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WHEN THE CLOCK TICKS LOUD.

There are times when life {8 something more (han meat and deink nand sleep;

When the surface shows no ripple tho
When the good that's in the worst of
And has fanned love's fading embers
When we feel there’s something in us

ugh the stream s swift and deep;
s has taken us In tow

till they flash agnin and glow;
has eseaped the madding crowd—

When It's quiet in the evening and the clock tlcks lowd

When the grate fire's erimson aftergl
When there's none but ghe and yon w
When the cat upon the hearth rog yao
Then how very Hke the heaven we ha
That delightful little chamber with th
When it's quiet in the evening und tl

w s graying Into gloom,
ithin that cozy little room,
wns and drifts agnln to drean
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something about your coming, but I
told them It was of no use to ask you,
for 1 knew you would not leave the
bnby all the evening.”

“Of course I could not"”
“You will have a beantiful day; I half
envy you the nlee ride; bt I'm sure
you need It, and If I were you I would
not write another word to-day. Just
lie down on the lounge and take a nap,
and you will be all rested and bright

ve learned to long for seems
" iliilL’}" l'llll rim eidowed
1 clock ticks loud

Not a word to break the stlliness, yet there's musie in the alr

Muslc born of softest silence, musgle swent and low and rare;

For the one who slts beslde you Is yo
That she loves youn, for she wed you i
And her love songs, born of gilence, m

When It's qulet In the evening sl the clock ticks loud.

New York Times,
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NE Reverend Boswell ITolland
ii gat alone In his study. The room
which, though small, had been
fignified with the name of study, was
the best and pleasantest room In the
house, and in It were drawn together
all the best that the house afforded—
hiere was the prettiest paper and the
besat carpet, the only lounge, the easl-
est rocking chalr, the gayest (able
rover, the best lamp, and the prettiest
vronaments, all gathersad here by his
young wife's unselfish devotlon, and
hier husband'a devoted selfishness

A tall, stout, well-made, florid young
man, never Intended by nature for nny
pedentary lifo; one whose hrond shoul-
ters and strong arms would have mnade
a better and healthler man of him in
the field or workshop; one who as a
farmer or machinist might have made
something of his muscniar inherltance,
but who had been thrust Into a posi-
tion he wns wholly unfitted for hy
the weak nmbition of a doting mother
andd the vanity and self-indulgent in-
flolence of his own charncter,

A gentle step, a thald depreeating
tap at the study door. “Eyes right—
attention!” In one moment, like a sol-
dier on drill, the reverend gentleman
bud wheeled Into position at the tahle,
snatched up o pen, dipped it into the
Ink, and held It suspended over the
paper, as he sald In the half-annoyed
tones of a person suddenly disturbed in
tome absorbing train of thought:

*You ean come in."”

Softly the door was pushed ajar,
and a sweet young face, falr and fresh
s an apple bloggom, and framed In
bralds of soft brown halr, peeped tim-
ldly in.

“Quite alone, dear?’ she asked,
glancing round the apartment; and
then satisfisd that he was so, the wife
eame in—a girlish figure, thengh one
arm clagped her sleeping baby to her
bosom; In the other hand she bore g
small tray with snowy white cloth,
Pausing o moment on her way to de-
posit the child among the cushions of
the lounge, shie came to her husband's
slde,

“What bave you got there, Lucy?
he said in  half-repronchful  tones,
though his eager eyes contradieted his
ansmmed Indifference,

“Only a lttle lunch for you. doar,"
sald the little wife, conxingly, nud she
removed the desk and set the little
tray before him.

“You silly child! what is 117" Luey
ralsed the cover and vevealed a gmpll
Julcy beefsteak, temptingly cooked, n
biscult, and a cup of stenming tea.
“*Oh, T have not any appetite: 1 do not
want IL" sald the husband, making n
very taint demonstration of pushing it
from him,

“Yes, you do, daar; I know hest,
Did not you tell me yourself (Lt
braing needed food, and that entq!
labor was more exhausting than any
pther? “Take n little slp of the ten
firat, dear, and maybe that will bring
an appetite.’

