
WHEN THE CLOCK

There are times when life la something more than meat and drink and alaep;
When the surface shows no ripple though the stream Is swift and deep;
When the good that's In the worst of us has taken us in tow
And has fanned love's fading embers till they flash again and glow:
When we feel there's something in us has escaped the madding crowd-W- hen

it's quiet In the evening and the clock ticks loud.

When the grate fire's crimson afterglow is graying into gloom,
When there's none but she and you within that cozy little room.
When the cat upon the hearth rug yawns and drifts again to dreams.
Then how very like the heaven we have learned to long for seems
That delightful little chamber with the magic charm endowed
When it's quiet in the evening and the clock ticks loud.

Not a word to break the stillness, yet there's music in the air
Music born of softest silence, music sweet and low and rare;
For the one who sits beside you is your sweetheart, and you know
That she loves you, for she wed you many patient years ago;
And her love songs, born of silence, make you brave and great and proud.
When it's quiet in the evening and the clock ticks loud.
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frpHE Reverend Boswell' Holland
sat alone In his study. The room
which, though small, had been

dignified with the name of study, was
the best and pleasantest room in the
bouse, and in It were drawn together
all the best that the house uffuided
here was the prettiest paper and the
best carpet, the only lounge, the easi-
est rocking chair, the gayest table-cove- r,

the best lamp, and the prettiest
ornaments, all gathered here by his
young wife's unselfish devotion, and
her husband's devoted selfishness.

A tall, stout, well-mad- e, florid young
man, never intended by nature for any
sedentary llfo; one whose broad shoul-

ders and strong arms would have made
a better and healthier man of him in
the field or workshop; one who as a
farmer or machinist might have mnde
something of his muscular Inheritance,
but who had beon thrust into a posi-
tion he was wholly unfitted for by
the weak ambition of a doting mother
and the vanity and in-

dolence of his own character.
A gentle step, a timid deprecating

tap at the study door. "Eyes right
attention!" In one moment, like a sol-

dier on drill, the reverend gentleman
had wheeled Into position at the table,
snatched up a pen, dipped It into the
Ink, and held It suspended over the
paper, as he said in the d

tones of a person suddenly disturbed In
some absorbing train of thought:

"You can come in."
Softly the door was pushed ajar,

and a sweet young face, fair and fresh
4ts an apple blossom, and framed In
braids of soft brown hair, peeped tim-
idly in.

"Quite alone, dear?" she asked,
glancing round the apartment; and
then satisfied that he was so, the wife
came in a girlish figure, though one
arm clasped her sleeping baby to her
bosom; in the other hand she bore a
small tray with snowy white cloth.
Pausing a moment on her way to de
posit the child among the cushions ol
the lounge, she came to her husband's
side.

"What have you got there, Lucy?"
he said in tones,
though his eager eyes contradicted his
assumed indifference.

"Only a little lunch for you, doar,"
said the little wife, coaxlngly, and he
removed the desk and set the i.e
tray before him.

"You silly child! what is it?" Lucy
raised the cover and revealed a small
Juicy beefsteak, temptingly cooked, a
biscuit, and a cup of steaming tea.
"Oh, I have not any appetite; I do not
want it," said the husband, making a
very faint demonstration of pushing it
from him.

"Yes, you do, doar; I know best.
Did not you tell me yourself that
brains needed food, and that mental
labor was more exhausting than any
other? Take a little sip of the tea
first, dear, and maybe that will bring
an appetite."

"You are a little goose, Lucy," said
the Reverend Boswell, as be took the
cup from her hand; and so, Just to
please the affectionate little thing, he
ate and drank all she had provided
and he did it, too, Just as if he relish-
ed every mouthful. You would never
have guessed he did not relish it Oh,
he was such a good man! And Lucy
sat by, delighted that her idol bad
condescended to accept her meat and
drink offerings.

"There now; these poor, doar, tired
brains will feel all the better," she
said, laying her soft hand carelessly on
his low brow. "It is too bad for you
to sit here, hard at work, all this love
ly day; but tell me, have you worked
very hard this morning?"

"Well, no, not very," said the
Idler. "It la too warm to do

much."
"Warm here, dear?" said Mrs. Hoi

land, glancing round the cool, fresh,
orderly little room, and contrasting it
with the kitchen, the-- heated scene of
her own labors. "Then it must be be
cause yon feel weak; do you I"

TICKS LOUD.

Clergyman

gB3&8E9Sffig3ES&5ffiea

"I thought you would come up and
read for me, Lucy; I have been expect-
ing you."

"But I could not come to-da- you
know," said the wife, deprecatingly.
"It's washing day!"

"V. ell, what If it is? You do not
wash, I presume."

"No, dear, not exactly; but Katie
does."

