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CHAPTER VIIL.—CoxtiNuED,)

“And pray, Miss Propriety, what isthat!”
from Tom.

¢ Why, you get all the papera from Lon.
don, and read all about the theatres and
poople and dieacful places. \Why, only the
other day, I found in your study”—she pro
nounced the word with snpre.ne contempt,
and the ocho of her laugh hovered amop
the gilded leaves—*‘a paper that contain
nothicg else but theatricalnews. Youcan't
d ;%“, can you?"

¢] do not denyit. Butdoyocuknow why
I had that paper?’

¢} ow shouid I hnow anything about it 1"

¢« I bought it,"” Tom sald, solemnly, *to
soo which were the Lest theatres totake you
to u;hcn we go to Loundon on our honey

¢ 0Oh, pat You don't know what a story
ho is telling. He has bought that paper
every woek since he has been in Sewton.
Im aure,” she added, puniing her lips, “it
would be much better for bim were heto
spend his time in reading rome of those big
books he hasin his room, I declare that
there are two great volumes there never
cat yet.”

In reply, Tom, with a a rich mellow voice,
sang:

g 4* My osly books.
Woere woman‘s locks,
And folly’s all they've tausht we™

¢ That,” said Lily. 4 is gpparent to cvery
one.” Then changing ber bantering tone,
she asked him whether ho wozld really like
to mako it his bome?

¢ ] assure you that I ahould,” he replied ;
*but I don't care about leading so lazy a life.
1 must get down to some town where there
is a chance of obtsining a decent practice.”

“Tat tot!” said WWalter, ‘- why do you
always harp upon that string? Why neod
you bother aboat gotting a big practioe?
No, no, my boy, make up your mind to re-
main here, if you both with to—remain bere
at least natil—antil Iam dead.”

“] shoul(%] n::k llktal .30 leave d:r o‘h}
Sewton,” Lily acknow , geui\' y. ¢
have been 30 very hnppyieedm. *

¢4 Then," aaid Tom, decisively, * Sewton
let it be. “I wish thoogh,” he added,
¢ that we could get up a joint-atock oom-
pasy to import a {ew more pms)le here, 1
don’t consider that I'm trested fairly. I'm
legally licensed to slay, and thero's Do one
here to kill. 1'm aot doing my duty to the
sapicat college that has bad the wisdom to
inake mo one of its members.”

**Doa't grumble,” said Lily; *“yonoan
keep your hand i by Jncticing on Father
Time. Yoa are a capital hand at killing it.”

sLexpzct I amn almost as quict here as
Ishonld have heea had I carried ont my
original scheme.”

¢+ What was that ?" Lily cnquired.

¢t Did I never tell you? Az a youngster,
yeu kaow, I was very fond of reading
travels and adventures in atrange countries §
indeed I promised to be such a rover myeelf
that my dear mother vas ina constast state
of terrer leaat 1 shozld run away to sea.
When § waza lad at achool I determined I
wo03ld traval the momeat I got my d o

4¢ You waere not catnnsimticem"
ald Uly. *“Most lads wonld not think of

e

watng.

AR T was a steady Sile, you sve.”

¢ And pray where did you think of setting
VP Yorr gravestone, 38 you call that fear.
{ully ogly plato of youra?” .

“Well, I had a 3 fancy for New
ymaland. I am t0ld that somo of tho
acencry— -t

Tora was iztertopied by a sharp, sudden
cry from Mr. Barr. Theold gentleman tora
od upa him, his voico and manner ex.
hibitiog the utmoet constersation. 1is face
wan pale, and his eyes atariug ; his forchead
was bodewed with muisture,

\What—what1” ho cjaculated, his limbe
trembliag. ¢ What do ypu kaow about
New Zealznd ™

** Nothing,” Tom commencod.

*“*Never let me hear you speak of it
amain,” Waltsr went on  with nervoms
cneryy, ¢ tho place is accursed. Never think
of going thero, or of—of—taking Lily there.

