
26 THE PAGEANT OF SUMMER
restless

; they have so much time, you
see. So, too, the whitethroat in the wild
parsley

; so, too, the thrush that just
now peered out and partly fluttered his
wmgs as he stood to look. A butterflv
comes and stays on a leaf—a leaf much
warmed by the sun—and shuts his winrrs.
In a minute he opens them, shuts thiTm
agam, half wheels round, and by-and-by
—just when he chooses, and not before
—floats away. The flowers open, and
rcmam open for hours, to the sun.
Hastelessness is the only word one can
make up to describe it ; there is much
rest, but no haste. Each moment, as
withthe greenfinches, is so full of life
that It seems so long and so sufficient in
Itself. Not only the days, but life itself
lengthens in summer. 1 would spread
abroad my arms and gather more of it to
me, could I do so.

_

All the procession of living and grow-
mg things passes. The grasps stands up
taller and still taller, the sheaths open,
and the stalk arises, the pollen clings till

the breeze sweeps it. The bees^'rush
past, and the resolute wasps ; the humble-
bees, whose weight swini^s them along.
About the oaks and maples the browli


