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lon* ? aMuMnU
l» wheat she Is wr sagged. He was
out ou her, and flats and ha used to
qaanai orsr Ue youßgluiy flmumsiily."

Mlndssdr said MrOoeby. Audi you
knew this Mr. Fltsgeraldr

?Oh, dear, nor answered the other. aasßy.
?Whyte's friends were not mine. He was a
rich young man who bad good Introductions
I am only a poor devil on the outskirts of
society, trying to posh my way in the
world."

?Ton know his personal appearance, of
courser observed Mr. Oorby.

. "Oh. yes, 1 ean tell you that," said Mora
land. "In fact, hah not at all unlike me,
which I taka to be rather a compH meet, as
be is eaid to be good looking. Ha is tall,
rather fair, talks ina bored sort of manner,
and is altogether what one would oali a
heavy swell; but yon must have seed him,?
be went on, turnE* to lira Hablaton.
was here three or four weeks ago. Why. b
told me."

?Oh. that wm Mr. PlUgerald, was Itr
?aid Mrs. Hahlston, la surprisa ?Yea, ba
'wm rather like you. aod eo the lady they
iquarreled over mwt have been Mia Fret-
tlby."

?Very likely.* said MoreUu-d, rising.
"Well, I?m off. Bare?s my address, putting
?a card in darby's hand ?I?m glad to be of
any me toyou in this matter, m Whyte wm
my dearset friend, and I?ll do all inmy power
to help you to And out the murderer.?

?1 don?t think that is a very difficult mat-
ter," said Mr Oorby, slowly.

?Oh. you bave suspiclonsf said Moreland,
looking at him.

?1 have"
?Then who do yon think murdered Wbytef*
Mr. Oorby pained a moment, and (hen said

deliberately:
?1 have an Idea-but I am not certain-

when I am certain. I?ll speak.?
?You think Fitzgerald killed my (Hand.?

MidMoreland. ?I see itin your face."
Mr. Oorby smiled. ?Perhaps,? he said,

ambiguously. ?Wait tin lam certain. -

CHAFTER VIL
a woolKina

Mark frettlby wm oae of those fortunate
individuals who turned everything he
touched into gold Hie lack wm proverbial
throng bout Australia. If there wm any
speculation for which Mark Frettlby went
in,other men would be sure to follow, and in
every com the result turuql out mwell,aod

pected He bad come out in the early days
of tbe colony with comparatively little
money, but his great perseverance and never
failing luck bad soon changed bis hundreds
into thousands, and now at tbe age of -A be
did not himself know the extent of bis in-
coma Ho bad large stations scattered all
over the colony of Victoria, which brought
him In a splendid income; a charming country
house, where at curtain seasons of tbe year
be dispensed hospitality to his friends, like

tbe lord of a;i English manor, aod a magmfl
cent lowu bouse down in 8t Kilda, which
would not have been unworthy of Park lane.

Nor were bis domestic relations less happy
He hod a charming wife, who wee one of the
best known and most popular ladies of Mel-
bourne, and an equally charming daughter,
who. being both pretty and an heiress, natur-
allyattracted crowds of suitora But Madge
Frettlby wm capricious, and refused innu-
merable offer* Being an extremely Inde-
pendent young person, with a mind of ber
own. as she had not yet seen any one she
could love, she decided to remain single, and
with her mother continued to dispense tbe
hospitality of tbe mansion at Bt. Eilda. But
the fairy prince comes to every woman, even
if she has to wait a hundred years like tbe
Bleeping Beauty, and in this com he arrived
at tbe appointed time. AhI what a delight
ful prince he wm, tall, handsome aod fair
haired, who came from Ireland, and answered
to the name of Brian Fitzgerald. He had
left behind him in tbe old country a ruined
castle and a few acres of barren land. In-
habited by discontented tenants who refused
to pay the rent, and talked darkly about tbe
Land league and other disagreeable things.
Under these circumstances, with no rent
coming in, and no prospect ofdoing anything
In the future, Brian had left tbe castle of hie
forefathers to tbe rats and tbe family ban-
shee, and came oat to Australia to make hie

fortune. He brought letters of Introduction
to Mark Frettlby, and that gentleman, hav-
ing taken a fancy to him. assisted him by
every means ia hispower. Under Frettiby's
advice Brian bought a station, and, to his
astonishment, ina few yean found himself
growing rich. Tbe Fitzgeralds had always
been more famous for spending than for
saving, and itwm an agreeable snrpriM to

their latest representative tofind tbe money
rolling In instead of out He began to in
dolgo in oMtlse In tbe air concerning that
other castle in Ireland, with the barren acres
and discontented tenants. In his mind's eye
be saw the old place rise op In all its pristine
qdeodor cot of its rains; he saw the barren
acres well cultivated, and tbe tenants happy
and content?he wm rather doubtful on
this latter point, but, with the rash con

fldenee of elghtand-twenty. determined todo
hie best to perform oven the impossible.
Having builtand furnished hie castle in the
air, Brian naturally thought of giving it u
mistress, and this time actual appearance
took tbe place of vision. He fell in love with
Madge Frettlby, and having decided in hie
own mind that she and oo:m other wm fitted
to grace the visionary halls of bis renovated
cattle, he watched his opportunity and de-

clared himself Bhe, woman like, coquetted
with him far same time, bat at last, unable
to withstand the impetuosity of ber Irish
lover, confessed ina low roioe, witha pretty
\u25a0nils on her face, (hat she could not live
without him. Whereupon?well?lovers be-
ing of a conservative turn of mind, aod ac-
customed to ofaesrve the traditional forme of
Wooing, the result coo easily be guessed.
Brian banted all over tbe Jewelers' shops ia
Melbourne with love like assiduity, and hav-
ing obtained a ring wherein were set some
turquois stones us blue ss his own eyes, be
placed It on ber slender finger, and at lost
felt that his engagement was an accomplished
fat*. This being satisfactorily arranged, be
next proceeded to interview tbe father, and
hod just screwed hiscourage up to tbe awful
ordeal when something occurred which
postponed (he interview indefinitely. Mm
Frettlby wm out driving, when tbe horses
book fright and bolted. Tbe coachman aod
grown both escaped unhurt, but XriFrettlby
wm thrown out and killed instantaneously.
This wm the first really grant trouble
which had fallen on Mark Frettlby, and be
teamed to bo stunned by it Shutting
himself op In his room be refused to sm
?ay one, even hisdaughter, and appeared at
the funeral with a white and Ceos,
whloh shocked every ona When everything
wm over, and the body of the late Mm
Frettlby wm oootigned tothe earth with all
the poor* oat ceremony which money could
give, the bereaved husband rode home and
rammed his old Ilfa But he wm never the
mow again. Hie face, which had always
been eo genial aad bright, became Mere and
«d. Be seldom smiled, and when be did it
WM u faint wintry smile, which seemed

