TRUTH.

{Copyright,—Now First Punrisuep,]

IN AN EVIL MOMENT.

BY HARRY BLYTH.

Author of 4 Wily Woman," “The Bloom o' the Heather,' ¢ When the Clock Stopped,”
“Magic Morsels,” &e.

CHAPTER XV,—(CoxTINUED,)

11is clothes were made of tne richest ma-
torial, and thoy worc obviously the work of
o fashionablo tailor. 1o wore a large dia-
mond ring upon hislittle finger, and a heavy
chain glittered on his waisteont, His face
wae still bloated, but it was not so blotchy.
Tho old ecampish air had almost vanished,
Gregory had now tho outward aspect of o
gentleman,  Albeit of a gentleman obvious.
ly addicted to the pleasurcs of tho table.
After exchangiog a few commonplace re-
marks, Mr. Axon, who had thrown himself
carelesely into an casy chair, asked, perhaps
a littlo nervously :

¢t How's Our Fricnd?”

‘The samo—much the same..”

Tho doctor keenly watched Mr. Axon's
foaturcs durlog the whole of this interview,

““Ah, Isthere ani' chanco of recovery 1"

¢ I'm afraid not. It is, however, impos-
sible in this case to speak decisivoly. But,”
hero the speaker elovated a long bony fin-
geor, his tone becamo low and carnest, ‘‘ I
wouldn't give sixpence for ¢ Qur Friend’s’
chance.”

Mr. Axon appeared relieved, and he re-
peated, with great choorfulneas :

¢ I supposo not, 1 auglpouo not,”

After some hesitation he drew his chair
nearer to the doctor's and said :

¢ How long, doctor, do you think it pos-
sible for Our Friend to live *—toll me can-
didly now."”

Tho oycs of the twvo men met, Gregory
dropped his before Dr, Dodder’s steady
piercing gaze.

¢ ¢ Qur Friend’ may live to be a Lundred
years of ugo,” the doctor calmly replicd,

“ Don't talk nonsecnse,” cried Gregory,
stamping his foot. ‘¢ Iwant you to tell me
the truth,”

¢ ] amguite serious, Our Friond is liv-
iog a hoalthy life. The constitution isre-
markably strong. There is neither wear of
mind nor tear of body. Ouar Priend might
very casily live to be ono hundred years of
age. Indced it is difficult to seo why our
friend should cver die.”

Grogory bit his lips,

¢ You arovery carefal of your paticnts,”
CGregory said in a sarcastic tone. I sup-
pose thoy sly you better alive than they
would dead ?”

¢¢ Infinitaly."”

st Always?” The question was asked
with unmiatakahle omphasis

¢ Always.” Dr. Dodder fixed hia oyes
upon Mr. Axon's face, and regarded him
meaningly. ¢ Always, Mr. Axon.”

Gregory looked a little disconcerted.
Shruggiog his shoulders he said :

‘1 shouls have thought thatunder spe-
cial circumatances a patient might be as val-
uabls to you dead as alive. You would cor-
tainly havo less trouble.”

¢ I profer my paticnts to keep alive, and
T like the troublo.”

The doctor tpoko in o cold and doter-
mincd & moanner that Gregory saw that it
was uroless, i€ not dang-rous, to pursue tho
subject.

Ho changed the convereation, and for
some timo did not agein allude to * our
friend.”

As ho was leaving he remarked carcless-
1y, as though it had just occurred to him :

* I am told that chango of air has often a
wonderful effoct upon peoplo whose brains
aro dizcased "

** In raro cascs it hus cffected a cure.”

“I'voa good mind,” Gregory went on,
aropping his oycs and speaking musingly,
“to try it with * our friend.” I've a good
mind to send ¢ Our Friend' abroad.”

The doctor preserved a grim silence.

¢ Howover '—Gregory looked up and
turned quickly away—¢¢ I'll think overit.
1 daro say ‘Oar Fricud'is a3 well hero as
uny where "

As he drove away Dr. Dodder stood on
:l_no top of his broad atono atops watching

im.

