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Concerniig the Clockmnaker and bis Wif e.
By BEAIRICE HARRADEN.

r was late in the Ili took off his spectacles and lielda
jevening, and the t hem lin lus handL

rainwbicbi had been vVe1l, Vo lumnia," be said, "tomorrowf
- pouring all the day you and I wili part. Not a very pleas-,

long, was stîli peit- tint prospect so far as the weather is
ing against the win- concerfied. Do you bear the ram " 1
dows of the dlock- -1 fear you xiii have a wet journey,"1

'i maker's kitchen. The said his wife.- "Perhaps you remember
clockmaker's wife that tornorrow ja the anniversary of our

put down ber knitting, tbrew a few wedding day. Tomorrow, thirty-five
sticks on the fire, unfastened the bellowLz y ars ago, it poured in torrents, as it1
from their accustomed place on the is pouring now. That was not a veryi
right-hand side of the beartb, and by cheerful omen for our wedding."
their aid fanned life into the dying "No, Volumnia," the old man aneer-
embers. She glanced at the clockmaker, ed, smiling grimly; "my friends tried
wbo sat at the.table, and was busily to persuade me not to marry you."
engaged in repairinq a watch. "Precisely," said the old lady dryly,

'-Thomas," she said, "I am sure yon i and my friends tried to persuade me
cannot see by that light. Let me trim xot to marry you."ý
another Jamp." "I wish you had listened to tbem,

"I have just done, he answered gruif- V'oluimnia," he sighied, as lie leaned back
ly, witbout looking up from bis work. ini the settle. Volumnia Webster sbrug-

He went on working and she went on ged her shoulders.
knitting; and, except for the sound of "Because 1 did not listen to my
ber needies, and the purring of the black friends and you did not listenl to your
cat wbich sat staring into the fire, thiere friends' Thomas," she said, "we have
was silence in the room, until the dlock- each of us lost tbirty-five years of life.
maker dropped one of bis tools, and the That was a pity. Life is short, and we
black cat sprang after it, and cbased cannot afford to fritter it away. But
it gaily on the floor. in ail human probability we bave each

"Not yet, I hope,'" said the little old laf us about twenty more years to live:
lady, wbo quietly picked up the tool, so we must make the niost of that.
replaced lt on the table, and caressed There us plenty of time to do a good
the offending cat, which, after this vig- many things ini twenty years."
orous sally, bad returned to its former "The curious part," said the dlock-
task of coîtemplating the lire. maker, as ho stroked the black cat. "the

The little old lady ieaned forward in curious part, Volumnia, is that 'we bave
ber chair and nursed ber face. She was neyer thougbt of ail this before. Now,
an oid-fasbioned person, witb sharp fea- to be honest witb me, do you recollect
turcs and stiff grey ringlets falling over a single day's pleasure in my companyey"

ber sunken ceceks. Uer eyes werei Volumnia Webster mused.
piercingly brigt; she had au intellec- "Notbing readiiy suggests itself to

tuai forebead; lier countenance was ai- me,'" she said, after a pause. "Ah, yes:

most distressing in its eagerness. 1 eau recaîl one very happy day in

At last the clockmaker rose from his London, spent witb books and pictures.

chair, and came and rested lu the oid Stay, I forgot that you did not spend
carved oak settie whicb served the that day witb me. No, Thomas; to be

double purpose of keeping out the candid witb you, I can dwell on nothing

draught from the door and forming a pleasurable in. the past, so far as you

comfortabie though ancieut seat. are concerned. The fact is, there bas

always been such a guif between us-' ways feit buried in this stupid vilage.

1 came fromn a world utterly different lI have neyer had the chance of putting

f rom your world, and not only our 1 niy talents to aceount. Well, that is of

spheres, but our actual ways of looking1 the past, too."

at things were different. Then, too, 1 He had now set in order the handsï of

was of gentie birth; you know 1 have the clock; and, taking out biis hea-fy

no wish to speak unkind words to yon, gold watch, lie corrected the time, qaid

Thomas, but i do not think the samne returned to the settie.
adjective can qualif y your birth."' "I should tell you, Volumiia," lie com

"You have told me that several times tinued, "that 1I bave my affairs in ex-

before," lie replied haif sulkily. "lYou cellent condition. 1 have wound theFu

may have forgotten ail your other up just as if they were the affairaý of

duties, but you have neyer forgotten the a dead mani. I owe nothlng; ixde

duty of reminding me, either directly some few shillings are OWMg ionie for

or indirectly, that your father was a repairs whic~h I have finlie this *fýoe
naval captain and that my father was noon. The dlock belongs te F*r#ler

not a naval captain. But there, lot that Garrett, and the watch 1. theo Px«epey
pass; everybody must have some kind of Mr. Fane; be sure te returu. -thein

of hobby, and I do not grudge you tomorrow, and, as for the extra, ml ' 

yours. We were speaking of enjoyment i t will be useful to you at Christrnase'

in the past, were we not? You said Volumnia Webster stirred uneasI1 n

von could recolleet nothing pleasant, so ber chair.i
f ar as I was concerned. Weli, I have "Christmfas without Tou 'wIllseM
the advantage of you, Volumnia; for I strange, Thomas," she said.

eau recall a. very happy day "Perhaps," ho answered, "but ono soon

spent with you iu Winchester gets accustomed to. feelingtrne»-

Cathedral. Do you remember look- H1e took from. bis pocket his e b'y

ing at the Crusaders, and noting old-fashioned watch, and looked at IL t

which of them had been once, twice, or gretfully.
thrice to the Holy Land? 1 thought «"You remember, this belonged to Y~Ir,
them fools because 'of their enthusiasm, brother, Volumnia l e said Badlly.
and, as usual, you did not agrec with bas been my companion for ma.ny ye-
me. And then we went into the town, 1 suppose I must give it back te yZ

and botight that elock yonder. That re- but I shall miss it terrib y.»
minds me: there is something wrong "No doubt you wiil feel strange.a

with the hands: I1umust see to tbem be- flrst,' said Volumnia, "but, te quo

fore I go to bed tonight. Indeed, I will your own words, one soon gets accui-

do so now." tomed to feeling strange, you know.!»
"Yuar1etigcofsd" said Vol- The old lockmaker shdok his heaÏL

umnia Webster placidly, as bier busband "No, Volumnia," lho replied; "I sbMIl

opened the glass of the clock's face; "L miss that watch sadly. We eaun mr

have neyer been iu Winchester?' to do without people mucb more ca4
-Why, of course," lie answered, turn- than without tbings. We become absurd

ing round, "you were not with me! That ly attached to our hittle personal poum~-

wvas the happiest day 1 ever spent. Ev- sions." His voice faltered as lie spok

erything in Winchester interested me, "I give in," sbe said, after a pa el

and I made friend vt htoddc-'you may keep thewateh."

maker, wbo wanted me to buy bis busi -"Thank you," hie said warmly; "tb4t
iniess . If I bad had the xnoney, nothing is generous of you. In fact, Voluwntà,

iwould bave pieased me better, for I al- you bave been kind to me In 'a "et

"The stranger took up fiddle and i ho and green bag, and crept to the door. Trhe ralîx was still peltiliglaai nt the witidows, and the wlnd waqsstti howllng its dismal storj y.the Water

was rushing down the % iie r Y he .t'-anger ,au;el jîst b%, thiedwoî, rî piîig agahist ali1i hope th it tie littie oidl lady would relent andu say on1e word of kind disrnLsaab

Y,.
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