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THE CLOCK THAI WENT BACKWARD,

A row of Lombardy poplara stocd in front
of iy great-aunt Gertrivle’s house, on the
bark of the Sheapseot River. Tu personal ap-
pearance my afint was saurorisingly like one of
those trees, Bho had the ook of bopeless anw-
mia that distinguislhios them from fulior bl
sors, Bhe was tall, severe in outhine, and ox-
tremely thine Her habiliments cluug to her,
1 am sure that had the wods {ound occas
#ion to impose upon her Wie fate of Daphne
sho would have takon her viace easily and wat-
urally in the dismal row, as meancholy a pop-
lar as the rest,

Some of my earliest recollactinna ara of this
venerablo relative, Alive and {sho bore an
fmportant pact o tho events Lam about to re-
count: events which I believe to be without
pweallel in the oxperionce of mankind,

Juring our veriodical visits of duty to Aunt
Gortrude in Maine, my cousin Harey and oy
soll wera accustomed to speculate mueh on her
nee. Was shio sixty, or was she six score? We
had no preeciso fuformation; sho might have
beon either. The old lady was surrounded by
oid-fashioned things. Ehe seemed to live aito-
gether in the past. In her short half hours of
ecommunicativeness, over hersaccond cup of tea,
or on the piazza when tha poplars sent slim
shadows directly toward the cast, she used to
tell us stories of her alleged auncestors, I say
alloged, bocause we never fully bLelicved that
eho Lad ancestors,

A genealogy 8 a stupid thing. FHerois Aunt
Gertrude's, reduced to its simplost torma:

Hor groat-groat-grandmother (1599-1642) was
a womaun of Holland who married a DPuritan
refugee, and sailed from Leyden to Plymouth
in the ahip Anninthe year of our Lord 1632,
This Pilgrim mother had a daughtor, Aunt Gor-
trude's groat-gramdmether (1640-1718),  She
camse to tho Eastorn District of Mussachusotts
fu tho early part of the last century, aud was
carried off by tho Indianas in the Penobacot wars,
Her daughter (1680-1776) lived to sce these col-
onies free and independent, and contributed to
tho population of tho coming republie not less
than nineteen rtalwart gons and comoely daugh-
tore. Ono of the latter (1733-1802) married a
Wiscaeset skipper engaged in tho West India
trade, with whom she sailed, Sho was twice
wrocked at sea—onco on what {8 now Scguin
Island and ones on San Salvador, It was on San
Balvador that Aunt Gertrudo was born,

Wo got to be very tired of hearing this family
history. Perhaps it was tho constant repetition
and the merciless persistency with which tho
above dates wero driven into our young ears
that made us skeptics. As I have said, we took
little stock in Aunt Gertrude's ancestors, They
seemed Lighly improbable. In our privato
opinion the great-grandmothers and grand-
mothers and so forth were pure myths, and
Aunt Gertrude herself was the principal in all
the adventures attributed to them, having lasted
from century to century while generatious of
contemporaries went the way of all flesh,

On the first landing of the square stairway of
the mansion loomed a tall Dateh clock. The
case was mors than eight fest high, of a dark
rod wood, not mahogauy, and it was curiously
Iniaid with silver. No common pieca of furni-
ture was this, About a hundred yoars ago there
flourished in the town of Brunswiek an horolo-
gist named Cary, an {ndustrious and accom-
plished workman, Fow woll-to-do houses on
that part of the coast lacked a Cary timeplece,
But Aunt Gertrude's cloek had marked the
hours aud minutea of two full lesuturies bofore
tho Drunswick artisan was born, It was run-
ning when Wiliiam tho Taciturn pierced tho
dvkes to relieve Leyden. The name of the
maker, Jan Lippordam, and the date, 1572, wore
etill legible in broad black letters and flizuras
reaching quite across tha dial.  Cars's master-
pieces were plebsian and recent besida this
ancient aristocrat, The jolly Dutch moon, mado
to exhibit {13 phases over a landscape of wind-
mills and polders, was cunningly painted., A
skillad hand bad earvod the grim ornament at
the top, A Death’s head transfixed by a two-
edzed sword. Like all timepieces of the six-
teenth century, it had no pendulum, A simple
Van Wyek escapsment governed the descent of
the welghts to the bottom of the tall case,