“I can rcad mishiof in your cyes,” ho
mauttered ; *“‘but you won't succeed in year
ovil plaus. At all risks, and at all hazards,
¢ Our Fricnd * remains here,” Ho walked
bazk into his library saying to himsclf:

¢ He iz a villain who would stop atnoth.

ing. ow Iyecarn for the day of justico
and of rotribution. Heaven grant that it
may not bo far distant.”

1t was lato that night before Gregory ro-
turned home, and when he did so ho was
unusually boistorousand inflamed by drink.

It unfortunately happened that when he
ontered their littlo drawing-room, Lily was
alone init. She was looking and fecling
very wretched. Tom had, it was true, un-
expectedly returned to town that day,
much to her delight ; but, just now, ho was
out with Mr. Darr, and sho was sitt ng
dwelling up’a the countless mlserics cf tho
past fow weeks. The tcars were in her
eycs, and she was longing for the time to
como when sho would never again hear the
hated voice of Gregory Axon,
The devil was in him to night, and as he
staggered into the room—he was unsteady
on his legs, fora wonder—and caught sight
of hor da| t{ form, o burning, wicked pas
sion seized him.
‘¢ All alone, protty one 1" be hiccoughed.
She looked up In alarm, and immediately
rose and made for the door.
With a drunken laugh he barred the

WAy,

* You shan't go,” he cried ; * you al-
ways leave the room when 1 enterit. Am
I so very terrible 1’ He lecred at herina
way that made her every limb tremble,

¢ Oh pu¥ let me go, Mr. Axon,” she
pleaded ; ¢‘I am feellng very ill—indecd,
indeed I'am ! I beseech youn let me go 1"

¢ Youlook bloomingly pretty to-nighs,” he
said, advancing towards her. Sheretreated
from him as he came nearer.

* You forget yoursolf, Mr, Axon)” She
spoke indignantly, aud & dangerous speck
of fire glowed on both her cheeka, *‘Lst
me at onte 1"

¢ By Jove, what eyes I"

¢¢ I implore you to{et me go,” the plead-
ed, agaln breaking down.

He stood devouring her with his blazing,
bloodshot eycs.

*So I will,” he said at length,

¢ Oh, thank you {—thank you 1"

¢ On one condition. You must pay toll.
A kin—one kiss from those juicy lips and
you pass free.”

“You scoundrel!” All her contempt,
hatred, and indignation wore concentrated
in these two words,

The next moment he had encircled her
with his arms, and his spirit stinking breath
wa fanning her cheeks. She doubled her
littlo fists and battered his cheeks with all
her might; but he only laughed at her
blows, and he appeared to enjoy the strug-
gloe immensely. Suddenly, however, his
rude laughter atopped, and a’well directed
blow sent him flying to tho other end of the
room. An instant afterwards Lily wasin
Tom's loving arms. Mr. Barr wasstanding
at the door and looking into the room, pale
and trembling  The blood was flowing free-
ly from Gregory’s note, and he sat whore he
had fallen, regarding them all with a danger-
ous scowl,

CBAPIER XVI. °
DISAPPEARED !

Tho blow and the fall did a great dealto
scber Gregory., Ho realized that ho had
gono too far. But his brain was not yct
clear cnough, and he wap too confused to
know the best ourse for him to adopt. He

~d his own rcagonn for ot desiring an open
«apture with any of them ; atthe samotime,
it was nccesaary for him to resent the treat-
ment he had received, As he could not do-
cido whother to act the bully, or to assume
«nopenitentialair, hedoterminedtocautiously
feel his way, and to avoid any positivo ac-
tion until his brain was cooler and calmer,

Ho aroso aulkily.

I supposo,” ho aaid, regardiog Tom
with an ovil l.ok, *‘that you didn't know
whoit was? You thoughtthat it was somo
stranger playing with Lily "

Had Tom wavered, and for tho aako of
Walter Barr, seired upon tho oxcuse 8o cun-
niogly offered him, Gregory would without
doubt have ndopted u blustering tone. But

tho surgoon’s indignation was too great to

allow him to fliuch, orto welgh bis words,

I novor atopped to think,” he cried.
I saw ti.at sho was in the bands of & cow-
ard, and that was cuougb."

