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and the waking earth stirred at the sound of its
footsteps. From every bush and tree looming up
from the grayness, from every field spread out in
dark waving folds, and from the black swamp be-
yond uprose the welcoming chorus. Elizabeth was
reminded of that early dawn she had witnessed so long
ago when she had sat at this same window watching
for Charles Stuart. That was the morning she had
seen Annie steal down the orchard path to meet her
lover, the morning she had experienced her first hint
of that desire, now strong within her, to sing of the
glories of earth and sky.

She leaned forward over the window-sill, listen-
ing to the great chant earth was raising to heaven.
Up behind the black trees of Arrow Hill shone a
faint crystal transparency—the airy curtain that
yet obscured the wonders of the dawn. A mist
gathered in Elizabeth’s eyes. Those words that had
come to her in that dawn years before returned:—
“ Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment;
who stretchest out the heavens like a curtain.”
Slowly, imperceptibly, that garment of light was
growing brighter, changing to a faint luminous
gold as the gray earth changed to a deep blue.

Down the drive lane, near the creek stood the
old elm, its topmost branch still towering into the
heavens, its lower limbs sweeping the earth. Remem-
bering how it had come to life that other morning,
Elizabeth leaned farther out to listen. And as it
slowly took form, gathering itself from the blue