"But you are not Katie."
"I beg your pardon, but I am on

washing and ironing days."
"What do you mean?"
"Only, of course, that when Katie is

washing, I have her daily work to do."
"I do not see what great amount of

work thcire can be to do in such a fam
ily as ours."

"That is because It is not in your
line, Boswell. If it was you would
soon find out that there is work to be
done in every d family,
however small; and where there Is a
baby, and only one inexperienced ser-
vant, there is a good deal of work to
be done."

"Work, work!" said the parson, fret
fully. "One would think to hear you
talk of your work, that we lived in a
palace and entertained company every
day of our lives."

I am very thankful that we do
not," laughed the sweet-tempere- d little
woman.

"Well, I can't understand it, I'm
sure. Do tell me now what have you
uad to do this morning."

"I will," said Lucy, seating herself
on the lounge by he child. "It is a
fine day, and Katie has a very large
wash; so I set her at work early, and
I made the beds and put the rooms in
order, and then I cleared away the
breakfast things, and swept and dust
ea tne parlor and entry; and I put
fresh flowers In the vases, and I pick-
ed and shelled the peas, and made the
pudding, and cooked your steak, and
tended tho baby " .

"Well, he Is asleep."
"Yes, he Is now; but he was wide

awake all the morning, and Just as
cunning as he could be. I only wish
you bad seen him when I "

"Oh, yes, I dare say; but I don't
care to hear about it"

Lucy bent down over the sleeping
child to pat and kiss him, and when
she raised her head there was a tear
on the baby's dimpled cheek. Poor
little thing! Had he ben weeping in
his sleep? for the mother's fair face
was as unruffled as before.

"Are you coming to read to me,
Lucy?"

Lucy hesitated. .
"I will If I can after dinner."
"Oh, I am going out to dine with the

Aliens."
"You are! Why, Mr. Holland, you

did not tell me!"
"No, I did not think of it; and I do

not suppose it makes much difference
to you."

"I thought it would be a good day
for you to go over to see that old deaf
Mrs. Otis. I hear she tells everybody
she does not know her minister by
sight"

"Well, she won't acquire that knowl
edge to-da- y, any way. . Mary Denny
promised to call for me at the Aliens'
and take me for a drive in her pony
carriage down to the lower mills at the
Pond, and that Is much pleasanter."

"Of course it is; and such a lovely
day, too. You will have a charming
ride. I am so glad! It will do you
good to leave your writing, I am sure."

"Yes; but about that old Mrs. Otis!
Can't you go there instead of me? You
might"

"Of course I could. But she is so
cross I am half afraid of her; and be-

sides, it is you she wants to see, not
me."

"Let her take the best she can get,"
said the unconscious egotist; "I can'
go."

"Shall you be home to tea, Bos
well?"

"I rather think not Mary said she
would leave me up at the White's on
our way home; they arc to bare the

hotr up there this evening; they said !

something about your coming, but I
told tnem It was or no use to ask jou, And so with many other little out-f- or

I knew you would not leave the ofdoor duties which usually devolve
baby all the evening npon the masfr of the house, but

wife, picking up her baby and the tray.
"You will have a beautiful day; I half
envy you the nice ride; but I'm sure
you need it and if I were you I would
not write another word Just
He down on the lounge and take a imp,
and you will be all rested and bright
by dinner time. If any one calls I
will say you are engaged (you are, jou
know, engaged for dinner) and I'll call
you in time to dress, and bring you
some hot water. Now take my ad-
vice," and nodding and smiling, the un
selfish woman drew down the shades
and left him.

And this was but a sample of their
daily lives.

Mrs. Brlant Lucy s mother, was a
widow of some property. After the
marriage of all her children she had
broken up housekeeping, and had Ixen
making a long visit to each of ber two
married sons, and now she wrote to
say If it was agreeable to Mr. and
Mrs. Holland, she would come and
make them a visit of a few weeks.

Of course Lucy, who was the young
est child and only daughter, was de
lighted. She came, all tears and smiles
and blushes, to show the welcome let-

ter to her husband. Of course he was
not quite so much elated at the pros-
pect; it was not to be expected be
should be; and most wives would have
resented his unsympathlzing coldness;
but Lucy had such a pretty, winning
way, and then she bad, all uncon-
sciously, learned the habit of arpulng
with him through his own Interests.

"Mother is so cheerful," she said,
"and so pleasant you will find her
excellent company; and then she is
such a splendid housekeeper, and
knows everything, and Katie and I are
so inexperienced. She Is a capital
cook, too, and makes things go as far
again as I can. And such nice things
as she can make! I am only afraid
after she has been here you will think

don't know anything; but I shnll
keep my eyes oprm, and try to learn
her way of doing things. I did not
think half enough of It while I lived
at nome. Ana tnen sne nns nan so
much experience with children, she is
as good as a doctor; and I am such a
little goose If anything ails the baby;
but I shall feel as if he is all right If
I can pop him into mother's arms,
ana I snail not nave to rout you up
at night to go for the doctor every
time he screws his dear little face up
into a pucker; and then she is so fond
of babl(B I dare say she will tend him
half the time: and think how much
more time I shall have to read to you
and make parish calls!"

