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IN AN EVIL MOMENT.

BY HARRY BLYTH.

Awthor of A Wily Woman,” “TAs Bloom o’ the Heather,' *‘WAen ths Clock 8 v
y y “Magic M  de, s topped,

CEAPTER X.—{CoxTINUKD,)

*What's the matter 1" Walter demanded,

[ didn't think the place was as rough as
itis,” Tom explained, ‘‘and I was saying
wo had better got out of it. The noise and
bastle affecty you, does it not?”

Like many other nervous people, Walter
Barr picked up wonderfully in » crowd. He
was at his worst in his owa quiet home.

“QOa the contrary,” he replied briakly, *I
like it very much. All this activity cheers
mo up. A man couldn‘t very well be start-
fed in such a noise as this,” he added, with
a smile.

Tom -li¥htly olevated bis eyebrows to ex-
press to Lily his surprise at the improve-
ment in her father, Perhaps

the young sur-

goon did not understand his patient quite as  had

well as ho imagined.

“I suppose its acsrcely the thing to be
soen smongst this motley gang 1"

They bad left their conveyance st the
hotel, and as Tom spoke they were '.and g
on the bridge that crossed the river, lookin,
at the compact collection of oaravan: an
stalls which were arranged, circle within
circle, on a plece of ground, called by such
of the inlabitants that possessed an exuber-
ant imagination—*‘the Green "

A lolty clock tower—erected to the mem.
ory of the lste Prince Coneort—crowned
with gilt and an opulance of decoration,
stood at ons end of this leas enclosure.
The river and promedade confined the
on another atde, and picturesque old-fashivn.
ed honses comple its boundaries. Far
away were purple tipped hills; close at hand
the running stream denced and sparkled.—
It was a charming spot, and the yelling, un-
cloan crowd seem=d sadly out of place in it.

I don't care who sees me,” said Walter,
a little defiantly, in response to Tom's Ye-
mark,

“I'm sure,” sa d Lily, with a laugh in her
oves, ‘“‘Tom need not dread meeting any of
his patients.”

“\We'll walk through the Fair at any
rate,” Tom declared, leading them across
tha road into the aurging crowd.

They had scarcely passed through the
outer fr'nge of pleasnre seekers when Walter
Barr, vith a little ery, at:‘ppod short, and
stood hu ono stddenly deprived of power and
tpeech.

They wero atanding befora « gmall show,
7ubbed grandiloquently, and in mammoth
letters:

Tur WorLv's Moseuvy or Livinag Coriosi-
TIE3 !

Thore was a grotesqueneas about the en.
tito cro tion thg:o m at once a od to
Lily’s strong senss of humor. It was 0
clumaily put together ; so véry small; sud
the letters that described it were so absurd-
ly big! The man too who ato~rd on the
rickety platform outside had such f{unny red
spiky hair ; such a quaint face—such gaunt,
knotty hands 1

Av she watched this man, and listened to
him, Lily could not restrain her laoghter.
She did not notice the ashy patlor that had
overspread her father's face.

¢¢ This 'ere,"” yelled the man with ths red,
spiky hair, and the queer hande, beating a
deafeniog gong after every second word,
“is the World's Museom of Living Cori.
ositics,”—here he pointed to the ing
letters—**and the beat show in the fair, bar
none. We have inside, Indies and genle-
men, the giant rat from Xodia; the rag
jaskal from the trackloes wilds of Abyssinia ;
the learnodest pony in the world from the
stables of the teat monarch on earth;
the Boas of all the Chinias; the intel t
cobra that can drink rum like a Ch y
and says his prayers reg'lar every »ight.
Then thore’s the greatest wonder of the
universe, the Zulu maiden and tho Africam
chicf, broaght over in their war paint—all
alive, boar in rind, ladies and geu'lemen,
all alive, alive, alive! Thir, ladies and
gen'lemen,” Mr, Dlend continged in a semi-
confidential toae, *‘is what I calls my don.
ble event—the instruction and elevation of
the educational museum combined with the
‘armless 'ihri:g‘ of the circus; and all for
ono penny, ladies and genlemen, all for
ono——, Well, I'md——-"

Mr, Blend stopped suddenly and fell back
as though he had been ahot. The energy
with which he uttered the oath bronght »
roar from the gaping bumpkinx.

