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Clock
"Faf her! Father"

"AIl right, mv lad," Mr. Bannister
answered-rathcr feebiy, because Dot
quite sure of if yet.

"Thank Cod !. i1 beard 5onething
strike the house . . . by the doorway. if
soundeti. Not hurt!-sure vou're nof
hurt ? . .. Mot her's alrightf believe ...

Cod, if I had cyca . . . . but scared almost
to deafli of course . M going back
f0 he. . . . What about fthe stables?"

" The stables? " his fathem' repeated
dully ...

"Most of these bornbs are incemdiary.
Can you gef ouf for a look? . . . Cod, i f
1 had my eyes!"

" That's aIl right, sonny, " saîd Bannister
Who had been picing himself up heavÎiy.
"The Collegt. keeps up the insurafide."

'But the horses?"-
"Oh. a," mutfered Mr. Bannister,

steadying himself. l'il mun ouf and se'."
He made is way f0 the front door,

gropîng af the wall of the passage. swiyilg
as he went. Twiiighf had scarcely falien,
but fhe yard shone in anof hem ight and a
strange one. If came from the soufh
easf corner where the door of a deserted
building-if contained fire emrpfy loose
boxes-had burst info a blaze.

"Nowhere near the stables." M.
Bannister decided.. Fie Brigade xiii
be round presently and gef fthe horses
ouf" . . . a kind of paralvtis held hirn.
The fire showed the pavement. wheme the
'iornb hati falen. standingZ on edge like a
ring oif grave-stones. He cast a glante,
ouf of dira remernbered habits. up af the
stable-dlock.

There xvas no dlock. The cupola sf0011

there seemingly undamageti. but ýthe clocli
had gone. This puzzled and annoyed in.
Numbud in al bis body, scarcely capable
of locomotion, he yet found hirnself
wondering impatiently why no one camne
f0 bep why no one seemned in any hurry.

Thishdpromptd irhlm f0glande Up af
the dlock. . His gaze feul next On fthe
entrance of the garage. . . Hlon-ex was
there, stooping low wîf h is back turned
f0 fthe flame, apparenfiy examining a tire
oif bis silly ambulance Car, Just as if
flofhing had happened Yes, positivt'iy
freafing fhe ighf as if if bati been turned

Oni f0 beip the exarinaf ion! . . . Was
everybody mad, f hen?. . . Whv wa,
flot ing doing? What had taken the
Police? The fire brigade? Even fthe
Postman was late on bis round, for somne
Mysterious reason. .. .

As a mat fer of fact, the.bomb had
dropped less than three minutes ago,
an.td the postmnan was barely due.

iBANISTF fo bd hnseif star-
MR ancing

shard bad struck the edge of the case.
Xvenching it back, so that the sxaall irofi
flap-door bung open, cangliig. by one
hinge, exposîng the letters fo view.-**
Mr. Bannistcr's brain began to work anew,
and now is muscles worked wth if.
Yet if was stili as in a dream that he

sfeped 0 flc bx, cu~1t uthe Pile of
stepedto he oxca gt 1 a~oking

letters, absfracted the Ïtiti He 0
one which Hon-ex had tpae. ande
crammed flic resf back ifis
Was fumning f0 steal indoors withbi
prize whcn a cry smnotc onhis cars. ri

" Hclp hr-srébd!Bannisterifhaf's you-O in inercy! "
If was Horrcx's voice. Mr. Bannister

opencd a door on fthc lef t. a litf le way dowfl
fthe passage, flung fhe letter int o the dark-
ness of the fronf palor and stcPPed forth
again-caimidy f0 ail appearafice.

"Wliat's fthc matter? " he haîlcd, and
af thaf moment a couple of policemnen
ran info the yard. followcd by flic POst-
mlan. ;aie u

'If's fly jini.here . .. IH's alift, but
broken f0oi'cdc- .And I can'tlithn
-my arn sÎbroken. 1 thik.

"Sfeady!" said tfe c plicemnan, Who
wore flic sfripes of a scrgant. W'l
gef hîm ouf from Under f is car. gcntlY as
we can, and flien ring UP an ambulance.

.. Here, Webster, band mie your laifern
wbilc I have a look: and fliet run and ring
Up flic fire brigade and ambulanlce, for
YOur life. That fire yonder inay, )e nU5

chievous in another five rniiflý»'

" Ambulance? " sliouted I Hor.rex, fairiy
beside himsclf and fram.f c., "Ain'f thîs
an ambulance staring ye in flic face?
Lift him in-Oh. rny boy! MY bOYhS.Î
Siff bum in and Yun hiaover t) GuY S

lvj eiwllY" said flic sergeant.
Ing ve1 lis inspectmon-. His face

WVasScsrmus; is to-le officiai but noftiun-
kindl Y. "But who's f0 drie?. . Web-
ste can't. I can. a bif, but it's Ouf of
fthc question, my leavng fi that fir's
gZof under. There don't seenl any .d

aot..Are you the Iad's faflier, sir?'
"1 am,." said Hon-ex. and then with a

Sob, '<Leastways I was."
" H's al ive, sir . .. broken about a bit;

but b,-rcathing and nonc so thlcklv, ither.
If there was anvone to drive ve-But, as
it is, we'd best fetch up the regular
ambulance. Constable-

'Stay a moment," rung in Jlorrex.
"My mnechalic's at borne having supper-

and my left amin here is as ',ou -ec it.
But lift rny boy in and l'Il drive my Jia
to Guy's one-handed, 1 w ii."