tsred la his daughter Kbs became tbe sol*
mistress of the Bt. Kilda mansion, and her
fkthw Idolized her. She seemed to bo the

CMitinileft to him which gave him on la

' M bMO for bar
bright if?m constantly our him, Mark
Prsttlby would have wished himself lying
besids hla daad wlfa la Us quiet graveyard,
where there la do trouble or care. After a
time had elapeed Brian again rasolvad to ask
Mr Prottlby for the band of bis daughter
whan for the esoond time fate tntarpoeed.
This time it was a rival suitor who made his
\u25a0ppeunmoa, aud Brian's hot Irish temper
ruse when hs saw another Kichmood in the
field- The gentleman inquestion was a Ur
Oliver Whyte, who had come out from
England a few month* previously, and
brought a letter of introduction to Mr.
FVetilby. who received him hospitably, as
was his custom, and Whyte soon made him-
self perfectly at home in the 8u KUda man
sion.

lirian took a dislike to the new comer the

first time he saw him, fur Mr Pitigers Id was
a student of iovater, and prided himself ou
bis reading of character His oplulou of
Whyte was anything but flattering to that
gentleman, for in spite of his handsome face

suave manners. both Brian aod Madge
fait the same repulsion toward blm M they
would bave to a snake. Mr Whyte, bow
ever, with true diplomacy, affected not to
notice the cold way in which Madge received
him, aod began to pay marked attention to

her. much to Brian's disgust At last he

asked her to he bu wife, sod notwithstand-
ing her prompt refusal, sfoke to Mr. Frettlby
on the subject Much to the daughter?s as-
tonishment. that gentleman consented to
Whyte's paying hie addi-eases to Madge, and
told bar that be wished bar to consider the
young Ilian's proposal favorably Inspita of
all Madge could say, he refused to alter hie
decision, aod Whyte, fseltng himself safe,
began to treat Brian withan insolence which
was highly galling to Fitzgerald's proud
nature He called on Whyte at hie lodgings,
aod after a violent quarrel with him had left
the house, vowing to kill Whyte should be
marry Madge Frettlby Fitsgerald went

alone to Mr. Frettlby that same night, and
had an interview with him. He confessed
that be loved Madge, and that his love wm
returned 80. when Madge added her en-
treaties to Brian's, Mr Frettlby found him-
self unable to withstand the combined
forces, and gave bis consent to their engage-
ment. Whyte wm absent In the country for
the next few days after bis stormy interview

with Brian, and It wm only on his return

that be learnt that Madgo was engaged to
big rival Ha saw Mr. Frettlby on the sub-
ject, and having learnt from hie own Upe
that such wm the case, be left the boose at
once, and swore that be would never enter it
again. He ?little knew bow |«ropbetio his
word* were, for on that same uigbt he met
his death Ina hansom cab. He bed passed
out of the life of both the lovers, and they,
glad that be troubled them no more, never
suspected fora ohuncut that the body of the
unknown man found In Koyatoob cabWM
that of Oliver Whyte.

About two weeks after Whyte?s disappear
anoe Mr. Frettlby gave a dinner party in
honor of his daught/r's birthday. It wm a
delightful evening, and the wide French win-
dows which led on tothe veranda were open,
letting io a gentle brerso, blowing with a
fresh, salt odor from the ocean. Outside
there wm a kind of screen of tropical plants,'
and through the tangle of the boughs the
guests, seated at the table, could just aee the
waters of the bay glittering like silver In the
pale moonlight Brian was seated opposite
to Madge, ami every now and then be caught
a glimpse of her bright face behind the great
silver epergne. Ailed with fruitand towers,
whick stood in the center of the table. Mark'
Frettlby was at tbs head of the (able, and
appeared in very good spirits, for ha stern'
features were somewhat relaxed, aod be,
drank more wine than usual The soup ha<H
Just been removed when some one who wm
late entered withapologies and took bis seat l
Home one in this case was Mr Fell* Kolloston,
one of the best known young men in Mel
bourne. He bad an income ofbis own. scrib-
bled a little for the I vipers, wm to be seen at
every bouse of any pretensions tofashion in
Melbourne, and wm always bright, happy
and full of news. Whenever any scandal oc-
curred Pell* Holiest on wm sore to know it
flrst, and could (ell more about itthan any
one else. He knew everything (hat wm
going on, both at home and abroad. His
knowledge, if not very accurate, wmat least
extensive, and his conversation wm piquant
and witty. As Caltou, one of the leading!
lawyers of tbe city. mid. ?Kollestoo put him
to mind of wbat Bosounfleld said of one of
bis characters in 'Lutiiair,' *Hs wasn't an in \u25a0
leiiectual Crowns, tint bis pockets wars
always full of sixpences.'" There was a good
deal of truth in Gallon's remark, and Felix ,
always distributed his sixpences freely. The'
conversation hod been dull for tbe last few
minutes at tbe Frettlby dinner table, conse-
quently when Feliz arrived everybody
brightened up. as they felt certain now that
the conversation would lie amusing.

?Bo awfully sorry. don't you know,? said
Fells, m be slipped iuu> a seat by Madge;
?bat a fallow like me has got to be careful of
his time?so many calls on it.?