Diut thess weights never moved, Year attar
year when Harry and I retarned to Maine wa
found the hands of the old elock vointing to
the quarter pasttlires, as they ha ! pointed when
weo first eaw them, The fat moon hung per-
petually in the third quarter, as motioniess as
the Death'’s head above. Thore was amystéry
about the silenced movement and the para-
lyzed hands. Aunt Gertrude told us that
the works hadfnever performed thelr fune-
tions sinco a bolt of lightning entered tho
clock; and sho showed us a black hole in the
sido of the cn=o near the top, with a yawuing
rift that extended downward for several fect,
This explanation fatlel to satisfy us. It did not
account for thesharpness of Ler refusal when
weo proposad to bring over the watchmaker
from the village, or for her singuiar agitation
once when she found Harry on a stapladder,
with & borrowed key in Lis band, about to test
for himselt the clock’s suspanded vitality,

One August nizht, after we had grown out of
boyhood, I was awakened by a noiss in tne
haliway, Ishook my eousin, *Somebody's in
the house,” I whisperad.

Weo crept out of our room and on to tha stairs,
A dim lfght came from balow, We hell breath
and noisolessly dascandad totha sacond land-
ing.  Harry clutched my arm. He potntad
down ovar the banisters, at tho same time
drawing moback iuto the shadow, *

We saw astrange thine,

Aunt Gertrude stond on a chalr in front of the
old cloek, as spsetral in her white nighteown |
and wh nightean as one of » poplurs |
when coverad with snow. It chanced thatti
floor ereaked slizbtly under our feet, She |
turned with a sudden movement, peering fn-
tently into the darkuess, and holding a candie
bigh toward us, so that the light was full upon
her pale face, Sha looked many years older
than when I badoe her wood night., For a few
minutes ghe was maotioniess, except in the
trembling arm that held aloft the can Then,
evidently reassured, she placed tl
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Liod the case nml proeo«d to wind up
weights. We could hear her breath, quick a
short. She restad a hand o either side of tho |

case and held her face close to the dial, as il | .

subjecting it to anxious serutiny. In this atti- |
tude she remained for a long time, We heard
her utter asich of relief, and she half turned |
toward us for a moment. I ghall never forget |
the expression of wild Joy that transfizured Lior |
features then, l
i
|

The handa of the clock wera moving;they
were moving backward.

Aunt Gertruds put both arms aronnd the
clock and pressed hor with 1 clicek azainst
It. Bhe kissad it repsatedly, She caressed it
fo & hundred waye, a8 if it had been a livisg |
end beloved thing. She fondied it and tilied
1t, using words whiok we could hear but eonl!

t rataind, The hands continusl to movae
ard.
slie started back with a sudlen
k Lhad stopped. We saw her tall Loy

for en instant on the elair, &
slout her arms in a convulaive gestuce
of terrur and despair, wrenched the min.t,
band toits old place at a quarter past three, sunl
fell Leavily to the loor.
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Bofore many months it was estab-
Hshedin acorner of aroom in the Breedo straat,

The fabrie of Jan Lipperdam’s ingonuity,
tiiue restored to its nativo air, continued to tell
the hour of quarter past three with its old fdel-
fty, The author of the clock had been under
the god {or neavly throo hundred years, The
nbined ekill of hig succcasors in the eraft at
Leyden could mako it go neitlier forward nor
Lackward.

