Cloc

Mr. Bannister
because not

“Father! Father!”

“All right, my lad,”
answered—rather feebly,
quite sure of it yet. :

“Thank God! . . . I heard something
strike the house . . . by the doorway, it
sounded. Not hurt'—sure you’re not
hurt ? . . . Mother’s alright I believe. ..
God, if I had eyes. . . . but scared almosﬁ
to death of course . . . I'm going b73,§
to her. . . . What about the stables

“The stables?’”’ his father repeated
dully . . . ; :

“Most of these bombs are incendiary.

an you get out for a look? . . - Fes
I had my eyes!” : ‘

“That’s all right, sormy,” said Banms}er
who had been picking himself up heayily.
“The College keeps up the insurance.

“But the horses?”’ .

“Oh, ay,” muttered Mr. Bannister,
steadying himself. 1'll run out and (si,ee.

He made his way to the front door,
groping at the wall of the passage, SW aﬂmg
as he went. Twilight had scarcely fa gn,
but the yard shone in another light an tﬁ
strange one. It came from the sou &
east corner where the door of a des?rteqe
building—it contained three empty l00S
boxes—had burst into a blaze.bl st

“Nowhere near the stables.” V.
Banng?ereéicide 4. . . . “Fire Br)gade\\;:)lsl
be round presently and get the h%r.b,
out” . . . a kind of paralysis held 11}111.
The fire showed the pavement, wherg:kt 2
Somb had fallen, standing on edge %1 nec 4
ring of grave-stones. He cast a g?thé
out of dim remembered habits, up @
stable-clock.

There was no clock. The cupola stlotg?
there seemingly undamaged, but thed Ch?m\
had gone. This puzzled and annoye s
Numbed in all his body, scarcely czgpaSelf
of locomotion, he yet foun lrg; o
wondering impatiently why no Onehurry
to help, why no one seemed in any it
This had prompted him to glance upthe
the clock. . . . His gaze fell next on e
entrance of the garage . . - H(?r'rixrned
there, stooping low with his back tu s
to the flame, apparently examining 2 s
of his silly ambulance car, JUSt't;i]velv
nothing had happened; ves, pOSE e
treating the light as if it had ‘been uWas
on to help the examination: Wh o
everybody mad, then? . . . . ?1 o
nothing doing? What had take 5
police? The fire brigade? Even o
postman was late on his round, for so
mysterious reason. . . .

As a matter of fact, the bomb 2Il'mc(’i
dropped less than three minutes ago,
and the postman was barely due.

MR- BANNISTER found hlmsegl nsctizllqrg
ing at the pillar-box. . . . A %e cig
" shard had struck the edge of t i
wrenching it back, so that the smE) et
flap-door hung open, danglmgiewy e
hinge, exposing the letters to V. T i
r. Bannister’s brain began to wor b ds
and now his muscles worked vzll.1 b
Yet it was still as in a dreamh 4
stepped to the box, caught up t 1e, (1))0 e
letters, abstracted the long legatéd g
one which Horrex had S1 el
crammed the rest back into pa‘t. e
was turning to steal indoors W1
prize when a cry smote on his ears.

“Help here—-somebo?’y! Bannister if
that’s you—O in mercy! _

It was Horrex’s voice. M. Bamélg‘t:g
opened a door on the left, alittle wg e
the passage, flung the letter into t ez
ness of the front parlor and steppe
again—calmly to all appearance. e

“What’s the matter?”’ he hall?. "
at that moment a couple of p% éc i
ran into the yard, followed by the po!

S He's alive, but
“It’s my Jim, here . . . alive, D
broken to gié]ces ... And I can't lift him
—my arm’s broken, I thmk.‘ 4
“Steady!”” said the policeman, wel
wore the stripes of a sergeant. g
get him out from under this car, ggnlaxce
we can, and then ring up an am 1u gt
.. . Here, Webster, hand me your aélring
while I have a look: and then run ane o
up the fire brigade and ambularg:e Bl
vour life. That fire yonder may ;
chievous in another five minutes.

fairly
“Ambulance?”” shouted Horrex, fag o
beside himself and frantic. It\lllrel tf;g;?

an ambulance staring ye 10 £k
Lift him in—Oh, my boy! my GbOY,-S 5
Lift him in and run him oveill’ to ;gax{t
“All very well,” said the ser 4
looking up K’om his inspection. HISt flalf:
was serious; his tone official but noWeb-
kindly. “But who's to drive? . . - A’
ster can’t. I can, a bit, but 1t's 0‘% e
the question, my leaving till that br 2
got under. There don’t seem anybors
about . . . Are you the lad’s father, Sir*
“I am,” said Horrex, and then with a
sob, “Leastways I was.” ‘ R
““He’s alive, sir . . . broken about a b1t

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 7)

but breathing and none so. thickly, eithe’r:
If there was anyone to drive ye—But, as

it is, we'd best fetch up the regular
ambulance. Constable— :
“Stay a moment,” rung In Horrex.