?Bo many calls in It yon mean,? retorted
Madge with a disbelieving smile. ?Confess.
now, you have been paying a round of
visits.?

?Well Too,? assented Mr Holiest on.
?that's the disadvantage of having a large
circle of acquaintances. They give you
weak tea and thin bread and butter,
whereas?

?You would rather have a B. and & aad
some deviled kidneys,? finished Brian.

There wm a laag)i at this, but Mr. Rollee-
tou disdained to notice tbe interruption. ?

?The only advantage of ft o'clock ten,"
he went on, ?is that It brings people
together, and one hears what's going on.?

?Ah. yes, Rollsston.? said Mr. Frettlby,
who wm looking at him with an amused
\u25a0nila ?Wbat newj have your

?Good news, bad news, aod sorb news m
you bave never heard of," quoted Rolleeton
gravely. ?Yes, 1 bave a bit of news.
Haven?t you heard ItI"

As no one knew wbat the news wm they
could not very well say that they had, so
Rulleston wm happy, having found oat (hat

be could make a sensation.
?Well do you know," be said, gravely

fixing in hie eyeglass, ?they found oat tbe
name of the fellow that wat murdered ia the
hansom cabT

?Never r cried every one eagerly.
?Yea," went on Kollestoo, ?and what?s

more, you all know him.?
?It's never Whytef" said Brian, far a horri-

fied tona
?Bang it. how did you knowCsaid Rol

leston, rather annoyed at being forestalled
?Why. 1 Just heard it at tbe Bt. Eilda
Motion.?

?Oh, easily enough,? mid Brian, rather
confused. ?I used tosm Whyte constantly,
aad m 1 bad not set eyes on him for the teat
two weeks, 1 thought it might he him.?

?How did they find out who itwm I? asked
Mr. Frettlby, Idly toying with hie wine

?Ob, one of that uetectlve fellows, you
know," snswsrsd Felix. ?They know every
thing."

?lam sorry to bear tt,"said Frettlby, re-
ferring to the fact that Whyte wm murdmad.
?feted abetter of introduction to mo, aad

?A confounded ia.? Stored Felix,
under hie breath, and Brian, who overheard
him, ?earned inclined to Mssat.

For the rest ofthemes! nothing was talkeo
?boat bat Um murder and the mjnu-rv in
*bicb It *llahroudeil When the Hull**
'?tired they chatted about it In tbadrawm.;
room, but finally dropped It for more u£i>f
able eubjeeta The gentlemen. bowevci

when the cloth had been removed, filled then
glasaaa, and continued their dlacaatton with
unabated rigor. Brian alone did not take

l«rt In the conversation. He eat moodilj
?taring at hie untaated wine, and wrapped io
e brown etndy.

CHAPTER Vm
\u25a0nu.n Tina a walk aim a onirn.

When the gentlemen entered the drawing
room a young lady wu engaged la playing
one of thoee detestable pieces of muaio called
moroeau de salon, la which an unoffending
air la taken and variations embroidered on it
ttU it becomes a perfect agony to distinguish
the tons amid the perpetual rattle of quaver*
and deml aeml-quavre.

Brian quickly found his way to Madge's
side. The talk drifted on to the subject of

Whyte's death.
?I never did like him." she mid, ?but It

was horrible to think of him dying like
that.?

?I don't know,?answered Brian, gloomily,
??from all 1 can hear, chloroform is a very
easy death.?

"Death can never be easy,? replied Madge,
?especially to a young man so full of health

and spirits as Mr. Whyte was.?
"1 believe yon ate sorry he's dsad,? said

Brian, jsaloualy.
?Aren't you/" she asked tn some surprise
?De mortals nil nisi boaam," quoted Flte-

gernld; ?bat as 1 detested him when alive,
yoa cant expect me to regret his sod.*

Madge did mi answer him. bat glanced
quickly at his (see, and (or the first time it
struck her that be looked 11L

?What is the matter withyon. daarr she
asked, placing her hand on his arm. ?You
are net looking well"

? H'/.at is lAe matter with you, dearT
?Nothing ?nothing," be answered hur-

riedly *Tve I<een a little worried about
business lately; but come.? be said, rising,
?let us go outside, for I see your father bos
r»t that girl with the steam whistle voice to
ting.*

The girl with the steam whistle voice wse
Julia Featherweight, the sister ofRolleston's
Inamorata, and Madge stifled a laugh a* site

want out on the veranda witlllFitigerald.
?What a shame of you." she said, bunting

into a laugh when they were safely outside;
?she's been taught by the best masters."

?Howl pity them." retorted Brian, grimly,
as Julia wailed out, ?Meet mo once again,"
withan ear piercing shrillnesa ?Td much
rather listen to our ancestral Ixmsbee, and os
to meet her ogam, one Interview would be
mure than enough."

Madge did not answer, but leaning lightly
over the high rail of the veranda looked
oat into the beautiful moonlight night
There were a number of people passing along
the Esplanade, some of whom stopped and

listened to Julia's shnli notes, which being
mellowed by distance, roast have sounded
rather nice. One man in particular seemed

to have taste for music, for he persistently
stared over the fence at the house. Brian
and Madge talked of all sorts of things, but
every time Madge looked up she saw the man
watching the house.

?What dues that man wont, BrianT she
asked.

?Whktmanr asked Brian, starting. ?Oh,"
be went on Indifferently, os the man moved
away from Ibo gate and rroemd (be road on
to the footpath, ?he's taken up with the
music, I suppose: that?s all.?

Madge did not say anything, butcould not
help thinking there was more in it than the
music. Presently Julia re seed, and she pro-
posed to go in.

?WhyP' asked Brian, who wu lying back
In a comfortable east, smoking a cigarette.
"It's aloe enough bora?

?I roust attend tomy guests,?she answered,
rising. ?You stop here and .finish your
cigarette,? and with a gay laugh she flitted
Into the bourn like a shadow.

Brian eat and smoked, staring out Into the
moonlight msanwhila Yes, the man was
certainly watching the bouse, for be eat oo
one of the seats, and kept hie eyes fixed on
the brilliantly lighted windows. Brian
threw away hie cigarette and shivered
slightly.

