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THE SECOND ADVENT 5
counted, on that day of calm, six white flashes of
foam in all those blue acres of confronting sea, yet
the verge of land and water was marked with the
white breakers from Hartland Point to Baggy Bay.
And in all that vastness there was no sail of any
ship.

For a little way the boy’s path led by a cliff
whence he could hear the sea on that day even,
of calm, in a multitude of ceaseless sounds. For
ground-work was the eternal sigh, as of silk drawn
through the hand. Then would come a ecrack, as
when one is struck on the cheek with the flat of a
hand. Again—jyou have seen women of a washing-
day in the near field, stretching a wet blanket, one
at either end, arms extended; then you have seen
them give that quick, decisive flip and heard the
flack of it. A sound of that kind, but of infinitely
greater volume, ever and again burst deeply in the
midst of the lesser sounds, burst with an awesome
detonation. These were the only sounds on all that
shore.

Searching now, with your bird's-eye view, over
that sweep of wild North Devon land aslant to the
sea, you can just pick out our five-year-old, a mere
dot, child and shadow, shadow by him forgotten
now, marching home.

It was here that a gripping alarm assailed his
mind, open, as you may guess, by the loneliness, to
any vagrant and disturbing thought.

He had heard rumours of the Second Advent; for
rectors and lecturers, in those days of transition,
had thoughtful and critical, if (like themselves)



