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has left the hawthorn indeed, hut only
for a minute or two, to fetch a few
seeds, and comes back each time more
full of song-talk than ever. He notes

no slow movement of the oak's shadow
on the grass ; it is nothing to him and
his lady dear that the sun, as seen from
his nest, is crossinn; from one fjreat bou'j-h

of the oak to another. The dew even in

the deepest and most tancjled grass has

long since been dried, and some of the

flowers that close at noon will shortly

fold their petals. The morning airs,

which breathe so sweetly, come less and
less frequently as the heat increases.

Vanishing from the sky, the last frag-

ments of cloud have left an untarnished
azure. Many times the bees have
returned to their hives, and thus the

inde.. of the day advances. It is nothing
to the greenfinches ; all their thoughts
arc in their song-tulk. The sunny
moment is to them all in all. So deeply
are they rapt in it that they do not
know whether it is a moment or a year.

There is no clock for feeling, for joy, for

love.

And with all their motions and step-

ping from bough to bough, tliey are not


