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and balsams and spruces stood in the bottom, 
their dark boughs weighted down with heavy 
white mantles of snow, and how every stump 
and fallen log and rotting stick was made a thing 
of beauty by the snow that had fallen so gently 
on them in that quiet spot. And we could see 
the rocks of the canyon sides gleam out black 
from under overhanging snow-banks, and we 
could hear the song of the Swan in its many 
tones, now under an icy sheet, cooing comfortably, 
and then bursting out into sunlit laughter and 
leaping into a foaming pool, to glide away 
smoothly murmuring its delight to the white 
banks that curved to kiss the dark water as it 
fled. And where the flowers had been, the 
violets and the wind-flowers and the clematis and 
the columbine and all the ferns and flowering 
shrubs, there lay the snow. Everywhere the 
snow, pure, white, and myriad-gemmed, but 
every flake a flower's shroud.

Out where the canyon opened to the sunny, 
sloping prairie, there they would lay The Pilot 
to sleep, within touch of the canyon he loved, 
with all its sleeping things. And there he lies to 
this time. But Spring has come many times to 
the canyon since that winter day, and has called