?Could any one have seen mer he muttered,
rising uneasily. ?Pshawi of course not, and
tbs cabman wooid never recognise me again.
Curse Whyte, ?1 wish I'd never set eyw upon
him.?

He gave one glance at the dark figure on
thesmt, and than, with a shiver, passed Into
the warm, wail lighted room. He did not

feel easy inhie mind, and ha would have fait
still Isas so had ha known that the man on
Ike seat was ope of the cleverest of the Mel

Mr. Oorby had been watching the Frettlby
mansion the whole evening, and was getting
rather annoyed. Moreland did not know
where Fltagarald lived, and as the detective
wanted to find out, be determined to watch
Brian?s movements and trace him home.

?If heY that pretty girl?s lover, 111 wall
tillbe leaves the bouse," argued Mr. Oorby
to himself, when be first took his seat on (he
Esplanade ?Ha won?t stay long away from
her, and once he leaves tbo bouse I'llfollow
himnp till 1find out where be Uvea?

When Brian made bis appearance early In
the evening oo hi*way to Mark Frettiby*s
mansion, be woe in evening dram, with u
light coat over It.and also hod on a soft bat

?Weil. Pm dashed r ejaculated Mr. Oorby,
when be eaw Pitsgerald disappear: .?if be
lent a fool 1 don?t know who is, to go about
la the very clothes be wore when be polished
Whyte off. and think be wont be recognised.
Melbourne ain't Purls ur London, that be can
afford to be so carries*, and when 1 put ths
darbies on him be will be astonished. Ah,
well* he went on. lighting hie nips and
taking a seat on the Esplanade. ?I suppose
illhave to wailhere till be comae out?

Mr. Uorbyh patience wee pretty severely
tried, for hour after hour pasted and no one
appeared Then he saw Madge and Brian
euros out on ih»- verunda. and heard Mias
Featherweight'* shrill voice singing, which

sounded weird and unearthly in the stillness

of the night. He saw Madge go in.anti then
Brian, the Utter turning ami scaring at him
bire minute or sa

?AbT «uJ Uortoy to klinwlf. relighting
oupipe. ?your ruosrieiKw o» a smiuag yoa. It
;f Wait tillyou're in jail

"

SUPPLEMENT.

Then the gnsetseamo out or the house and
disappeared one by one, black figures In the
moonlight, after kieses and handshaking
Shortly afterwards Brian came down the
path with Prettlby by his side and Madge
banging on to her father's arm. Prettlby
opened the gate and bald out his hand.

"Good-night, Fitzgerald," he said, in a
hearty voice, "come down soon egaia?

"Good-night, Bryan,dearest?said Madge,
ktaring him, "and don't forget to-morrow "

Then father and daughter closed the gate,
leaving Brian outride, and walked back to
the bouse

"AhI" said Oorby to himself, ?If you only
knew what 1 know, you wouldn't be so pre-
cious kind to him."

Brian walked, strolled along the Esplanade,
and then crossing over, |Muswd by Corby and
walked on tillbe was opposite the Esplanade
hotel Then be lighted e cigarette end
walked down the steps on tothe pier.

?Suicide, is itf* muttered Mr. Corby to
himself, as be saw the tall, black figure
striding resolutely on, a long way ahead.
"Not if I can help it? So be lighted bia
pipe, and strolled down the pier in an ap-
parently aimless manner .

He found Brian leaning over the parapet
at the end of the pier, and looking at the
glittering waters beneath, which kept rising
and falling ina dreamy rhythm, thatsoothed
and charmed the ear. "Poor girl Ipoor girlT
the detective beard him mutter as he came
up. "Ifshe only knew all! If she?

At this moment be heart! the approach lax
?top. and tamed round ebarplj The detec-
tive aaw that hie (hoe was ghastly pale in the
moonlight, and his brows wrinkled angrily

?What the devil do yon want!? he bant
oat, asOorby paused. ?What do yoa mean
by following me all over the placer

?Saw me watching the boose," said Oorby
to himself. ?I'm not following yon, sir,* he
said aloud. ?I suppose the pier ain't private
property. 1 only came down bare for a 1
breath of fresh air.?

Fitzgerald did not answer, bat turned
sharply on his heel, and walked quickly up
the pier, leaving Oorby staring after him.

?He?s getting frightened,? soliloquised the
detective to himself, ss he strolled eesily
along, keeping the black figure in front well
in view ?I?ll have to keep a sharp eye on
him or bell be clearing out ofVictoria."

Brian walked qalckly up to tbe 8t Kllda
station, for on lookingat his watch be foand'
be would Just have time to catch the last
train. He arrived a few minutes before it

started, so, getting into the smoking car-
riage at the near end of the platform, be lit a
cigarette, and, leaning back In his seat,
watched late comers hurrying into the sta-
tion. Just as the lost bell rang bo saw a man
ru-.li along, who seemed l.kely to miss tbs 4
train. It was the same man who bad beeni
watching him the whole evening, and Brian
felt confident that ho wna following him. He
comforted himself, however, withthe thought
that this pertinacious follower would lam the
tram, and. being in the last carriage him-
self, be kept a lookout along tbs platform,
expecting to see bis friend of the Esplanade
funding disappointed on it There was no

him. however, so Brian, sink-
ing back into his seat, cursed his 111 luck in
aot having shaken off this man who kept him
under such strict surveillance.

?D him!? he muttered, softly. "1 ex-
pect be will followmo to East Melbourne,
and find out where I live,but be shan?t if 1
eon help It*

lbore «us noon# in tbe carriage except
himself, on which ho felt a sense of relief, for
be was in that humor which comes on men
sometimes of talking to himself.

