
THE SAD SHEPHERD

crawled and scrambled .*inong the
boughs. It was like n company of
gray downcast friends and a troop
of merry little black devils following
the sad shepherd afar off.

He walked looking on the ground,
paying small heed to them. Now and
again, when the sound of pattering
feet and panting breath and the rus-
tling and rending among the copses
fell too far behind, he drew out his

shepherd's pipe and blew a strain of
music, shrill and plaintive, quavering
and lamenting through the hollow
night. He waited while the troops of
gray and black scuffled and bounded
and trotted near to him. Then he
dropped the pipe into its place again
and strode forward, looking on the
ground.

The fitful, shivery wind that rasped
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