We readily pisked up Duteh enough to makae
ourselves understood by the townspeoplo, the
asors, and such of cur eleght hundred and
& fellow students as cume Into intereourse,
This language, which looks so hard at firat, is
only a ecrt of polarized English,

alittle while and it jumps into your eumvrc-
lension like of thoso slinpla eryptograms
mndo by running together all the words of a
iteneo and then dividing in tha wrong places,
v lauguake acquired not the nowness of
cur surroundings worn off, wo settied into
e tly regular pursuits, Harey doevoted bim-
seil with somo assiduity to the study ol soci-
ology, wilh especial referenos to the round-
fuced and not unkind mawdons of Leyden, 1
wont in for the higher metaphysios,

Outslda of our respoctive studisa, wo had a
common ground of unfatling Iaterest. To our
astonishmant, we found that not one in twenty
of the faculty or students knew or cared a stiver
about the glorious history of the town, or even
about the circumstancos undor which the Uni-
versity itself was founded by the Prince of
Orango. In marked contrast with the general
indifference was the enthusiuam of Prof, Van
Stopp, my chosen guide through the eloudlan:
of speeulative philosophy,

This distinguished Hegelinn was a tobacco-
dried little old man, with a skull cap over fea-
tures that reminded meo strangely of Aunt Ger-
trude’s, Had ho been hor owan brother the
facial resomblance could not have been closer,
1 told him 8o onee, when we were togethier fu
the Stadthuis looking at the portrait of the hero
of the sisge, the Burgomaster Van der Werl.
The Professor laughed, I will show you what
s aven a more extraordinary coincidence,” sail
he:and leading the way across the hall to the
great picture of the giege, by Wappers, he
pointed out the flzure of a burgher partiei-
pating in the dofonce, It was true, Van Stopp
might have been the burgher's son itho burgher
might have beon Aunt Gertrude's father,

The Professor seemed to bo fond of us, We
often wount to his rooms in an o!d bouse in the
Rapenbure straat, ons of the faw houses re-
maining that antedate 1574, He would walk
with us through the beautiful suburbs of the
city, over straight roads linod with povlars that
earriod us back to the bank of the Sheopscot
and kept the imaga of Aunt Gertrude constantly
ir our minds, He took us to tho top of the
ruined Roman tower in the centee of the town,
and from the same battlements from which
anxfous oyes three centuries ago had watched
the slowapproadh of Admiral Boisot's flaet over
the submorged polders, he poiuted out the
great dyke of the Land-echeidinz which was
cut that the ocenn might bring Boisot’s Zaaland-
ers to raiso the leaguer and feed the starving.
He showed us the headguarters of the Spaniard
Valdez at Layderdorp, and told us how heaven
santa violent northwest wind on the night of
the first of October, piling up the water deep
where it had been shallow and ewoening the
flect on between Zoeterwoude and Zwicten up
to tho very wals of the fort at Lammen, tho lust
stronghold of the besiegors and thoe last obstacle
in tho way of suceor to the famishing inhabi-
tante, Then ha showed us where, on the very
night before the retreat of the besieging army,
a huge breach was made in the wall of Leyden,
near the Cow Gate, by the Walloons from
Lammen,

*Why!" erfod Harey, eatohing fire from the
eloquence of the Professor’s narrative, * that
was the decisive moment of tho sage.”

The Professor said nothing. Mo stood with
his arms folded, looking iutently into my
couain's eyea,

“Tor,” continued Harry, " had that paint not
been watched, or had detenco failed and the
breach been earried by the night assault from
Lammen, the town wonld have been burnad
and the peoplo massacred under the eyes of
Admiral Boisot and the fleot of relief, Who
defendad the broach 2

Vau Stovp replied very slowly, as it weighing
every word:

** History reeords tha explosion of the mine
underthe clty wall onthe last night of tho siese:
it does not toll thae story of the defonen or give
the dafender’s nama, Yet no man that ever
lived hat a more tromondous charge than fats
fntrusted to this nnknown hero, Was it chanea
that sent him to maet t unexpected danger?
Consider some of tha econsequences had he
failed, The fall of Leyden would have de-
stroyed the last hope of the Prinae of Orange
and of the frea States, The tyranny of Philip
would have bean rofstablished. The birth of
religious liberty nnd of wwernmaent by the
peoplo would have been yostponed, who knows
for how many eenturies? Who knows that thern
would or could have bean a repubtioc of the
Untted States of America had thers been no
United Netherlands? Our univereity, which

iven to the world (-rt'uu
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The little Professor toweral bafore us a giant
ef euthusissm and pat w, Harry's eyes
glistenod aud his clhiesks reddoned.