Promisc mo that —promise me on your most
solemn oath.”

readily, regardiog this sudden outbarat with
some alann, and anxious to calm tho excited
ol;l ‘)Eentlcmm," “1 will do anything yon
% 1]

“Asyou love that gitl,” TWalter went
on, ‘‘never talk abount it, never think about
it, never dream about it —"

¢*It waa only a foolish, boyish notion,”
Tom hastened to explain, ** I havolongsincs
given up all thoughtof going there—"

¢ That's right, that's right; and you will
keep your word Y’ The old, old childish
notion will not rotarn, eh? You are sure
it will not return?”’

¢*Quite, quite, Mr, Barr.  Come, take my
band upon it. Iam sorry I huve diatarbed
you. t us forget thas thoplace was ever
meutionod. Let us forget that it exists.”

‘¢ Ay,” the old man eclioed, and repeated
many times to himself, *let us forget that
it exista. Let us forget that it existe.”

Then Lily, who had witnessed with great
grief this retarn of one of the attacks from
which her {ather had for some time been
free, took her father s arm, and led him iato
the house.

She motioned Tom ¢o remain behind, She
had an idea—and it was a just one-that
her father would more quickly recover his
accustomed calmnea if he were left alone
o pondered 1 a4

'om po ong and deeply over the
metluthtdjmbgcnemtufy

Waa Mr, Barr the victim of some mental
dclazion, or was tuere a terrible accret ooa-
neeted with bis paat? Tom could not de:
<ido, but he was fully comvinoed of oze
thing. If Walter Barr's past was shadowed

prit. Walter Barmr, he was prepared to
sWear, waa bunpltibh of w!l!bglymlcﬁng
irjury upon any living creaturs,

Daring the rest ';Ingthc afternoon Walter
remain \'M{1 silent. His Ier?tnr‘u were
com , and he appeared perfoctly calm,
bat his manner was that of & man occupiod
with some deep thought.

More thaa once Tom endeavoured to draw
him out, but Mr. Barr iavariably replied in
monosyliables, evidently deaigned to dis-
courage oontinuous conversation.

As the light of the day faded, and the
poplats in front of the hcuse threw loog
black ahadows acroso the lawn, and queer
forms appesred 20 be lurking among the
hedges, Lily asd Tom stood at the open
window watchipg the purple film of cloud
gradoally spread itself over the sky.

Mr. Barr bad thrown himaself upon a sofa
which atood in the gloom of one of the
corners of the room, and, from his deep,
regular breathiog, it appearsd thathe was
sleeping heavily.

s“There are timor,” said Lily, “whenl
{oel very, very miserable.”

¢ Miserable ?” Tom repeated, “‘surely little
one, you havenotbing tomakevou nnh:;:gy!‘
Thea he added aoftly, * is this ono of thosa
times?”

“JIam afraid so, darling,” nestling her
{u;o in his coat, and speaking ia a low, solt
voloe.

¢ Why, what on carth have you to make
you melancholy now?!”

s'Sometimes I think that it is ocly my
frut h&gphm. It is very foolish of me,

koow, bat I can't help it dear.  You wil
call mo fanciful acd childiah, but really,
love, the fecling is too strong for me to con-
quer. I have been 1o very, very bap
lately, Tom, and, discontented little stupid
that I am, the looger that bappiness lasta
;ho wore df %read lt;nt it :;:&nld t;igﬁﬂy be

estroye sppoeing anything hap-
pen, Tom, woulde's itbo awfol?™ r

**IWkat can happes, datling? Sarely you
arc geting sentimental over the dying day.
1 won't let you atand hereany longer. Comeo
over to yveur piano axl knock off one of
thoes jolly tuncaof yours, and that will soon
clear your mind of these morlid favcies™

**X won't disturb papa,” she said, gravely,
] am suro that alecping will do bim good.”

Even aa abe spoke the man upon the sofa

by a crime, he was the victim, not the cul. | &

Y |attacks to end allJat oaee,

twisted and turned as one in sgony; his
breath came quicker and shorter, and a
moan escaped him,

Thoy could not sce him writhing, but
thoy heard him move, and thogidhﬁnguuh-
cd that he had a difliculty in breathing.
They kept cuite silent, Lily scarcely
hreathed

Suddeuly a scream from him made them
firat start away, and then run to hisaide.
As they did 8o ho was atruggling with some
imn&ln\ry enemy.

