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Behind the Clock.

By DERWENT MIALL,

L

HI3 is w sad story, but if the les-
son it hatds for all womankind
is somewhere tuken to heart, it
will not bave beea written in

vain. K

Jamea Bufin hed a large clock on his
dining-room  mantelpiece. it was
modelleit upon the cheerful lines of a
mausoleum; the wort o clovk, in faet,
that i often presented to Sunday-schoel
superintendents, curater, and elderly en-
ployees of business huuses, when they
have been a lunyg time in one place with-
out daing any particulnr harm,

Not that Jumes’ clock was a testimon-
jal—he had never deserved anything like
that. A too-adhesive Wabel on the back
of it stil} bore the inscription "Lot 203,
which certainly sugmests that he may
have picked it up in a saleroom, But—
Ieaven krows why—fames Buffin prizsed
his clock, aimd every Baturday night, just
before going to bed, he wound it up, and
meddied with the regulitor iv the vague
liope of doing some pood to its worka

It was i front of this timepiece that
hin daughter Violet—who had just been
promotil to long  frocks—was  slamding
one fateful afternoon, as - she read a
much-creased letter in the sprawly hand-
writing of Ueorge Plimpley.

Yiolet had been forbidden to have amy-
thieg more to dp with the FPlimpleys,
under penalty of being sent—Ilong akirts
notwithstanding—to be “linished” sk
soma  eonventional establishment in
France, For Jaumes Buifin, since a eer-
tain “deal" in which he had not shown
his usual business acumen, always spoke
of Plinpley senior as “that old thief”;
and Le hated the very sight of George.

Creorge it was. however, who wrote like
this to Vielet: "§ have kirsed your dar-
ling letter a thousand, thougand dimes,
awd am ten thousand times mare resolved
than ever that they zhall never part us.
Qh! my swertest owo——"  But perhaps
you, too, wiil hate teorge if I quote any
more. .

Poor Violet had scarecly time to read
her CGrorpe’s jetter through more than
five times when o step sounded gutiside,
and the door handle turned.

With every sizn of terror end eonfusion
upen hee fresh young face, she tried to
thrusk the incriminaling missive inio her
pocket, I that moment her girthood
ended,

Not till then had she fully realised that
wonan's catate hag its sorrows as well as
ita privileges,

ler .new habbleskirt Bad nn parkei!—
or, if 1 had. it was so placed that it
conhd not possibly be fomnd.

To be discovereid with a crumpled paper
in her hand might 1% dangerous.  There
was no fire: the letter must be hidden
ecomewhere in the room.

Quirk as thought Violet slipped it he-
hind the flnrk.  And then Jumes Buffin
eame in, with a titrsnme business friemd,
wha stayed to tea, and rapprr. and whist.

Yioulet had te gn to bed before ke left,
anil all (Lin time the dining roem was oc-
cupred.  Ele was tno nervous Lo come
downstairs in the dark.

Ro tivarge’s letter remained behing ihe
ek,
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The fllowing morning- it was Wednes-
day —Violet was down  with  influenza.
Not until Thuredav as she weil enough
to realiee her po-ition.  Unless George's
letter could be reclaimel before Saturday
nizht, when James Buliin would move his
clsck to wind it~ for the key went into a
hole tn its back - her doom  was sealed,
Fhn woubd inevitably be sent away to the
convenl nilhioah

It was all inexpre<ally mad.  The
Bufing and the Plimpleys wers two of the
ninst respected familied wt "odder’s Fnd—
whirh, 8¢ vou know, it & high-toned
den ity suburh,  In this modeat sphere
betli James Btfin and Mr, Plimpley were
rurerasful men -although, perhaps, no
man ran Le sail to have achieved nucess,

in the full mense of the word, wha iy shill”

st to the tisk of colil mutton for
dinger ~and a2 malrimoeniel allisnee Le-
tiveen the Lwo families woull have been
mprrepriate,

Byt -therr was that feud.

Vialel thowght ol it as she Jay in Led.
and Lionght  how  the  disravery al
Genrge's rtler would Intsmalfy It Thee
was no one in the house in whom she

¢ould confide, and the only girl friend she
conkl trust—Amy Pinhorne—was not tall
enpugh to Lft papa’s clock. .