“Go ho hoys," enid Van Stopp, * and
thnank God that while the barshers of Leyden
were straining their gazy toward Zosterwoudes
and tha fleet, thore was one vair of vigilant eyos
aud onegtout rtoat the town wall juet Leyoud
the Cow Gute!
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on unu- !rA i west to eust. I faney you can
conceive conditions under whieh it might turn
from east 10 west. uuwinding, as it were, the
revolutions of past ages. s it 8o much more
difioulj to imngine Time uopwinding itself;
Tiwe on the ebb, instead of on the flow; the
Past unfolding us the Future recedes; the cen-

of thunder futerrupted tho |

¥ 13 inade by the planet's revolution |

turies countermarching; the courzo of events
procealing toward the Beginninz and not, as
now, toward the Lnd ?”

* But,” Linterposed, * we know that as far as
we are gonecrned the—"

“*Wa know!" exclaimed Van Stopp, with
growing gcorn. ' Your intslligenes has no
wings, You follow in tuo trall of Compte and
his slimy brood of erespers and erawlers, You
speak with amazing assurauco of your vosition
inthe universe, You seem to think that your
wretchad little individuality has a firm foothold
in tha Aveolute, Yot you go to bed to-night and
dream into existonee men, women, childron,
beasts of the pact or of the future, How do you
know that at this momont you yourself, with
all your coneeit of ninateenth eautury thought,
araanything moro than a ereature of adream
of tha futuge, dreamed, let us sny, by gome
philosophef of the sixteenth century? How do
you know that you aro anything more than a
eronture of n dream of tho past, dreamed by
some Hegolian of the twenty-sixth contury ?
ow do you know, boy, that you will not vanish
intotho sixteenth century or the twenty-sixth
the moment the dreamer awakos "

There was no replying to this, for it was sound
motaphysics, Harry yawned. T got up and
went to the window. Prof. Van Stopp ap-
vroached the elook,

*Ah, my ehildron,” sald he, ** thare 18 nofixed
progress of human ovents. Past, presont, and
future are woven togethor in one inextricable
mosh, Who shall say that this old clock is not
right to go backward ?"”

A erash of thunder shook tho house,
storm was over our heada,

When the blinding glaro had passed away,
Prof. Van Stopp was standing upon a chair be-
fore the tall timepioce, His faoo lookod more
than ever like Aunt Gertrude's, He stood as
she had stood in that last quarter ol an hour
whon we saw her wind tho cloek.

The eamo thought struck Harry and myself,

“Hold!” wo cried, as ho began to wind tho
works. “It may be death if you—""

The Professor’s sallow features shone with
the strange enthusiasm that had transtormed
Aunt Gertrude's,

*True,” he said, " it may be death; but it may
he the awakening, Dast. present, future; all
woven together! The shuttle goes to and fro.
forward and back—"

He had wound the clock. The hands were
whirling around tha dial from right to left with
inconceivable rapidity. In this wuirl we our-
#ulves seemed to be borne along. Eternities
seemod to contract into minutes while lifetimoes
wero thrown off at every tick. Van Stopp. both
arms outstretched, was reeling in his chair,
The house shook again under a tremendons
oeal of thunder, At the snmo ipstant a ball of
fre, leaving a wake of sulphurous vapor and
filling the room with dazzling light, passed over
our heads and smote the clock. Van Stopp was
prostrated. The hands ceased to revolve.

Iv.

The roar of the thunder sounded like heavy
cannonading. The lightning's blaze appearad
ns the steady licht of a conflugration. Withour
hands over our eyes, Harry and I rushed oat
into the night.

