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Doom Sounded for the Bound Man in

THE TICKING OF
THE CLOCK

By A. & H. GREATRAIKES

and sat contentedl; a fat
b mthet};blmm

IF“{OQDIS'ON”S mind had been at

or to
anything higher than brutal
common sense, he would not have sat
with his back to the open French

window that night.
Johnson was a man with a good
eonwt of himself. He prided him-
self especially on his domestic accom-
plishments. He was a born cook and
manager, he told his friends, and his
hobby was to go down to a little
ow of his in the oo\unry and

“do” for himself,
ends. Usnally he had fnmds mt.h
him to whom he could show off his
culinary art. But, sometimes, he

liked to be alone.

Hemuself—mndemm,was.!ohn
son, His busin of running
up small flats ane lctti.ng them to

artizans (rent smotly in adva.nee),
bronght him in a us income,
and it was his nature to boast of his
smart modes of ejection if an un-
heppy tenant was not ready with his
weekly payments.

This Saturday night he happened
to be alone. His son, Tony, had said
he might possibly t\u'n np, but had
not done so. Johnson had just fin-
ished a choice little meal, had cleared
the table and settled himself
of it, meaning to go
counts before he went to bed. He was

'I'hetw:hghtwu on
e S
mindwhghtahmpwhenheh«rd
a slight noise behind him.

“‘That you, Tony{’’ he asked, slow-
ly turning his head.

mnmmmenthofeltsomethhc
thick and dark thrown over his head
and face, while a sickening, deadly
essence permeuusd his every semse.
Homggledmadlymdmedtomo,

fell back and ecollapsed insensible
into the wooden armchair.

‘When he regained consciousness,
he was gagged and bound—strapped
into his seat in a way it was impos-
sible to ease. Before him, facing the
full moon, the light from which
streamed in at the window, stood 8
man.

}Vho w“tll:‘e\:gh N oguimd ik
ohnson thought he rec 0
face, half covered as it was by cap
and muffler. But when the other,
with an impatient movement, flung
aside these wrappings, he knew him
at once. It was young Merril, the
cinema musician, whom he had
ejected from one of his flats in his
own inimitable way.

feeling sleepy and p 1
fortable and too lnsy to begm his
vwrl; “at once. He lighted his pipe

in front But how chan; he was! The
into some ac- open face was haggard now and
eynieal. His desp-set eyes loohd
com- e, his 1 i and the
mmblmg hands were elenched.
‘“Do you remem! me, my
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friend?”’ he began. ‘‘You can mot
answer, of course, but I see you do.
And do you remember the night
turned us out, my sick wife and me—
out into %e ﬁ;nua:d snow without &
penny?! You () it, per-
haps, but did you tbmu:ould for-
get? Perhaps you did. You have
done so many brutal deeds. But you
‘were mistaken this once, my friend—
mistaken—this—once!’”

The pupils of Johnson’s eyes had
‘expsnded, as he ‘tried with all his
strength to pull back from the face
ofthe speaker as it npprouhed near-

er'gnd nearer to his with the empha-

sis"of the last words. For there was

mania written on the pallid counte-

nance and the lurid glare of the wild

eyes was shown up vividly by the

moonlight.

"’l'hst night’s exposure killed my
Merril

wife,”’ ? wont“ hoarsely,
fiindoe, 0p s e, By

nd, by
as if you had actually shot her. Her
delicate frame could mot stand the
we had to go thro
After three weeks of delirium,
died. It is for that—for tlmt—thut
I have come to balance accounts.””
Johnson’s heart pounded in his
chest. His eyes, the means of
ex-presswn left him, pleaded with his

“Oh, I like the fear in your eyes,
friend. They look so beseeching—
like a rabbit, caught in a ferreting
net. Yes, I could stand and watch
them for hours! For I remember,
you know, how my wife pleaded with
you. And what you said, too—every
word of it!—is branded on my very
soul. . . . But the time is short and I
must get about my business, I have
come to,l’nnb a little entertainment

you
e turned toward the table.

“See! I am moving your things.

