
THE SAD SHEPHERD

the hill-top, fluttered the rags of iiis

long mantle of Tyrian blue, torn hy

thorns and stained by travel. The rich

tunic of striped silk beneath it was

worn thin, and the girdle about his

loins had lost all its ornaments of

silver and jewels. His curling hair

hung down dishevelled under a tur-

ban of fine linen, in which the gilt

threads were frayed and tarnished;

and his shoes of soft leather were

broken by the road. On his brown

fingers the places of the vanished

rings were still marked in white skin.

lie carried not the long •'taff nor the

heavy nail-studded rod of the shep-

herd, but a slender stick of carved

cedar battered and scratched by hard

usage, and the handle, which must

once have been of precious metal,

was missing.

[6]