‘“It's all a mistako,” Walter declared,
norvously, ¢ I'm quite suro that it's a mis-
tako, 'Lell us how 1& happoned, Lily—tell
us. I'm suro myold fricad Qregory would
not insult my child,”

And tho poor, wesk trembling old man,
with iils hande clasped, looked appealingly
{ram tho one to the other,

Lily could give him no help. Her face
was now Luricu in hor lover's waistcoat,and
she was sobbing as though her little heart
would break.

Gregory'r cyes dropped before Tom’s bold
unyieldiny gaze.

The whole thing ’—he spoke confased.
ly—'is very atupid. Of courseI didn't
mean to do Lily any harm—I'm too fond of
her for that.”

How incxpresibly revoltixu} it was to
Tom to hear this man speak so familiarly of
tho flushed, and panting little form he held
inhisarms!

“Porhaps I did frighten her; I'm afraid
I did. I had no intontion of doing so, and
—~and I'm very sorry. I fancy,” he added,
with an attempt at a laugh, * that the pun.
ishmont oxcceds the offence”—he pointed
to his swollen faco, ¢ But its not worth
talbing about,
wiil.,”  This was certs animous rn
Gregory's part ; and in proof that he was in
earnest he stretched out his hand to Tem,
who affected not to seo it.

“ Well, well,” aaid Gregory, withdrawig
it, and biting his nether lip, *‘youareina

ion now—young lovers are subjuct to
roiling fits, In the morning X hope you
will be cooler and more inclined to regard
the matter more sensibly. 1t's excessively
foolish,” he went on, making for the door;
“why, I'm old emough %o be the girl's
father.”

‘Tho look which he threw at Walter as he
left the room might have meant anything
.Jalter, in his agitation, read in it a threat
and a hiant ¢f coming danger.

“You sec, sir,” Tom cried to Mr, Barr,
¢ that it is not safe to allow Lily to remain
in the house with that scoundrel, Kither
he or she must leave here,”

““Do not get excited, Tom, You must
keep cool, you know, and not exaggerate
this.,” Walter endeavoared to speak firm-
ly, but at the same timesocothingly. ¢ Thie
is a very unfortunate occurrence, butIam
sure that Mr. Axon will explain it all in the
morning. A gentleman,Tom—quitea gentle-
man, A lit&e wine, yon know, Tom—a lit-
tle wine, and the best of vs make fools of
oursclves,” Tom's face looked stern and
unconvinced, Walter's voice a3 he finished
grew very wistful,

It's tone did not otrike tho surgeon’s
heart as it struck Lily's. It seemed to her
to be firll of unutterable misery, mingled
with a long, plaintive wail for mercy.

Her tears ceasod, and sho becamo wond
erfullycalm, The indigoity she had suffer-
ed was forgotten ; sho was now filled with
vaguo terrors for her fathor's safety. What
if Gregory Axon were to avenge her con-
tompt for him and the blow be had received
from Tom, by hurling misfortune upon
1Valter's head? That hehad the power to do
this, sho was but too well assured. The
thought was a terrible one. She must bury
her wrongs, and sink her dislike, and do all
in her power to provent a breach between
Gregory and his hoat.

“Tam foolish and hystorical to-night,”
she said, ¢ I amsure Mr., Axon meantno
harm, Iam very sorry that I behaved so
stupidly. I hopo he will forgive me.”

¢ Lily

Tom's voicc smoto hor heart. How full
of };‘ain and reproach it was ! She looked up
at him steadfastly and bravely ; aho real
ized how casential it was to calm her lover,
and to provent another enconntor between
him and Mr, Axon,

¢ He had you in hisarms,” Tom added.

“Ho did not mean any barm,.I am
sure,” sho went on, ‘‘ As he said, you
know, he is old cnough to be my fathor.”

Tom turned from her, but only for a mo.
ment  Tho next ho was by her aide, and
was leading her from tho room.

‘¢ It is noblo and brave of you to epeak as
you do,” ho whispered, as they stood in the
paseage alone ; ‘“but you cannot deceive me.
Y%n 7§ro acting a part for your father's
sako 1"

Poor littlo Lily was not very strong, for
sho broko downagain, and tho tears atroam-

<d from hor oyocs,

T'll fe ~stall about it if you |

—

“Y am vory miserable, Tomu — so vory,
very miterable. Do not leave me sgain,
darling, I am eohelpless and so ‘rretched
without you.”