Don’t be alarmed. Idnll not touch

your money—your one god—but, if
1 did, it would not matter. You will

61

have no need for it again, my friend.
For I have brought you a pmmb—

far more mtemﬁng
money—quite a pretty little thing
and such a simple device. . . .

that I may arrange my little
you to see. It is a ol
Just a small American . With

little piece of
make it out? Bnt you will when I
explain. This wooden box, to w!
thamu;omed:tthooﬁlorenﬂ,
contains a little apparatas worked by
and this other wire,
emerging from the side of it, is con-
nected with that stop on the elook,
just under the twelve.

“I‘{)ﬂw do you mdthm“ Ah, I
see, by your eyes, that you guess
‘When the short hand reaches the
twelve, the circuit will be connected
by the stop. The electrio apparatns
will be set in motion. ‘l'hebox,my
friend, also contains a
ploswe ..... Yes, afur 12 tonight,
vou will need no more money, for I
have come to show you the same
merey that you showed my wife.””

The man in the chair gave such a
wild leap that it actually made
faint sound on the floor. His I.imbs,
tied at every joint, were immovable.

Merril chuckled—the gibbering
chuckle of a maniac.

“I love to see you writhe, friend,”
he continued in a gloating tone, “‘I
love to think of the commotion
that craven heart of yours. But look!
The waiting is the worst part, after
all, and it is 9 o’clock now. .A].rudy
9 o’clock, and you only have to wait
till midnight.

‘What is a wait of
three'hmntomythmweehot

““There! Now I have finished.
There is no need of a light that yon
may see the time. The face of the
clock is luminous. . Ihstheonly
hghtyonvﬂllnvo—thnmd
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moon—a mere glow-worm fire to show
you when the end is near. No ono
will come. I have taken care of that.
So you will have these three last
hours to yourself. . . . Good-bye, my
dear friend, and in your last mo-
ments, think of my wife!”’

Johnson’s eyes were blood-shot and
tense with fear: but, with a derisive
nod, the other man turned away. He
heard the click of the French window
as it was carefully shut. He heard
the crunch of feet on the gravel
ting fainter and fainter. en—|
for the clock—utter silence.

Tick-tick, tick-tick, tiek-tick.

N o’clock. The hands seemed to

race over the dial as Johnson,
with straining eyes, watched them go
round. But there were still two
hours. Surely someone would come
to release him before that
clock reached midnight! There were
neighbors not half a mile away. If
he could only mave one ;omt, he felt
he could loose himself. he eould
only call, surely someone wonld hear
him? Could he moye the chairt He
tensed his body and tried. It would
not move this way or that. It had
been firmly tied to the table legs. An
inartieulate sob rose to his thmt. He
could not utter it through th
mass that was in his mouth.

The shadows gathered darkly in

the eorners of the room. They were
intensified by the moonlight. w)nch
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lay in a silvery patch across the
quet floor. The tremulous nose of &
mouse showed itself for an instant
under the edge of the fender.

Tick-tick, tick-tick, tick-tick.

A quarter to 11.

The mouse, emboldznad by the con-
tinued ~ stillness, forward
stealthily into the o] nn half-way,
toward the chair; en, overcome by
its own temerity, turned and fled
under cover again.

There was a faint tappmg at the
window. The bound man’s heart
gave a sudden leap of hope. It was
only the ivy leaves, a ris-
ing night-breeze, that fretted agaimst
the window-pane.

Tick-tick, tick- tzck tick-tick.

Five minutes to 1.

The form in the chair seemed*to
have shrunk into that of an old man.
The sweat poi the grayed
forehead and fell in heavy drops on
the cheeks. The eyes bulged from
their sockets.

The mouse, fearing nothing now,
boldly crossed from fender to chair,
running over the left boot of the
bound man as it made for the feast
of crumbs beneath the table.

'Rek gck, ti:k-ﬁckﬁtig.mh. e

assy eyes dead man
with fized horror at the dial

The clock stopped.
But the silenee was still profound
—for the box on the table was empty.




