
TREASURE VALLEY

CHAPTER I

THE 1 rRMlT THRUSH S1N08

Then twtligbt falls with the touch

Of a hand that soothes anO stills.

And a swamp-robin sibgs into light

The lone white star of the hills.

Alone in the d osk'he^ings,

And the joy of another day

Is folded in peace and borne

On the drift of years away.

- 3u«s CaAuit.

OTHER years, by '. - > lime tlie mid-June days

were come, the little brook that sang

through John Mclntyre's pasture-field

had shrunk to a mere jeweled thread cf golden

pools and silver shallows, with here and there

only the bleaehed pebbles to mark its course. But
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