
Clock-Craft.
Charles Dorian.

SAY, cook, 1 wish yo' had suinfin'
to cure dis heah toofache.A
haid wif a bad 'toof in it an' de
doctor allus twelve miles f rom

home, amn de mos' abstraculous white
man's burden, but whien a pore niggah
gits it, why-dere's only de cook ebber
lias any syrnp'fy."

Bruce, the, bookkeeper, wvas passing
through. the kitchen while Rastus
Hooke thus appealed for aid.

"N ow look here, Rastus," hie said. "If
you'd uise that head a littie more the teeth
wouldn't get a chance to ache."

"Y'am just like dem odder niggahs,
niistah Bruce-doan seem to, symp'fize
wif no man' troubles."

Rastus rolle1 his eyes, appealingly to-
ward Polton, thie cook. Polton rubt!bed
the flour off bis lbands and lookeci the
sufferer over.

"\'ant it pulled ?" lie asked, jocu1a~i.-I
"0li, lawdy, no, inistai iPolton ; I1

doan' want dat toof pulled. I want
sunifin' t' drive dis pain away,."

Polton' s eyes twinled.
"\'Vhat do v.on expeet I can do l'or it.

Rastus ?"
Rastus looked rounid to niak-e sure that

Bruce wvas goine.
"Mebbe vou can cuinjur it, miistahi

Poltoni."
Polton laughled.
"\'Vhv. mian.ý lie said, getting graduai-

ly serions. 'Yon credit me with more
of the gipsy tlian I knie\\ I possessed.
Buit i1 believe 1 cati cure tilat toothiache."

"Tlat's j us' w~hat 1 saici wxlîen 1 see
vo' (I0 lil cnniijur tricks at (le social,
todder niiglit."

Polton wvalked over to a sieif, took
(lo\w' a tin alarii dlock andcihel(l it before
rý'ast1us. Pointing11 at the minute hand,
lie said:

"Sec thiat big, hiand ?"
41 stuttelvy (105. assented Rastuis.

"WTeIl, in twenty minutes, when that
hand gets round -to here," indicating the
nunieral four, "your tooth will be better.
You will feel no more pain." This lie
said ve ry slowly. "Take this dlock to'
your tent; watch the hand closely and
corne back in twenty minutes and tell me
that the pain is ail gone."

Rastus walked out hiolding the dlock
in f ront of hirn and starmng at the hand
as if nothing else in the world existed.

"Say, boss," hie said at the end of the
twenty minutes. "Yo arn a wizahd! Dat
blessed toof doan' ache no mo'. What
yo' do to dat dlock ?"

cOh , that is a very simple thing, Ras-
tus. That is what is called a mind cure."

"I doan' undstan' 'bout dat 'mirnd'
business, but dese heah niggahs in dis
camp think dat's a won'erful dlock. How
rnuch one ob dem clocks cost ?"

"You could not buy a dlock like that,
Rastu s."

Polton nieant to be equivocal. That
1)articular dlock could have been boughit
ini any departmnent store thiat advertise(l
for 99 cents. Polton, however, was se-
cretly prouci of his cure and nattura]]Ny
put aà new value upon the dlock.

\'ith this wonderful instrument hic
soon becamie the xvizard of Camp III.
Marvelous cures were put clown to lus
powver and the news of themi spread
rapidly.

Poltoni's manner ivas of easy calmniiess.
A h.îgh mark of clignity stamped hii
colncqueror. But the levily comimon te,
everv type ini the "uiror i ad ad
inii appreciate h is enforced vocatioli,

wiîth grinii hutmor. Curing a toothache
by clockwork wvas stirely an innovation,
to excite the merrimient of a more staîd
nature thian Polton'ý,.

Thiere wvas the inevitable obstacle il,
Polton's healing j uriscliction, however.
The foremian of the various gangs rk