?Murdered in a cab," bo said, lighting ?

fresh cigarette, and blowing a cloud jf
unoke. ?A romance inreal life, which beats
Miss Braddon hollow. There is one thing
certain, he won?t oome between Madge and 1
mo again. Poor Madge 1" with on impatient
dgh. ?If she only knew ail, there would not
be much chance of our marriage; but she
cun never find oat and I don?t suppose any
one else ever will"

Here a sadden thought struck him, and
rising out of bis seat he walked to tbe other
-nd of tbe carriage and threw himself on tbe
cushions, as if desirous of escape from him- '
m&

?What grounds can that man have for
l inspecting mef? be said aloud. ?No one'
knows 1 was with Whyte on that night, and
the police can't possibly bring forward any
?videnoe to show that 1 was. Pshaw I? be
went on, impatiently buttoning up hie coat 1
?1 am like a child, afraid ofmy shadow?the 1
fellow on the pier is only some one out for a
breath of fresh air, as be said himeelf-l am
quite safe.?

All the same he did not feel mmj la hie
mind, and when the train arrived at the

Melbourne station he stepped out onto the
platform with a shiver and a quick look
round, as if be expected to feel the detec-
tive's hand on his shoulder. He saw no one,
however, at all like the man be bad met on
theSt Eilda pier, and witha sigh of relief,
left the station. Mr. Oorby, however, was
on the watch, and followed himat a mfe dis-
tance along the platform. Brian left the
station and walked slowly along Flinders
Wrest, apparently In deep thought. When
be got to Russell street be turned ap there,
and did not slop until he came dose to the
Burke and wills monument. In the very
place where the cab had stopped on the sight
of Whyte?s murder.

?Ah'" said the detective to himself, as he
stood in the shadow on the opposite tide of
the street "You're going to have a look at
It. are you! I wouldn't. If 1 were yon-ife
dangerous.?

Fitzgerald stood for a few minutes at the
corner and then walked np Collins street
When he got to ths cab stand, opposite the
Melbourne dub, still suspecting he was fol-
lowed, he hailed a hansom and drove away
In the direction of Spring street, Oorby was
rather perplexed at this sodden move, but
without delay be hailed another oab and told
the driver tofollow the first tillitstopped.

?Two can play at that game,? he said, set-
tling himself back In the cab. ?and I?ll got
the better of yon. clever as yonare-and you
are clever,? he wanton ina tone of admira-
tion, as be looked round (he luxurious han-
som, ?to choose eooh a convenient place for
a murder: no disturbance and plenty of
time (or snaps after you hod finished, it's
a pleasure going after a chap like you in-
stead of men who tumble down like ripe
fruit,and ain't got aay brains to keep their
crime quiet"

While the detective thus soliloquized his
cab, following on the trailof the other, had
turned down Spring street and was being
driven rapidly along the Wellington parade
in the direction of East Melbourne. It then
tarred np Hewlett street at which Mr.
Uorby exalted.

?Ain't nclmru 1 thought,? ha Mid to
bunaelt ?Shows hitMBt right off. without
on; attempt to hide It"

The detective, however, had reckoned
without hie boat, for the cab In front kept
drivingon, through an interminable maae of
otnwta, until it aaemed ao if Brian waa d»
termiued never to atop the whole night

?Ut 'ere. eirP* cried (lorby* cabman
tanking through hie trapdoor in the roof of.
the banaooi, ??bwloag'ethieVegamea-goih'
to larati My'em to knocked op. % to, and ie
hlewwl old lega a-givin' away under tmT

\u25a0*Ouuo! go oar answered the detective,
iinpatieutljr. ?11l pay you wall"

Die cabman* spirit* were rulaed by this,
and by dint of coaxing and a liberal urn of

the silk, be managed to get his jaded boras
op to a pretty good pace, fhev were la
Kitzroy by this time, ami then Imin ctla

turned out of (iertrude struct into Nicholson
street, thence pa»cd on to Evelyn street
and along Spring street, until llnan« cab
\u25a0topped at the corner of Collin** street, and
Corby saw him alight mix! dimuiw* in* calx

man He then walked down tlx* street and
disappeared into the Treasury ganleti*.

"Confound it," said the detect ire, an he got
out and paid his fare, which was not by any
means a lightone, bat over which be bail no
time to argue, "we?ve come in a circle, and 1
do believe be lives in Hewlett street, after
all."

Be went Into the gardens, and saw Brian
some distance ahead ofhim, walkingrapidly.
It was bright moonlight, and he could easily
distinguish fitagarald by bis light coat He
left the gardens by the sod gate. Then be
went along the Wellington parade, and
tamed up Hewlett street, where be stopped
at a house near Calms? Memorial church,
much to Mr. Corby?s relief, who. being, tike
Hamlet, "fat and scant of breath,? found
himself rather exhausted. He kept veil la
the shadow, however, end saw Fitkgsrald
give one final look around before be dlsap-
peered into the boom Then Mr. Corby, tike
the Robber Captain in "AllBabe,? took care*
ful stack of the bouse, and fixed Its locality
and appearance wallIn bis mind, aa be In-
tended to cell at it on the morrow.

?What I?m going to do,* be mid, as ha
walked slowly back to Melbourne, ?is to ass
his landlady when he's out. and find oat
what time he same in on the night of the
murder If it fits into the time be got oat of
Rankin's cab I*llget out a warrant, and ar-
rest him straight off."

CHAPTER IX.
tut cottar ta batik rm> at last.

inspite of bis long walk and still longer
drive Brian did not sleep well that night. He
kept tossing and turnleg, or else lying on
his back wide awake, looking into the dark-
ness and thinking of Whyte. Toward dawn,
when the first faint glimmer of morning
came through the Venetian blinds, be fell
into a sort of uneasy dose, haunted by bor-

i rible dreams He thought be was driving in
I a hansom, whsn suddenly be found Whyte
! by his side, clad inwhite cerements, grinning
and gibbering at him with ghastly merri-
ment Then the onb went over n precipice,

and be Mlfrom ? great height down, down,

i withthe mocking laughter still sounding In
bis eara, until he woke with n loud cry and

1 found it was broad daylight, and that drops
of perspiration were standing on his brow.
It was no good trying to sleep any longer, so,
with a weary sigh, he arose and went for his
tub, feeling Jaded and worn oat by worry
and want of sleep. His Imth did him some
good, os the cold water brightened him op
and pulled him together. Still be could not
help giving a start of surprise when be saw
his face looking at him from tbs mirror, old
end boggard looking, withdark circles round

the eyea
?A pleasant lifePm going to have of ft If

this sort of thing goes on,? be sold bitterly;
?1 wish to0? 1 bad never seen or beard of
Whyte."

