable for its affectionate continuity with Katy’s world while offering fresh perspectives through the eyes of those newly arrived. It promises an experience at once comforting and bracing: homely details balanced by wide horizons, moral clarity tempered by sympathy, transformation achieved without fanfare. For readers who value character-driven storytelling, the book offers a considered farewell to a beloved milieu and a final statement of Coolidge’s faith in patience, neighborliness, and the quiet heroism of everyday choices made in common life.
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    In the High Valley concludes the Katy Carr Chronicles by moving the action to the Colorado mountains, where earlier events have led some of the characters to settle. Clover, now married to Geoffrey Templestowe, presides over a hospitable household that serves as a gathering place for neighbors scattered across the high country. The narrative opens with quiet rhythms of frontier life—riding, household management, visits to nearby ranches—and with letters that keep ties to the wider Carr family alive. Through this familiar network, the story situates readers in a close-knit community that values straightforward kindness, resilience, and mutual respect.

Into this setting arrive two English sisters, raised with Old World expectations and refined habits, who have come to make a new home in the High Valley. The elder sister possesses a keen sense of status and propriety, carrying assumptions about class and conduct that collide with the West’s informal customs. The younger sister is gentler and more adaptable, curious about people and place. Their arrival creates immediate interest among the valley’s residents, and Clover extends practical help and guidance. Early scenes focus on unpacking, settling, and the quiet astonishment of finding one’s life transplanted from England to a rugged American landscape.

Contrasts of culture and temperament quickly surface. The older sister, measuring neighbors against strict standards, reacts warily to the simplicity of local ways and the ease with which Westerners cross social boundaries. The younger sister, by contrast, appreciates frankness and begins to enjoy everyday tasks—from riding out with guides to learning supplies and schedules. Clover’s tact smooths many first encounters, yet small frictions accumulate: misread gestures, casual speech taken as presumption, and the discomfort of relinquishing familiar forms. These early chapters trace the sisters’ first steps toward belonging, while quietly outlining the values of work, cheerfulness, and neighborly reciprocity.

Life in the high country proceeds through practical routines. The narrative shows domestic economies, the challenges of distance, and the way households coordinate rides, errands, and visits across wide spaces. Clover’s home becomes a center for news and comfort, with Geoffrey’s steady judgment supporting decisions that affect ranches up and down the valley. Letters from afar punctuate the seasons, reminding readers of the broader Carr circle without drawing focus away from the mountain setting. The sisters learn to navigate weather and terrain, discovering that competence and courtesy here are measured as much by usefulness as by polish.

A series of social gatherings—picnics, church occasions, neighborly teas—introduces the newcomers more fully to the community. At one such event, a careless remark exposes the elder sister’s blind spot about rank and deserts, straining new friendships. The incident does not break ties but leaves an uncomfortable aftertaste, sharpening her sense of being misunderstood. Meanwhile, the younger sister forges independent connections, finding companionship in plainspoken people whose reliability serves as their recommendation. This middle movement lays out fault lines clearly but without harshness, maintaining sympathy for everyone’s position and foreshadowing circumstances that will test first impressions.

A turning point arrives with adversity characteristic of the mountains—part weather, part accident, part illness—demanding quick action and mutual aid. The plot compresses: long distances shorten under necessity, neighbors appear at odd hours, and tasks that once seemed optional become urgent duties. Within this pressure, the elder sister encounters bravery and unpretentious generosity that challenge her assumptions, while the younger sister’s steadiness proves valuable. Clover and Geoffrey model calm leadership, setting an example of practical care. The episode reframes earlier tensions, not by argument but by shared effort, and marks a quiet change in how the newcomers perceive their place.

After the crisis eases, the story turns to reflection and mending. Conversations that were difficult before now proceed more easily, with apologies offered and accepted in understated ways. The elder sister begins to separate pride from principle, discovering that humility can coexist with dignity. The younger sister, having grown surer of herself, contemplates how the valley’s demands align with her hopes. Everyday life resumes—chores, rides, letters—but with a new warmth in visits and an ease in company that was not present at first. The novel emphasizes gradual transformation through habit, gratitude, and a clearer view of others’ intentions.

