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& N that it has to move wi
\ tl\ e with the greatest circu i
: ; mspection and dignity.
Ph N Again, the thought of all that life might have be hnd b g: ’
S, born in any other shape ¢ d R gk
‘Vld : . \ape caused one to view his simple activities
W with a kind of pity e~
n, After a time, tired by hi
} ay ; » tired by his dancing apparently, he settled on
n th the window ledge in the sun, and, t}
g » and, the queer spectacle being at an

end, I forgot about him. Then, looking up, my eye was caught by

. 4 - \' 4 . s .
him. He was trying to resume his dancing, but seemed either so

Me
ﬁ st.iff;ior so awkward that he could only flutter to the bottom of the
£ & ;N;:;nczt};a;\:?}learnd when Ihe tried to fly across it he failed. Being
wl e thinkinmatters wz?tched thc.zs.e futile attempts for a time
) g, unconsciously waiting for him to resume his
O8sj~ flight, as one waits for a machine, that has stopped momentar-
d go ily, to start again without considering the reason of its failure.
>th's After perhaps a seventh attempt he slipped from the wooden
agre ledge and fell, fluttering his wings, on to his back on the window
o sill. The helplessness of his attitude roused me. It flashed upon
il me that he was in difficulties; he could no longer raise himself;
B his legs struggled vainly. But, as I stretched out a pencil, mean-
s ing to help him to right himself, it came over me that the failure
1 518 and awkwardness were the approach of death. I laid the pencil
-off down again.
f a 5 The legs agitated themselves once more. [ looked as if for the
b At enemy against which he struggled. I looked out of doors. What
rgy had happened there? Presumably it was midday, and work in the
dy. fields had stopped. Stillness and quiet had replaced the previous
. animation. The birds had taken themselves off to feed in the
brooks. The horses stood still. Yet the power was there all the

impersonal, not attending to

anything in particular. Somehow it was opposed to the little hay-

coloured moth. It was useless to try to do anything. One could

only watch the extraordinary efforts made by those tiny legs
h could, had it chosen, have

against an oncoming doom whic
not merely a city, but masses of human

same, massed outside indifferent,

submerged an entire city,
beings; nothing, I knew, had any chance against death.

Nevertheless after a pause of exhaustion the legs fluttered again.

. t
It was superb this last protest, and so frantic that he succeeded a

last in righting himself. One’s sympathies, of course, were all on