*1did not do it," he cried in pisrcing
toncs, “} did not do it! My God—my

“I will do anything,” Tom answered|God

His arms wero gesticulating wildly, and
with a view to calming him, Tom endeavour-
ol to hold these down, Tho moment the
dreaming man felt that he had sometbing
tavgible to battle with, he wrestled with
redoubled vigour.  Tom, strong as he was,
oould not bold Walter down.  During the
struggle,-Lily, who was grestly alarmed,
had rung fer lighte, As the servant illumi.
nated tho room, Barr, with a supcrnatural
effort, sprang to his fuet. Tho sudden blaze
showed him battling derccly with Tom, his
cyes starting from bis head, and every vein
upon his Jorchead l.ko a ailken cord.  Lily
atood powerless, watching them with the
most intensoanxiety, the wondering servant,
as terrified as her mistress, remained quak-
ing in the centre of the room.

“ Where am I? What is it?" Walter
Barr dema @ in a dazed way, relessing
his grip of ‘Lom's arms.

¢ 1 think yon have boen dreaming,” was

Tom's anawer, spoken breathlemly, ‘or the
atrength of his antagonist had almost been
too great for him,
* Yes, yos,” said Mr. Barr, sinking down
upon the sofa again; ‘‘a dream—a m:
a very bed dream!’ He looked wildly
round him, then ho wi the tion
from his pallid faco, aud in & low, spologetic
tort of way, added—

¢ ] dom't think I am well to day.”

“ An undigestod piecs of chesso or an
obstinate bit of cucamber,” Tom suggosted
plcasantly.”

Though he spoke so lightly he wasastudy-
iog bis frierd’s expremion with much

ncern.
¢ That must be it,” said Walter, ‘' yes,
yes, indigeation dues causo these things.”

Ho bheld his head down for a fow
minutes, and no one spoke. They were zil
lookins at him very earneetly,

Saddenly be sald, rising as be spoke—

*L'ly,Tam not at all ‘well tonight I
aball go to bed.”

She ranto him. He put hisarm ia bers,
and without another word to any one he
went {rom the room

Tom waited tome time for Lily's retum,
and daring her absance his thoughts wero
occapied with Mr. Barr.

¢ I most watch him carefally,” he ssid to
bimself, -‘there is somsthing very wrong
with him. Poor Lily! He must be a little
bit gone,” he weut oa-cynically and with a
slight laugh. *‘No sane man who had ma -h
moncy wosld givoe his osly dasghtertoa
fellow scarcely worth what he stands up in,
Perhape,” he addod, ‘‘I'm scircely doing
the jold fellow justice, for he's the most
simple bearted man I have ever mes. How-
cver, sccing how go now-a-days, X
ug’thbe b eddfor thinking aﬁm? mad
who happens to do a genercus action,’

thg Jily at last returned, she locked
very gTave, bat she made an effort to spoak
cheer{ully.

¢ He is quieter now,” ste mid, “and I
think that de willaleep well. I am terribly
disiressed ¢o sce a return of thesofits. I
thought thatthey had gone forever, Can
nothing be done?”

*Qh yos, darling,” Tom answered, with a
confidence ho did not feel.  ** Wocsndoa
greet doal for him. Batdo you kuorw, little

1{one, X do not think that you have any cause

for anxiety. This will pass off by the morn-
ing. You cannot -x}aoct," he added, *‘these
1 was afrald
myzelf that we should get a rotar of then.
Of coarse it is a great thing to bavea lo.v§
interval between tho attacks.  Ultimately
Lope they will conse altogether.”

**Bat, what can we do, what can wo do?”
Lily cried impatiently.

**Keep him frcm everything likely ¢to
irtitato him, and give him plenty of chavge.
He bas ahut hiowslf up here too loog ™

* \Where can wo take bim?”

tho bustle will cheer him up. What do you
think of that proposal.”

¢ Capital,” she cried, forgetting for a
moment ber trouble, and Jeven clapping her
h.:lx;q’, ¢ang I shouldso much like togo my-

¢ Then that's sottled.”

“If he's well. I wan’t go on any account
if he ian't better.” .