As seasons change, choices come into focus. The newcomers must decide whether to adapt fully to the High Valley or to shape a future that draws on both their origins and their experiences in the West. Friends consider travel, education, or new responsibilities; some plans look outward, others deepen local roots. Clover and Geoffrey continue to anchor the community’s decisions with quiet wisdom. Without detailing outcomes, the narrative signals that personal paths are opening: work to be undertaken, ties to be honored, and promises to be weighed. These developments prepare a calm, forward-looking conclusion true to the series’ tone.

The book closes by affirming that home is formed less by custom than by character. In the High Valley presents a community where kindness, usefulness, and courage count more than lineage, and where misunderstandings yield to shared experience. By reflecting the newcomers’ gradual adjustment alongside the steady example of Clover’s household, the novel underscores themes that run through the Katy books: resilience, generosity, and the shaping power of affection. Without dramatic revelations, the ending offers a hopeful sense of belonging and purpose, completing the series with a portrait of everyday life refined by patience and mutual care.
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    Set in the American West during the 1880s, In the High Valley unfolds in a mountainous Colorado community reached by the new rail lines and sustained by ranching and nearby mining camps. The altitude, dry air, and dramatic seasons mark a landscape then shifting from frontier to settled district. Colorado had become a state in 1876, and towns such as Colorado Springs and Manitou had emerged as gateways to the high country. Coolidge’s narrative situates English newcomers among American families already acclimated to western routines, suggesting a transatlantic milieu where Victorian manners meet frontier pragmatism. Published in 1890, the book reflects an era of swift mobility, speculative growth, and moral idealism anchored in domestic life.

The legal and political framework of western settlement shaped the novel’s milieu. The Homestead Act of 1862, followed by the Timber Culture Act of 1873 and the Desert Land Act of 1877, encouraged agricultural and ranch claims across the arid West. Colorado Territory was organized in 1861 and admitted as the 38th state on 1 August 1876. These statutes and milestones opened high valleys and parklands to Anglo-American settlers, reorganizing landholding and water use. The book’s ranch-centered setting mirrors the consequences of these policies: dispersed households, neighborly interdependence, and local self-governance in sparsely populated districts, where the practical challenges of fencing, irrigation, and supply lines defined daily experience more than metropolitan fashions.

Railroads made the high valleys plausible homes for families like those in the story. After the 1869 completion of the first transcontinental line, regional systems rapidly expanded. The Denver and Rio Grande Railway was chartered in 1870, fought the Royal Gorge right of way war with the Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe in 1878–79, and reached Leadville in 1880, stitching mining camps to Plains markets. By the mid‑1880s, travelers could reach Colorado Springs or Pueblo in a few days from the East, and English migrants arrived by steamship to New York before boarding western trains. The novel’s ease of visitation, the arrival of English relatives, and the circulation of goods and letters presuppose this iron network of movement and news.

Mining booms and the cattle economy provided the regional backdrop to ranch life in the 1870s–1890s. The Pike’s Peak gold rush of 1858–61 seeded settlements; the Leadville silver boom exploded in 1879, and Aspen’s silver camp rose the same year, while Cripple Creek’s major gold strike came in 1890. Leadville’s population surged to roughly 14,000 by 1880. Ranches supplied beef, hay, and dairy to these volatile towns, often with British capital. The open‑range cattle boom crested in the early 1880s and collapsed after the catastrophic winter of 1886–87, the Great Die‑Up, which killed herds across the high plains. The book’s ranching routines, anxieties over weather and markets, and the presence of British proprietors mirror this boom‑and‑bust economy.