He dressed himself carefully, however, for
Brian woe a man who never neglected bis
toilet, however worried and out of sorts be
might feel Yet, notwithstanding his efforts
to throw off bis gloom and feel cheerful, hie
landlady was startled when she saw bow
haggard and wan bis handsome face looked
in the searching morning light

She *ua email, dried up little woman,
with a wrinkled, yellow face, and looked eo
parched and brittle that etrangera could not
help thinking ifwould do her good if ebe were
eoaked in water for a year, inorder to eoften

her a little Whenever she moved she
crackled, and one was in constant dread ofsee-
ing ono of her wieeu looking limbs break off
short, like the branch of a dead tree. When
she spoke it was ina hard, shrill voice, like a
cricket; and being dressed in a faded brown
silk, what with her voice and attenuated
body, she was not unlike that noisy insect
She crackled into Brian?s sitting room with
The Argus and coffee, and a look of dismay
came over her stonv fore as she saw hie
altered looka

?Dear me, sir,? she chirped out in her
shrill voice, as she placed her burden oaths
table, ?are yoa took bed/"

Brian shook hie head.

?Want of sleep, that's all. Mrs. Sampson,?
he answered, unfolding The Argus.

?Ah I that's because ye ain't got enough
blood In yer Vad," said Mrs. Sampson, wisely,
for ebe hod her own ideas on the subject of
health. ?If yon ain't gut blood you ain't
got sleep.?

Brian looked at her os she said this, for
there seemed sorb on obi lous want of blood
In her veins that be wondered ifshe bad ever
slept In all her life.

However, he said nothing, but merely Inti-
mated that ifshe would leave ths room be
would take his breakfast

?An' if you wants anythin' alee. Mr. Fits-
gerald," the said, going to the door, ?yon
knows your way to the bell at easily oe 1 do
to the kitchen." and. with a final chirrup, ebe
crackled out of the room.

Brian drank his coffee, bat pushed away
the food which was before him, and then
looked through The Argus to ase the lateel
reports about tbs murder caaa What be
road made bis cheek turn even paler than It
was. and he could feel bis heart boating
loudly.

?They've found adew. have they r be mat-
tered, rising and pacing restlessly up and
down. ?1 wonder wbat it can bet I threw
that man off the scent leal night, but If he
suspects me there will be no difficulty In him
finding out whore I Uva Baht What non-
senes lam talking. I am the victim of my
own morbid imagination. There is nothing
to connect me with tbs crime, so I need not

be afraid of my shadow I've a good mind to
leave town for a time, bat if 1 am susjwcled
that would excite suspicion. Ob, Madge Imy
darling." he cried, passionately, ?if yon only
knew what 1 suffer, 1 know that yon would
pity me?but yon most never know the truth
??Neverl Never P ? and, sinking into a chair
by the window, he covered his face with his

hands. After remaining in this position for
some minutes, ooeopied withbis own gloomy
thoughts, be arose and rang the bell A faint
crackle In the distance announced that Mrs.
Sampson had heard, and she soon came into
the room, looking more like a cricket than
ever. Brian had gnus into hie bedroom and
called out to her (ram there;

?1 am going down to Ht KUda, Mrs. Samp-
eon.? he said, ?and, probably, willnot be
back all day ?

?Which I ?opes ittill do you good.? an-
swered the cricket, ?forTou've eaten nothin?,
an? (he sea brasses is miraculous for raaklu'
you take to your viotuala My mother's
brother, bein? e teller, an' wonderful for la

stomach, which, when Y Yd done a meal, the

table looked as If alow ewe'ad poos over It?
?A whatr asked Fltagarald. buttoning his

gleveu
?A low eumP replied the landlady, in sur-

prise at Ms ignorance, ?as <Uly
Writ, M John Ike Baptist was partial to
'em, not that 1 think tbeyM be very filiin.
tho?, to be nre, % td u aweet tooth, and ate
?ooey with?em.?

. ?Obi you mesa larates "raid Brian, bow
enlightened.

. ?in? what etteT asked Mrs. Sampson. In-
dignantly. ?wWek.lktf not bein? aecholard,
1 speaks English 1 tyas, my Mother's second

ooasin arm* 'ad Dmprlnu a spellin'bea.
tho? ?? died early through brain fever, ?avin?
crowded la bad over much with the diction*
ary.-

"Dear mef* answered Brian mechanically.
"How onfortunata." Be wae not listening
to hn Sampeon?a remarks, bat was think*
ing of an arrangement which Madge had
made, and which he ted forgotten tillnow.

"lira Bam peon," be aald, turning round
at the door, "I am going to bring Mr.
FVettlby and hiadaughter to have a cup of
afternoon tea hare, so you might bays some
ready."

"You *avo only to ask and to 'are," an-
swered lira Sampson. hospitably, with a
crackle of ail her Jointa "HI make the tea,
air, an'also some of my own pertiokler cakes,
bein' especial kind 1 'are, which my mother
showed me bw to make, 'arin' been taught
by a ladyaa ate nomad thro? the scarlet fever,
tho? bein?of a weak eonskltootion, ate died
soon arter, bein' in the *Ollll of contractin'
any disease she might chance on.?

As soon as Fltagerald had gone Mm &

went over to the window and watched him
as be walked slowly down the street a tall,
handsome man, of whom aay woman would

?What an awful thing it are to think VU
be a corpse seme day," ebe chirped cheerily
to hareelf, ?tho? of oouree bein? a great swell
In 'is own place, VU\u25a0are a nice airy vault.
Which ud be tar more comfortable than a
close, stuffy grave, even tho* it 'as a tomb-
stone an' vilets over it Ah. now! Who are
you, impertinence fehe broke off, as a stoat
man in a light suit of clothes crossed the
road and rang the bell, ?a pollin? at the beU
es if It worea pump 'audio."

