
344 BURNING DAYLIGHT
my heart I can t find the words to say. and I have a
feeling tl*t I can almost understand Browning and thoseother h.i;h-fljang poet-fellows. Look at HSod Mount
tarn there, just where the sun's striking. It was down
in that crease that we found the spring "
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and Daylight caught up the

mUk-pail from the naJ by the rloor. He paused! moment
longer to look out over the vaiiey.

" It's sure grand," he said.
"It's sure grand," she echoed, laughing joyously atham and ^th him and herself and aU the wirld, afshepassed m through the door.
And Daylight, like the old man he once had met, him-

self went down the hiU through the fires of sunset witha milk-pail on his arm.
^^

THE END
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