Colorado’s reputation as a climate cure shaped migration and community composition. Colorado Springs, founded in 1871 by General William Jackson Palmer, promoted dry air and sunshine; nearby Manitou Springs marketed mineral waters. Sanatoria and boarding houses proliferated in the 1880s, and the state grew from 39,864 residents in 1870 to over 413,000 by 1890. Colorado Springs alone rose from about 4,200 inhabitants in 1880 to over 11,000 by 1890. In the series, Clover’s move west for health frames the High Valley as restorative ground, and this installment continues that ethos: convalescence, outdoor labor, and orderly domesticity. The novel’s gentle rhythm of walks, rides, and household care reflects the therapeutic regimens then advocated for nervous strain and tuberculosis.

The social landscape of the high valleys was made possible by Indigenous dispossession. In Colorado Territory, the Sand Creek Massacre (29 November 1864) saw a volunteer force attack a Cheyenne and Arapaho village, a nadir that presaged further expulsions. After the Meeker Incident of 1879 on the White River Ute Reservation, federal pressure forced the White River and Uncompahgre Utes to reservations in Utah by 1881. By the 1880s, most mountain valleys were open to non‑Native settlement under U.S. protection. Though the novel does not foreground these events, its placid access to land, trails, and water tacitly rests on this violent reordering, an absence that mirrors broader Victorian domestic fiction’s elision of conquest.

Women’s civic roles and transatlantic migration currents intersect in the book’s world. Colorado granted women school suffrage under its 1876 constitution, failed a statewide referendum in 1877, and achieved full suffrage in 1893, the first by popular vote. Meanwhile, younger sons of the British gentry and their kin sought prospects in western ranching during the 1870s–1880s, creating Anglo enclaves from Colorado to Wyoming. The English sisters in the narrative bring Victorian hierarchies into contact with western egalitarian customs, while American women manage households, networks of aid, and local sociability. These patterns echo contemporary clubwomen’s organizing and the practical authority frontier women exercised well before formal political rights were secured.

The book functions as a subtle social critique by contrasting imported class pretensions with western communal ethics. It exposes the fragility of rank without labor, elevating cooperative work, hospitality, and fairness as measures of worth in a boom‑and‑bust economy. The portrayal of competent women sustaining families and neighborhoods quietly challenges restrictive gender expectations and anticipates Colorado’s 1893 suffrage breakthrough. At the same time, the novel’s silence about Indigenous dispossession reveals a blind spot of its era’s moral vision. By idealizing neighborly reciprocity while downplaying conquest and speculation’s costs, it both critiques Gilded Age snobbery and reflects the limits of contemporary reformist sentiment.
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“‘I suppose we shall never see the ocean from where we are to live,’ said Imogen.”
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It was a morning of late May, and the sunshine, though rather watery, after the fashion of South-of-England suns, was real sunshine still, and glinted and glittered bravely on the dew-soaked fields about Copplestone Grange.

This was an ancient house of red brick, dating back to the last half of the sixteenth century, and still bearing testimony in its sturdy bulk to the honest and durable work put upon it by its builders. Not a joist had bent, not a girder started in the long course of its two hundred and odd years of life. The brick-work of its twisted chimney-stacks was intact, and the stone carving over its doorways and window frames; only the immense growth of the ivy on its side walls attested to its age. It takes longer to build ivy five feet thick than many castles, and though new masonry by trick and artifice may be made to look like old, there is no secret known to man by which a plant or tree can be induced to simulate an antiquity which does not rightfully belong to it. Innumerable sparrows and tomtits had built in the thick mats of the old ivy, and their cries and twitters blended in shrill and happy chorus as they flew in and out of their nests.

The Grange had been a place of importance, in Queen Elizabeth’s time, as the home of an old Devon family which was finally run out and extinguished. It was now little more than a superior sort of farm-house. The broad acres of meadow and pleasaunce and woodland which had given it consequence in former days had been gradually parted with, as misfortunes and losses came to its original owners. The woods had been felled, the pleasure grounds now made part of other people’s farms, and the once wide domain had contracted, until the ancient house stood with only a few acres about it, and wore something the air of an old-time belle who has been forcibly divested of her ample farthingale and hooped-petticoat, and made to wear the scant kirtle of a village maid.

