
Shoearol'," hoe says to, Ilîiself ho-
twoon different fits of lauglîter, "a
real good fellow. A true fî'iend aîîd
gentleman. ýJ3ut he's just a little
bit too fussY. Ho overdoos thîings
and points tlie moral. Had lie beexi
loss enthusiastic I miglit have been
easily decoived. But, as plain a-s if
lie lîad boldly acknowledged it, lie
las shown me Edward Trethyn.
Tlîanks, Shearer, thanks."

An hour afterwards Mr. Carlyle is
,closeted with Lawyer Jeffries.

IlIs it really s0 ?" tliat man of law
is asking.

"As certain as anything can be,"
answers the detectivo. "Ho is act-
in- as Shearer's assistant. 0f course,
ho knows nothing of medicine, but
the good old doctor manages that.
At ail events, there lie is, and our
course is becoming clearer."

Lawyor Jeffries is ovorcorne with
surprisé and amazoment, and doos not
know how te replY ; but prosontly hoe
suggests that Sir Cliarles Mont-
gomery should ho lot into, the secret.
To this Mr. Dotoctive Carlyle agroos,
axxd asks the lawyor te name a day
and tîme when lie muglit meet Sir
'Charles."To-morrow," readily answers the
lawyer, "sEay two o'cloek. Sir
Charles will corne hero. l'Il answer
for lis attendance. And by to-mor-
row I shaîl have had time to think
this matter oveî'. But moanwhule,
Mr. Carlyle-il

"Meanwhile," says that gentleman,
the young gentleman shall not ho

troublod or evon allowved te guess
that his secret is known."

III have always trusted you, Mr,.
Carlyle," lie says, magnanimously,
4and in recommending you to the

notice of Lady Trethyn I stakod my
profossional reputation upon your
sagacity. Woll dono, Carlyle! Go
on, sir', go on. It'll not be very long
heforo you geL te the bottomn of ail
this my6tery."1

It is very late and dark long before
the detective gets home that niglit,
justly satisfiod with lis day's work.
Ho littie thinks, Ilowover, of tlie
foars ho lias awakened in Edward
Tlrotliyn's breast. In vain Dr.
'Shearer trios to allay Lhem, and tolls
the troubled fugitive that lis secret
is as safe as if it %vere in the keep-
ing of the dead. Edward Trethyn
frets and foars.

In the dusk lie wanders eut and

through the park, brooding over the
events of the day. Suddenlly hie is
startled by the vision of a nian ap-
proaching hiim, and who is already so
near that flig-lit would only excite sus-
picions. The moon lias risen, too,
and detection seems inevitable. He
is appalled, and in his fear stands
rooted to the spot. But whio 15 the
man ? On lie cornes to wvithin a few
yards from wliere Edward is pinned,
and just then the moonlight reveals
the formn and face of Stephen Grain-
ger. The agent is coming home fromi
the Manor, where lie hias been trans-
acting business, and as hie cornes is
brooding over and devising ail man-
ner of sehemes for discovering the
Black Brotherhood, and for brînging
the members of it to justice, wlien
suddenly lie becomes awvare of the
figure of a man in the path beforo
hlm. not more tlian a few paces away.
Stephen Grainger, trembling with fear,
regards it with horror as hie stands as
rooted to tlie spot as the vision itself.
Ho cannot move a 11mb, lie cannot
stir a hair, but, overpowered with
niiaeless fear, can only stand and
gaze at it. Doubtless it is lis own
guilty conscience that is plaguing
him, and throwing hlm into sucli
abject terror, otlierwise there is no
palpable reason for it., The figure
of a man, lonely met in the lonely
park, witli the pale moonliglit playing
fantaistic: tricks witli its face, is
scarcely the thing for sucli a man of
nerve and iron as the agent te quail
at. But is it a, man ? Has the
figure substance, or is it some spec-
tral shade of one who lias been ?
One ? Whom ? Ali, that is the
overpowering question, and the name
which already forces itself upon the
agent's lieart agitatee lus soul and ai-
most chilIs his blood. Is it Ed-
wvard Trethyn's ghost ? Yes (and as
the agent rnentally admits it the large
beads of cold perspiration start to his
brow), tiiere can be no doubt about
tlîat. There hoe stands, life-like and
unmistakiable, intensely paler, of
course, as a ghiost slîould ho, and
with haggaî'd look and suîîiken eyes,
but every lineanient and feature true
to life.

IlSte plion Grainger,- it sayEs,
glîostly it appears to him, whule lie
trembles fromn lead to foot, III want
a word witlî yotq."

Is tlîat the voico of the dead or liv-
iîî- ? Steplien Graingeî' cannot tell.
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