“Nou are a little goose, Luaey,” suld
the Reverond Boswell, as he tool
cup from her hand; and so, just 1o
please the affectionate lHttde thing, be
ate and deank all she had provided
and he did it, too, just as if he velish
ad every wmounthful. You would never

the

bave guessed he Ald not pelish 1t Ol
be was such a good man! And Luey
sat by, delighted that her Idol had |

condescended (o aecept her meat and
irink offerings.

“There now; these poor, doar, tired
brains will feel all the better,” she
sald, Iaying her soft hand carelessly on
his low brow. *“It {8 too bad for vou
to sit here, hard at work, all this love:
ly day; but tell me, have you worked
very hard this moming?"

“*Well, no, not very,” sald the self-
eonvicted idler. “It is too warm to do
muel,"

“Warm here, dear?" sald Mrs. Ilol-
land, glancing round the cool, fresh,
prderly little voom, and contrasting it
with the kitclien, the heated scene of
her own labors. “Then it must be be
pause you feel weak; do you?t"
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A Converted Clergyman

ur sweetheart, and yoa know
nany patient years ago;
ake you brave nnd great and proud,

&

bl

i
i

“I thought you would come up and
rend for me, Lucy; I have been expect.
| Ing _t‘ull."

“Rut 1 could not come today, you
know,” sald the wife, dvprm-nllngly.
“It's washing day!”

“Well, what If it 187 You do not
wash, 1 presume,”

“No, dear, not exactly; but Knatie
does,"

“But you are not Katle.”

“I beg your pardon, but I am on
wanshing and Ironing days,"”

“What do you mean?"

"Only,.of course, that when Katle Is
waghing, 1 have her daily work to do."

“1 do not see what great amount of
work thiere ean be to do in such a fam-
lly as ours."

“That is becanse It Is not in your
line, Boswell. I£ It was you would
soon find out that there 1s work to be
done In every well-managed famlily,
however smnall; and where there Is a
baby, and only one Intxperienced ser-
vant, there I8 a good denl of work to
bhe done.”

“Wark, work!" said the parson, fret-
fully. “One would think to hear yon
talk of your work, that we lived in a
pulace and entertained compuny every
day of our lives,"

“I am very thankful that we do
not," lnughed the sweet-tempered little
womnn,

“Well, T ean’t understand it, I'm
sure. Do tell me now what have you
had to do this morning."”

“I wil,” sald Luey, seating herself
on the lounge by her child, “It {s a
fine (day, and Katie has n very large
wash; so 1 set her at work early, and
[ made the beds and put the rooms in
order, and then I cleared away the
breakfast things, and swept and dust-
ed the parlor and entry; and I put
fresh flowers In the vases, and I plcek-
ed and shelled the peas, and made the
pudding, and cooked your steak, and
tended tha baby——"

“Well, he I8 asleep.”

“Yes, he 18 now; but he was wide
awake all the morning, and just as
cunning as he could be, 1 only wish
you had seen him when 1 b

“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 ranised her head there was a tear
on the baby's dimpled cheek. Poor
little thing! Had he bwen weoping in
his sleep? for the mother's fair face
was as unruffled as before,

“Are you coming to read to me.
Lucy

Lucy hesitated,

“1 will if 1 can—aftcee dinner."

“Oh, I am going out to dine with the
Allens."

“You are! Why, Mr. Holland, you
did not tell me!"

“No, I did not think of It; and I do
not suppose 1t makes much ditference
1o .\‘till‘”

“I thonght it would be a good day
for yon to go over to see that old deaf

Mrs. Otig, 1 hear she tells everybody
she does not Know her minlster by
sight.**

'1 Waell, she won't acquire that knowl-
edee today, any way., Mary Denny
{ promised to eall for me at the Allens
i twhe me for a drive in her pony

et down to the lower milis at the
el that is much pleasanter,”

OF course It is: and such a lovely
Huys too,  You will have a charming
rdes L a0 glad! It will do you,
goud 1o leave your wrlting, I am sure.”

“Yes; but albut that old Mrs, Otis!
Can't you go there instead of me? You
might,”

O course |
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could, But she Is so
eross 1 am half afrald of her; and be-
sides, it is you she wants to see, not
me."

