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1 garded these evidences of hlsé.,cyigpg,
: with a kind of dogged desp:\fr and’}
drew a long breath. »
“He's clever; but how’ll he get ’em
clean?’ thought Gibbon, and he grin-
‘ned. “What will he do with ’em?”

. Talbot threw himself down at the|’
foot of a tree and covered his face
with his hands. He was worn out,
exhautsed, body and mind and spirit.
He had committed a murder, and dis-
posed of the body in so short a time
that a jury would have found it diffi-
cult to credit the performance, and
now the re-action was setting in. - For
gome minutes he remained absolutely
motionless; but he rose at last and,
shouldering his spade, went slowly,
not hurriedly, towards the Court, as
if, now the tension was relaxed, he
had become indifferent.

Gibbon waited for a while, then he
also rose from his lair, and running,
but stealthily, reached the house.
Talbot -cleaned the spade eareful-
ly and placed it in the shed in the
position in which he had found Iit,
the stole across the garden and up to |-
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to Our Shirts,

We are now showing swell lines of SOFT
BOSOM SHIRTS in Plain and Fancy Stripes,
with double cuff and two soft collars, the latest
style to match. Our prices

$1.70 180 & 2.00 each.

W. H. Jackma‘n,\

(The West End Tailor),
39 WATER STREET WEST,
’Phone 795. St. John’s, Nfld.

N. B.—We carry complete line of Linen Col-
lars in all the latest styles.
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you buy a tidy red tin of Prince Albert

tobacco that’s all pleasing and fragrant and

fresh. Then you start your jimmy pipe or

rolling cigarettes like you were on the trail of
the best deal you ever put across.

Don’t put off P. A. pipe or cigarette joy till tomorrow.
You just can’t afford delay, because every day you pass

up P. A. the longer your regret will be. Because you nor
any other man ever smoked tobacco so lusciously good as

PRINGE ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

his room.

Mention has been made of the
“chilliness” of the Denby family. Tal-
bot inherited it, and a fire was always
ready laid in his room. He was chill-
ed to the bone, and, when he entered
the room, he mechanically looked at
the fire-place, and as
tcok out his match box, and lighting
the fire, drew a chair to it'and cow-

mechanically

Pininss

ered over it.

He saw the dead man’s face in the
flames, heard his death-cry—that aw-
ful “low-bred, the
crackling and hissing of wood.

cry—in
the
When he got warmer he began to un-
dress. The dead—his dead—was still
with him, and he felt as if he were
unclothing He
sight of the red spots on his shirt-
front and cuffs, and he stood still, his
beating thickly. In another

mongrel”

Eyes Front!

It can’t burn your tongue—can’t parch your throat! Just mellow apd
cheerful. You see, P. A. is made by a patented process that cuts out bite
and parch. You get just the bully flavor and freshness and aroma that
has made P. A. sell more to pipe users than all other tobaccos combined !

And you’ll never know the joys of a jimmy pipe .u’ntil you jan} in
some P. A. It shoots a new idea into your system, it's so downright

bully delicious, Life’s too short to fuss with ordinary tobgccos. Be
game, Buy a tidy red tin of P. A, and get your smoke-bearings!

a corpse. caught

heart
moment the shirt was on the fire.

As he watched it burning there

If your friends are get-

ting married in July,
TRY

ROPER’S

For Pretty and

seful Presents.

June9,eod,tey

came a knock at the door. His heart
seemed to cease beating, -nd his

Prince Albert is the largest seller in the United Stctes. It
He slipped

now being imported into Newfoundland and is sold by all
the leading dealers in one-eighth- pound tidy red tins.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C,, U. S. A.

ol; knees shook together.
on his dressing-gown, and going to
the door, opened it. Gibbon
there, respectful as usual, but with
a slightly anxious look in his ecolor-
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stood

less eyes.

“Beg pardon, sir,” he said, im pas-
sively, “but I thought I smelt a smell
of burning.”