Under ared sky people wero hurrsing toward
the Staldthuis, Flames in the direction of the
Roman tower told us that the heart of tho town
was afire. Tha faces of thoso we saw were hag-
gard and emaciated. From every side we
enught disjointed phrases of comuplaint or de-
spair. * Horseflesh at tan sshillings the pound,”
said one, "and bread at sixteen sehillin
“Bread indeed!” an old woman retorted; ™ it's
oight weeks gona alneo I have scen acrumb,”
“ My little grandehild, the lame one, went inst
night.”” " Do you know what Gekke Batjo, the
wusherwoman, did? She was starving, Hor
babe died. and she and her man—"

A louder eannonburst cut short the revela-
tion. Wo mada our way on townrd the ecitadol
ot the town, passing a few soldicrs here anl
there and many burghers with grim faces un-
der lhulr broad-brimmed felt hata,

“There is bread In plenty yonder where the
sunpowder is, and full pardon, too. Valdezshaot
another amnesty over the walls this morning.”

An excited erowd Immedintely surrounded
the spesaker. *'Bat the fleat!” thoy criad,

* The floct is grounded fast on the Greenway
polder. Boisot may turn his one eye seaward
for a wind till famine and pestilenes have ear-
ried off esery mother's son of ye, and his arks
will be not a rope's longtht r. Death by
plague, death by starvation, death by firo and
muskotry—that is what the Burgzomaster offers
us in return for glory for hiwsed and kingdom
for Or )

" Hoasks us,” said asturdy e
out ouly twenty-four hours lon
meanwhile for an ocean win i,

Al yes!” gneerad the ficst speaxer, " Pray
on, Thers is breal enough locked in Pleter
Adriannszoon Van \lf-r Worf's collar. T war-
raut you tuat is what gives him so w rful a
stomnuch for resisting llm Most C King."

A young girl, with braided yellow hair,
pressed through the erowd and eonfronted the
maleontent. " Good people,” sald the maiden,
“do notlisten to him. He is a traitor with a
Spanish heart. [ am Dieter's daughter, We
bave no bread, Wo ato ronlteakes and linseod
and rapesced Hiko the rest of you till that was
zone, Then we strivped the 0 leaves from
the lime treas and willows iu our garden and
ate them, We havo eaten even the thisties and
weeds that grew betweon the stones by the
canal. The coward lies.”

Naverthelass, the insizustion had fts effect,
The throng, now 1 a mob, surged off iu
the direction of the Burzomaster’s house, Ouna
rufflazy raised his hand to s'rise the girl out of
the way. Inawink the cur was undar the feet
of his fellows, and Harrey, paoting and glo
ine, stood at the maeiden’s side, shouting defl-
n good English at the backs of the ¢
ly rotranting erowd,

With the utimost fran
arms around Harry's n

“Thank you.! =he said. * Youare a hearty
lad, My name Is Gertrayd Van dor Werf,”

Harry was fumbiing in his vocabulary for tho
proper Duteh phiraso, but the girl would not
stay for eomplimants, " They mean mischiaf
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. Soloug s I remain alive oxpest no
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Lers was silence again while tha o)

waversd, Tion thers were mutterings around

us, Alove these rang out the elear voice of the
&irl whose hand Hurry still held—unnecessari-
| 1y, it seemed to me.

Do you not
utlast, Tothe T
| will see by wo.

the sea wind? It has come
! and the first maun there
light the full white salis of the

| For several hours I scoured tho stroets of the

town. seeking in vain mwy cousin and bis com-
bauion; the sudden movewent of the erowd
toward the Rowan tower had separuted us, Ou

every slde I saw evidences of the terrible
chastisement that had brought this stout-
hearted people to the verge of despair. A man
with hungry eves chased alean ratalongthe
bank of the eanal. A young mother. with two
dead babes in her arms, sat in a doorway to
which they bore the body of her husband and
father, just killod at the walls, Inthe middle of
a deserted street I pussed unburied corpses in
a pile twico as high as my head. The pestilence
had been there—kinder than the Spaniard, be-
cause it held out no treacherous promises
whilo it dealt its blows,

Toward morning the wind incrensed to a
gale, There was no slecp in Loyden, no more
talk of surrender, no longer any thought or
care about defence. These words wero on tho
lips of everybody I met: " Daybght will bring
the fleet!”

