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THE HUMMING IN THE CLOVER

to come some other time.

“I would be alone,” said the old man.

And as Upcott turned impressed and softly away
he heard Uncle’s voice again, speaking as it were to
the loneliness then settling again after the faint
ruffling by the youth; heard the words spoken to
the loneliness and to the glittering night: “No one
knows all that the moon has meant to me.”

Sometimes the old man of the bees and of the
moon would mention his shop in Bristol.

It was one afternoon of rising storm when, under
flying black clouds, over dull hills lit wierdly by a
light that glowed from the meeting of land and
cloud, sea and cloud, Upcott had gone, a-tilt against
the gale, to see his Socrates, his old man of the bees.
Said he :

“Why did you leave your book-shop, Uncle ?

‘““ Because the money went,” was the reply; and
Upcott had a suspicion of another disaster of the
bottle. It struck him that the evil, if yet beloved,
aspect of his old friend’s face might be the souvenir
of Bristol bottles; but the old man wenton: “ My
sister was taken with a grievous illness and the
physicians required money to heal her.” He paused.
“She was never healed; but so long as I had the
money I paid the best of them to tend her. And
then came her deliverance. Oh! there have
been nights when the bravery of her stifling her
moans took me with such a pride of the invincible
soul of the woman that my heart could have burst.
There have been nights when she has had ease and
[ have thought to rest, relaxed, and forget the hard-
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