Ho strained her to him.

I will not,” he cried. “*When I go
back to Dovonshire you shall go withme s
xgly wl,fo. I willnot— I can not leave you

ero."

‘‘ Pronjise mo one thiog, darling,” sho beg-
ged *“and then 1 shall be very happy.”

** Auything in the world, unleas it bs not
to love you,”

“ Promise me not to quarrel with Mr,
Axon—*

*The villsint Wo shall no, be iero
many days, darling, andIgive you mj;
word I will ay nothing more to h'm, Are
you aatisfied?”

“Yes, yes, quite, Audnow, darlivg, go
aund try and cheer poor papa. He is very
much upset to-night."”

When Tom roturned to Walter Barr, he
tuok a seat by that gentleman's sido and
startled him by asking an abrupt aud curi-
ous question.

“*1s your fear of Gregory Axon greater
than your love for your child ?**

Walter appeared alarmed.

¢ ] aon't understand —'" Le commenced,
*Tho question is a aimple one,” Tom in-
tex:rupted, firmly. * Sarely you can answer
t- ’

The surgeon had begun to think that
hitherto he had not been determined onough
with Wal.or Barr. He was resolved now to
make some effort to rouse hia friend from his
L?"_m wring his crushing aecret fromn

m,
¢ Heaven knows I love my child,” said
Walter,
¢ And yet you did not say one word to
;he '\zilh n who had eo grossly insulted

er ?
¢¢ J~I—oould not. I did not dare, Tom."
Walter clasped his hands in his agitation
?nd tovked a pitecus object of grief and
eal.
¢ Then your fear is greater than your
love "
¢ No, no, do not say that, Tom. 1Ilove
my da-l'ng beyond the world, beyond life,
beyond everything.”
¢ And yot you keep silent.”
“ For her aake, Tom—for her sake ; not
for my own. 1 swear it! By heaven, I
swear not, for me own sake 1"
Tom'sresolve was molting away. Wal
ter s aspsct would have excited the pity «f
the most unfeeling. The young surgeon
drew hie chair nearer to Mr. Barr's, and,
taking hishand, sald:
¢ Cannot you trust me? Tell mo what
yo r troubleis. and who knows but thas I
may bo able to break the chain that galls
you?’
Walter slowly shook his head.,
¢ It cannot be, * he said, ‘‘it cannot be.”
It can be,” Tom purssted; ‘it must
be. You have often ral 81 me your best
friend ; you have often :ai{thatl wasasa
son to you. Were those mere idle words,
or did they come from the heart 1"

¢ From the heart, Tom. '

Walter's voicp was th ck and unoertain,
and the teavs wcre in his eyes.

¢ And yet you siut me out from your
confidence, and you refuse to let me help

ou when you arcin danger. Is thattreat
ing mc as a son—oven as & friend ¥’

“On my soul I must nottedl you—on my
aoul I must not 1"

“ If you will not let my love or friend.
ship be my pleaders, perhaps you will lis-
ten to the call of duty. You have said that

ou feared to a})ukto that fcllow Axon for

ily's sake. If any dtndger threa ens her,
I, as her futuro husband, bave a right to
know its nature,”

“ Youdonot mean that asa threst 2’ Mr,
Barrcried, with quick alarm; “youdo not
moan that you would refuse to marry her
if 1did not tell yoa all?’

¢ 1 did not say that,” Tom replied, evan-
ively. * I only waated to point outtoyou
that what concorns Lily concerns me. '

¢ It istrue—it is very truo. Heavan help
mo!’ Afterapaass, during which he per-
:lht?nﬂy wrupg his hauds, he said, sud.

enly @

+ T maust tell youn somethiog—I sco that I
must ; but I cannot tell youall. I amthe
most miserable man upon earth, Tom ; there
is a curse upon me that has blackened
my wholo li‘e, and there i3 no release for
me until death. Gregory Axon, Tom, is
my friend—remember that--my friend, and
he mecans well by me; but somotimes he

drinks too much, wua he forgots—forgets,

s




