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Noddingdon stirred itsclf a little concerning
me on tho following morning. But I hind pre-ar-
ranged my lino of conduct ; I was calm, discreet,
reserved.  Huxham, I found, had been setting
afloat a preposterous account of his adventures ;
but I ignored Huxham, I averred that ho had
goue home much incbrinted at an early hour;
and Noddington, notwithstanding its desiro to
credit the fact that something marvellous had in
truth occurred, had yet unquesttoning belief in
the inebricty of its sexton. The stateent that
I had slept as sound as o top, it wag much less
disposed to accept.  Mr. Munford was congratu-
latory. Ho was glad to find that a egnsiblo
tenant bad at last been secured for tho Whito
Hart, Dr. Blossop was kind cnough to express
his pleasure at the fact that a hardbeaded London
medical man haed come down to Noddington to
send to tho right-about all the absurd fables
that had been nife about tho place & great deal
too long.

The excitement through Noddington during
the day brought a hittlo business to the surgery *
1 dispensed a blue pill apd black draught, I
strapped up n cut finger, and I applied some
liniment to a contused wound on a child’s leg. I
began to think that, ghost or no glost, I was
beginning to mako # practice.

When mght came, 1locked up the house care-
fully, and lighted my candles in the surgery, late
the bar-parlour; but I did not remain there,
Leaving the candles burning, 1 went up, without
a light, to the great room, the window of which
wag closed. 1 took up my station in & corner of
the room. I had the poker with me, with very
vague notions as to what 1 intended to do with
it ; but it seemed tome that the possession of
some sort of weapon, of offence or defence, was
decidedly desirable.

It had struckeleven o'clock. The time passed
very slowly. It wasratherniserable work wait-
ing in that great, cold, duark room for the advent
uf the perturbed spint. 1 was sorely tempted to
steal back tomy surgery, and refresh myself with
anothier dose of the Red Lion brandy. 1began to
wish that I had not taken upon myself to pre-
scribefor the Winte Hartghost.  Afterall, strict-
Jy speaking, a general practitioner bad no right
to be regarding a ghost asa patient. It wasno
partof my duty to be curing Noddington of its
haunted house. I was just deciding in my own
mind that it was a pity I had ever heard of Nod-
diugton, ot cver dreamed of settling there with
the view of making a practice, when distinctly
there was the sound of some ono crossing the
stable-yard without, then a curious rustling of
the ivy ; o shadow darkened the window ; then
camo 2 rush of cold night-air into the room ; the
window opencd slowly, noiselessly ; a leg appe-
arcd, then another, then s whele bedy.
stepped into the room.

1lc was close tome. Stretching out wy arm,
I could have bit hir with the poker ; certainly,
1 could have touched him. 1 could hear him
breathing. He paused for a moment, as though
1o recover himself after his exertion of climbing
into the room; then he began to walk with a
firm, heavy, solemn footfall upand down, up and
down the middle of the deserted room ; and it
seemed to me that he trod with especial weight
when he came to thatpart ofthe floor which was
over my surgery, where, possibly, he presumed
me to be sitting.

Was I frightened? Never mind whether I was
or not. For some minutes, I was certainly irre-
solute as to what course I should adopt. QOne
thing I was pretty clear about—it was not a
ghost I had to deal with—it wasn living man.
At last, I made up my mind what to do.  As bic
paced down the room, I followed bim stealthily,
so that when artiving at the opposite wall, he
turned to pace again, he met me face to face in
the dark.

He stopped, started, gave a scream, thiew up
his hands, and staggered back, falling beavily
on the floor. I went up to him. Tho man had
fainted. I ran down slairs, to return immedi-
ately, with a candle and a tumbler of water, I
threw away the poker; 1 had nofuarther need for
thet. Ina minute, I was untying a stiff white
cravat, and sprinkling wateria thepale faco of—
Dr. Blossop. Presently, he revived a little,
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% The ghost | the ghost!” ho moaned feebly,
shivering. It was clear—a spurious ghost him-
self—ho had taken mo for tho genuine article,
and tho misconception had considerably disturbed
hig nervous system,

“ Similia similibus curantur,? I said.

“ An infernat homaopathist,’ ho muttered.
Even at such s moment, professional prejudices
strongly possessed bim.

“ Nothiug of the kind. As respectable an
allopathist as you are ; more respectable, if you
como to that. This is very pretty conluct, Dr.
Blossop.” N

“ Don't exposo me he whined piteously ;
 don't expose me. There's a dear, good, kind
young man, For Heaven's sake—for my poor
dear child.”

e was well enough presently to como down
into the surgery. o was very humble and
contrite ; ho confessed everything : ho had been
the ghost of tho White Hart ; behad climbea his
garden-wall, and made his way into tho great
room by the help of the hroken pump and the
iry + ho had been in the habit of walking up snd
down, heavily, after tho manner of Jugby the
suicide~—~sgometimes he had even brought his dog-
chain, and rattled it, by way of being addition-
ally terrible; he bad rung tho bell from the
stable-yard. And his motive? Well, it had
arisen years hack, It had then been & matter
of vast importance to him to prevent any other
medical man from settling in Noddington ; and
ho had commenced to haunt the White Hart—
the only cmpty house in the place. His plan
had succeeded. Ho had kept away his rivals;
ho had ruled supreme for many years—Nodding-
ton’s only medical man—until 1 had come, and
detected him, compelling him to give up tho
ghost indeed!

