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Flemmg s Hallucination
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was a physician.
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shout that? “Hallucing
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dog looks at m
hl light going When I ean't en
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: [ am not going to
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“Presently he said: ‘Fleming,
your descriplion of the beast
fits the dog of the late
Wwell Barton.’ Fleming
half rose from his chair.
sat again, and made «
visible attempt at in-
difference. ‘I remem-

ber Barton, he said.”

fong wailing how! ¢
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since my return  Staley Fleming did not
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m fact, I have  his feet as the night wi
v Thought.  in through the op.
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oor | 156
listenedt inte resumed

his seat ver, he
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