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IN AN EVIL MOMENT.
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CHAPTER 1IX.—{CoxTiNUED,)
Mr. Axon was lighting his pipe. He,lot to Billy Hurat, of the Dragon Green, and

watched, without comment, Blend take a
pewter measuro from a aly recems in one of
the corners, aud leave the oflice,

Poor Stivey Blend had, in New Zealand,
always regarded Mr, Axon with admira-
tion ; and his reverence became indeatructi-
ble when the object of it amisted him to re-
turn to England.

There was not so much generosity in this
action as might at first sight appear; Mr.
Axon journeyed by the same vessel, and he
made Blend work—work hard—for himdur-
the ¥uuge home,

“Thero,” aaid Stivey, as he placed the
metal pot, now filled with stout, before Mxr.
Axon, “take a pull at that,”

ir, Axoa ““did take a pull at it,” but
such a prodigionaly long one that, when the
mesanre was returned to the Penerouz man
who had paid for the filling of it, there was
scarcely sufliciont liquor left to saf the
legitimato wants of the smallest of the
amallest of the feathered triba.

M., Blend zravely allowed it to moisten
his lips, and he returned the vessel to the
table with an air of such intense aatis-
faction that, had you seen him, you would
have felt convinced that he had imbibed a
hearty and highly invifonting draught.

#Ifyo= ==2i2 ambio against Mr, Barr
now,"” Stivey mused, “*he’'d be the chap to

hd%}you.”

¢If I could find Walter Barr,” cried
Gregory, with sudden vehemence, again
2 ix:q the table, *I sbould be a made

man |

He checked himself abruptly, and lcoked
suspiciously at the man opposite to him.
Then he added, with an attempt at appear-
ing xlt:oro indifferent, and with a low, ugly
laug

R ¢ ;;p he would give me a hand, and
not turn his back onme like the othercurs.”

¢You bet he would, He's like yourself—
one of the beat. I'd back you two for the
.doubls event ¢f the Good-Natured Stakes
and the Generous Plate—leastways, if 1
eonl('l get any one soft enough to lay against
ou.”
y ] wonder whether he'sstill alive 1 Greg-
ory muttered, knitting his brows and
goawing at the mouthpiecs of his pi
““It's even betting,"” Stivey replied, decis-
ively, ““When yoa tried to fab him-out
they told you that he had aold all his prop-
erty and gone abroad—no one kncw where,
Because you don’t happen to bave met him,
it don't follow thht he sdead. It's a good
many yoars ago, though,” the speaker went
on nfectlvely; ‘“and he never was very
atrong, No, it iso’t evens. The odds are
.gllmthimbein%sllvc. What & game it
would be if he did turn up—what a gamse 1”

An eovil light flashed from Cregory’s
taye-i :Ind & cruel smilo played around his
thic

ThonP:; thougk anxlous fo change the
oonversation, be aaked :

“Well, what brought you up hers tuis
morning, Stivey 1”

Nz, Blend moved uneasily on his chair,
and carefally brushed hisold felt hat with
the sleeve of his coat befora answering,

*Fuct 'y, Boss,” he said, presently, “I'm
regularly cleared out this time, It'saclean
bust-up, and Overend Garney ain't in it.”

Axon endeavored to look sympathetic,
and failed, The soft pleasant am:ile that
had onoe won the hearts of women and the
confidence of men had become an unplessant
leer, which seemed to swell the saflerings of
thoss be would affect to pity.

It's » bad job, Stivey—a very bad job,” he
said, *I hops,” headded, alittle anxioualy,
ssthat the shows all right 1

'‘The show, Boss, i3 just all wrong,”
Stivey repiloé. lugubriously, *‘and that's
where the trouble comes in.”

