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ditticult tnatter, owing to the showy
suit worn by the bookmaker.

S0 presemtly Mr. Tidmarsh, who had
lighted his cigar and seated himaelf in
the shop to await developments, had the
chapgin of aeeing his antugoniat slowly
repass, uud he was not st all sure that
thy inspectors <harp eyes had not eaught
sight of him in the dark interior. After
that it becuwne a batile of impatience,
Cronl patrelling the Arcude, and Tid-
umrsl xnoking cigare after cigar while
maturing s fresh plan.

He hit on one at last, and none teo
soon, if he was to entch the train to
Mitchumn he had decided on—the G4
from Victorin. The afternoon had slip-
ped away apace in sl these dodgings to
and fro, and it was already past six.
Ilis move was also expedited by the fact
that the tobacconist had begun to eye
him askance, despite his profuse pur-
chases.

iTe ruse and walked from the shop, awl
knew lomg before he wus out of the Ar-
cade that Croal wus close on hig tracks.
Disvegarding him entirely, e hailed a
cab in Piccadilly, and bade the man take
him to Victoria Station. There he awag-
gered into the first-class booking ettice
and asked for a Pullman car return for
Brighton. The express was druwn up at
the main-line departure platform, and
Mr Tidmarsh ostentatiously seated him-
self in the drawing-room car.

‘I'he third-class carriages were in front
of the train, and a minute later he saw

Croal go by the car towards them. Onee

again he was trading on the unfortunate
detective’s make-up, for he told himself
with mnuch satisfaction that his pursuer’s
present style was hardly “classy” enough
for the Pullman. And thiz time his
simple-hearted cunning was erowned
with success.

The whistle sounded, the irain hegan
to wmove, but not till it was weil in mo-
tion did he step from the platform of
the ¢ar on to the platicrm of the ter-
niinus and wave a parting band to the
fast receding face of Mr Croal, who was
leaning out of one of the third-class car-
riages, peering back.

“Yph! What price soft-roed "uns?”
resounded the bookmaker’s jubilant
shout.

Croal tore frantically at the door-
handle of his compartment, but the train
had gathered too much way for a safe
descent, and those within restrained him
from making the attewpt. With a sigh
of relief Tidmarsh ran round and jumped
into the smburbam train, which started
almnst as he sank into his seat.

CHAPTER XXXVI[
“YENGEANCE IS MINE."

That night, as the lenglhening shad-
ows grew te dusk, Mr Tidwarsl: found
himself in a maze of country lanmes in
the neighbourhod of Beddington and Car-
shalton. Te had not last hiwsclf by any
means.  Skinner’s directions hail been
far tou explicit for that, But he was
cking out the remaining daylight by
prowling in ever-narrowing cireles to-
wards his prey. )

Suddenly, as he waus traversing a
cross-road that ran over a low hill, he
carue upon & labourer’s coilage nestling
just under the brow. Adjoining the cot-
tuge was a sirip of parden-ground sep-
arated from the road hy a thick hedge
and running some Lfty yurds down the
hill. Walking on the soft turf at the
voadside his footsteps made no noise,
and he was passing the garden when he
heard voices om the other side of the

(e of them seeled strangely

“Don't ask questions, old wan, wnd
you won't be told any lies, Yow've pot
a auid for allowing me to use your gar-
der,  What more do you want?”

Yeos, there could be no doubt ahoul
it, Mr Tidmarsh told himself. The
speaker was Mr Tanoadyee’s groom:
conchman—his informant of the previcous
night. There was no mistaking Skin-
ner's level tones, and le crept closer to
the hedge to listen.

“Punmo as iver I've seen fireworks
since forty years ago at the Christian
Yallidge, when I were a boy,” after a
pause came the tones of an unmistuk-
able rustie.

“Well, you'll sce one in a few min-
ules,” returned Skinner shorily.

“The stick won't drop in the thateh
of my cot, will 'e?” the anxious proprir-
tor inquired next.

“Hanged if they ain't firing a rocket”
muttered Tidmarsh., nnd suspicious of
everything that might atfect his purposc,
be found a thin spot in the hedge anid
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peered through. His surmise proved
correct. It wus nearly dark, but he
could just discern Skinner engaged in
adjusting & big wonical rocket on a
hurdle, while the old man in a smock
frock hovered around.