Mr, Blend's agitation is essily ex;ﬂdned.
His eye had caught Walter Barr's white
and ic-stricken face,

“Quick, qulck,” Walter gasped, almost
throwing himaall upon Tom for protection,
“Take me away. Quick, quick; do not
waste an instant,” .

Lily turned round, and saw for the first
time the agitation of her éather. They both
harried from the spot as rapidly as

poasible.
Before Mr. Blend recovered himsell they
disappeared In the crowd. Ho called
lustily after them, but at this moment the
shows on each side of him commenced to
sound thelr gongs and drums, and he could
not hoar his ows voice,

“Tom,” said Mr. Barr, as they helped
Jhim into his conveyanse—his agitation had
made him very foeble—*‘you aaid that I
warted change—complete chango?

¢ Yes,” Tom allowed a little dublously,
wondering what was coming next,

*“I wilt have change—complete change.

Tu it poasible to catch the Isat London trsin
to n‘lght "
1t is possible.” Tom beganslowly, (Lily,

much alurmea, was wa g her father
earnestly), *but—-"

“If it's ible we can do it.” Walter
declarod with a decision scarcely to be ex-
ﬁctedin his present atate, ‘‘ We will go to

ndon to-night.”

“ My dear fellow,” Tom protested, 1
capnot leave my—"

¢¢You must get Doctor Jones to look
after your patients until you can find a
substitute.” Mr. Barr lald his band on
Toms arm. *Tom,"” he said gently, *“1
feel that the crisis of my life is at hand.
do not desert me : I cannat do without youn
now. You mustcoms.”

1ily pleaded with her eyes, ard Tom for-
got all the difficulties in the way, and made
up hie mind to sccompany them, wondering
whether this Iaat freak of Mr. Barr's was
due to incipient insanity, or had its found-.
ation in an attempt to elude tangible dan-
ger.

CHAPTER XL
RZTIRING FROM BUSINESS,

A few mo s after the inte.view
(faithfally chront in the ninth chapter
of this veracious record) between Mr. Gre-
gory Axon and Stivey Blend bad occurred,
the first-named gentleman sat in his dosty
office, bearivg every outward trace of
anxixty and agitation,

Before him were some open lstters. He
had thrown himself back in his chair ; his
hat was so far from his forehead, that it
threatened each moment to fall upon the
dirty floor. His hands were plunged des;
ly into his pockets, as thongh he were do-
termined to fill the sald ets with some-
thing ; sud his great red fice had a sullen,
helpless e not easily described.

* Well,” he muttered to limself, ‘‘the
whole three of them"—he nodded at the
open letters—‘“shonld have remitted to-
day. and not one has sent.”

He roso from hia stool, preesed his hat
savagely on his head, snd walked upsand

ing down his office—it took him exactly aix

steps to acoomplish the Jaat feat.

“I made sure that one of them wonld
have sent,” he ooatinued disconsolately,
Then shrugging his shonlders, he added :

¢ Bat it's oo use . I'm in s
mess, aud there’s an end of it.

He opensd the drawer whersin, gn the
last oocasion on which we saw Lim, he bad
ooncealed his money, and drew from it a
small epirit-flask. The flak ocontained
brandy—perhaps half & tumbtlerful; this he

swallowed neat, and, the botile,
he resumed his stool by the table.
¢ There's notbing %o be dons,” he solilo-

quised, acing his hat © mi'hh du}, ;ad
nmnlnﬁ rs throug ‘badr, ¢“noth.
ing., Matters g:um take thelr course,”

Then his eyes fell upon s letter that atill
1ay unopened upon the table.

* From Stivey Blead,” he said Indiffer-
ently, as he ex the superscription
and tho post.mark, “I wonder how the
deuce he mansged to get into Devonshire.
I'm gotting rathe. tired of that fellow,” he
lv;:ent"on with & half yawn, ¢ I'll get rid of

im,

He played with the lettsr fox & few min.
utes, dwelling the while on his own diffi-
culties ; thea he lazily opened it.

