THE PAR AT SovsCHINTSY

OW intoxicating, how magnificent is a summer
day in Little Russia! How luxuriously warm
the hours when midday glitters in stillness and

sultry heat and the blue fathomless ocean arching like
a voluptuous cupola over the plain seems to be slum-
bering, bathed in languor, clasping the fair earth and
holding it close in its ethereal embrace! Upaon it, not
a cloud; in the plain, not a sound. Everything might
be dead; only above in the heavenly depths a lark is
trilling and from the airy heights the silvery notes
drop down upon adoring earth, and from time to time
the cry of a gull or the ringing note of a quail sounds
in the steppe. The towering oaks stand, idle and
apathetic, like aimless wayfarers, and the dazzling
gleams of sunshine light up picturesque masses of
leaves, casting on to others a shadow black as night,
only flecked with gold when the wind blows. The in-
sects of the air flit like sparks of emerald, topaz and
ruby about the gay kitchen gardens, topped by stately
sunflowers. Grey haystacks and golden sheaves of
corn are ranged like tents on the plain and stray over
its immensity. The broad branches of cherries, of
plums, apples and pears bent under their load of fruit,
the sky with its pure mirror—the river in its green
proudly erect frame . . . how full of voluptuousness
and languor is the Little Russian Summer!




