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hidden In a nameless grave In Selby churchyard.Alan Campbell had shot himself one night In hUlaboratory but had not revealed the secret that hehad been forced to know. The excitement, such
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HaUward's disappearance wouldsoon pass away. It was ah-eady WMjlng. He was

u »o. L"^'T"''1*''^* ^*'8hed most upon his mind.
It was the living death of his own soul that troubled

hu I'.f. « ^^^ painted the portrait that had marred
nil,!ll; .i?^'^rL'* 1"°' '°''e'^« *•'"' that. It was theEfL*^?* ^^^ *'°"* everything. Basil had s^d
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patience. The murder had beensimp y the madness of a moment. As for Alan Camp-M ?
'"',';''*' ^^^ ^^^^ •'''' °'^" ««=»• He had chosento do It. It was nothing to him.

A new life I That was what he wanted. That
11 111!' f he was waiting for. Surely he had begun
It already. He had spared one Innocent thing? at
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As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to wonder
If the portrait In the locked room had changed. Surely
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If his life became pure, he would be able to expel evervsign of evil passion from the face. Perhaps the signs

foor
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He took the lamp from the table and crept upstairsAs he unbarred the door a smile of joy flitted across
his strangely young-looking face and lingered for amon^ent about his lips. Yes, he would bi good, andthe hideous thing that he had hidden away would no

L^pfnn H f'"°'k.° •"?• ^^ ^'=" «^ " the load hadbeen lifted from him already.
He went In quietly, locking the door behind himas was his custom, and dragged the purple hanglne
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Portrait. A cry of p.^in and Indlgnatoa

broke from him. He could see no chaijge, save that


