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father and son, to say the least. He was old enough 
to see both sides of the coin, if not quite to under­
stand the full significance of all the stampings.

Another glimpse he was to be given of the 
creature his father was, when in the Gunstone Lane 
up came a villainous, cross-eyed man with a nose into 
the nostrils of which one could look, the impudent 
way it was set on his face, and began : “ Iss, there 
ye be, Upcott o’ Abbotsham come down along to 
Bideford to carry on your capers and thinks we 
don’t know you. I know you------’’

Upcott hastened his steps, his son, shamed, at his 
side, until they found refuge in a shop where Up­
cott made a pretence of looking over some goods. 
But the short-nozed man was dancing at the door, 
yahing and booing and making sounds like a monkey 
from Madagascar.

A crowd was gathering. Within was Upcott 
trembling over the goods and the shopman eyeing 
him and then eyeing the crowd at the door, begin­
ning to discern the subterfuge of Upcott’s entrance. 
His brusque manner put a period to Upcott’s slink­
ing there.

Shame was in John’s heart at his father’s 
cowardice, whatever the cause, real or imagined, of 
this man’s animosity.

John was glad to see a sign of fight and a masterly 
look come on his father’s face as they emerged 
again into the clamant street. But it signified 
little of action, for again the father sought to make 
a way for himself.

“ You and your gentrice wife I ’’ cried the man


