
THE WORST BOY IX TOWN,

* It's pcrf' tly awful,' s.aiil Matt.
' All riglit,' Hiii<l Jack, ' Now I'll tell you

what I propose. It wasn't brought up to

tilt" store until after tiark —I suppose tiii-y

•wire ashainetl—and it la on the Hulewalk
iit\-»i(lo their Htoro, to l»o put down
down cellar as soon as the clerks come in the
morning.' Tlien .lack put his lips down to

>.att'8 ear, and whispered, ' Let's spill it

1 1 them ?'

' (itraciuus !' whispered Matt, ' how can
v.e ?'

* Easily enough,' said Jack. ' Well Itore

n gimlet hole in each harnl, and it'll have
iiii night to run. I've got a gimlet. You
blip out of the house ahout twelve o'clock,

and BO will I ; we'll meet at the cluircli

steps, and then unchain the demon only to

tU;stroy him forever.' (Jack's last clause

was (juoted verbatim from a temperance
a.ldress to which he had lately listened.)

' I'm your man,' said Matt.
' I knew you would he,' Ja'.'k replied ; 'I

0* ul I have «lone it alone, but I was sure

vou (1 enjoy helping, and I'm not the sort of

iedow that goes ))ack on a friend, you know.
Twelve o'clock sure,—does your clock strike

tae liours ?' ..

'Yes.'
* So does ourg. Can you keep awake un-

til then ? If you can't 1 11 give you half of

nty cloves to eat. I've saved thejn the past

few Sunday nights wJien I haven't been

sleepy in church.

'

Matt accepted the proffered assistance,

and Jack departed, whilo Matt went into the

house and to bed with the firm conviction

tiiat he was too excited to sleep any for a

week to come. It was r.ine when he retired,

and at the stroke of ten he had not hail

occasion to touch the cloves except to nibble

the blossom end from one, just to have a

pleasant taste in his mouth. It was many
liours apparently before the clock struck

eleven ; had it not been for the loud per-

sistent ticking Matt would have believed the

old timepiece had stopped. As it was he

had fully made up his mind that the striking

weight had not been wound, when suddenly

the hammer rattled oil" eleven. Between

eleven and twelve, Matt ate all the cloves,

])inched himself nearly black and blue,

pulled his hair, rubbed his ears, and did

everything else he had ever heard of as an

antidote to sleepiness. Finally he dressed

himself and descended, intending to be at

the front door when the clock should

strike. As he stepped from the last stair

liis frot fell upon the family cat, who
habitually reposed upon a rug lying just

there, and the cry which that cat uttered

wj^ more aopallinsf to Matt than tlie roar of

a royal IJcngal tiger would have b:'en.

]
Matt s parents, however, had clear cun-

\ sciences so the agonized scream did not sct>ni

to awaken tiiem. Then Matt's heart beat so
' violently that he began to wonder wliy the
Sound of its throbs did not sliaku the house.

He tiptoed to tiio door, but his shoes scjucak-

ed, and though ho expurnncntcd, by .sotting

<lown his fo t, heel tiist. by walking on tho
outer edge of his shoes, and then uinm the
inner, the S({ueak continued. Then he bat
upon the floor and removed his slxja^, when,
to his great relief, tho ch)ck struck twelve.
Why tliat clock tlid not rouse him with its

clamour every night and every time it struck
was a great mystery to him as he softly

opened the door, closed it, sped away in his

stockinged feet, and determined to smuggle
a l>it of soap out of tlie house and settle

with those stockings before they went to the
family washtab.
Reaching the church. Matt M'.aa sure he

saw a shallow hold up a gaunt forefinger Ity

way of warning, but this speedily resolved
itself into J.ack, who was elevating t!;e gim-
let, and who approached and wiiispered—
"In hoc signo vinces, " as ohl Constantine

says in the t' Universal School History."
lioth l)oys hugged every fence and wall

until they reached the offending barrels ;

then Matt's heart began pumping again,

receiving some sympatliy from ti\at of Jack.

The last-named youth sudderdy whispered,
' Want to strike the first blow ?'

' I guess not,' said Matt, flattening himself

as closely as possible against the wall of tho

store.
' You thought of it first.'

Jack knelt before one of the barrels, bored
a lujle as low as possible, and a small stream
of liquid and a strong smell of whiskey ap-

peared instantly and at tho same time.

Then another hole was bored at the top to

admit air, and tlie industry of the stream
increased suddenly, as Jack learned by a jet

which struck his own trowsers and made
itself felt a^i the skin l)ene«th. Matt oper-

ated upon the second barrel. Jack unlocked
the demon in the third, and so the boys pro-

ceeded alternately, until while over the

sixth barrel Matt's enthusiasm interfered

with his steadiness of hand and he broke the

gimlet.
* That's too bad, ' whispered Jack,

'I guess we'd better leave, but
old Hoccamine won't find five

empty barrels a very small hint to stop out-

raging the sentiments of the iiiliabitants of

this town.'
Both boys made haste to depart, •"'asling

no time in formal adieu x. As .'-oon as they

had reached the church and ccnieterv. in