“Let her take the best she can goet.”
sald the unconscious egotist; “I ean't
KO‘"

“Shall you be home to tea, Bos-
well?”

“I rather think not. Mary said she
would leave me up at the White's an
our way bowme; they are to have the

by dinner time. If any one calls I
will say yon are engaged (you are, you
know, engaged for dinnery and I'1 call
vou In time to dress, and bring you
some hot water, Now take my ad-
viee,” and nodding and smiling, the un-
selfish woman drew down the sbhades
and left him.

And this was but a sample of their
fdally lives,

Mrs. Briant, Lucy's mother, was a
widow of mome property. After the
marriage of all her children she had
broken up housekeeping, and had heen
making a long visit to ench of her 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 conrse Lucy, who was the young-
est chlld und 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 guite so much elated at the pros-
pect; It was not to be expected le
should be; and most wives would have
resented his unsympathizing coldnoess;
but Luey had such a pretty, winnlng
way, and then she had, all uncon-
sciously, learnead the habit of arguing
with him through his own Interests,

“Mother 18 so cheerful,” she sald,
“and so pleasant, you will find her
excellent company: and then she s
such a splendid  housekeeper, and
knows everything, and Katle and T are
o Inexperienced. She 1s a eapital
cook, too, and makes things go as far
agnin as I can. And such nlee things
ns she can make! I am only afrald
nfter she has been here you will think
[ don't know anything: but I shall
keep my eyves opem, and try to learn
her way of doing things, I did not
think half enough of it while I lived
nt home. And then she has had so
mueh experlence with cehildren, she is
ng goodd ns o doctor; and I am such a
little goose If anything nlls the haby;
but I shall feel as If he i8 all right if
[ ean pop him into mother's arms,
and I shall not have 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 18 so fond
of bablcg 1 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 ealls!"

In due course of time Mrs. Briant
made her appearnnce. She was a deli-
cnte, pleasing, lady-like little woman,
with sweet brown eyes and n marvel-
ously sweet volee, that “excellent
thing in woman.” Never yet came
Nemesls in gentler form or more al-
luring guise; but it was Nemesis all
the same. Bhe 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 son-in-law's character
at once; the soft brown eyes went
straight through his shallowness down
to his selfishness and Indolence. Of
crmrun her motherly instinets were all
on Lucy's side, who, she saw, wus
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 tha contrary, she nlways prais-
e him wherever she conscientiously
could, treated him with marked defer
ence, and made him more comfortable
in a dozen little ways, while she was
nll the time guietly loosening his wife's
bonds and transferring them to him.

“Mr, Holland,” she sald to him one
dny, in her sweet, gracious way, “will
you have the kindness to plek us some
peas for dinner to«day "’

“Me? I pick the peas
astonished son-in-law,

“Oh, no, no;" hastily interposed
Luey; “1 will get them; I was just go
ing.”

g

nsked the

“My dear child, no! The vines are
wit with last nplght's raln: and with
vour thin dress! 1 would not have you
do It for the world; and I am sure Mr.
Hollund would not hear of such a
thing."

“No, no! eertalnly not," gald the rey-
eremd gentleman; it is not it for her,
of eburse:™ though he remembered un-
raslly how many thnes ghe had done it,
cven In the raln.  “But eannot
got them?

IKate

“I do not think she can,” sald the
gentle volee; “she I8 very busy ironing
vour shirts, and she does them very
well, but she is vary slow. 1 could
shell the peas if 1 had them: but it
I8 no matter: if you do not care abont
them, we will do without. We have
only plain bolled corned beel to-day,
and 1 thought yvou would like some
vegetable besides potatoes with |t
but please don't go If you don't want
them."

But Mr. Holland was an epicure in
n small way, and he did not funcy a
dinner of beef and potatoes, 8o ha
went, and from that day the picking of

the peas, beans, cucumbers and toma-

snid the !
wife, pleking up her baby and the tray. |
had

e | mant i
quietly into his handas,

And mo with many other little out-
of -door dutles which usually devolve
upon the master of the honse, but
which Lucy, In her loving eagerness to
gpare her hushand time and trouble,
indisereetly taken upon herseif;
Mra, Brinnt Inughingly accused her of
over officlousness, quletly took them
out of her hands and restored them to
thelr rightful owner. And all this wns
done so sweetly by the amiable law-
giver that nelther party could gainsay
her, and the mystified minister really
felt she was sustaining himm in his
rightful aunthority. Indeed, he was
morally and physieally a better, hop-
pler and more useful man for the
henlthy out-ofdoor employmenta te
which her sagaclons adminlstration
had subjected him. He dawdled less
with his pen, and wrote better when
he did write.

