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down and build & mew pluce without
a past or & ghoat®

While Gebb soliloquised thus,
heard a boarse soice in the distance,
and saw Martin spade on shoulder,
passing across the laws singing ooe
of his gruesome Evidenily ke
had raught sight of the detective on
the terrace, for not natil he came to-
wards bim did he begin 10 sing. Then
he daneed grotesquely over the green
turf, eroaking his wild ditty, and look-
ing & strange figure in the strong sun-
shine; ¥et not unsuited to the lonely
place, with its grim mssociations:—
When moon shinmes clear sy shadow gnd

[)ulnm-e in the silver light:

%When moon lies hid in & clouwdy sky

My shadow with ber takes flight.
And 1 remain in the falling rain.
Calling up oo gy shadow In vain:
~On. shadow dear. 1 wait you hele.

Alohe in Lhe lonely Bight’

When he came close 1o Gebb he
stopped his song and dance suddenly,
and looked inquiringly at the detee-
tive with his head on one side. “Whar
do rou want?T he eroaked. ‘There s
nothing bere but denth and mizery.”

‘I're come to look at the houss, Mar-
tin. Can youn show me over it”

*No, po.’ said the gahlener. shaking
bis head. °1 don't walk through the
valley of dry booes. If you sit in the
Yellow Hoom you hear the dead tell
secTeis”

“What kind of seerets™ asked Gebb.
wumonring him.

*How the sister killed the brother.
and how she who killed them both
laughed apd langhed.

Rut she died st last in deep despair
When Sataun caught her in hiz =nare.

tiebb looked fixediy at the man.
He had been in the hoose at the time
of the Kirkstone murder. so it mxght
e that hiz poor wits retained a mem-
orv of the tragedy. Was it possibte
that light could e thrown on ite dark-
ness by this madman? The detec-
tive asked himself thar question once
or twice, as he listened 1o the poor
creature mmbling on. bow Laura bad
Kilied ber brother at the instigation
of Mizs Lilmar.

“And is Mr Dean
asked. soddenly.

“iod and his saints know that he
had no hapd in it.” cried Martin, with
a remarkably sane look on his face.
‘A woman rpined one, a womaa
slew the other: and the poor soul lies
in chains—in chains.” And he fell to
weeping. as though his heart would
break with sorrow and pain,

"1l wonder if this is the truth.’
thought Gebb. “‘Perhaps, after all
Laura did murder her brother. and
Miss Gilmar 1o save her denocunced
Dvap. But there is po sense to be got
oat of this lunatic: his evidenes would
not stand in a court of law. The
ouly thing is w search for that con-
lession, s0 the sooner [ =t 10 work
the better. Martin.' he said. aloud.
“tan you show mwe over the house?

“Not 11 Not 17 Ask old Jane. Come
and I'll take ¥Yoa to old Jane:” and
shoukiering his =pade again. Mariin
walked off ronnd the coroer of the
Terrace. singing—

inoocent ™ he

fiod is far away. alas!
The Devil is beside us:

And ax we wander thro' the world.
He is the one to guide ns.

He gives with grin, the waprye of =in:
And when tae fiend bath paid ne.

We stand ourside the gate of Hell
Witk Christ alone to aid n=

014 Jape proted 1o be a grim and
ehlerly female in a rosty black dress
amd a still rustier bonnet.  She camm
out of a side d:or. and wiping her
hawls on 3 cvoarse aprun, curtseyed te
Lebb, while Martin. iotroducing the
pair with a regal wavre of the band.
danced of round rhe corner.

“What may you be pieaed 10 want?”
asked ohd Jane. when the scarecrow
rardener had disappeaned.

‘1 have received permission from
Mr Alder to look over the hoase re-
plivd the detective. and 1 wish you
to show it 1o me.”

“There aint much to =ee. sir,” croak-
edd the ancient dame, "it's all dust and
darkpess. 1 duubt if my ol jegr
woukl carry me overit.”

“Oh. well, I can go by oyself. Jane'
m=mid Gebb, cheerfully,

‘Mrs Grix. if you please” soapped
Jane, indignaatly. ‘1 only allows Mise
FAdith to’ call me by my first pame.
Poor. pretty dear. apd she's gone
away for ever”

*1 wouldn't b too sure of that.” re
juined Gebb. drevily. “Mr Alder has
met with an kccident ami may die; in

whicth ease Miss Wedderbara will re-
turn here os mistress.”

Mr Alder's il is he™ mid Jane
ta no very regretful tooe. and pay
die. Ah well' with & lachrymoss
whine, "all vl is grass, that it is;
and if Miss Edith dori come back §
hope she'll shot up the Yeller Room,'

‘For what reason. Mrs Grix?

“Uause it's haunted by spirite’ re
plied Mra Grix. with a mysterioor
ook, ‘I'se heard “1he two of ‘em
nuarrelling there.”

*Which two? What two?™ asked
Gebb. who began to think that the
ald lady had been &t the bottle.

"Mizs Gilmar and the marster: they
Yeller Room and fights
I knows it: ‘canse [ sleeps bere all
alone. saxe for Martin. as lives in the
hack part: an” 1 hears voices, that 1
o

“l wonder you are not more afraii
of that madman than of ghosrs”

MrsGrixemiled in a cunning and sig-
nificant manner, “Uh. 1 ain’t afraid
of Martin. sir: no ooe as kpows him
Fears him."™

*And why? asked Gebb. sharply.

This question M Grix did pot
choose to hear: bur mumbliog and
shaking her old head. hobbled along
the passages in the direction of thr
Yellow Room. She ushered Gebb inte
thisz with a chuckle. and threw open
the shutters to let the sunlighy shine
on the faded and time-worn decora-
vions of 1he room.

