1 THE ISLAND PROVIDENCE

also wasps. Not that he feared wasps, exactly. But
it was a long lane and tangled.

After all, no daddy-long-legs, no wasps, annoyed
him. They seemed to be all asleep. He marched
on with regular stride, eyes twitching to left and
right. The spiders’ webs were still there; but
there was no spider moving. Kach spider sat
bloated and motionless in the centre of his grey
winding-sheet. He saw one slow beetle as it strolled
under a stone from the muddy centre of the lane.
A little further on he saw a solitary daddy-long-legs
feebly crawling, and falling, and fluttering, and danc-
ing creepily downward, into the abyss of a black-
berry bush. And both these living things seemed
exhausted.

There was not another sign of life; and the lane
suddenly wore to him such an aspect that almost he
would have welcomed the golden flash and the spite-
ful hum of just one wasp. He felt so utterly alone.
Overhead was the blue, glittering sky, without a
single high tenant: here was the lane, forsaken,
with not so much as a perennial wind passing
through its drear sunlit and shadowed chaos. At
last he came to its end, and mounting the hither
stile and holding the topmost projecting post, stand-
ing so, perilously, on tip-toe, he saw the hills
wavering round the bays, yearning up to the sky,
rolling down to the sea in abrupt declivities, broken
here and there by the “ mouths,” cut off here and
there by sheer cliffs.

On the outjutting points he could see the white of
breaking waves; for though you could not have
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