
THE HUMMING IN THE CLOVER 29

Upcott looked on the philosopher with interest. 
He frequently experienced a sense as of being near 
the fount of all wisdom, or knowledge, when the old 
man spoke. Ravenning twinkled up bantering. It 
was not native in him to give much respect, 
chiefly because of lack of discernment also. The 
brain cells where wisdom goes were not developed 
in him, perhaps, and he was not aware of the 
deficiency. He liked the old man ; but liked him 
in the romping way of youth : ready to listen to 
what he found wise as he conceived wisdom ; more 
ready to listen, a joyous leer spreading on his face, 
to what he considered hints, at times, that the old 
man was human and that, even with his wisdom 
and his years he appreciated the view of life that 
the cavalier vicar of Dean Prior, by Totnes Town, 
had put in his “ Gather ye rosebuds while ye may ” 
—not that he knew Herrick, though Uncle did.

But when Ravenning would be gone, into what 
further realms did not the old man lead the Upcott 
boy, and the boy conduct the old man ! Something 
pathetic, or awakening a sympathy for one knew 
not what, indicated but unspoken, woke in Upcott’s 
heart sometimes as he watched his Socrates pot­
tering agitated in the wild garden or ferreting in 
his library ; for the old man had books in one of his 
rooms, books brought hither from the shop in 
Bristol that was but a memory. Especially did the 
narration of voyages collected by Richard Haklyut 
interest Upcott, and he passed many a spare hour 
bent to their pages, sitting on the stool before the 
rough shelves. And sometimes the old man, re-