"No. you mon'f." said Mr. Bannister,
steppiflg forward. "'I don't know the'
crank and clutches and what-nots of these
damned con trapt ions, But I scthe'haîf-
bakeds that can steer 'ern app-rentlv;
and by God, Horrex I can drive,-o(r
could, once on a time, eh? Lft the lad
in, Sergeant. . ý. And youi, Horrex, slip in
beside me and tell me about the breaks
and clutcbes. l'Il do the steeflng, and
don't you interfere. Keep your sound
armn to nurse your hurt one."

"You will?"1 asked 1-lorrex, eveing him
wan y.

"Why the devil flot?" retortt'd Mr.
Bannister.

"ýBoss," stammTered 1Ilorrex, "You're
an-"

"lNo I'm lot." Mr. Bannister cut in.
",I'm three parts a cniminal, if you want
to knowv . . . there, give me your 'sound
hand and climb alongside. Now. if the
others can lft the boy in? and-hullo!

bere's the postman!. . . Give a swig on
thaf orad crafll, rmy son. and fir h
cattie Up.. Readv?... Then bey-to
go!"

Mr. Bannister bcbng unlrtndv. the
ambulance started with a xvild forward
leap. as a colt bounds fromn bridît'. But
hie, xho in days gone by could work a
tandemn through a Derby crow'd-was
flot t. be fooleri by a piece of clockwork
that an erralld boy could drive... In
ten seconds hie had the feel of the brute's
mnouth (as bie put if) and the van a(ter

takng fie rund, for aIl the world a%
fbough it were approachitig anoz m '
portico., fetcbed its nose stra;ght, opened
out, and shof through tbe archway like
an arrow.

",Sorry to shake you ut) like that,-
bie found time to growl to Ilorrex. "'Fraid
it hurt your arm a bit.... But everything
must bave a beginnin.g vou know."

O)utside, the police herded back a
gatheriflg crowd f0t give the van passage:
and. byOnd, th'le road was fairly clear.
the asphalt sotb. TeCify had long
since discharged ifs traflic centrifugally.
lut Mr. Banri ster was ia a mood f0 have
welcomed dfi culties of sf cerage. 'The

en gilpurrdbnet is ee ke a wldl
bes htknew ifs master; and for a

mseaain hie knew hmself.

A13BOUT three weeks later, a lit tic before
.tunset, Mr. Horrex-discbarged from

bospital but stili cirryîng his 144 t arrn in a
spint-walked home to Quocunque Liv-
erv;, where his housekeeper, duly fore-
warned.had supper rearty for him. H2di

not mae straight for his own dloor, how-
ever; but having paused at the entrarice
for a survey of the' enceinte. walked
Slow Y across to Mr. Bannister, who stood
smoking a pipe in is doorway, much as
ie had stood On the evening of the
exploOnfi

"Good eveflifg,' said Horrex.
"CodeveningHon-x." saidMYr.

Bannister. (lad tose vou about a . .n
How's im?" The enq uiry was pitch-
cin a bearty key: yet.Mr. Bannister's

face wore a shadle of weariness.
. -ilgending steadily, thank

th l r The 0 doc Irsl1make a
n~1of himn yet. le were in time. thanks

to yOU."
Vpstairs, Dick's fypewriter ran on

ticking.

"They'tl neyer make a man of mine
again.", said Mr. Banmister gloomily.

Florrex was for changing the subject.
"New glass everywhere. 1 sec." said lie
with a ýgiance around- and the pave-
ment relaid-flew stable door-yes, and
upon MY word. f here's the old clock hack
in place and workiiig? How the dickens
have you managed it, in the timne? "

"-Coilege sent down lits Bursar," an-
swered Mr- Barnnister, shortly and yet
somnewhat shftily. " But 1 don't mmid
teîîing y ou a funny thing about that
clock. it was hale and hearty ail the
time. Somne darneI sparrow had buit
in the works. and when if feIl and shook
out fle nest. 1'1l be shot if the affair didn't
start working agaa. there on the pave-
nient. The firemefl~ound if there, mak-
ing UP for lost finie."

"You don't sa!" said Horrex. "Well.
it's no nmore wonderftil than oither things.

.. What's thaf besde you in the door-
post?"