At fest it seemed alimost too much trouble
to read the ugly e~sawl; but suddenly Mr.
Axon's features assumed an expremion of
the keeuest {utersat, He eagerly bent over
the lettor, and his hands shook as he per-
used it. It was impossible to make out
overy word of tho missive, for it was written
on lever;l amall piocolh of dirty tattered

. Ip some parts these were so grewy
E: pe:o make thp: lines quite illegible,
Mr. Axon's eyes had caught aight of ons
name, and that name made his facalties a0
amazingly sharp that in a few seconds he
had gathered the gist of the slovenly, paz-
zling aplstle,

The few lines heading the fit scrap of
paper were tolerably distinot They were

composed of large, straggling, irregular
characters, for !;y thagino ty hand o
Mr. Blend himself, and were, tn this effect :

¢ Dran Boss,

¢The following ‘a3 been popped down in
between whiles by the Zulu maiden. Par-
den her spelling, 15oss; edekashun wasn't
thought much of in the part of London ahe
come frorn  Moro when we meet.,

¢« Cour ever faithfal friend,
¢ Prioce of Showmen,
“Stivay Brawo.

It had apparently not occurred to Mr.
Blend that whila he va:n})ennl.ng the above
unimportant lines he might himsell have
written the atartliog news he had to impart.
Perbaps the showman was rather prond of
having an amanuensis ; it was qulet ewy to

detect that though the caligrapby might be 1so

that of the “Zalu maiden” the language was
his own.

We nted not reproduce the precious docu-
ment here,

In a peculiarly diffizse and ornate s'yle
(Mr. Blend had more than once been hesrd
to declare that he had a taste for literatn o)
it deacribed the nnexpected discovery of
Walter Barr at the Fair, and how, when
Stivey Blend called after him, that gentle.
men had vanished in tte crowd. It con-
cluded by begging Mr. Axonto immediately
¢.ke the train for and make an
effort to discover Walter Barr’s home. Sti-
vey would do this himself, but it was im.

ible for him to leave the show either
sy or night.

5! lito years, Gregory Axon had grown
very excitable, and very slight occurrenses
were wont to occaslon bim conaldorable ;1.
tation. It was curious to watch his uu-
natural calmness after ho had read the lot.
ter. For fully ten minutes he remained
uiotionless iu his obair, gazing vacantly at
the disfigured wall before him. Presestly
he mucmured :

“Atlast? atlaat!” Then he again be-
came silent and thoughtfal,

“It I play the game well,” be solilo-
quised,” I am a mado man, and the pest

verty will be at an end. X will play well,”

& went on, an evil expresmion cresping ovir
bis facg, *¢ sad I will win.”

He buttened his frayed frock coat across
his chest and drew himself up proudly..
“Unless,” ho added after a moment, the

iration ooring from his forehead, and
E::?m growing pale, ¢‘ unless Stivey Blend
speaks $0 him before I arrive. But no, no,
it ban't likely—it lsn't likely ;  and the old
cruel trinumphant expression returned.

Some of the lower drawers of the oflive
table were open, and Mr, Axon, in his ex-
cessive complacency, closed them with a
rough kick. Thoy were of the alightest de-
scription, and as he atruck them with his
boo;odthay timke& o; broke si:dmecﬁ:d He
smiled grimly at the damage, :

¢Isban't want you any more. Iretire
from buainess to-day, and drop the auction-
oer and become the gentleman.” Then he
lecked the place up, and proceeded to the
dingy public houso at the corner of the
street, where he otdered more brandy, and
begged the loan of a London and South.
Western Time Table,

¢ Thete’s a mid day train,’” he sald, run.
x:lnqI his finger down the narrow ocolemn,
7'l catoh ft.”

He suddenly remembered that he had no

monoy. It chanoced that to-day his watch

and chain were in his own possession-a not
very usual cocarrence in thoss days, and he
lost no time in ‘¢ creating a mortgege,” as
he facetionsly tarmed it, upon them,

¢ I'll get pleaty of monsy when''m down
there,” ne reflacted. ‘It the worst hep-
pens, there’s Stivey."’