As the gentleman at the door, who was
none other than Mr. Oorby, did not bear bar,
be, of course, did not reply, eo toe hurried
down the stairs, crackling with anger at the
rough usage her bell had received.

Ur. Oorby had seen Brian go out, and
deeming It a good opportunity to prosecute
inquiries, had loot no time in making a start.

"You nearly tored the beU down,? mid the
fiery ?. ickot, aa she presented ter thin body
emi wrinkled (ace to the view of the detec-
tive.

?* You noarlv fared the Midown.?
*Tmvery sorry,? answered Oorby, meekly.

?11l knock next time.?
?Oh, no you won?t,? said the landlady,

tossing her bead, ?me not ?avin? a knocker,
an? your ?and a-ecratchin? the paint off the
loor, which itain?t Iwen done over six months
by my sister in-law?s cousin, which *e is a
painter, with a shop In Fitxroy, an? a won-
derful beve to color.?

?Does Mr Fitzgerald live herel" asked Mr.
Oorby quietly.

?lie do.? replied Mrs. Sampson, ?but ?eb
gone out, on? won?t be back till the after-
noon, which any mentidgo ?uli bo delivered to
1m punctual on Is arrival"

"I?m glad bo?s not ih,?aaid Mr. Oorby.
?Would you allow me to have a few mo-
ments? conversation r

?What is itrasked the cricket, her curl-
jsitybeing roused.

?I?ll teH you when we get inside,? an-
swered Mr. Oorby.

Tlis cricket looked at himwith her sharp
Jttle eyas, and seeing nothing disreputable in
him, led the way u|«Uurs, crackling loudly
the whole lime. This so astonished Mr.
Oorby that be cast about in his own mind for
tn explanation of the phenomena.

?Wants oiling about the joints,? was his
conclusion, ?but 1 never beard anything like
It, and she looks as ifshe?d snap intwo, she's
that brittle."

Mrs. Sampson took Oorby Into Brian?s sit-
ting. and. having cioasd the door, sat down
sod prepared to hear what be had tosay for
himself.

?I ?ope it ain?t bills,? she mid. ?Mr. Fits-
gerald lavin? money in the hank, and every-
thin? respectable like a gentleman as?sis.Ji&, to be sure, your bill might cutne down
on him unbeknown, 'o not ?evin? kept it in
mind, which ft ain't everybody ea ?ave sich a
good memory as my aunt on my mother's
side, she ?avlu? binfamous for W dates liken
'wtory, not to speak of ar multiplication
tables and the numbers of people?s ?oossa?

?1 am an Insurance agent,? he said rapidly,
?p as to prevent any interruption by the
cricket; ?and Mr. Fitsgerald wants to insure
his life inour company Before doing so 1
want to find out If be is a good life to insure;
does be live temperately I keep early hours!
and, infact, all about him."

?1 shall be 'appy to answer any inquiries
which may be of use to you, dr," replied
Mra Sampson; ?knowin?asl do V>w good a
insurance is to a family should the Wlof it
bo taken off unexpected, leavin? a widder.
which, ae 1 know, Mr. PiUgerald is a goto?
to bo married soon, an' 1 ?opes VII be ?appy.
tho* thro 1 It I loses a lodger ss ?as allays paid
raglsr, an? be'aved like a gentleman."

?Does he keep good hourar said Mr.
Oorby

?Allays In afore the clock strikes twelve,?
answered tbe landlady: ?tho? to be sure, I
uses it as a Agger of speech, none of tbe
clocks iu tbe 'uuse strikin? but one, which is
bein' mended, ?avln? broke through over
rindin'."

?Is be always in before 13f asked Mr.
Oorliy, keenly disappointed at this answer.

Mrs. Banipsun eysd him waggishly, and a
smile crept over bor wrinkled littlefaoa

?Young men. not bein? old men." she re-
plied, cautiously, ?and tinners not bain'
saints, it?s not nattral as latch keys should be
mads for ornament instead of use. and Mr.
Pitsserald bein' one of the ?andaomesC assn
In liollMNirae,it ain't to be dxpected as %
should let?s latch key git rusty. Urn*, ?aria* a
good moral character, V<ao it withmoder-
ation."

?But I suppose rm are gmmraL?y asleep
when be comas in later said tbs dstseftlvs;
**so yon cant tell what boor he comes
homer

?Not as a rale.? assented Mrs Sampson;
?bein? a tovy sleeper, and much disposed for
bed, but 1 ?avo Wd 1m come in artar U,
the last time bein? Thursday week.?

?Ahr Mr. Oorby drew a long breath, far
Thursday week was the sight when the mur-
der was committed.

?Bein' troubled with my tod," said Mrs
naiiiiiwiii"thro? 'aviu' been out iu tbs sun
all day a-wssbin?. 1 did not feel so partial to
my bod that night aa tn general, so went

down tothe kitchen with the intent of gut-

ting a Massed Woltios to put et the back of
?y ?ted, itbeing calculated to remove pain,
as was told to me, when a anas, by a doctor
In the borvpital, *e now being in business for
bimelt, at Oealung, with a large family,
?avlu? married early. Joel aa I erne leavin'
the kitchen I 'eard Mr. Fltagerald a-oomin*
in, and, turnin' round, looked at the clock,
that ?arin? been my custom when my lata
?usbond came inthe early mornln?, I bein' a
preparin? Is meal*

"And the time wear asked Mr. Oorby,
l-re.ithiesriy.

"Five minutes to f o?clock, 1* replied Mm
Sampson.

Ur. Oorby thought for a moment
Cab was hailed at 1 o?clock started for8t

Ri I<laniioat ten minutes past?reacted gram-
mar school, aay at twenty-five minutes past?
Fitzgerald talks five minutes to cabman,
making it half-past?my, be waited ten min-
rtee for other cab to turn up, mates ittwenty
minutes to %?it would take' another twenty
minutes to get ihEast Melbourne?and five
minutes to walk up here?that mates itfive
minutes past 3 instead of before?confound it!
"Was your clock in toe kitchen rightf he
asked, aloud.

