
8 THE ISLAND PROVIDENCE

fly, to be beside in that dread hour when the evil 
of the earth came grinning and halloing over the 
hills? Ho bethought him of the old man of the 
bees, he who lived a little way east above the 
clover lands ; and thither he continued his broken 
trot. He had but little hope left now, for he 
thought that the old man of the bees was a man 
likely to be fit for transportation ere the inundation 
of the rioters.

On the way he fell several times. The wonder is 
that his heart did not burst. But at length he 
arrived at the tiny cot, standing solitary in a fold of 
the hill with the two rows of beehives close by in 
the wild little garden. Below waved the clover in 
the clover lands. There was froth on the child’s 
lips as he opened the gate into the garden.

The place was loud with bees but he had passed 
beyond any far-fetched hope that their humming 
might have given, had he heard it. He did not 
hear.

“ Uncle ! ” he called, or strove to call.
There was no answer. He whom all the children 

called “uncle ” was not there.
That was final. He need go no farther. He had 

settled his fate. But, to make absolutely sure, he 
crept to the cot door and looked into the tiny place ; 
one could see both its rooms from the low entrance. 
Uncle was not there. He turned back and prepared 
for the worst. In that little buzzing garden, in 
that hollow of the sweeping hills, under the high 
infinite dome he stood preparing for he knew not 
what ; feeble before the unknown, yet not utterly


