
HERMIT THRUSH SINGS

Away down yonder, where the little stream met the

ocean, the sun was sinking into the gleaming water,

a great, fiery ball dropping from an empty sky. Far

over in the east one lonely cloud reflected its glory,

blossoming up from the darkening hills like a huge

white rose, flushed with pink.

The fiery ball touched the ocean's rim, and the

whole world kindled into a glory of color. The fad-

ing green fields brightened, quivered and glowed, as

over them fell a veil of lilac mist. Through them

wound the little river, a stream of molten gold. Just

at John Mclntyre's feet it passed lingeringly

through a bed of rushes, where the dark green of

the reeds turned the golden water to a glittering

bronze. Their shadows wrought a marvelous pattern

on the glossy surface, a magic piece of delicate

bronze filagree such as nature alone could trace.

Above it the swallows wheeled in the violet shadows,

or soared up, flashing, into the amber liglit.

Johji Mclntyre's eye followed their dizzy curves

into the vast crystal dome. Yes ; to-morrow would

surely be a fine day. For to-morrow he was to take

Mary and the children away down to that dazzling

line of jewels on the horizon, where the winds and

the waves of the Bay of Fundy tumbled about and

buffeted one another joyously in the coolness of the