Did daylight bring the fleot? History says so,
but I was nota witness., I know only that be-
fore dawn the gale culminated in a violent
thunder storm, and that at the same timo a
muflled explosion, heavier than the thunder,
shook the town. I wns in the crowd that
watched from the Roman Mound for the first
signs of the approaching reliel, The eoncus-
sion shook hope out of every face. ' Their
mine hna reached the wall!” But where? I
prossnd forward until I tound the Burgomaster,
who was standing amons the rest. * Quick!"
Iwhispered. " Itis beyond the Cow Gate, and
this sido of the tower of Burgundy.” Ho gave
mo a searching glance, and then strode away,
without making nuy attemuot to quiet the gen-
oral punie. I followed elosa at his heela,

It was a tight run of nearly half a mile to the
rampart in question. When we reachod tho
Cow Gato this 1s what wo saw:

A great gap, whore the wall had beev, dpan-
ing to the swampy flelds beyond; in the moat,
outside and below, a confusion of npturned
faces, bolonging to men who strugeled like
demons to achiave the breach, and who now
kained afew feet and now were forced back
on the shatterad ramparta handful of soldiers
and burghers forming o living wall where
masonry had failod; perhaps a doubls handful
of women and girls, serving stoves to the de-
fonders, and boiling water in buckets, besides
pitch and oil and unslaked lima, and some of
them quoiting tarred and burning hoops over
tho necks of the Spaniards in the moat; my
cousin Harry leading and directing the men:
the Burgomaster's daughtor Gertruyd encour-
azing and Inspiring the women,

But what attracted my attention more than
anything elso was the frantie activity of a littls
figure in black, who, with a huke lad'e, was
showering molten lead on the hoads of tho as-
eailing party, As he turned to the bouflre and
kettle which supplied him with ammunition his
features came into the full light. Ieaveacry
ofsurprise: the ladler of molten lead was P'ro-
fessor Vau Stoun.

The DBurgomaster Van der Worf turned at
my sudden exclamation. " Who s that?” I
eald, * The man at the kettla 2"

** That.” replied Van der Werl, * [stha brother
of my wife, the clockmaker Jan Lipper{am,”

Tho affair at the breach was over almost ba-
tore we hiad hadtimae to grasp the situation. The
Spaniards, who had overtirown the wall of
briek nud atone, found tha living wall imoreg-.
nable, They coull not evon maintain their
position in the moat; they were driven off into
the darkness, Now I folt a sharp pain in my
Ieftarm, Some stray uiissile must have hit mo
while we watchied the zht,

*Who has done thia thing ?"" domandad the
Burgomaster, * Who s it that has kept wateh
on to-duy whila the rest of us wers strainiug
fools' eyes toward to-morrow ?""

Gertruyd Vao der Worf eame [orward proud-
Iy leading iny cousin. * My fatler,” said the
url * ho Las saved my lif

“That is mueh to me,"” said the Durgomaster,
“but it is not all, He hna eaved Loydon and
ho ks saved Hmh &

The faces around mo
seemed unreal, Why wero we here witu theso
peopla? Why did the thunder and lightning
forever continun? \\ln @il the clockmaker,
Jan Lipperdam, turn avs toward mo the
face of Professor Vau 2 " Harry!" Isaid,
*come back to our rooms,

But though ho graspod my hand warinly his

other hand still held that of the zirl, and he i) |

not move. Then nauseaovercama mo, My head
swam, and the breach and its defenders faded
from sight,

V.

or I sat with one arm ! anda
1 t in Van St t
room. Lo plaoe ula me was v
*Wo hear mueh,” said the He
sor, reading from a note hook in his usual dry,
"of the influenes of the sixtoenth
century upon the nineteent No philosopher,
8o far us I am aware, has studicd the fntlucncs
of the nineteenth century upon tha sixteanth,
It cause produces effot, does effact never in-
duce cause? Does the law of heredity, unliko
all other Iaws of this universs of mind and
matter, op#rata in oue direction only ? Docas
the descendant owe everything to the ancestor,
and the ancestor uotbing to ti:e descendant?
Does destiny, which may solza upon our exi
ence, and for its own purposes bear us far iut
the future, never carry us back ioto the past?'
I went back to my rooms in the Draede struat,
where my only vanlon was the sileut ¢l

Three dnys lat
inwmya

0




