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selves and unappalled. If but by reason
and will I could reach the godlike calm
and courage of what we so thoughtlessly
call the timid turtle-dove, 1 should lead
a nearly perfect life.

The bark of the ancient apple tree
under which I have been standincr is

shrunken like iron which has been
heated and let cool round the rim of a
wheel. For a hundred years the horses
have rubbed against it while feeding in

the aftermath. The scales of the bark
are gone or smoothed down and level,

so that insects have no hiding-place.
There are no crevices for them, the
horsehairs that were caught anywhere
have been carried away "by birds for
their nests. The trunk is smooth and
columnar, hard as iron. A hundred
times the mowing-grass has grown up
around it, the birds have built their
nests, the butterflies fluttered by, and
the acorns dropped from the oaks. It

is a long, long time, counted by artiflcial

hours or by the seasons, but it is longer
still in another way. The greenfinch in

the hawthorn yonder has been there
since I came out, and all the time has
been happily talking to his love. He