"-jusf a, souvenir." Mr. Banni-ter
answered. "'A bit of the blamed thing
struck and sucked îfself into the post,
here, nof three inches froni where I -as
standing just as 1'm standing now. Just

f ake a hold on it and try to pull it o.....
You can't l No. nor anyone else. I rn
just going to let it bide there-as I say -
for a souvenir."

" But -but I don't understand,"- said
Ilorrex, kx>kint arotund hirn helplessly....
"One wouid sa!y the old place hadn't
changed at al, or only for the bei ter.
And the clock's gong. . . . Did you sav
they sent the Bursar dlown' >"

"Thev did, and hie hustled things
shiip-shape."

"Well, thaf's queer." Ilorrex mused
aloud. "I wrote him a letter -in point
of fact I'd posted if that very evening,
asking him to corne down and Furve....
Neyer an answer did 1 get. though maybe
if was overiooked and is waiting for me."
Horrex was furning to go.

"No.,if isnt." confessed Wniïster with
an effort. "I.ook h 're, Horrex. Ive been
meaninz to get if off my chest. rn l'ma
rotten hand at business as you pretty
well know . .. but somehow thicving is
not in my line--and-well, in gla t o
get if over. That blessed pillar-box.
u'hen 1 camne to look about., as knocked
aIl askew. and the door hanging. I .
well as the saving gocs, the t'mptaf ion
was too mucli for me. . .. I îîcked it out,
and, wh't's more, I openeti if. What's
more 1 kepf if back anti woe one of my
ow'n in its place. .. . You sec. there was
the door of fthe loose- boxes bia7ing and
1 counteti on the insurance money to
tickmenvwpr. That'sall. Now you have
if, and caoi caîl me what you like! '

1lorn-ex sîcpuped back f0 the edge of the
kcrb), stairt at bis old master and broke
i) a laugli h-yes info a laugh long and

heart y.
" Boss -sa1 i e, " I rernember well what

was in that letter, but you ain't the only
criminal as bas suppresseti part of this
correspondence. Ybu may remember be-'
ing, extra sharp that evening. and my
pwcking a letfci- out of the heap and

pkengit? ... well, if was your letter.
addrt'ssed f0 you and sfamped. .li
wearing the saine coaf as 1 wore tuit
evening. My 1ft arrn is flot serviceable
vet: but if youll pick it out from the
Ieft pocket bere, you can reati whaf be-
longs to you."

Mr. Barnnister obeyed. drew from ou
ilorrcx's'leff pocket a pile of letters,
found one stamped and addressed "Mm.
Bannister. Quocunque I.ivery. E.C., broke
the seal and read:-

"Mr. Bannister. Sir,-
" If was my hopes in the old days

fhat. some time., my son Jim mighf
grow up and.sthare as ,part ner with yours
in carrying on fthe business. Now,
Sir, that i11 is wrong and I hear your
brave lad pracfising aIl day fo be a
clerk, and ail for having served bis
Country, if aches my hearf. I write
thîs f0 say that 1 can'f give up my
opinions as f0 the future lying with
mofor f raffic, if the saine could hold
good and your son take over wrifing
work wif h a view f0 partnering mine, if
would still be an honor fo

"Yours respect fully,

"P. H. HomutEx."

"And, father" said Dick, when he
heard the news, "if if prospers, we'll put
a set of chimes into that dlock. Turn
-igain, Whiffingfon-that sort of thing-
You can't f hink how friendly if sounids f0
a blind man, jusf bearing somefhing cvery
fifteen minutes... . But t he difficuif v will
bu f0 find chauffeurs in these finies."'

Wcll, you may try me for a stop-gap,"saîÎd KMr. Bannister. " rat ber lîke
driving mofors. They're easy enough f0
suif a man at my time oif life."

ABEADER tells us that dsgring the

past fen momth8 8/C las sa ved
an average of $10.00 ta. $16.00

a mont/t followîng thte advice on food
values, cooking andi the recipe page
in EVERYWOMANIS WORLD. 2/te
figured, there fore, t hat lier invest-
ment of $1.1.0 on a year's subscription
lias paid lier a minimum proft at

$10.00 a viontli of $118.50.

0f course, tlere is just as mite/
and More in EV#JRYWOMAN's
WORLD for you too. May we receive
your renewal nomie f ast lear's sub-
script ion lias e.rplred?

Tliere seems fo be no doubt t/tatte
five wl.,e virgins, were t/tey living to-
daI,, would ail be suba cri bers to
EiVERYWVOMÂN'S WORLD.
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mween thet ocs, anti calluses, with-
ouf one parficle of pain, soreness
or irritation. Freezone i-m the
mysterious ether discovemy of a
îoted Cincnnatî genius. Great!

Battalion Souvenir1U
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By the Oldest and Most Rellable School et

MUSIC lu Amer Ica-Establlshed 1895
Piano.Organ.Viofin. Mandolin.Guitar. Banjo.etc.
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