“You don’s mean to say.” Axon cried,
that youv's 8514 it and lost $he money 1"

“Not quite 30 bad as that, boss—not

quite so bad as that.” He spoke alowly, | his

and mournfall od his spikey head from

wagg
side toslde, ¢‘But verynigh, boes, h,"
“Your's an nnfo:gmte :!evil, Sﬁv:;‘i”

he won't let me atir a rtep with {t until the
ocoin is paid. Theve's the Indian rat, a
reg'lar pinlog hizasell away for want of the
change; the juckalain't the name instruct-
ive little animal he was a weok ago,”—tears
trickled down Mr, Stivey’s choeks as ho
roceeded, ¢ The very sarpeat looks as if
10'd like to take a doee of prussicacid. As
for the pony, he'd make asplendid muta at
a horse's funera), he would,” Jlis spiritabave
all evaporated.”
Mr. Blend, sincehis return to Eogland,
had embarked in the show line, Nis col.
lection was not very extensive. Bat, as he
would with great vehemence insiri, every-
thing in his world-renowned estr.blishment
was ‘;;l.ivu—dlve g

. t kave you done with the girly
Gregory asked. ¥ gir
“‘The Zulu malden ?" Stivey queried, look-
ing up through his tears, Ok, he added,
In a tone of $he most suprems contempt,
‘‘she and the African chief ars cating their
hexds off at the Green Dragon.”
This wa= Mr. Blend's enigmstical manner
of explairs 1y that at present they were eat-
ingth tind drinking and being merry and dolag
nothing,
*Infact,” ha went o, *if they don't
s00n leave their heads will bs too Iarge for
the door.”

Taken literally, this spsech counld scarcas-
ly be said to agree with the previous one;
but Mr. Blend simply meanttosay thatsoon
thair hotel bill woult{ be so heavy that he
would not beable to payitandrelease them.

“You have made @ mess of It this time,”
wn:IAhx:n'n o?moung gamnk.

ve s0,” agreod Stivey, with an air
of melancholy nthf;cﬁon,yu though it
'were some consolation to reflect that he had
done the thing thorou%hly. “Yon see,” he
continued, “there’s Ramabarn fair next
week, and if I could only get the Institution
down there I should be right for the
winter. There is a lot of fairsall around
abeut between this and Christmas,

When I'd done em ail I should work my
way into Cornwall—that's the best part of
England you know, Boss, for my game.”

*¢7t's a good part in the summer,” Axen
allowed.

“Inthe winter ton,” Stivey perais
““one of the best.” v ted,
od“I ::;pgoloe," uig Axon, ; that you want-

me elp you off the mortgage
on tho ‘Institution’ up;%n call §¢2” s

As he spoke his eye fell upon a roll of
silver and one half-sovereign, which lay at
the bottom of a narrow drawer in the table
before him, Ho looked up at Stivey aas-

ciously ; it was evident thet the showman

ad Dot seen the little hoard. Keeping his
eyes fixed on Stivey's face he gently clesed
thic drawer, locked it, and pat the key in
his gockot.

X did think of that,” Stivey roplied,
alowly ; ““but of course, as things is 50 Lad
with you, its no use talking ebont it.”

“J don’t forget,” sald Axton, with a re-
turn of his old blandness, ““that I owe you
a trifle,”

¢ Well, say nothiog about that now,”
Mr. Blend interrupted with dignity, *Isit
likely ? Don’t X know you'd be the firat to
pey meif youhadit? What I was going
to say is just this & that stout took nlfo the
money I had., Ifyou've got a trifle about
you, I shozldn't mind abitof dioner,
and then I'd go on as far as Billy’s, and soo
if X couldn't come to terms with him.”

Mr. Axon thrust his hand into oge of the
pockets of his trousers, and palled ont a
;:illing. He threw thison the table, tay-

g2

“There you are, old fellow; that's every
half-penny that I possess ; but you can take
it, I haven't dined myself; but I dare say
something will turn up during the day.”

Stivey rose from his seat, and he pressed
bat well over his eyes. He took Greg-
ory’s hand, and p! the into it.
In a voloe thick with emotion he muttered :

“I've mortpgod it,” Stivey went on
¢‘that's what I've done, I've moyﬂgugod the

“ No, no, G I'm not one of that
sor,” 'Gi‘tingrﬁzr[xind'l hmdspmzllgiou

himself, as he walked rapidly along, and
the tears filled kix eyes :

“What a sort | what asort{ There'snot
many like Gregory Axon!"”