At last, she decided that only Gearge
himself eould help her,  Khe would write
~—in fact, sbe did write-~to her deareat
Amy, enclosing a letter for her to give to
(leorpe. Gearge was strong enough to
Lift the clock, and, sha hoped, brave
enough to call at the house, some time
when papa was out.

e would be shown into tlhe diming-
room; he would be alone for a minute ar
iwo, and he could sneak the letter from
its hiding-place.

Violet's temperature dropped two de-
grees, and Bhe took her beef-tea with
Rome approach to equanimity afier the
letter to Amy Pinhorne had been dia-
patched.
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There was a headlong directness aboat
George Plimpley that made bhim a ferror
at tennis tournament and wkist drive;
and also, said the voice of detraetion, at
Cinderella dances—hnt this by the way.

It was chararteristic of him that he
entered the Buffins’ house, not by the
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front door, but by the French window of
the dining room, early on Saturday.

1t was the shortest route to the clock.

Iu the huslhed room the young man
paused one
fizure of arrested resolution, Then, with
Iithe and catlike tread, he went to fhe
mantelpiece, and lifted the gloomy time-
piece, destined so soon to be wound, in
Lia strong youny hands,

He bumped it down again six inches out
from the wall, found the letier, porketed
it, and once more raized the clock, to re-
place it in statu quo.

And at that moment
stnod in the window!

With the vlock still wplifted in  his
handa, tfeorge turned his head, and re-
garded the herror-stricken man.

Jamea Buflin advanced into the roem
unsteadily. . -

“3a you're trying to ateal my cloek!®
he sid hoarsely, I didn’t think any
man could be 30 wicked!”

James Buifin

Georye wan about {o reply that no man °

would be 5o foolish, till he reflected that
this was no oceasion for Jevity. Bome-
how, lie had got {p explain  hiy conduct
without heiraying Vielet's mecret.

Very meekly, very earefully, he put the
clock back in its place, )

“Trying to steal my clock!” repeated
Jamen Ruftin, with bated breath; “and
in broad daylight, too!™

“Nun-nun na,” stammered poor Grarre.
“0h, no! Mr. Bufiin.' T was just lifting
it Lo sea—to mece if it wam heavier than
the one wa have at home.”

Ha smiled fesbly; but the miserable pre-
tence of laughter died ont of his eyes, an
James Buflin pointed to the onen window.

“Gol™ he raid, sharply.  ~] hava wail
hard things of your father, and I shall
er forgive lum, But I should not
liks #ven him tn know that & son of his
trint to wtral my elock.”

Al Ciearge, after & moment's refires
tion, saw that, fur Viulet's sake, ho
st accept thin enndemnation; wod he
went.

Bul Viodet wan seat tn tha canvent
relinol after afl; for Samas BaMn ik nnt
want her to ho ox von bn dhe sk
of & chaiwe meeting with George.

moment to laten, a poised .

Bo two young hearts were separated -
perhaps for ever. .

And the moralf  TIa &t not to be found
in thia? The whole tragic business was
dae to tha fuct that YViolet had mo
pocket in her dreas.  Bo woman's ery
abould be, not “Votea for Women,” but
“Packets far Women"— practicable
pockets

For, after all, you never know when
You may be placed in Violei's sad di-
lemma. Bavages are pocketless; but, so
long s women are content to be the
same, dhey remain, where tieorge's letier
wus, behind the clock.
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Suffragette Insanity.

The peculiarly exasperating Suffra-
gette post-box ecampaign is still belng
carried on with undiminighed =zeal, and
thus far not a single arrest seems to
have been made either in Landon or the
provinees. In spite of palice and past
office precantions pillar hoxes ang other
recepltacles for poatal packets are being
attacked daily in all purts of the coun-
try, and the effects of the destrumetion
and muiiletion of their econtents ave be-
eoming painfully paient m mercawtile
circles. Emboidened by their successes,
the Suffragetics ave now openly Boast-
ing thaf what they have already done
the way of pillar-box ontr is no-
thing to what they will do presently.
This is being interpreted to mear that
these mad-brained barridans are plan-
ning a special visitation ta take effect

