
IO THE LORD OF THE AIR

Where the peak leaned to the valley, 
the trunk of a giant pine jutted forth 
slantingly from a roothold a little below 
the summit. Its top had long ago been 
shattered by lightning and hurled away 
into the depths ; but from a point some 
ten or twelve feet below the fracture, one 
gaunt limb still waved green with per­
sistent, indomitable life. This bleached 
stub, thrust out over the vast basin, 
hummed about by the untrammelled 
winds, was the watch-tower of the great 
bald eagle who ruled supreme over all 
the aerial vicinage of the Squatooks.

When the earliest of the morning li^ht 
fell palely on the crest of Sugar Loaf, 
the great eagle came to his watch-tower, 
leaving the nest on the other side of the 
peak, where the two nesdings had begun 
to stir hungrily at the first premonition 
of dawn. Launching majestically from 
the edge of the nest, he had swooped


