
THE SAD SHEPHERD

stood up and took the shepherd's

pipe, a worthless bit of reed, from the

breast of his tunic. He blew again

that plaintive, piercing air, sounding

it out over the ridges and distant

thickets. T? seemed to have neither

beginning nor end; a melancholy,

pleading tune that searched forever

after something lost.

While he played, the sheep and the

goats, slipping away from their cap-

tors by roundabout ways, hiding

behind the laurel bushes, following

the dark gullies, leaping down the

broken cliffs, came circling back to

him, one after another; and as they

came, he interrupted his playing,

now and then, to call them by name.

When they were nearly all assem-

bled, he went down swiftly toward

the lower valley, and they followed
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