** Of oourse not. I'll go up and see bim
bofore I leave, and if he wants it, 1'l give
him a sleeping draught.”

** Wasn'sit funny,’’ said Lily prescntly, n
that grave way she sometimes had *“that
jost sa Iwas talking about feeling eo
wrotched and fearful, bo should —-"

Tom chided her for encouraging morbid

thoughts, She could not finish ber sentence,
for ho kissed her words away.
¢ Tho old fellow want'sa compiote rousing
up,” Tom soliloquised, as he walked home
inthe mronlight, *‘indeed, I don't think
that a regularsproo wonld do him any harm.
Well, wo'll sec bow he gets on at the Faur,
to-morrow."”
In the loog days of sorrow that followed,
he often gursed himsclf for cver proposisg
this excursion, and ho wondered in hisagony
what demon soggested it to bim. Surcly,
in taking the old man to this missrable
Carniva), he wag tho instrament of Walter
Barr’s worst genius.

CHAPIER 1X.
DOWN IN TBE WORLD.

¢ You're right, Boss; them double cvents
s a bit suarey. But when they do come off
—an, when thoy do I

The speaker was Mr. Stivey Blend, Timo
seemed to have over; many
years had clapsed since we last saw him,
without leaving any impress upon his
featurecs. Ile had jmwn a trifle thinner,
perbaps, and aze had dulled the overpower-
1og glow of hisred hair.

As he :Fokc, he sat in a small, dingy,
duaty, untidy auctioneer’s offico, situated in
a cloudy street in the shadicst part of that
not too aristocratic district, known to the
Londoners as Keatish ) own,

The room was vary small, and little light
entorod it, for the window was plastered
with announcements of forgottco aalesand
out-of-date notices. An oduvur of tobecco
ap2 stals beer hung about it, and tho ceatral
table, round which there waa scarcely space
lornuton;:ﬁ:’t:; walk, was strewn with
astran ot accounts, greasy ledgers,
soilod - damaged eavsloprs, nscin
calendars, crumbe of cheose and bread, ao
fahing-hooks. In one corner a narrow,
twisted ataircase led to an upper apartment,
which tho proprietor had fitted up as & bed-
room, stvare ysimplein ita appointments

Opposits to this dwarf of a shop a decay-
ed, sullen-looking, public Hall frowned npoa
the dismal street, and increased itz natural
slocm. Here, 6very Satarday evening, the
flabbiest youths of the neighbonrhooﬁ met
together, and gave, whet thoy, with a
cyaical humour, were pleased to term, an
¢ Entertaiument.” To this oxhibition of
their qualifications for Colney Hatch they,
with a reckless wit, irresistible in ita dar-
ing, invited the public; and, morcover, ia
their boundleas mirth, thoy suggested that
tho sald public abonld pay for the privileze
at the rate of threepence, zixpence, and
ninepence, according to the pozition of the
a2t occapied. Here, too, every Weodneaday,
a ocrtain number of the oiliesst of the trades
men of the vicinity assembled in a mould
room, and with much circaumlocution an
solemnity discrased the aflairs of ¢ Tuc
GR¥AT NORTI-WEST BL1LD1%G AND MTTUAL
Brxxrrr Sociery.”

A clumsy and badly-lettered board affized
to one of the pillars of the portico of the
building, informod thcse anxzious to avail
themaclves of the countlces benefita to be
derived from joining this flour socicety,
that tho printed rulecs ara a)fMmformatioa
could bo obtained upon applying to Mr.
Gregory Axoz, atctioneer, valoer, and debt
collector, oppesitc. In amaller letters at
tho foot were the words, ** Agent for the
Guarantes Insaranco Company.*

Az, Stivey Biend =t on one aide of the
table, and Mr. Axon on the other. Mr.
Blend woro a rough, loog coat, several sy
100 largo for him, and bosatlng very formul
ablo buttona, As he finiahed thosentence
with which wo have opened this chapter, ho

“Anwhers a0 loog as it's achango. X tell
you what,” Tom went op, ¢ if ho's all right
- morrow, 1 drive him over to Raralearan.

You know ita the Eryt day of tho Falr, and

bozt down and atadicd with apparently the
kocnoat {aterost a sadly batterod folt hat,
‘which he wasalowly tarning round upon the

o0b of a pliant aadb stick ho held in onoof
. his knotty hazds.
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