Near-sighted old lady: For shame, Elll Sioypson! And you only marrled o month,

just when the postboxrs will be eram-
med with Christmas mail matter. It ie
alleged that they intend 4o abandon the
ireacle, ink, varnish, and eimilar measy
compournds in favour of a new ard much
more destructive ageni—a practically
eolourless powder or fluid (it i& not cer-
{ain which), that has ineinerating pro-
pertien of a peculiatrly high order. This
coneoction, whatever it may be eomposed

of, will, it is alleged, utterly destroy the .

paper contents-of any receptacle into
which & small quantity ia poured, and
it i8 further alleged that under certain
circumstances it is. pocecrsed of explo-
sive propertiea. .
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©Of conrse, ihe Sulfragetie” bosst may,
be “all moonshine,” bul aceibg what they
have accomplished in the matier of post-
box mischief, one cannot afflord to ignora
their bthreats as mere “idle vapourings.”
What these mad-braire of the *Votes
for Women” army hope or expect to
gain from the wanton and vicious ioter-
ference with ome of the most importank
and preciood public eonvenietces s bo-
-yond the comprelension of - the aver-
age person, mzle o1 female. It 35 jumt
wvne of those forms of terrorism that are
bound ta defeat dheir abject, for, to tha
wordinary everyday sort of man or woman
it srems that the creature who deliber-
ately places destruotive ageris in post-
office boxea, s ihe last person in the
world who sahould be given a voice in the

governmemt of {he eonntry. The aver-

age man eays, “Fut them in a Iunatie
aaylum,” but the average woman would
mele out moch hamsher treaiment.

Ii they tomtinue iheir exasperaiing
campaign  against the people’s post,
there will surely be very unpleasant re-
prieals atiempted preaentiy.

Apart from tbeir wtierly indefemsible
nltacks om poit boxes, the “‘shrieking
misters” of ‘the Snfirage movement are
behaving i ways that invite the strong-
est possible eondemnation. A ecase inm
point occurred only a few days
wher o elergyman who, unforinoately,
bore some famrt likeness to Mr Lioyd
{icorge, was slashed across the fice wibh
& dogwhip by & Suffragette, who im-
agined &de bad “ireed” the Chaaeellor
of the Exchequer in disgnise, This
vicious ereature bas gone to prison im
liew of paying & L1Q penalty, but it &
10 be moted dhat ahe has not had even
the grace io apologise io the unfortunate
clerie, whose face will hear witnesa to
the strength of her good right arm for
many & dey.

It goes all against a decent English-
man'y grain to inflict corporal  pameh-
ment on a woman, but today you may,

‘hear kighly rempectable citizems discms-

aing Lhe advisability of treating post-
box rziders and women guilty of uupro-
voked amanite such ae the one wmention-
ed, to bodily discipline,

OCCASIONAL CONSTIFATION
a fertite mource of many of the minor fIls
that flesh 8 heir to. The best way of re-
sioring a state of healthy activity 0 gto-
sgeh and bowels 18 by toking a wineglisaful
of " Hunyadi Janos ' natorak apertenmt
water gvery mitersate day before breakfast.
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Epilepsy and Fits.

with the Hemedy ?
Tha Clerk :
alLick stnce shis gob Whis medicine,

What  Independent :Wifnesses s.sy—,

From * FREE PRESS " (Wexford).

‘Wexford Union—Mr. ., 1. Peacocka, F.P., in the chair.
The Clerk said he had a eurious astatement to make with regarl to
TRENOH'S REMEDY—A WONDERFUL SUGCESS.

Bome time agn the doctor had under his charge & girl who was anffering
from a very bad form of Epilepsy, aed he decided on trying Trench'n
Remely. She took the medicine fur & yasr and a half, and never hada fit
during the whola time.  For Llie pust {ew wmonthe she ceased to take the
medicine, and during that time slis has had no ft.

Lord M, Fitzgeraid: How many stitacks bad she belore slie was trested

ke umed $o b mttacked dally, bnt nhe has not had an
T i
Lord M. Fitzgerald : That is quite proof eaongh.

Testimonials from alt ever the world. Full partienlam
spplicution to New Yeuland Ageats for Trench’s Remedies Lid., Dublin,

Messrs. ELLISON & DUNCAN, Ltd.,

NAPIER.

pont free on