Poor Stivey ! long as you have a few
pounds and can be of any use, Mr. Geogory
Ason will not be far from youl

La'e that evening, when the people were
leaving the fafr ground at Rarnabara, and
Mr Bl-nd was making the wildest efforta to
coax ancther ‘‘house’ into his show, a
broad.shouldercd, sullen man entered the
crazy erection, and, with an oath, saluted
the rorriotor.

“glu lo, Boes 1" Stivey cried, with oon-
siderable animation; *I thought yeu'd
come, Get ?‘nslde for a moment. ive,
bear in mind, lsdies and gentlemen, alive,
The last time to-night, and AL«ve!”

¢ Shut up that row,” Gregory growled ; I
want 0 speak toyou

‘ Whatever'sthe matter? ” Stivey asked,
in amazement, following Gregory aubmie-
sively be*ind the piecd of cauvas that
scroened the living curicaities from the pub-
lio gase until the time $or the porformance
came round, and leaving the doormsn to

f | contizno the harangue.

+Quids’ enongh's th‘o‘ Imnttor;" way !:.he
ungTaclons responew. ‘was c1s enough to
pay attention to your cvafounded lcttetfu:d
['ve come all thess miles on & feol's e rrand ¢
I had to pawn my wrich to pay my fare,”

Mr, Biend's face expr the moatlively
conesra,
¢ It can't be » fool’s arrand, Gregory,” he
ventared ; *‘Mr. Barr must be in the neigh-
b.rhood.” N

¢ This neighborhood is just where he is
pot. He i3 in London—the very place 1
have come from 1"

“Im ble 1” Mr., Blend declared,
¢“Why it's only yesterday that I saw him
here with my own eyes."

Gr‘:gory gave » short, contemptnons

'°8W1nt was %o provent him taking the
night tralo, as it tarns oot he did? Fooh!
he migkt be in France by this time."’

1+ don't matter,” Blead dec'ared cheer-
fally. *I wau sskioga chap last night if
he knew Mr. Barr, and te teld me that he
had a large houresomewhere down Sewton
way. They'll tell yon whire's he's gone to, ’

**That's where yon're wring '
Gragory replied, with a aneer. ‘¢ e left
hunieoly, and has not given a soul his ad-.
dress. All letters tor bim are to be sent to
bis lawyer's — —

“Then write to him,"” the showman broke
in with the triumpbart air of a man makiog
a brilliant suggestion. * He'll make apoint
of seeing you at onca.” ‘

¢ Blend, you're & fool,” Axon exclaime?,
*No,"” he went on, half to himeelf, ‘‘weze
done, Ho's cacaped me again; sud, ax for
finding bim in Loodon~bah!"” and he
laughed a kard, bitter, angry laugh.

Steing the dangerous htmour his friend
waa In, it occurred to Mr, Blend thavit
would be wise to attend to business, and
postpone all futther converse until the show
was cleared for the night.

When he rejoined Axon that gentleuin
said to bim decisively :

+t Blend, I must return to London by the
first train, and you mast find me money,”

The showman locked dubious.

“*You must have pleaty,” Gregory de-
clared

¢ As for money,” Stivey sllowed, alowly 3
¢s of course I've got a tidy bit in band, but
it im't exactly mine you s0e until I've clear-
od off the mortgage on the Inatitation—"’

¢« tfang the mortgeget™ Axon cried

savagely, and, as had happened numberless
ﬁm;s Iou: Mr, Blead's eugs ats

aere thrust avide and the needs of Gregory
Axon administered to,

On the second morning following this in-
terview, Gregory Axon again sst in his
shabby office, ruefully contsmplating the
broken drawers and inwardly cursing the

rversensces of his fate.

Suddenly ths door opsatd and a young
man entarod,

“ Do you happen to have a house on your
books about——"" be commenced. He did
pot get woy farther, An older gentleman,

on wheoe arm wax & bright-syed, golden-

haired girl, Jollowed bim into the office,
The moment Grogory oaught sight of the
second gentleman's face, he started from his
stool and sprang towsrds him.

¢ Walter Barr 1" he crled; ¢‘thank God

for thisl™
Aug he seized Mr, Barz's hand.