~Ii's time now, L think; mive us the
matches, gaffer,” SKinner was heard to
say.

A moment after the mateh flared up,
and the bookmaker saw, too late to stop
him, that the groom’s inexperience in
pyrotechny had fed him to the brink of
dizaster. Instead of applying o light to
the rocket fromn a distance by means of
a long stick, as a piece of such
muttuled, he held the madeb dire
it. The tremendous rush of fire

fram
the tube as it shot upwards struck Wim
full in the wrist, so that the rvar of
the ascending rocket was mingled with
his seream of agony ns he fell writhisy
tn the ground.

=0k, heavens!” Qe cried. wild with
pair, “Oh, heavens! But this is rehii-
bution. Bessie Beckfords murdever is
to die toe-night, and I, who aided him in
the mock marriage, bave to sulfer tor-
ments.”

Mr Tidmarvsh, whose humanity  bad
prowpted hine to run throngh the me-
den gate to proffer as<istance, paused
thunderstrnek, as hie stooped over (he
injured man.

“What do youw mewn by that ? he said,

But Skinner, in bis anguish, conid only
wroan and mumble inarticulafely, “I was
the registrar—the sham registrar—
master’s orders.”

“Tou don’t take back what you said
last night? TLord Hooligan was  the
man?!® asked Tidmarsh, bemding low.

“That is tree enough, but best leave
him alone, Mr Tidmarsh, and inform
Croal. T will atone all in wmy power.
This is a plot of Tannadyce to keep
him=elf clear of the business,” the scorch-
vd wietch murmured. and put an end to
further questions by quietly fainting.

Bome relatives, male awd female, of
the old rustic had come into the garden,
so Mr Tidmarsh was not ecalled upon to
remain.

“Rest send for a doetor™ he told
them, and went out into the lane, puzel-
ed bt in no way turned from his pur-
pose. If he could get hiz hand o
Hoaligan’s throat it was mo matter to
himn whether he was playing Tannn-
dyee’s game or not. Whatever the
moneylender’s guilt might be, he had
not actually murdered his sister. and
he could pet square on him after he
had settled with the prime onlprit.

He was anxions now to veach the
Rook's Nest with the least possible de-
lay, for he could not fathom the deep
waters in which he was plunged. The
rocket might he a warning for all he

knew, He suspected everything and be-
lieverl nathing—after Skinner's confes-
sion.

“That cursed Jew, Tannadyee, goes

amd puts vp the job and then betraya
his pal. Hanged if T ean make heml
or tail of it—except that T've got to
even the book with hiz Jerdship  te-
night,”  he  growled, ax  he  pasaed
thraugh the Rook's Nest gaies,

A woment later he stepped from ihe
drive inis the huszhes, az a bronghan.
rapidly drives, swung by and oui mie
the read.

“Ihem’s the braisers’
li¢ resumed his course,

At the bemd in the drive he got his
firsl view of the house. of whi 1 the
aleamang, anly the skelefon eotline and
(e lighted dining-remm windows  were
visible. Ife could sce a man sitting at
ane of ithe windows, and he  elenchel
his teeth as he told himself that it
must he hix encmy. The distance wns
tno great for recognition. .

Mr Tidmavsh had brought no weapom
with him. He had thoughtz of arming
himself, bul on reflection had deecided
that that sort of thing was “unFng-
lish.” Above all. the burly bookmsker
prided himself on being a Briton. Nn:
he had learned to reply on his fists ax
a lad, and his fistz should do the busie
ness- If Hoolignn could meet him al
the game he wonld go under with the
best grace he eould, but he trosted in
a clean canse to give him the victary.
and then God help his adversary. Tt
would be n fighil to o finish, but el
under Queensberey rules.  So sure as
he got in a knock-out so sure would hi-
fingers complete the jobh—by squeezing
my lord’s life out.