But why, I asked, had be not permitted -the-
auctioneer, tho lawyer, the retired linen-draper,
to occupy the Whito Hast peaceably ? Wby bad
ho haunted them, who could prejudice or inter-
fere with him ia ro way? Well, he was afraid
suspicion would be excited, and wonld attach to
him, if it were found that tho ghost only dis-
turbed rival medical men. He thercforehed been
compelled to treat all teoants alike, And thea
ho admitted that ho had felt o sort of pleasant
cxcitement in haunting the White Hart and alarm-
ing its iomates. If I only knew how dreadfully
dull Noddington was, hedeclared, I should appre-
cinte tho impaortance of obtaining entertainment
in any shape. But he was prepared to confess
that his conduct had been very shameful ; that
he had treated me very ill—the more s0, that no
real reason cxisted now for his desire to keep
other practitioners out of Noddington. And: he
intimated that ho had feathered his nest very
salisfuctoriiy—~that he had no need to fear oppo-
sition—that he was advancing in life=—-and s00n
thought of retiring altogether from practice.
{’i_e canded by again imploring me not to expose

im.

I did not expose him ; indeed, I forgave bim.
1 am, I fear, absurdly good-natured ; and then he
promised to advance my interests, and to make
all possible amends. We bad a glass of brandy
and water together, and became very good
fricnds.

1 remained in Noddington ; acd the talkabout
the White Hart beiug baunted began gradually to
dio away. I had effected a cure. By and by, Dr
Blossop made me an offer of & partaership, and I
accepted it.  Since then, I have been doing very
well indeed.

Tho Noddington people say theres only one
thing against me—1 am not married, and they
hold that 2 medical man ought to bo o married
man. Iam trying toget rid of this objection.
Miss Julia Blossop looks more and more kindly
upcn me every day. I have had to struggle
against her ridicutous predilectionfor the curate
of Noddington, whomI hare alwaysheld to boa
singularly inano young wan. Butas therumour
gaing ground that the curato and the rector's
daughter aro to be scen playing suspiciously pro-
tracted games of croquet together, I fancy that
Julia is'disposed to think she might do worse
than accept my suit. in re to which
matter, I veatare to say there can hardly be two

THE FAIR UNENOWN.
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YOU know, my dear fellow, that love sometimes

makes fools of the wisest. You want my
advice in o delicato matter; well, I beliove, 1
cannot do better than relate to you what o ludi-
crous predicament I onco got into, while under
the influcnco of the littie god.

 Qut withit, Hal! Imay perhapslearn wisdom
from your folly.”

# Wel), it happened about three years ago. I
was walking alopg Notre Dame Street, one
Jonuary afternoon when I saw, a few yards
alicad of me n Indy, whose figure strack mo as
remarkably graceful.  She was of middlo height,
very tastefully dressed, aod as she glided along
many o bead was turned in order to oblain o
second look at lher. I was susceptible at the
time, and could not but ascribo to such a grace-
ful figure a face correspondingly beautiful. I
quickened my step, therefore, in order to gratify
my curiosity, when she started tocross the strect.
At the ramo moment a carter came driving past
at o furious rate, making her position ono of real
danger. I bounded forward, and had the hap-
piness to grasp her just in time to prevent what
would, probably, have been a sad accident. She
was in o balf fainting condition from fright,
however, and I supported ber into the ncarest
store. A glass of water, and in & few minutes
rest restored her.

I was not mistaken in ascribing to her a beau-
tiful faco; but its beauty did not consist in a
striking regularity of features. It was the indes-
cribable entlencss that revealed itselfin tho clear
cyes and well shaped mouth, that formed its chief
atteaction. Ihad scena similiarexpression on can-
vas, in Dawson’s picture gallery, and bad been so
strongly impressed with its beauty thatit haunted
mo for along time aflerwards. X gazed in silent
admiration, therefore, on tho living model, until,
rising from ker seat, she laid ber hand in mine,
and :n well chosen words expressed ber gratitude
formy timely succour. A sighunconsciously escap~
ed me as she passed out of the doof and entered
the sleigh which one of tho salesmen had pro-
cured for her. I would have given o year's
salary to have been on terms of friendship with
her.  She did not even mention ber name, how-
ever, but I heard her direct the driver to No.—~—
Dorchesterstreet, and upon thisslight foundation
1 built many an eiry castle.

Ttlio next day the papers duly chronicled the
tgallant feat! My activity and presence of
mind were lauded ; but tho name of the rescued
lady, I wag vexed to find, was ss far from my
knowledgo as cver.

Por aweek 1 fuled wo obtain the slightest clue.
I baunted Dorchester street with a persistency
that greatly troubled tho somnolent guardian of
thenight, Idestroyed many quiresofscented noto
paper in the vain attempt to pour out my troubled
thoughts in verse; I grew abstracted, lost my
appetite, and my friends predicted a speedy
decline. In this stato of mind I was prevailed
upon to attend the Concert of the Irish Protest-
ant Benevolent Society. The band wasin the mid-
dleof the overture, when, amongst the crowd that
was catering the Hall, 1 discovered the Fair Un-
known,as1had dubbed her,leaningonthearmofa
tal), middle-nged gentleman, Istood almostspell-
bound at her appearance. More beautiful, moro
graceful than cver sho scemed; and a jealous
pang ghot throughme aslsawhowaflectionately
she lcaned on her escort, how proudly she looked
up into his face. The pang was but a transient
ong, however, for I concluded from the tall gentle-
man's age and appearance, that he was her
father.

The movement of the crowd brought them in
a few moments close to where I stood, and her
glance, in roving round tho room, cncountered
wise. A bright smilo immediately lit up her
features, and a gracefol bow ackrowledged my
presence.  For o fetwy minutes Y stood conscious
that I was forming the subject of their conversa-
sation. The tall gentleman’s cyes, from time to
1o time, beamed kindly upon me, and 1 imagined
they scemed to say that were the place not quits
£0 public how happy he sbeuld bo to thank me
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for having rescued his daughter. Another move-



