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"To losey" queried.
"Yes,"- returned my friend, "lta loee, for

she is to lie married ta a worthy young fellow
i.a the village yonder "-ie pointed towards
Murdstone- "to whom she lias been engaged
fo %! a year past. "

1l commiserated, and told him of xny own
prospective happiness. Hie congratulated
me heartily, and hoped that, now 1 was re-
turned te England 1 should speedily become,
re-acclimatised, and flot again risk my if e
by yielding ta the cold in-af ail places-

-a railway carnîage.
IlDoctor," said 1 at this, "ldo you believe

in ghosts7
I"Ghosts! " He stopped suddenly in the

middle of the road and stared at me as if
I were the sphinx. IlGhosts!1 No. What
.a question! Surely yots don't! "

IlI didn't tili this very niglit," I repiied,
solemnly; "lbut if lever a man on this earth
had a gliostly visitation that man îs
,certaîiy IL"

Thon I told him-I felt I musst do so-
of what 1 had seen. l descnibed minutely the
alpearance of the inurderer in the churcli
yard, and gave s0 faithful a description of
his victim thiat my friend was strangely and
painfully affected. 1 repeated every word of
the conversation 1 hact heard between the
two, and accomnpanied my remruaks with a
pantornimic reproduction of the mnanner i
wvhich the assassin had seized hie heiplesa
victim by the tliroat and f orced her,
dying, ta the ground. When I ha.d finished«
I feit, rather than, saw, that the doctor had
grown ghastiy pale.

I cannot," ho said, hurriedly, Iltel
what ta make of it, nor ho-w very nearly your
vivid description of the paon girl .affects me.
'Your words carry so mucli conviction with
them that I amn disposed ta think, with you',
that there is vastly more in the story than
appears on the faceof it. Stili, it May bo,
aften ail, only the reault of reading sensa-
tional literature. The girl was young, yau
uaid? " lie added, musingly.

"lAbout eighteen or niýneteen, at most," 1
an.swered.

"And fair?
"Very f air. She had a peculiarity which

1 distinctiy recail, and that was the xneasuned
land dignified. wayr in whicli slie spoke--a not
iWual thing in one of lier age."t

Wo panted presentiy at t.he bifurcation of
the road, the doctor vainly pressing rue ta
a1disootiùue the îourley and remain at his
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bouse, close by, tili the followÎng morning.
Howeven, we should meet again, ho said, on
Christmas morning at Mirdstone Churcli,
where, by a coïncidence, 1 and my Amy, and
his daugliter and lier betrothed were ta lie
united at the same time. lie haif sus-
pected, lie continued, that his dauLiter was
already acquainted wîtli my futlure wif e,
'which would oertainly make our next meet-

ng the leasanter. We separated with great
heartiness on either side, and with a ligliter
hoart I set f orth ta, finish my.journey.

I had stîll a good three and a-half miles
in front of me.- The way was dark, not-
witlistanding the whiteness of the snow; but
I knew there were briglit fires and brigliter
smiles at my journey's -end, and strode f or-
ward as smartly as the heavy nature of the
road permitted me. To make matters the
-more disagreeable, the snow recommenced
falling very heavily; and aithaugh I feUt
pretty sgre of the road, there wene moments
when 1 began ta haire grave doubte as te
whether, after ail, I should readli =y
destination that niglit or not. Twice >or
thrice, as I biundered~ on through the blind-
ing flakes, I stumlied and fell; and it waa
only with extremae difficulty o nce that' I
managed ta, extricate inyself îrom a snow-
filled quarry by the wayside.

How icong it took me ta perform. that
journey 1 nover knew-it geemed days ta, me.
I iost the road complotely, but gained some
consolation f rom hiearing a churel bell near
ab hand give, out the midnight haur. 1
gueseed-aÎnd, as it provod, rigltly-the bell
to, be that of Murdstone -Churdli-the
dhurch in which, very soon'now, I was to
cali Amy wif e.

There was something unutterably weird
and awf ni in tii.to>ling of those doeen
strokes which, far rein aifaying the. disquiet-
ing eff ects from which I still suif ered, filled
me with a vague dread whidh, even now, I
can scarcely rocali without, shuddering.

I graspd my trusty knobhkerrie and pushed
on. Wli er I had dreamed a dreain or

selon a vision tliat night, 1 mused, mattered
very littie. One thing was certain-that if

I lived for. a oentury the feeling o'f hornor
I lad expeiOllOEl -during the. visitation would

nover cesse to be rem-embered. Sucli another
experience as'that would certainly-

My God 1 Wixat vas t1iat~
1 felt my, flesh quiver as if I had cosme ini

contact with the. Evil One; esch singlo lair

up041 My head started and etood orect as if


