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marking the boy’s interest, for which indeed he had 
hoped, would draw forth other books and read words 
well-timed for the hour, whose music then, more 
than their meaning, moved the boy’s soul : but the 
meaning was borne on the music like pollen on the 
wind ; and there would yet be seed take root and 
flowers bloom next year.

So, one late afternoon, clover-scented, and mur­
murous with bees and the farther murmur of the 
sea, there entered his soul these random words : 
“ Pious spirits, who possessed their days in raptures 
of futurity, made little more of this world than the 
world that was before it, while they lay obscure in 
the chaos of preordination and night of their fore­
being.” And I need hardly tell you that the 
reading of these words was suggested to the old 
man as he sat listening to the boy’s babel and think­
ing of those from whom he had sprung, natures so 
strangely assorted ; thinking of them both, but 
thinking of the mother with reverence.

John Upcott interested him ; and in the boy’s 
great brown liquid eyes that started to all manner 
of suggestions of terror, or were bright to a tale of 
daring and courage, Uncle saw indication of the 
Spanish blood, the story of the coming of which to 
Devon he knew so well. Eor the old man knew “ a 
mort o’ things.” His spirit lived much among 
fables of the immortal dead and the forgotten dead, 
forgotten only by reason of being nameless, but 
known of him who wanders into the past. He 
lived among the splendid ruins of his illusions, 
carrying his lamp, whose name I cannot tell.