«My mechanic’s at home having supper—
and my left arm here Is as you see Tt
But lift my boy in and I'll drive my Jim
to Guy’s one-handed, I will. .
“No, you won't,” said M‘r. Bannister,
stepping forward. “I don’t know the
crank and clutches and what-nots of thelsrc
damned contraptions. B}lt I see t’he‘hal f-
bakeds that can steer em appqrcfnt):
and by God, Horrex 1 can_drwcTo(;
could, once on a time, eh? Lift thlf_e a
in, Sergeant. . . . And you, Horrex, slip ll<n
béside me and tell me about the brea 3
and clutches. I'll do the steering, and
don’t you interfere. Keep your soun
arm to nurse your hurt one. : '
«you will?”” asked Horrex, eyemng him
wan y.
. “Vi;hy the devil not?’’ retorted Mr.
Bannister. 5 :
«Boss,” stammered Horrex, “You're
an“No I'm not,” Mr. Bannister cut in.
“I’m three parts a criminal, if you want
to know . . . there, give me your sound
hand and climb alongside. Now, if %1}1('
others can lift the boy in? and—hullo!
here’s the postman! . . . Give a sﬁwxg %n
that forra’d crank, my son, apd re the
cattleup . - - Ready? . . . Then hey—to
goll\;;r Bannister being unhandy, the
'1mbuiance started with a wild forward
ieap as a colt bounds from bridle. I}u}
he who in days gone by could work a
taﬁdem through a Derby cmwdf—w@
not to be fooled by a piece of clockwork
that an errand boy could dnve.‘.b. 2 In
ten seconds he had the feel of thc’ rute’s
mouth (as he put it) and the van aftcy:
taking a fine round, for all the world as
though it were approachmg a noblemfm s
rtico, fetched its nose straight, OI}qu
33t, and shot through the archway like
arrow. 2 i
an“'lgox'rv to shake vou up hkemthat:
he found time to growl to Horrex. Fraid
it hurt your agem.a bit. . . .Filgoc‘:lq,rythmg
ginning yvou know.
ml(l)sltxtk;?g: athes police herded back a
gather}ng crowd to give the Va!’\lpas:glagp:
and. beyond, the road was_fairly clear,
*hs naphalt smooth. The City had (lylnq
since discharged its traffic centrifuga v
But Mr. Bannister was 1n a mo to h’?‘lw
welcomed difficulties of steerage. ;(i
engine purred beneath his feet like a wild
beast that knew its master; and for a
master again he knew himself.

ree weeks later, a little before

B%(ags'gtfl;\/fr Horrex—discharged from
hospital but still carrying his left arm in a
splint—walked home to Quocunque Liv-
erv: where his housekeeper, duly fore-
warned, had supper ready for him. He did
not make straight for his own door, how-
ever; but having paused at the entrance
for a survey of the enceinte, walked
slowly across to Mr. Bannister, who stood
smoking a pipe in his doorway, much as
he had stood on the evening of the
explosion. G igh

“Good evening,” said Horrex. %

& evening, Horrex,” sai Ir.
Ban(gi(;(t)gr. “(lad tosee vou about again.
How's Jim?” The enquiry was pitch-
ed in a hearty key: vet Mr. Bannister’s
face wore a shade of weariness.

«Mending—mending steaghly, thank
the Lord. Those doctors ’ll make a
m=2 of him yet. We were in time, thanks

to you.’
LTPStairSv
ticking. 4
“They’ll never make a man of mine
again,” said Mr. Bannister gloomxly._
Horrex was for changing the subject.
“New glass everywhere,“I see,” said he
with a glance around— and the pave-
ment relaid—new stable door—yes, and
upon my word, there’s the old clock back
in place and working? How the dickens
imve you managed it, in the time?
«College sent down its Bursar,” an-
swered Mr. Bannister, shortly z'md yet
somewhat shiftily. “But T don’t mind
telling you a funny thing about that
clock. It was hale and hearty all the
time. Some darned sparrow had built
in tﬁe works, and when it fell and Sho",k
out the nest, I'll be shot if the affair didn’t
start working again, there on the pave-
ment. The reynen”found it there, mak-
ing up for lost time.” 9
«you don’t say!” said Horrex. “Well,
it’s no more wonderful than other things.
. What’s that beside you in the door-
post?”’ A :
“Just a, souvenir,” Mr. Bannister
answered. ‘A bit of the blamed thing
struck and sucked itself into the post,
here, not three inches from where I was
standing just as I'm standing now. Just

Dick’s typewriter ran on
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take a hold on it and try to pull it out. . . .
You can’t! No, nor anyone else. I'm
just going to let it bide there—as I say—
for a souvenir.”

“But—but I don’t understand,” said
Horrex, looking around him helplessly. . . .
“One would say the old place hadn’t
changed at all, or only for the better.
And the clock’s going. . . . Did you say
they sent the Bursar down?”’

“They did, and he hustled things
ship-shape.”

“Well, that’s queer,” Horrex mused
aloud. “I wrote him a letter—in point
of fact I'd posted it that very evening,
asking him to come down and survey. . . .
Never an answer did I get, though maybe
it was overlooked and is waiting for me.”
Horrex was turning to go.