In due course of time Mrs. Brlant
made her appearance. She was a dell
cate, pleasing, lady-lik- e little woman,
with sweet brown eyes and a marvel
ously sweet voice, that "excellent
thing in woman." Never yet came
Nemesis In gentler form or more al-

luring guise; but it was Nemesis all
tho same. She was an acute and ob
serving woman; there was quiet but
keen penetration in those soft brown
eyes, but there was no bitterness about
her.

She read her 's character
at once; the soft brown eyes went
straight through his shallowness down
to his selfishness and Indolence. Of
course her motherly instincts were all
on L.ucy s siae, wuo, sue saw, was
drooping under a burden of care be
yond her strength; but she never
thought of making her unhappy by
pointing out her husband's faults to
her; on tho contrary, she always prais
ed bim wherever she conscientiously
could, treated hlra with marked defer
ence, and made him more comfortable
in a dozen little ways, while she was
all the time quietly loosening bis wife's
bonds and transferring them to him

"Mr. Holland," she said to him one
day, In her sweet, gracious way, "will
you have the kindness to pick us some
peas for dinner

"Me? I pick the peas?" asked the
astonished son-in-la-

"Oh, no, no;" hastily interposed
Lucy; "I will get them; I was Just go
ing."

"My dear child, no! The vines are
wet with last night's rain; and with
your thin dress! I would not have you
do it for the world; and I am sure Mr,
Holland would not hear of such a
thing."

"No, no! certainly not" said the rev
erend gentleman; "it is not fit for her,
of course;" though he remembered un
easily how many times she had done it,
even in the rain. "But cannot Kate
get them?" '

"I do not think she can," said the
gentle voice; "she Is very busy ironing
your shirts, and she does them very
well, but she is veiry slow. I could
shell the peas If I had them; but it
Is no matter; if you do not care about
them, we will do without. We have
only plain boiled corned beef to-da- y

ana 1 tnougnt you wouia like some
vegetable besides potatoes with it
but please don't go if you don't want
them."

But Mr. Holland was an epicure In
a small way, and he did not fancy a
dinner of beef and potatoes. So he
went and from that day the picking of
the peas, beans, cucumbers and tenia-

toes was, without any talk, dropped
quietly into his hands.

which Lucy, In her loving eagerness to
spare ber husband time and trouble,
had Indiscreetly taken upon herself;
Mrs. Brlant laughingly accused her of
over ofBclonsness, quietly took them
ont of her hands and restored them to
their rightful owner. And all this was
done so sweetly by the amiable law-
giver that neither party could gainsay
ber, and the mystified minister really
felt she was sustaining him in bis
rightful authority. Indeed, he was
morally and physically a better, bnp-ple- r

and more useful man for the
he 1 thy out-ofdo- employments to
which her sagacious administration
bad subjected him. He dawdled less
with his pen, and wrote better when
he did write. '

By the time Mrs. Briant's visit drew
near Its Intended close, the gentle lit-

tle tactician had her leviathan pretty
well in hand; for though quiet in her
advances as the incoming tide, she was
quite as irresistible. Lucy, cheered
by her mother's presence and silent
support, and set free from the house
hold bonds that bad so oppressed and
enthralled her, was herself once more.
She bad regained her natural elasticity
of step and feeling, and brought out
by her mother's judicious management
she had taken and worthily filled her
proper place In the parish as the min
ister's wife, and was beloved and re--,
spected In the congregation.

"I have been thinking, my dear Mr.
Holland," said Mrs. Brlant In her most
mellifluent tones, one day when tht
soup she had presided over had given
him great satisfaction, "that after I
leave you, Lucy had better have a sec
ond girl."

Mr. Holland looked up In blank Bur- -

prise, and calmly and sweetly the lady
went on:

"Katie, though a good girl as far as
she goes, is very inefficient. She Is
honest but she Is a miserable cook,
and very wasteful. But all such young
girls are; they waste half enough to
keep a family. And the washes are
very heavy; gentlemen and babies,"
she said, with a rippling laugh, "make
a great deal of washing, you know,
and Katie is vory slow, and If jou
have to put it out that Is very ex-

pensive. And then there Is so much
sewing to oe clone, i did nope we
should find time to mnke up your new
linen before I left, but It is not cut
out yet and Lucy will never pet
through a dozen shirts alone. Poor
girl! the parish and the baby make
such heavy demands upon her time, I
think she will have to put your shirts
out to be made." And with a few
pleasant remarks about the parish and
the weather, she smilingly withdrew.