The objeot of his admiration, when he
found himself alone, very carefully replaced

the shilling in his pocket, and added to it a
handfal of silver he had concealed in the
drawer, Then he yawned, knoocked the

ashes from his pipe, stretched himself, ard,
rotfiarking that dinner was a capital idea,
ho locked up the otlice and procecded to a
well known hostelry in Camden Town,
whore he onjoyed a subatantial mesl, The
repast was followed by a couple of glasses
of brandy and water, and the rest of the
afternoon he dawdled away in the billiard-
room,

CHATTER X,
TUE TROUBLY DXGINS,

“We conldn’t bave had a better day had
wo ordered it ourselves ; if you don’t care
about atopping to ree the Kair, the drive
will do you any amount of good.”
The speaker was Tom Westall, He had
arrived at Lily'shousebeforesither she orher
father had left their bed . rcoms ; and he now
stood with Walter Barr at the open window,
gazing into the leafy leafy distance.
It was, indeed, ». delightful morniog ; the
sky was doop}{y, darkly blue without one
fleck of a cloud; a soft goldenlight flooded
the fiolds; mellon3d the woods; brought
the hill-tops into rar~ distinctiveness; and

lsyed upon the water until {t dazzled and
E]inded one. The trees nodded and smiled
as the slight breeze brought them swest
scents ; tus happy flowers vied with each
other in expoaing their charms; and there
was the glad chorus of birds to make the
universal feeling of thankfulneas and joy
complete.
“] haven't much taste for noise,” Walter
replied gravely ; ‘but as you say, thedrive
will do me good. It would not be easy to
stop in-doors such a day asa this.”
**Youlook a littlo better this mornisg™—~
Tom, as he spoke, eyed his {riend’s tacc
critically—‘‘but you are not yourself—not
by a \~ng way.”
¢ am much better,” Walter protested,
“much better. Bat,” he was compelled to
confess, after a little pause, ¢“I am a little
wesk and—and my head seems dazed.
\WVhat’s that
Ho uttered the excamation in sudden ter
ror, Hoescized Tom’s arm as though for
protection, and trembled in every limb.
*Ity nothing,” Tom 1eturned, quickly
soothing him. ~¢Oaly the postman banging
the gate aftor him.”
s¢ How %oolish of me 1" Mr, Barr'sbreath
cams quickl{, aud his face bad not yet lost
that"lwod ook. “Everylittle noiseatartles
me.
Tom looked perplexed.
“You want a complete change,” he said
thoughtirlly, “acd a complete chango yon
must have,”

““Yes, yes,” Walter hurriedly sgreed,

¢] want a chaoge, and—"
“Hullo !’ Town criod, interrupting him,
“hera’s Lily looking, in ber brightness, a
veritable daughter of old Sol himselt,”

The compliment was not unde-e:ved
Her eyes sparkled with health and buu, en.
spirits ; her dimpled cheeks were rosy, mis
cgevonl; and her hair, unconfined, full
upon ber shoulders a rippling mass of gold.

“Tom,"” she exclaimed, as she ran towards
him, “1 didn't know that you were here.'

“I've been here two good hours,” he
answered, after kissing her, “and I began
to think thatneither of you ever were going
to get up. *It's past nine o'clock,” he went
on, consulting his watch, **rhe dsy will be
gone before wo start.”

4] overslept myself, but wo will bave
breakfaat at once. I've got some fish for
your breakfast. Papa and I know you'll
like that.”

Mx'.h Barr :mil:id {dn:lhy. ulxld romised tlo
eat a hearty meal, but though the grey maul-
let was deliclonsly oooked, he acarcely
touched it

“Andso,” said Lily, presently ““woarereal-
ly going to the Fair, It willbe jolly,"” ahecried
with childishglee.“I'veheard such alotabout
Fairs, aud 1've neverseenoneyet. Thisone
at Rarnsbarn, you koew, is very celebrated.
It Insts three days,” sherattledjon, 'and itis
opened with all sorts of mystic ceremontos.
'1&?y musta't sell any horses or o u:ﬁof
the shows until twelve o'clock to-day. en
the mayor, all in his robes, drops a glove
from the window of tho Town Hall tuto the

there's hot apiced ale snd cake prepared in
the Council-room for anyone who iikes to
havs it,and everyb>dy keepse open hnuse,”
“You ap, to know all about it, Lily”
sald her father, smiling upon her a littls

aadly.
“%ho grituitous oake and elocmocynu?
sle appear to have impressed Lily's mind,*
Tom broke in.