Hig heart beating with fieree joyx, he
atole tawarda the honar, keeping in fhe
shelter of the shrubbery, A= he near-
el his goal the objects in the dining-
room grew clearer. He noterl the lows

e reftecied as

of the solitary occupant protruding
from the French window; le made ent
the table with the lamp and the de-

capter; he could almust recogn L
llushed face of the notorivus peer,
He saw his intended victian sudden

Iy rouse, and halfl furn Lo the twble and
then he saw ne more. For wilh the
rapidity of a transformation seens  the
whole vision was blotted out; the win-
dow and the roow behind it were plung-
ed in darkness black as the pit.

The black gloom that had sa unee-
countably  envelopuul  the  dining-room
where Lord Hoolignn was seated was not
of mere than twa seeonds’ durgtion, 1t
wis smeeerded by a tush of  duzzling

ligght startling by its smddenness as

lid been the swilt swoop of berkness.
M dwrsh,  whoe  had  halted

aumzernent, began o wmove forward

aguin, but he had not moved wmany steps
wlen he perceived that & great change
had taken place in the scene at the win-
dow, The man in the chair wies no
longer visible, nor, indeed, were any of
the objects previously ohserved.  'I'he
tirst elear flush had given place to a
vibrating dancing mass of blwrred light
ihat obseured rather than illaminated.

And then a seveam as of o lost sout
piereed  the stilln of the summer
night, atd volumes of smaoke rolling from
the window proclaimed the horrid wuth.
The room was on lire, sl 15 oceupant
was overvome by the flnmes.

For one brief moement the buokmaker
stopped aguin-—from sheer fright of the
supernaiural, It was as though for the
socond Lime that might an unseen hami
had intervened Lo wreak ihe vengeanee
Le sought. and again by the dreail agency
of five, But, mastering the g, he
ran on, remembering that if Skinner's
tale w true Naney Beawdelmmp also
must e in the burning house.

The bookmaker's vist bulk was not
condueive to fleetress, and tong before he
neared the mow blazing window he saw
that the five had got a fivm hold on the
room. Al the sune fime he beeinne een-
scious of running footsteps behind him
—footsteps far speedicr Lhan his own.
A phantom form rushed past without =
word, and was already busy at the win-
dow when at lasi he panted up io the
house.

Gruesowely busy wns that stranger
who had passed him in the drive, e
hail just seized a pair of boot: thak stuck
out of the window. and by them had
pulledd from the raging furnace within
the charred and smoeuldering Lody of a
wman.  The Dlistering features of e
eorpse were only recognised by the sav-
age scowl as those of Lord [looligan.

Then the styanger looked up wi "Lid-
marsh, who saw that he was no stranger
al all, but Imspeetor Uroal, still in the
muise of au fish-hawker.  The detective
mave o rueful little langh.

“Well, we've bad a good vace, Mr Tl
marsh, but veither of us is to puss tare
winning-post, it seem<" saild he. *'Uhere
liex ouwr mnn, stone dead, amd <afe fran
hoth of u=”

-r

Mr Tidmarsh, trembling like an
axpew, peered inte the blazing room.
“He must have upset the 1uble with the
Lunp, sk the lnmp barst,” he faltered.

“That was it, undeubtedly,  In fuer.
bosaw it as 1 owas hureying to sateh
i vpocle save yon from yoursel(,”
replicd Uroal gravely.

“He was drunk,
Tilmarsh,

must likely,™ saidl

“Ave, mude su on purpese, so that
ron should have an sasy job of it,” was
the deteetive’s comment.  And  then,
after dragging the smoking body fur-

ther fran the window. he exclaimed
stilidenly-—
“Curinns that he should have been

here abl alone; yet if anyone elwe hal
been in the howse they'dd have <hown up
befuze now, You're better posted abest
that than 1 om, I expeet?”

“Lor® lumme, but U'm forgetting,” said
Mr Tihnarsh, half dazed. “There was
the gal that lodged at Bremner's, in
Benker-street—her from the tipster’s
in Red Lion Couvt—along with him
here, 30 | was told.”

“Then, by hewven! she must be lock-
el in vhere,” eried Uroad, "We
van’t get in this way through the tire.
Let™ try the doers and search for the
gird, for the pluce is well alight amd
the rouf will be down insile half aw
hour.™

{To e continued.)
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