By the time Mrs. Briant's vigit drew
near ita Intended cloge, the gentle iit-
tle tacticlan had her leviathan pretty
well in hand; for though qulet in her
fdvances as the incoming tide, she was
quite as firresistible., Luecy, cheered
by her mother's presence and sllent
support, and set free from the house-
hold bonds that had so oppressed and
enthralled her, was herself once more,
She had reguined her natural elasticity
of step und feellng, and brought out
by her mother's judicious mannsgement
she had taken and worthily filled hep
proper place In the parish ns the min-
Ister's wife, and was beloved and re-
spected In the congregntion.

“I have been thinking, my dear Mr,
Holland,” sald Mrs, Briant In her most
mellifluent tones, one day swhen the
soup she had presided over had given
him great satisfaction, “that after I
leave you, Luey had better have a see-
ond girl.” L

Mr. Holland looked up in blank sur-
prise, and calmly and swectly the lady
went on!

“Katie, though a good girl as far as
she goes, I8 very inefficient. She s
honest, but she I8 a miserable cook,
and very wasteful, But all such young
girls are; they waste half enough to
keep a family. And the wnashes are
very heavy; gentiemen and bables,”
she sald, with a rippling laugh, “make
a great deal of washing, you know,
and Katie Is vary slow, and If you
have to put it out that s very ex-
penslve.  And then there is 20 much
sewing 1o be done. 1 did hope we
should lind time to make up your new
linen befora I left, but it is not cut
out yet, and Lucy will never got
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 fow
pleasant remarks about the parish aund
the weather, she smilingly withdrew.

But the good seed had been carefully
sown. The parson, though not over
wise In general, was sharp and shrewd
where money was In  questlon, and
knew the full value of dollars and
cents, He took the matter into econ-
sideration, nicely balanced the pros and
cons. IMe knew that Mrs. Diriant, in
her quiet, lady-like way, had Dbeen
very eflicient in his family; she super-
intended the cooking, and under her
directlon were prepared the savory
meats that his soul loved. He knew,
too, that since her advent among them
his weekly expenses had been lessen-
ed, not Increascd. He koew that the
liberal board which she had insisted
tupon paylng ever since she had been
with them amounted to half as much
ns Lis salary, while her generous gifts
supplied many needs of the little
household. He knew that she relieved
his wife of much care and labor; and
that her experience during the baby's
troubles In the ivory business, upon
which he had just entered, had already
saved him the fatigue and expense of
many a visit to the doctor; and all
these loving servicvs were freely glv-
en. On the other hand, if she left, all
this must stop.  An additional servant
wonld cost him throee dollars a week,
to begin with, and how much In wuste
und discomforty And as to putting
out washing and sewing, those wera
bugbears of unknown expense whieh
he could not estimate, The parson
drew his conclusion—he was used to
that business; “in coneclusion” was his
fuvorite portion of his sermon—so, in
conelusion, he requested Luey to Invite
her mother to become a permanent
member of the family; and Lucy, who
in her unselfishness  thought  dear

lozzy did It all for hew conld
not express her joy and gratitude

Aund now you know the ‘renson the
Reverend Haolland
St. Peter.  Don't vou see?
“wife's mother” in the
etley Magazine,

s ke,

Boswell resenllid
He had a
Wav.

house!

ldlencss Discoaraged,

“1 see It stated that there I8 an
alarming lot of Idle money in the coun.
try Just now.,”

“Say, I'd llke the job of setting
lHttle of It at work for a werk or so.
I'd have it putting in elghteen hours
n day and sixty minutes f-\'oﬁ' Liour
ard nothing off for meals, Oh, I'd
keep It busy all right, all pight,"—
Cleveland Plain Dealer,

Young man, don't turn down a leap-
year proposal because the girl can't
cook, She may be able to pay your
board. .

| Rubberton—Why dia you ask Slopay

p lend you $5 jJust now? You have \
"hundred In your pocket.