Orchards of pear and apple flanked the building to east and west. Behind was a field or two crowning a little upland where sedate cows fed demurely; and in front, toward the south, which was the side of entrance, lay a narrow walled garden, with box-bordered beds full of early flowers, mimulus, sweet-peas, mignonette, stock gillies, and blush and damask roses, carefully tended and making a blaze of color on the face of the bright morning. The whole front of the house was draped with a luxuriant vine [1q]of Gloire de Dijon, whose long, pink-yellow buds and cream-flushed cups sent wafts of delicate sweetness with every puff of wind.

Seventy years before the May morning of which we write, Copplestone Grange had fallen at public sale to Edward Young, a well-to-do banker of Bideford. He was a descendant in direct line of that valiant Young who, together with his fellow-seaman Prowse, undertook the dangerous task of steering down and igniting the seven fire-ships which sent the Spanish armada “lumbering off” to sea, and saved England for Queen Elizabeth and the Protestant succession.

Edward Young lived twenty years in peace and honor to enjoy his purchase, and his oldest son James now reigned in his stead, having reared within the old walls a numerous brood of sons and daughters, now scattered over the surface of the world in general, after the sturdy British fashion, till only three or four remained at home, waiting their turn to fly.

One of these now stood at the gate. It was Imogen Young, oldest but one of the four daughters. She was evidently waiting for some one, and waiting rather impatiently.

“We shall certainly be late,” she said aloud, “and it’s quite too bad of Lion.” Then, glancing at the little silver watch in her belt, she began to call, “Lion! Lionel! Oh, Lion! do make haste! It’s gone twenty past, and we shall never be there in time.”

“Coming,” shouted a voice from an upper window; “I’m just washing my hands. Coming in a jiffy, Moggy.”

“Jiffy!” murmured Imogen. “How very American Lion has got to be. He’s always ‘guessing’ and ‘calculating’ and ‘reckoning.’ It seems as if he did it on purpose to startle and annoy me. I suppose one has got to get used to it if you’re over there, but really it’s beastly bad form, and I shall keep on telling Lion so.”

She was not a pretty girl, but neither was she an ill-looking one. Neither tall nor very slender, her vigorous little figure had still a certain charm of trim erectness and youthful grace, though Imogen was twenty-four, and considered herself very staid and grown-up. A fresh, rosy skin, beautiful hair of a warm, chestnut color, with a natural wave in it, and clear, honest, blue eyes, went far to atone for a thick nose, a wide mouth, and front teeth which projected slightly and seemed a size too large for the face to which they belonged. Her dress did nothing to assist her looks. It was woollen, of an unbecoming shade of yellowish gray; it fitted badly, and the complicated loops and hitches of the skirt bespoke a fashion some time since passed by among those who were particular as to such matters. The effect was not assisted by a pork-pie hat of black straw trimmed with green feathers, a pink ribbon from which depended a silver locket, a belt of deep magenta-red, yellow gloves, and an umbrella bright navy-blue in tint. She had over her arm a purplish water-proof, and her thick, solid boots could defy the mud of her native shire.

“Lion! Lion!” she called again; and this time a tall young fellow responded, running rapidly down the path to join her. He was two years her junior, vigorous, alert, and boyish, with a fresh skin, and tawny, waving hair like her own.

“How long you have been!” she cried reproachfully.

“Grieved to have kept you, Miss,” was the reply. “You see, things went contrairy-like. The grease got all over me when I was cleaning the guns, and cold water wouldn’t take it off, and that old Saunders took his time about bringing the can of hot, till at last I rushed down and fetched it up myself from the copper. You should have seen cook’s face! ‘Fancy, Master Lionel,’ says she, ‘coming yourself for ‘ot water!’ I tell you, Moggy, Saunders is past his usefulness. He’s a regular duffer—a gump.”