“No, it isn’t,” confessed Bannister with
an effort. “‘Look hore, Horrex, I've been
meaning to get it off my chest. . . . I'm a
rotten hand at business as vou pretty
well know . .. but somehow thieving is
not in my line—and—well, I'm glad to
get it over. That blessed npillar-box,
when I came to look about, was knocked
all askew, and the door hanging. I—
well as the saying goes, the temptation
was too much for me. . . . I picked it out,
and, what’s more, I. opened it. What’s
more I kept it back and wrote one of my
own in its place. . . . You see, there was
the door of the loose boxes blazing and
I counted on the insurance money to
tide meover. That’sall. Now you have
it, and can call me what you like!"’

Horrex stepped back to the edge of the
kerb, stared at his old master and broke
into a laugh—yes into a laugh long and
hearty.

“Boss,” said he, “I remember well what
was in that letter, but you ain’t the only
criminal as has suppressed part of this
correspondence. You may remember be-'
ing extra sharp that evening, and my
picking a letter out of the heap and
pocketing it? . . . well, it was your letter,
addressed to you and stamped . . . I'm
wearing the same coat as I wore that
evening. My left arm is not serviceable
vet: but if you'll pick it out from the
left pocket here, you can read what be-
longs to you.”

Mr. Bannister obeyed, drew from out
Horrex’s left pocket a pile of letters,
found one stamped and addressed * Mr.
Bannister, Quocunque Livery, E.C., broke
the seal and read:

“Mr. Bannister, Sir,—

“It was my hopes in the old days
that, some time, my son Jim might
grow up and share as partner with yours
in carrying on the business. Now,
Sir, that all is wrong and I hear your
brave lad practising all day to be a
clerk, and all for having served his
Country, it aches my heart. I write
this to say that I can’t give up my
opinions as to the future lying with
motor traffic, if the same could hold
good and your son take over writing
work with a view to partnering mine, it
would still be an honor to

“Yours respectfully,
“P. H. HORREX.”

“And, father,” said Dick, when he
heard the news, “if it prospers, we’ll put
a set of chimes into that clock. Turn
again, Whittington—that sort of thing—
You can’t think how friendly it sounds to
a blind man, just hearing something every
fifteen minutes. . . . But the difficulty will
be to find chauffeurs in these times.”

“Well, you may try me for a stop-gap,”’
said  Mr. Bannister. “I rather like
driving motors. They’re easy enough to
sult a man at my time of life.”

READER tells us that during the
A past ten wmonths she has saved

an average of $10.00 to $15.00
a month following the advice on food
values, cooking and the recipe page
in EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD. 8She
figured, therefore, that her invest-
ment of $1.00 on a year's subscription
has paid her a minimum profit (at
$10.00 a month of $118.50.

Of course, there is just as much
and more in EVERYWOMAN’'S
WORLD for you too. May we receive
your renewal now if last year's sub-
scription has expired?

There seems to be no doubt that the
five wise virgins, were they living to-
day, would all be subscribers to
EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD.
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YOU'LL LAUGH!
DOESN'T HURT TO
LIFT CORNS OUT

Magic! Costs few cents!

Just drop a little Freezone on
that touchy corn, instantly it
stops aching, then you lift the
bothersome corn off with the
Truly!

fingers. No humbug!

Try Freezone! Your druggist
sells a tiny bottle for a few cents,
sufficient to rid your feet of every
hard corn, soft corn, or corn be-
tween the toes, and calluses, with-
out one particle of pain, soreness
or irritation. Freezone is the
mysterious ether discovery of a
noted Cincinnati genius. Great!
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Keeps your home clean
and healthy. No dust, iQ
no germs can exist
where Dustbané is
regularly used.

If you are a Dustbane

user you know all

these things already!

If not get a can from

your dealer’s to-day

and find out how good
it is!
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Battalion Souvenir
givesyou the crest of “his” battalion
on a handsome felt hanger 11 x 15in. in
rich colors in art process resembles hand-
- — painting, with a met-
al top and hanger

and a calendar pad
for 1918.

Sold by book,drug
and novelty stores
everywhere. 1f you
cannotsecureit send
us 25¢, the number
of his battalion or
unit,and we willmail
™ you one post-paid.

PUGH SPECIALTY COMPARY LIMITED
36  Clifford Street, - Toronto, Can.
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MUSICTausht FREE
By the Oldest and Most Reliable Schoo! of

Music in America—Established 1895
Piano,Organ, Violin, Mandolin,Guitar, Banjo,etc.
D
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4 Yoo can meod : Musie Lile This quidly
Beginners or advanced players. One lesson weekly.
Illustrations make everything plain. Only expense
about 2c per day to cover cost of postage and music
used. Write for FREE booklet which explains every=
thingin full. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF MUSIC

Dept. 4. Lakeside Bldg., CHICAGO

$1.00 an hour for your spare time

You can earn this looking after renewals
and new subscriptions to EVERYWOMAN'S
WORLD in your own neighborhood. Write
for our monthly salary and commission plan.

Continental Publishing Co. Ltd., Toronto




