
THE SOLDIER OF THE VALLEY

Suppose it all, Tim, I said. Suppose that you,
the great tea-king, and I, the statesman, sat here
smoking. Would the cloud coals over there on
Thunder Knob blaze up higher in our honort
And the quail, perched on the fence-stake, would
she address herself to us or to Mr. Robert White
down in the meadow t Would the night-hawk,
circling in the clouds, strike one note to our
glory f Could the bleating of the sheep swing
in sweeter to the music cf the valley as she is

rocked to sleep!

THE END
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