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•solid Loulder. The tlun« seonied instinct
with nialioions life. Whc. fi„ui|v, we
would Kft it hed.lcd d„wn UKair.st'.sonie
resting place, we would remove our hats
and wipe the sweat from our brows and
look about us with u certain astonishment
that the landscape was still in place. \V<.
would eye that lo^r a little n.ulevolently.
and we would be extremely reluctant to
wake the resting devil into further move-
ment. Hut as further movement was nec-
essar>', we always had to do it.

And when, finally, we had dra^^ed our
hu^e captive to the notch on the led^e,
its disposition abrui)tly changed. It
became sullen. We had to ur^rc it for-
ward an inch or so at a time, by mi^r},ty

heaves. Its front end ^ou^ed down into
the soil as though trying to bury itself;

it butted acrainst rocks and corners; it

hung back like a reluctant do^. And
whenever it thought our attention was dis-
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