“There’s another American expression. Saunders is a most respectable man, I’m sure, and has been in the family thirty-one years. Of course he has a good deal to do just now, with the packing and all. Now, Lion, we shall have to walk smartly if we’re to get there at half-after.”

“All right. Here goes for a spin, then.”

The brother and sister walked rapidly on down the winding road, in the half-shadow of the bordering hedges. Real Devonshire hedge-rows they were, than which are none lovelier in England, rising eight and ten feet overhead on either side, and topped with delicate, flickering birch and ash boughs blowing in the fresh wind. Below were thick growths of hawthorn, white and pink, and wild white roses in full flower interspersed with maple tips as red as blood, the whole interlaced and held together with thick withes and tangles of ivy, briony, and travellers’ joy. Beneath them the ground was strewn with flowers,—violets, and king-cups, poppies, red campions, and blue iris,—while tall spikes of rose-colored foxgloves rose from among ranks of massed ferns, brake, hart’s-tongue, and maiden’s-hair, with here and there a splendid growth of Osmund Royal. To sight and smell, the hedge-rows were equally delightful.

Copplestone Grange stood three miles west of Bideford, and the house to which the Youngs were going was close above Clovelly, so that a distance of some seven miles separated them. To walk this twice for the sake of lunching with a friend would seem to most young Americans too formidable a task to be at all worth while, but to our sturdy English pair it presented no difficulties. On they went, lightly and steadily, Imogen’s elastic steps keeping pace easily with her brother’s longer tread. There was a good deal of up and down hill to get over with, and whenever they topped a rise, green downs ending in wooded cliffs could be seen to the left, and beyond and below an expanse of white-flecked shimmering sea. A salt wind from the channel blew in their faces, full of coolness and refreshment, and there was no dust.

“I suppose we shall never see the ocean from where we are to live,” said Imogen, with a sigh.

“Well, hardly, considering it’s about fifteen-hundred miles away.”

“Fifteen hundred! oh, Lion, you are surely exaggerating. Why, the whole of England is not so large as that, from Land’s End to John O’Groat’s House.”

“I should say not, nothing like it. Why Moggy, you’ve no idea how small our ‘right little, tight little island’ really is. You could set it down plump in some of the States,[2q] New York, for instance, and there would be quite a tidy fringe of territory left all round it. Of course, morally, we are the standard of size for all the world, but geographically, phew!—our size is little, though our hearts are great.”

“I think it’s vulgar to be so big,—not that I believe half you say, Lion. You’ve been over in America so long, and grown such a Yankee, that you swallow everything they choose to tell you. I’ve always heard about American brag—”

“My dear, there’s no need to brag when the facts are there, staring you in the face. It’s just a matter of feet and inches,[3q]—any one can do the measurement who has a tape-line. Wait till you see it. And as for its being vulgar to be big, why is the ‘right little, tight little’ always stretching out her long arms to rope in new territory, in that case, I should like to know? It would be much eleganter to keep herself to home—”

“Oh, don’t talk that sort of rot; I hate to hear you.”

“I must when you talk that kind of—well, let us say ‘rubbish.’ ‘Rot’ is one of our choice terms which hasn’t got over to the States yet. You’re as opiniated and ‘narrer’ as the little island itself. What do you know about America, any way? Did you ever see an American in your life, child?”

“Yes, several. I saw Buffalo Bill last year, and lots of Indians and cow-boys whom he had fetched over. And I saw Professor—Professor—what was his name? I forget, but he lectured on phrenology; and then there was Mrs. Geoff Templestowe.”

“Oh Mrs. Geoff—she’s a different sort. Buffalo Bill and his show can hardly be treated as specimens of American society, and neither can your bump-man. But she’s a fair sample of the nice kind; and you liked her, now didn’t you? you know you did.”

