
-j^y^rfM'v^^p^cim^

20 Bird'land

tlif {'(uiiitrv. and tlic inarslu-s of tlic scasliorc. I

have loiiiul many an intt resting- friend ; and

what ean he more sweet, more ele\atin<;'. than

to he alone with Nature, and with Nature's (iod,

on a i'ar-stretchin<i' mere on a l)ri<>lit winter

e\ eninjj; ' The moonh^iit adds a weird exa^'^era-

tion to the outlook : the httle shore-hirds appear

to he mueh hn'<^er tiian they really are. and the

<'reat Cieese. as they strut alon^'. almost resemhie

superior l)ein<is. The sea sint«s a solenm eliant

as it slowly comes up to Hood the mud or sand :

the stillness of the air is hroken hy the many

calls, some recoj^nised. others unknown, of the

hirds as they mo\e away, while the eastern sky

•i'ets lighter.

Such a place truly seems to re})resent solitude.

\'et there is a deeper solitude even than this

-that of the mi<^'hty snow-cap|)ed moun-

tains. Amidst these eternal silences I ha\e

seen the Kaii'le in the majesty of his might ; he.

t<»(). a lover of solitude. Look at him as he

soars up higher, and still higher, with the gigantic

snow-coxered peaks heyond and heyond. .Vt

my feet there is a clear ])re(ipi<e of o\er one