But the good seed had been carefully
sown. The parson, though not over-wis- e

in general, was sharp and shrewd
where money was In question, and
knew the full value of dollars and
cents. He took the matter into con-

the

mental
efficient his she not

the Ured.
the certain

meats that his soul He knew,
too, that ber advent among
his been lessen-
ed, not increased. He knew that the
liberal board which she bad Insisted

Including

much tea

ivory
which be just entered,

the expense
the and all

services freely giv-
en. On other hand, If she all
this must An additional Bcrrant
would cost a week,
to begin with, how much In
and And as to putting
out washing and sewing,

unknown
he not The parson

his conclusion he to
that "in conclusion"
favorite portion his sermon so. in

he requested Lucy to invite
ber mother become a permanent
member of the family; Lucy, who
in unselfishness thought
Bozzy did it all her sake, could
not express gratitude.

And now know the reason the
Holland resembled

Pet-- . von its
mother" in the Way
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"Say, I'd the of setting a
of It at for a or so.

I'd it putting eighteen hours
a day and sixty minutes every hour

nothing off for meals. Oh, I'd
busy all right all right"
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board,
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Investigating a reported discovery.

Dr. Greeff of Berlin has proven that
radium offers no hope whatever of aid-
ing the blind see.

The cost of concentrating the force
sea ever prevent the

utilization of wave power, in the opin-
ion V. a engineer.
The elevation floats Is only moder
ate it takes a long time, so that

apparatus is expensive for
power.

The process of homogenizing milk-perf-ected

by Gaulin of Paris consists
forcing the milk, at about 185 de-

grees Fahrenheit a closed drum
In very fine jets against a porcelain
plate. The fat globules are broken up
Into very minute particles. There Is
no subsequent tendency for cream to
rise, digestibility is not affected,

combined pasteurization,
the treated milk keeps a long time un-
changed.

Interesting tests were made recently
in the Madison Square Garden, New
York, to determine the pull-
ing power of horses, men and ele-
phants. Two horses, weighing
pounds each, together pulled 3,730
pounds, or 550 more than
combined weight One weigh-ln- g

12,000 pounds, pulled 8,750 pounds,
or 3,250 pounds than his weight
Fifty men, aggregating about 7,500
pounds In weight pulled 8,750
or as much as the single elephant
But, the horses, they pulled more

their own weight One hundred
men pulled 12,000 pounds.

The of men and women,
according to Dr. George M. Gould, are
not only right-bande- but rlght-eyed- j

that Is, the right eye sees better than
the left From this flow curi-
ous results. For Instance, right-eyed-ne-

explains why, in the development
violin playing, the dllflcult and rap-I- d

fingering was allotted to the less
expert left hand, while the easy bow-
ing fell to the dexterous right hand.
The reason, as Dr. thinks, Is be-

cause the ordinary position of the vio-

lin Is such that the right eye
sees the motions and positions

of the fingers on the strings. In a
similar way the right eye compels the
more awkward left to direct the
gun-barre- l, while the right has simply
to the trigger. In chopping, the
weaker left arm has to direct and en-

force the blow, while the
right plays a part for the
convenience of the right

A new branch of science, called
"psycbomecbanlcs," has received espe-

cial attention In France from Dr.
Charles Fere. Ills results show that a
man has a greater capacity for aver
age than for either Intense or feeble

lng of the head; light has a stimulat-
ing action darkness depresses;
even have some influence, while
sounds have a complex variable
e fleet; odor and taste seem stlin- -

work.

A "Thouithtful Thistle."
An English Journal has related the

amusing experience the sculptor,
F. W. Pomeroy, with a Scotch com-

mittee which came to his studio to
his model of a statue of

Burns, executed for the Pais-
ley, famous for Paisley shawls, Pais-
ley thread, Paisley pinks and Paisley
snuff.

One of the committeemen was a
and Influential merchant In whose

gift lay the site most desirable for the
eectlon of the statue, the ashrd
erection of the statue, artist
naturally was desirous that it should
Please him. The poet was represented
ag a PIowman. landing with his

t0 the Plow' l order to ,fl
1

aP the th.eDcompot!on:
tue nanal emblem of Scotland had
been

worthy surveyed the
work for some time In silence, and
then In broad Scots requested
sculptor to "Tur-r- n It roond, Mr.
l'omeroy did so, and expressed a hope
that be was pleased.

"Tur-r- n it roond, mon," said the mer-

chant again.
Again Pomeroy compiled, and

again tried elicit an opinion. Mean-

while the quite Ignoring Burns,
stood with his eyes riveted
emblematic detail.

"The Scoatch thuatle!" he broke out
at last "Mon, but ye've put an awfu
lot o' thocht Intae It!"

The "thoughtful thistle," as the
1st afterward termed It won the
and the site.
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