On the paper, as I write, the faint shadows of
the leaves are at play with the interspersed patches
of sunlight; the foliage is still damp from a recent
shower, and now and again drops fall on my face
and hands.

Service is going on in the prison chapel; the
sound of the organ reaches me indistinctly, for it is
masked by the noise of the leaves, and by the clear
chorus of the birds, which are all in a merry mood
to-day; from afar I hear the call of the cuckoo.

How lovely it is; I am so happy. One seems
already to have the Midsummer mood—the full
luxuriance of summer and the intoxication of life.
Do you remember the scenes in Wagner’s!5 Meister-
singer, the one in which the prentices sing ‘“Mid-
summer Day! Midsummer Day!”, and the folk scene
where, after singing “St. Crispin! St. Crispin!” the
motley crowd joins in a frolicsome dance?

Such days as these are well fitted to produce
the mood of those scenes.

[ had such an experience yesterday. I must tell
you what happened. In the bathroom, before
dinner, I found a great peacock-butterfly on the
window. It must have been shut up there for two or
three days, for it had almost worn itself out
fluttering against the hard windowpane, so that
there was now nothing more than a slight move-
ment of the wings to show that it was still alive.

Directly I noticed it, I dressed myself, trembling
with impatience, climbed up to the window, and
took it cautiously in my hand. It had now ceased to
move, and I thought it must be dead. But I took it to
my own room and put it on the outside window sill,
to see if it would revive. There was again a gentle
fluttering for a little, but after that the insect did not
move. | laid a few flowers in front of its antennae, so
that it might have something to eat. At that moment
the black-cap sang in front of the window so lustily
that the echoes rang. Involuntarily I spoke out loud
to the butterfly, saying: “Just listen how merrily the
bird is singing; you must take heart, too, and come
to life again!” I could not help laughing at myself for
speaking like this to a half-dead butterfly, and I
thought: “You are wasting your breath!” But I was
not, for in about half an hour the little creature
really revived; after moving about for a while, it was
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able to flutter slowly away. I was so delighted at this
rescue. In the afternoon, of course, I went out into
the garden again. I am there always from eight in
the morning till noon, when I am summoned to
dinner; and again from three till six.

[ was expecting the sun to shine, for I felt that it
must really show itself once more. But the sky was
overcast, and I grew melancholy.

[ strolled about the garden. A light breeze was
blowing, and I saw a remarkable sigh. The over ripe
catkins on the white poplar were scattered abroad;
their seed-down was carried in all directions, filling
the air as if with snow-flakes, covering the ground
and the whole courtyard; the silvery seed-down

made everything look quite ghostlike. The white

poplar blooms later than the catkin-bearing trees,

and spreads far and wide thanks to this luxuri::mt
dispersal of its seeds; the young shoots sprout like
weeds from all the crannies on the wall and from

between the paving stones.

At six o’clock, as usual, I was locked up. I sat
gloomily by the window with a dull sense of oppres-
sion in the head, for the weather was sultry.
Looking upward I could see at a dizzy height the
swallows flying gaily to and fro against a back-
ground formed of white, fleecy clouds in a pastel-
blue sky; their pointed wings seemed to cut the air

like scissors.

Soon the heavens were overcast, everything
became blurred: there was a thunder storm with
torrents of rain, and two loud peals of thunder
which shook the whole place. I shall never forget
what followed. The storm had passed on; the sky
had turned a thick monotonous grey; a pale, dull,
spectral twilight suddenly diffused itself over the
landscape, so that it seemed as if the whole pros-
pect were under a thick grey veil. A gentle rain was
falling steadily upon the leaves; sheet lightning
flamed at brief intervals, tinting the leaden grey

with flashes of purple, while the distant thunder
could still be heard rumbling like the declining
waves of a heavy sea. Then, quite abruptly, the
nightingale began to sing in the sycamore In front
of my window.

Despite the rain, the lightning and thunder, the
notes rang out as clear as a bell. The bird sang as if
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