*t s’pose yon'll want ta wee thix
first” said Mrs Grix: ‘most foiks likes
1o se¢ & room as a marder’s been done
in. There's a stain of blood over in
that cormer: masters biood—which
Miss Liilmar would never let be wiped
out. I des=ay master comes and loak
at it, and wishes he had his body
again.
ami mean!® Mrs Grix lifted up a pair
of dirty and trembling handz. "They
was both of ‘em skinflints.” said she
with & nod.

‘Whom are you speaking of. Mr>
Grix™

“Of Miss Giilmar and Mr Kirkstone.
sirl®

THd ¥ou Enow them™

“ThHd T know them? echoed the hag.
with seorn. '0f course T knowed
Them: and a bad lot the pair of “em
waz. Ther give Miss Lanter a fine
time. T ean tell yon. T wonder =be
didnt go off with Mr Dean, I do.”

“Were youn bere when the murder
took place? azked Gebh.

*Lor' bless ver “eart. I sawr the ‘ol
of it.” croaked Mrs Grix. "Master was
a-lving over there with a knife in hir
“eart. and Mise Gilmar. she was “oller-
ing for the police.”

“Did Dean kill Kirkstone?

*Abh. that's telling!” said Mrs Grix
cunningzly. "Don’t yom ask no ques-
tions, young man. and yYou won't he
told no lies”

“You must vell me!” cried Gebb.
seizing her by the wrist. °[ am fron
scotland Yard: a derective.” And he
shook the beldame furicus|s.

Mr: Grix raised a feeble wail of
horror.

“Lor’. you're perlice. are you™ she
whimpered. -Jist let me go: 1 know
nothin”,”

"1¥d laura Kirkstone kill her bro
ther 2

*l dupno: | swear T dupna.”

“Was Miws fiilmar the eriminal™

M ix leervd. “She mever told me
<he was sir, but she didn't carry the
Yeller Boom abonr with her for noth
ing.

“What do you mezn? said Gebb, re-
leasing her.

Mrs Grix rubbed ber wrizt, which
bat been somewhat brui by his
clasp. and leered again, “Misz Gilmar
wrote it all down.” she said.

*A ronfession? eried the detective.

I ¢slunno what you call iv, sir: but 1
know she wrote it down. "ecause she
<tid 10 we, ~I1'1} be all right when I'm
dead.” Well. she are dead.” said Mrs
Grix, and it ain’t all right, uanless zhe
left the writin® behind her.”

“Where i3 bat confession >

‘I dunno. 1 wish [ did. There's
money in it. 1'vre honved all over the
“ouze, and | can’t come across it mo-
bhow °

"Well. Mrs wirix, what is your opin-
ion? Was it Dean. or Miss tiilmar. or
Mizs Laura who killed the man?

“You look aboon for the paper,
lovex,” said Mrs Grix, ecaxingly. "and
il tell yoo allt

“You tell me.”

*But 1 don™t know for eertain.”

‘Never mipd What is your opinion™

*Will ye give me monex for itT
t"ml depends upon your informa-
ion."

He was an awionl bad one— -

‘Then [ sha’s't tell ye.' eried Mra
tirix, backing towards the door. “You
cun laok for what she wrote. [ sha'n’t
‘elp you LKeep me fro’ the work'cnse,
and marbe I'tt tell ye sammat 10
make you wink: bub aot mow, mot
mow. (Hd Jame Grix ain't mo fool,
lovey. No, mo!”

tiebb made a step forward o detain
her, but Mrs Grix hobbled through the
dooe and ranished in the darkness as
mysteriously as any of the grhosts she
had bren talking about At al] events,
when the detective alipped out of the
Yellowr Room and foto the twilight of
the pa his ¢yes were somewhat
darzled by the sunlight and glare of
colonr within, and he saw nothing for
the moment. Mrs Griz was quicker
on her ol feet than he supposed, and
in some way hobbled out of sight inrto
one of the numervus passages, so0 that
when Gebb's exes became accostomed
to the gloom he did not know inte
whith one she had pone. Also he
heard rapidls retreating footstepsa—
not the heasy hobble of the old wo-
man. but rather the light. daneing
atep of Marrin, And as to confirm
thix impression. be heard the boarse
toice of the gardener singing one of
bis wild songs:

Lirht shall come bur not from abore.
Jox zhall enme but not from love.

The xlow of hell. the lost of hate.
Impatiently for these I walt

‘Ha!’ said Gebb to himself. as he

hurried down tha y “Martim has
been listening. wonder why? 1
don’t beiicve he is mad afier all, for
meither that old woman mor Miss
Wedhderburn is afraid of him.  He
must b frigning madness for some
ragon, Hal® eried the dewrctive with
& snddem starl, ‘ran Martin be the
murderer of —"

Refore be ronld fnish the seatrner
be beard & series of piercing shricks
from Mrs lirix, and a hoarse growling
from Martin. These noimss sonnded
far in the distance, and Gebb ran
down the paisage, through the sitting-
room into which he had been shown
by Miss Wedderborn on the oeeasion
uf his tirst rvisit, and on to the terrace.
Here he saw Mys Grix running from
Martin, who was rushing afrer her
with a foricus face. Gebb stared, not
ar the tervified old woman, wha was
hurrying towards him with wonder
ful activity for ane of her years, bus
at Martin's face. Tt wore a savage
scewl and there betwesn the eves was
the deep mark spoken of by age.

‘Iean:* cried Gebb, thundersirock.
“Youn are DNean?*

“Yes! yes!' sereeched Mrs Grix, et
ting bebind Gebb: ‘he’s Dean sure
fnongh. He was going to kill me
‘caose | wanted to tell ye.’

Martin—or rather Dean—stopped
when he heard his name, thes turned.
and leaping orer the terrace, ran like
a bare down the avenne,

(To be eontinued.)
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