
THE SAD SHEPHERD

him. Shall we kill him and leave him
for the vultures?"

"What have the vultures done for

us," said another, "that we should
feed them ? Let us take his cloak and
drive off his flock, and leave him to

die in his own time."

With a kick and a curse they left

him. He opened his eyes and lay

quiet for a moment, with his twisted
smile, watching the stars.

"You creep like snails," he said. "I
thought you had marked my time to-

night. But not even that is given to

me for nothing. I must pay for all, it

seems."

Far away, slowly scattering and re-

ceding, he heard the rustling and
bleating of his frightened flock as the
robbers, running and shouting, tried

to drive them over the hills. Then he
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