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“Good-evening, Mr.
anid,

Mr. Tilmarsh. not reeognising him,
rerutiniz<l hia palm for a betting slip.
and, not tindingr one, gazed at him blank-
Iy, while Brenner winked at the bar-
maid in ames Tidmarsh wus re-
gardel as somwcthing of a joke at the
Union Juek.

“Lard, hut vou're well pot up,”
murel the bookmaker, as  Cronl
close amd reves

Tidmarsh,” he

mur-
went

“I've fouml this,” the irspector re-
plied, producing the hlank sheet of note-
paper which fie had unearthed at  the
Angler’s Hest.  “Heen anything like it

hefare?™
Ticlmar = [it. up with swift
wrantl. at {ion!” he sunrled.  “Yes,

I had o letter from her on paper like
that- the time she was away in  the
eountry, vou know.”

“Dild you natice the postmark?”

But Mr. Tidmarsh had noat been so
observaut.  As poinded out. there had
been “no call for such entenesa’ then. He

had thorght that his sister wis enjoy-
ing o happy haneymoan.

T 3
Resistimg the hookinaker's importunate
curiosity, Croal replaced the paper, and

was ahont o fish for an introdaction to
Bremn, with a view to finding et who

Tindd b the yonmyg fellow who  had
evinewl such an interest in his lodger,
when a diversion occurred.

A dainty, flaxen-haired little maiden
of some six summers, wich a clean white
pinafore over a thread-bare black dress.
preped shyly into the bar, und, catching
sight of lremuer, eame fmwurd with
prmt(- confidenee. At the moment the
elork was ¢haiting to the barmaid, who
drew ks altention to the child.

“Hulle, poppet!” he eried, turning to
the child. ~anything the matter?”

“Plaase, daddy. will you come haome,
mummy says. The man in podeshun has
tammiled i the tire and set alight to
Tiaselfl”

CHAPTER XIV.
THE MAX IN POSSESSLION.

The litfle ane delivered her messige
with a shrill distinetness that reny
thoouph  the  sploon bar, aml Frunk
Brewmner tushed for very shame. Tt was
too true. A returning from work thad
afternoon he had heen met on the deor-
step by his weeping wife with the intelli-
genee that there was a broker™s man in
the Kitchen in respeet of the last guar-
ter's rent.  With characteristie levity he
hagl remarked that it would be all rigzit,
.lml Tl st 1way gone round to the
niom Ll to enmleavour to right
nuatters by investing some of his few re-
maining shillings with ‘Tidmarsh.

But this exposure hefore his boon vom-
panions brought him up with 2 rouml
turn. Frven to the careless lonngers of
a salonm bar it does not look preéty to
b drinking amd teatheking with o book
nuker in nn avewedly sporting house
when the home is in danger of disrup
tien; and, his selfishness being more of
the head than the heart. he aculely felt
the iwplied rebuke of the glances shat
at liu.

However, the summons ealled for im-
medinte attention, awl. taking his lttle
daughters hand. e was making for the
door when Croat aceosted  bhim, after

whispering to Tidmarsh not to disclose
hia identity.

*“1 beg your pardon, air, but I couldn't
help over-hearing,” aaid the inspeetor.
“1f there® been an accident I might e
of service, and shall be most happy—
mutual friend of Mr Tidmarsh, Bayly hy
name. I've been through an ambulance
class, and can render first aid if requir-
ed.”

“Come along then”” replied Bremmer,
too perturbed to offer thanksa. “It is
only a few yarda up the street.”

On eniering the house by the buse-
ment door they were confronted by
stromg amell of burning and by groans
from the kitchen, where they found
Mary Bremner and Nunce Beauchamp
bending over a little wizened old man
propped in an armchair.  His singed
cont had been temoved, and lay on the
tuble. emitting evil odours,

“He's geiting better, T think” NMrs
Bremner informed her hushamd.  “The
poor old fellow snys he wos wenk for
want of food and fell as he was cross
ing the front of the hearth, setting five
to his elothes und burning hiz land be-
fore 1 eculd help him.”

It was an aaxions moment for the in-
speetor when Nanee laoked up from her
mintstrations to add indignantty:

“Hix  employers must be  perfect
brutes. They anly pay him ten shillings
a week, and thongh they knew he was
sty when they sent him here they

t advanee him sixpence to buy
a menl.”

But the disguise held good. In the
monderous, elderly eity merchant there
was no resemblinee fno the square-
jfuwled, keen-eyed detective of the pre
vious Sunday at RBarficld-on-Thames, A=
a wmntter of fact, Nance thought  the
inspector was a surgeon.

“Allow me,” he said, and kneeling by
the chaar he examined the hurn. ealled
for sweet oil und ectton weol. and soom
made the patient comfortable.

Hused of his pain. the man in pos-
wession sat up feebly nod leoked from
one to the other of the Lindly faces
round him with dog-like gratitude. He
wius very old—75 at Teas
hrew of the Hebrews” Croal said tn
hims=plf, “about the Jewirst-looking Jew
out=ide of Whitechapel.”