?Well, I think so," answered Mm Samp-
son. "It docs gal a little alow sometimes,
not Vvin? bin cleaned for some tone, which
my nevy bein' a watchmaker 1 allay* *aiids
itover to Im."

"Of course it wwalow on that Bight,? said
Oorby. triumphantly. "He must have ooraa
in at five minutes past »-which makes it
right."

"Makes what right!" asked the landlady,
sharply. "And *ow do you know aay clock
was ten minutes wrong!"

"Oh, it eras, was Ilfasked Oorby, eagerly.
?Tin not dcnyla? that it weant,? replied

Mm Sampson; ?clocks ain't allays to be re-
lied on more than men an? women; tel It
wont be anythin? agin Is insnraooe, will
as in general Vs in afore HI"

"Ob. ell that willhe quit* safe,? aarwered
tb« detective, delighted at having obtained
the required information. "Is this Mr. Vito
gerald's room!"

"Tea. it is," replied the landlady; "but V
famished it 'imself, bein? of a luznme turn

of mind, not but what Is taste is good, tbo*
far be it from me todeny I biped 1m to aw
lect; but 'evin* another room of the ami to
let, any friends as you might *ave insearch
of a 'omo lad be well looted arter, my refer-
ences b**n' very Igfa an* my cookin' tasty,
an? if"?

Hera a ring at the frontdoor bell railed
Mr*. Ham peon away. «o with a harried word
to Oorby the crackled down stain. Lift to
himself, Mr. Grrby aroee and looked aroond
the room. It was excellently furnished, and
the pictures on the wall wera all In good
taste. There was a writing table at one and
of the room under the window, which was
covered with papers.

?It?s no good looking for the papers ha took
out of Whyte?s pocket, I suppose,? said the
detective to himself, as ha turned over sane
letters, ?as I don't know what they are, and
couldn?t tell thorn it 1 saw them; but I'd like
to And that missing glove and the bottle that
held the chloroform?unless he?s done away
with them. There doesn?t ssem any sign of
them here, sol'll have a look in his bedroom.' 1

There was no time to lose, as Mrs. Sampson
might return at any moment, so Mr. Oorby
walked quickly into the bedroom, whisk
opened off the sitting room. The first thing
that caught the detective?s eye was a large
photograph of Madge Frettiby in a plush
frame, which stood on the dressing tahla It
was the same kind he had already assn in
Whyte?s album, and be took it up with a
laugh.

"You?re a pretty girl," be aald, apoatro
phiaing the picture, ?bat you give year
photograph to two young mao, both in lore
with you, and both hot tempered. The re-
mit la that one la dead, and the other won't
?arrive him long. That's what you?re donn?

Da put it down again, and looking round
the room, caught sight of a lightcovert coat
hanging behind the door, and alao a soft bat

"Ah,"aald the detective, going up to the
door, ?here ta the very ooat you wore whan
you killed that poor fellow. I wonder what
you have inthe pockets," and be plunged hla
hand into them inturn. There was an old
theatre programme and a pair of brown
gloves inone, but in tbe second pocket Mr.
Oorby made a discovery?none other than
that of tbe missing glove There it wm a
?oiled white glove for the right hand, with
black bands down the book; and the detective
smiled in a gratified manner ae be pot Itcare-
fullyin his pocket.

?My morning bae not hem wasted," he
said to himself. ?I've found out that be
came in at a time which corrsepooda to all
his movemeuta after 1 o'clock on Thursday
night, and this la the missing glove, which
clearly belonged to Whyte. If Icould only

of the chloroform bottle Pd be eerie-

Bat tbe chloroform bottle was not to be
found, though be searched moot carefully for
it At last, bearing Mrs. Sampson coming
up stairs again, he desisted from hla search

\u25a0iiH beck tothe sitting room.
?Threw itaway, 1 expect," he said, as he

eat down in hie old place; ?bat itdoesn't
matter. 1 think I can form a chain of evi-
dence, from what 1 bare discovered, whioh
willbe sufficient to convict him- Besides,
I expect when be is arrested he will eonfeaa
everything; he aeame to hare such a lot of
remorse for what he bae dona*

The door opened and Mra Sampson
crackled into the room.

?Did I understand yon to my. Mra Samp-
son,? he went on. "that Mr. nugereld wonld
be at borne thlaafternoon!"

"Oh, yes, sir, 'e will," answered Mrs.
Bam peon, ?a drinkin? ten with hie young
lady, who is Mim Frettlby, and ?as got no
end of money?not but what I mightn?t Vvo
?ad the earns *ad I been born in a higher
\u25a0pear.?

?Ton need not tell Mr. Pltogsrald 1 hare
been here," said Oorby, closing the gate; ?111
probably call and see him myself this after

?What a stoat person ?? are," Mid Mr*.
Sampson to herself, as tw detective walksd
away, ?Just like my late father, who was
always fleshy, being a grsat eater and food
of?is glass, bat 1 took arts r my mothm*s
family, they beta' thin like, and proud of
keeping 'emselvss so, as tto vinegar they
drank oonld testify, not that I indulge In It
myself."

Bbs shut tbs door and wont op stairs to
taka away tbs breakfast things, while Owby
was being driven along aft agood paoe to the
polios offloe, inorder to gat a warrant far
Brian?s arrest on a charge of willful murder

CHAPTER X.
in tn Qcux?a nan.

It was a broiling bat day-oasaf those
cloudless days, withthe biasing sun tenting
down on tbs arid streets, and casting deep,
black shadow* By rights Itwas a December
day. but the clerk of the weather tod evi-
dently got a littlemixed, and popped II faito
tbs middle of August by mislrtto The
previous week, however, hod been a little
chilly and this delightfully hot day tod
come as a pleasant surprise and a forecast of
summer. It was Saturday morning, and of
course all fashionable Melbourne was doing
the Block, With regard toits ?Block,- Oof
tine street corresponds to Mew York's Bros d
way, London's Regent street and Bettes
Row. and to tbs Boulevards of Phrta (t it
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