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of simple. At times, when the humour was on
him, he spoke with the rich utterance of the Irish,
then coming in numbers to Bideford. That was
only his whim, he finding something pleasant to
the ear in the accent of these immigrants. In this
late day the careful-eared stranger can still hear
that Irish blend in the Devon speech.

I need not here give our old man’s history, nor
the explanation, in so many words, for the book-
worm'’s presence there on the sea-echoing slopes of
North Devon: it will leak out en route, as do all
histories more or less.

When the bees rose from him with parting buzz
it was sign that he was come near home, and he
arrived there soon after them, his face, ugly and
fascinating, a replica of that of Socrates, suddenly
brightening in welcome as he saw two lads squatted
beside his dwelling, John Upcott and his friend
Ravenning.

“ Good morning, lads,” he said.

“ Good morning, sir,"” said Upcott.

“ Good morning, Uncle,” said Ravenning, ‘ Did
you hear about our dog, stung to death by bees up
near to the Hoops ?”

“They'd be swarming,” said the old man com-
placently.

“Iss, swarming ; and he went nozing and looking

»

on.
“Ah well; bees are just the same as human

beings, with times you must either leave them
alone or handle them with discernment,” said

Uncle.
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