“Muy Heaven bless you all, who ought
to be my enemies” he wheezed. “Tlands
1hiat might well be raised against me
have bound up and healed, And ¥ can-
not repuy—I eannot repny! 1, Moses
Cohen. who have a son feasting on the
fat of the land, slecping in down, and
driving in gaudy equipages. ean offer
maucht Tmt the grip of the law to those
whamm T woeunld fain endow with all good
things.”

“All right. old chap: don’t let the
personal question worry you. Heaven
knows it's no fault of yours that you're
in charge of my sticks,” said Bremmer
with bitter seli-reproach, but adding in
his whimsical way: “DPerhaps that rich
son of yours would lend us a hit to be
zoing on with.”

The little withered atomy in  the
chair thrust forwnrd his heak-like nose
and hared his yellsw gams in  con-
temptuons grimace.  “My son help any-
ene,” he chuckled, as though the joke
tickled him. “He might lend you money
if you had fat bones to pick, broad
aeres to fureclose on, or & reversion um-

der a will; and naked you would be as
at bhirth when he had done with you.
Eut to such as you his purse-sirings
would be xhnt.  Ble, hia own father, he
turned penniless into the street ten
venrs since—hecause there waa some-
thing he woull have me do at which my
ol revoited.”

Fxhausted by his tirade, he sank
hack in the chnir, but Croal reassured
them Lhat there was no  ecause for
alarne.

“I'll laok after him for the present.
Yon want to put the children to bed.
and Mr, Beanchamp is tnking a napand
won't need me just yet,” said Nance
to Mrs, Tiremner.

“Thev o hy their own name here,
anvhow.” reflected Cronl, adding aloud,
*1Vell, the patient seems to be in good
hands aml as T ean't do any more for
him 1I'll be off. By the by, Mr—ah!
Bremmer, thank vou—--I thonght T saw
you talking at the Tior Jack to a
voung fellow I know in the eity—Tea-
ken, of Highbury?”

“0Oh, no,” was the reply. "That was
Skinner, groom to Leopold Tannadyee,
the big West End mencylender.  [is
governor is a client of our firm—that’s
how I krow him.”

Was it the pain of the burn that sent
A sharp spasm azcross the parchment
conntenance of Moses (Cochen at that
moment? Xance thought se. and bent

over him suothingly. murmuring werds
of romfort,

‘That wos the picture which the in-
spector  earried away in  his  mental
vision—of a fair girl with a face full
of womanly pity tending the aged and
none  i{ne  cleanly scarecrow  wham
chanee had committed to her mercy.

“She isn't A bad sort, whatever har
part in this little piece is” the detec-
tive told himself, as. having pooh-peoh-
ed Bremnher’s tardy thanks, he walked
nway wup the street. “Dut  Teopold
Tannadyee’s groom. Where does he
enme inT 01, by jingo. is it his maater
whr's so curious about her Suniavs
out ™ ’

{Te be continued.)

Lungine licking forty to fifty gross of
labels a day. Yet this is what women
commonly do who nre emploved to slick
the labels om reels of sewing-cotlon in
certain Taneishire factories. The eom-
mitlre of inquiry which has been  nt
work om the subject declares that the
winen persist in licking  the gumimed
Iabiels in preference to wsing the sponges
they wre provided with. Analysis proved
tle exigtence of seven kinds of noxious
Ferma on & handful of these labels, and
it 1 said that the praclice leads to ean.
err of the tonmgue.  Neither tabels nor
stumps shonld ever be hcked.
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W. PARKINSON & CO,

Monumental Sculptors,

Hranch Yard, WAIXUMETE STATION,

ITELErHONE 964.]

VICTORIA ST. WEST, AUCKLAND.

{Between Hobson Street and Nelson Street,)

Seulptors for tha Westland “I;:r amd Coronation Memorial, N.Z. Battery Commemoration Bistne in Albsrt l’lrL

d Memnoriul 10 Albert

Purk, Roturua War Mamorial,
he Largeai Stock of Marble, Granite, ani piher Memorinls i New Zeaiund.
Tomb Raeilmgs, Cametery Wails, Sholls, etc. A large stock of Foraslain Wraatns o han
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LOCATION—Take College Hill car and ask the eonductor to put you down at Nalion Strest
IT WILL PAY YOU.

PHOTO

SUPPLIES.

New Ilustratsd Catalogne
{over 300 pnges) weat Post
Free,  Quotationa given,
including duty and charges
to port. Dealers Supplicd.

Y¥ou will Bave Money by writing ng for whatevsr
jom requira pertaining 1o Photogtaphy.
arge gtnck represents vhe World's best maris,
L-u.mt improved styles Cameras snd every coa-
crivable Phouto requisite.

HARRINGTORN & CO. Lid.

Photographic Merchants and Mannfacturars.
Head {Miica: 66 KIng Btreet, Sydney.

Our

Marvellous!

EDISON HUME PHUNOGIRATH. with 1doz. Setec ted Records, £9.

LOOK HERE!
THE BEST of Selected

X.

Fiting either Kiison or Columbin

AT )= EACH, or 21/= 5

_ S. HOLDEN HOWIE & CO.,

77, KARANGAHAFPE ROAD,
NEWTON, AUCKLAND.

Are now supplying at the above address

The Latest Edison Home Phonograph

{As illustrated. at the price stated).
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MOULDED RECORDS,

Send Stamps for Sample Parcel.
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