Wiserly—Just a llitle scheme of

sine, He thinks I'm broke and won'{ .
#k me for a lonn., Hee?

Between Friends, ‘
Palette—Well, old man, bow's bnsl.
was with you? Anything doin’'?

De Auber—Well, 1 guess yes, Just
eeelved a commission from old MUk =, | P
ung, who wanted his daughter's Do
ralt painted badly.

Palette—Wanted it puinted badly,
h? Well, you are the very chap fo
1 Job like that,

Those Foolish Questions,
“Yes," anld the man, I lead a v;‘
ind peaceful life”
“Are you married " asked the won Y 1
i,
“Pardon me rejolned the man
‘but didn’t you hear what I just sajd »

Information Wanted.
Bachelor Drother—1I8 that
e fowl or animal class?
Young Mother—What do you mean)
Bachelor—Why, he erows one min
e and bellows the next,

baby in

A Temporary Stay. '
Mr. Timmld—Miss Pechis—er—Mas
wi—I"m going to kiss you!
Miss I'eehis (haughtily—Tlow dar

‘ou, slr? Desides, the shades are up
—hiladeiphin Press,

It Is, Indeed,

“He's a veterinary surgeon, bw
finee tae automoblle began to replace i
e horse he has turncd his attention '
0 dogs and other small animals.” ‘

“Literally, then, his practice i8 going
o the dogs."—Philndeiphin Ledger,

The Last Word, l

her husband made a will fon 1
bidding her to marry again.”

“Yos" answered Miss Cavenne,

“1 didn™t know he had go much sciy
dment,”

“It wasn't sentiment. It was mere
Y danother form of expression in theh .
d-thme strugele for the last word. -
Washington Stur.
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No Work in Hie,

I'nzzy Fred—Er enny feller wuz te
;:ull me o line wot do youze tink 1°¢
ol
Woenry Willie—~Dunno. Give him g
wross ook, meliby, i
U'nzzy I'red—XNaw; I'd go ter worl
in fix him fer de horspittle,

Woeary Willie—Well, mebby 1I'd fiz
tim o de horspittle, but I woaldu®
0 ter work.

After the Elopement,

She——1

Jpa.

fl'uu( l‘
HHe—What does he say?

She—"Stay away and all will be for
given,”

Just telegram

got a

Reanl Contentment,

“Some people’s {dea of a contentef
lizposition,” said Unele Eben, *is bein ’
willin® to sit down comiortably ﬂll} ':
wult foh weal thwes while somebod;
dlge does all de work.”—Washingtoy
s,

Tradition Goes Wrong,

“Yeos," suald the fricuds of the fam
Iy, “they were married In haste.”

“And repentod at leisure, eh?” guer
ledd the other,

“(h, wali the reply; “they re
entedd In haste, also.”

na,'”

Two Ditfferent Brands,

Nell—Last pight Charlie  Mugeing
md the nerve to take a kiss from oy
vithout asking,
PBess—That's nothing., His hrothe
Inek asked wme for o kiss the othe
svening and didn®t tnke It
Gentle Reminder.
“Isn’t that clock n lttle slow? sk
1 De Borem, as the enckoo chillrpeg
he hour of 10,
“No,”" repllod Miss Cuatting, as tly
ol In vain to strangle a yawn;: “b l
MY seins slow.™
Wisdom of Experience, ’ "
Parker—Did the ellmate in Florids 1

ngree with your wife? i '
Eupeck-—You bet It did, “th"l'“'“‘{«- '
would have wade it hot for Uu‘ ]

»

\

sMimate,

Not a Pressing Kngagement,
Her mothey eyed him with eold COn !
sideration, J
1 snppose you have come to proesy
your suity" she said in heavy tones, i
““No, no," he l'i']l“l'l', “ Iressed n
ut home, How does it look "
And he pirometted gayly on

L ) I‘ “..

foot,"—Clevelund Ilaln Degler.