“Well, yes, I did,” admitted Imogen, rather grudgingly. “She was really quite nice, and good-form, and all that, and Isabel said she was far and away the best sister-in-law yet, and the Squire took such a fancy to her that it was quite remarkable. But she cannot be used as an argument, for she’s not the least like the American girls in the books. She must have had unusual advantages. And after all,—nice as she was, she wasn’t English. There was a difference somehow,—you felt it though you couldn’t say exactly what it was.”

“No, thank goodness—she isn’t; that’s just the beauty of it. Why should all the world be just alike? And what books do you mean, and what girls? There are all kinds on the other side, I can tell you. Wait till you get over to the High Valley and you’ll see.”

This sort of discussion had become habitual of late between the brother and sister. Three years before, Lionel had gone out to Colorado, to “look about and see how ranching suited him,” as he phrased it, and had decided that it suited him exactly. He had served a sort of apprenticeship to Geoffrey Templestowe, the son of an old Devonshire neighbor, who had settled in a place called High Valley, and, together with two partners, had built up a flourishing and lucrative cattle business, owning a large tract of grazing territory and great herds. One of the partners was now transferred to New Mexico, where the firm owned land also, and Mr. Young had advanced money to buy Lionel, who was now competent to begin for himself, a share in the business. He was now going out to remain permanently, and Imogen was going also, to keep his house and make a home for him till he should be ready to marry and settle down.

All over the world there are good English sisters doing this sort of thing. In Australia and New Zealand they are to be found, in Canada, and India, and the Transvaal,—wherever English boys are sent to advance their fortunes. Had her destination been Canada or Australia, Imogen would have found no difficulty in adjusting her ideas to it, but the United States were a terra incognita. Knowing absolutely nothing about them, she had constructed out of a fertile fancy and a few facts an altogether imaginary America, not at all like the real one; peopled by strange folk quite un-English in their ideas and ways, and very hard to understand and live with. In vain did Lionel protest and explain; his remonstrances were treated as proofs of the degeneracy and blindness induced by life in “The States,” and to all his appeals she opposed that calm, obstinate disbelief which is the weapon of a limited intellect and experience, and is harder to deal with than the most passionate convictions.

Unknown to herself a little sting of underlying jealousy tinctured these opinions. For many years Isabel Templestowe had been her favorite friend, the person she most admired and looked up to. They had been at school together,—Isabel always taking the lead in everything, Imogen following and imitating. The Templestowes were better born than the Youngs, they took a higher place in the county; it was a distinction as well as a tender pleasure to be intimate in the house. Once or twice Isabel had gone to her married sister in London for a taste of the “season.” No such chance had ever fallen to Imogen’s lot, but it was next best to get letters, and hear from Isabel of all that she had seen and done; thus sharing the joys at second-hand, as it were.

Isabel had other intimates, some of whom were more to her than Imogen could be, but they lived at a distance and Imogen close at hand. Propinquity plays a large part in friendship as well as love. Imogen had no other intimate, but she knew too little of Isabel’s other interests to be made uncomfortable about them, and was quite happy in her position as nearest and closest confidante until, four years before, Geoffrey Templestowe came home for a visit, bringing with him his American wife, whose name before her marriage had been Clover Carr, and whom some of you who read this will recognize as an old friend.

Young, sweet, pretty, very happy, and “horribly well-dressed,” as poor Imogen in her secret soul admitted, Clover easily and quickly won the liking of her “people-in-law.” All the outlying sons and daughters who were within reach came home to make her acquaintance, and all were charmed with her. The Squire petted and made much of his new daughter and could not say enough in her praise. Mrs. Templestowe averred that she was as good as she was pretty, and as “sensible” as if she had been born and brought up in England; and, worst of all, Isabel, for the time of their stay, was perfectly absorbed in Geoff and Clover, and



















































Chapter II.

  Miss Opdyke From New York
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