"Peﬁay told me all about it,” said the
young lady, answering hor fataer, and ouly
deigning to bestow upsn her lover a cnn.
temptuous toes of her golden shower,
Rarnsbars, when they reached i, wasina
faverish, and somewhat alcobolic atate of ox-
clieent. Moat of the shups wers closed.—
It was imporsible to drive through the
principalstreets in consequence of the crowds
gally-decorated horees, led by bronzed,
powerful, nuisy men. Nor was it very plea.
st walking, for the carters and the grooms,
in thelr anxiaty to exhibit the of the
sntinals they had for aale, ran their charges
through the thoroughfares with thesmalleat
posaible regerd for the safety of the foot pas-
sengers. ‘Lo lovers of horsefleah it was, how.
ever, a glorious sight, for animals of every
shade of excelleace wers bere ; not unmixed,
it must be confessed, with some of the sor-
rieat crouks that evor escaped the knaocker's
yard. Amiable, chubby cart-horses, capable
of irodlgiom exertion, whoee coats shone
in the sun, and whoee tails were wonderful
specimens of the plaiter's dexterity; trim
rocdsters neatly groomed, solid with
curt tails, thinkingnot a little of themselves;
and fetching some thirty or fo:ty pounds;
frolicsome ponies with long waving manes
and awpeciug tails; vseful hacks, unosten.
tatiour, but valusble for all that ; haughty
hunters, with restloss legs and flashing eyos;
every variety of Age horse; here and
there a dusky donkey ; in queer corners, the
ubiyuitons goat; and dogs everywhere.
Then in annther part of the town you could
have your choioe of red, sturdy Devonsbire
cattle, snd of sheep beloved by the epicure
1f you were fur none of these, there were tao
swhows and thecircus ; the glngerbrud stalls;
the rifle galleries ; the awings, tle niggers,
the music, the gypsies, and the itinerant
photographers,

“We wili get put of this as soon as we
can,’” Tom whispered to Lily, as he cautious.
ly drove through the less-frequented atreets
towards the hoad hots),

:i‘z.‘doo much noise for him, I'm afrald,” he

“l :.hould #2 much like to see the shows,”
she confessod, also, in an undertone,

(TO BR CONTINUED,)

THE OLD QUEEN.

CHAPTER I

It was done; the axe had fallen The
queen'’s dignity was saved, but Ler heart
was broken, She wasat ker harpaichord
when they Lrooght her tidings of Essox's
execution. Her face turned from the
light, and no one 2aw the spasm of pain
that convulsed its stern lineaments, She
did not pause oven for an instant, but her
hand wasdashed vlolentli ontheinstrument,
aendiog forth a harsh, sharp note, that was
simost a wail, and thea the soft masic gash-
ed forth again, aweetly, as if nothing had
bappened, Alas! howslight arosometimes
tho indications which a proud heart allows
the world to sece of thoee struggles thit
pess through the soullike an earthquake,
Chat momont had left the haughtiest wo-
man, and the most lnperious queen thas
trod the soil of England, utterly desolate.
L] L d * * L L *

“TWhat ho! what ho! Who claims ad.
mittance to the palace at this late hour
cried the yeoman of the guard, as he arowe,
an hour after miduoight, to snswer an abrupt
summops at the great portal which o&uu{
to the Toames. A few wordsfrom without,
of explanation and onhug. soon prevailed
upon the gaard to admit the untimely visi-
tor, who paused by the evtranoce, and tak.
ing the ycoman on one side, spoke to him
earncatly for somo momentas,

“What { the old Countess of Nottingham
dyiog, and would have apoech of hergrace,”
exclaimod the royal door-keeper. ** Why,
think you tho queen would arise from her
couch, at this hour of the night, and risk
her sacred pefson on the water at the be-
hest of fifty dying Countessea?”

«“I tell you,” 12joined the man, whoso
face was pale with exdtement, *¢ I tell you,

aqueczs, ho darted into the street, saying to

street, snd the fun commonces, Beforethat

this messago of my dylng mistress nust be
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