
THE SAD SHEPHERD

But the sad shepherd walked far

above the friendly valley, in a region

where ridges of gray rock welted and

scarred the back of the earth, like

wounds of half-forgotteTi strife and

battles long ago. The solitude was

forbidding and disquieting; the keen

air that searched the wanderer had

no pity in it; and the myriad glances

of the night were curiously cold.

His flock straggled after him. The
s! »ep, weather-beaten and dejected,

followed the path with low heads

nodding from side to side, as if they

had travelled far and found little

pasture. The black, lop-eared goats

leaped upon the rocks, restless and

ravenous, tearing down the tender

branches and leaves of the dwarf

oaks and wild olives. They reared

up against the twisted trunks and
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