
THE LORD OF THE AIR

The chill glitter of the northern sum­
mer sunrise was washing down over the 
rounded top of old Sugar Loaf. The 
sombre and solitary peak, bald save for 
a ragged veil of blueberry and juniper 
scrub, seemed to topple over the deep 
enshadowed valley at its foot. The 
valley was brimmed with crawling va­
pours, and around its rim emerged spec­
trally the jagged crests of the fir wood. 
On either side of the shrouded valley, to 
east and west, stretched a chain of sim­
ilar basins, but more ample, and less 
deeply wrapped in mist. From these, 
where the vapours had begun to lift, 
came radiances of unruffled water.
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