The Sky Pilot

to the sleeping flowers, summoning them forth in
merry troops, and ever more and more till the
canyon ripples with them: And lives are like
flowers. In dying they abide not alone; but sow
themselves and bloom é,gain with each i'eturning
spring, and ever more and more. '

For often during the following years, as here
and there I came upon one of those that com-
panied with us in those Foothill days, I would
catch a glimpse in word and deed and look of him
we called, first in jest, but afterwards with true
and tender feeling we were not ashamed to own,
our Sky Pilot. ‘