Talbet distorted his
smile.

which ~had | lowered it into the pit. After he had

and

Then a terrible lethargy seemed to | stood a pile of  faggots

been thrown there years ago covered the body and filled in the pit

would, in the ordinary course, prob-
ably remain in the spot until they
rotted. Talbot went and looked at the
pit. It was net deef) enough. He
came back, hunted for the knife,
found it, and began to dig at the bot-
tom of the hole; but he soon convinc-
ed himself that it would take too long
to deepen the pit with so ineffectual
a tool. He rose, struck a match, and
looked at his watch, then got his cap
and set off with something between a

be stealing over him, as if he were
losing the power to move, to leave the
spot; but he fought against it, tried
to force himself to realize that he was
in danger.

face into a

he set to work at the pile of faggots,
tearing at them with hysterical fury,
and piled them over the grave. His
strength still seemed superhuman,
and Gibbon noticed that this delicate,
dilettante master of his lifted and
carried the heavy bundles of wood as
if they were straw. When he had
finished this part of his task, Talbot
set to work and arranged the bracken,
.and so successfully that an unobser-
vant eye would not have detected that

| The Eatl's So;
WO HEARTS UNTED

CHAPTER XX.

The next instant he had started to

“Burning? Oh, yes, I was wakeful,
and I have been going through
correspondence, Gibbon. T've:
burning some letters; that is
you smelt, no doubt.

- . e
‘ Danger of the hangman! my

been
what

After a time he succeeded in cast-
ing off the awful apathy.
think, think! He ‘must remain
there, cowering like a coward, must
not wait to be caught in these sham-
bles. What should he do? The man
was dead. Well, well, he thought, im-
patiently, as if he were striving to

He must

not

“Quite so, sir,” said Gibbin re-
spectfully.
I hope I haven’t disturbed you.”

“I beg your pardon, sir.

“No, not at all, Gibboh,” responded
Talbot, with an amiability as marked

}iis feet with a low cry.

Great God! it was incredible, but—

but the man was dead!
felt

through the blood that had welled
from the wound. There was no move-
. ~ment. The man was dead! And he—
. he, Talbot Denby, had killed him, was
& murderer! 5

ii He felt for the heart again,

A deathly sickness, an actual phy-
gical sickness, came over him, all the
‘gtrength seemed to have . left

ljmbs, and he staggered to a tree,
groping for its support with his hands
‘as if he had gone suddenly blind. He
leant there, shaking as if with cold,
for some minutes, trying to look away
ﬁ'om the hideous object stretched out
iixere in the bracken; but his eyes
I;ere drawn to it as if by some hide-
ons fasoination. A hundred times he
~ Muttered to himself: '
“Hig own fault, his own fault! It

] !was in self-defense—If he had not
ruck me— His own fault, curse

his

work out a formula, when a man was
dead he had to be buried. Yes, yes

buried! That was it, of course! He
must have been mad not to think of
that at once!

He drew himself up with a shudder
and looked round. Gibbon was al-
most as still as the dead man, and he
held his breath as he watched and
waited, He knew what was passing
in his master’s mind as well as if it
Were an open book; indeed, the wh'te,

livid face was eloquent enough for
anyone to read.

Talbot, with his teeth set, his eyos
glaring with the horror that possess-
ed him, stole towards the body; but
as he approached it his courage fail-
ed him. He could not look again un-
til he had found some place in whieh
to hide it. He looked round. At a
little distance was one of those pits
which gamekeepers dig for purposes
of concealment when they are watch-
ing for game or ,p\oacherg; near it

| With the feverish haste and demoniac

run and a walk through the wood in
the direction of the Court.

Gibbon lay quite still until the
sound of his master’s footsteps - had
died away, then he rose and, walking
gingerly, approached the corpse. The
upturned face, with its sightless eyes,
was enough to strike terror into the
flintiest heart,” but Gibbon looked
down at it unmoved and untouched.
He was not thinking of the murdered
man, but the murderer, and his soul
was steeped in malignant satisfac-
tion. “Suddenly he remembered that
Mr. Talbot was trying to steal some-
thing - when the man awoke and the
struggle began. What was it? As

any of it had been disturbed.

Then Gibbon saw him stop sudden-
He had remembered the
pocket book! He had buried it with
the corpse! His face worked, his
eyes grew distended with the horror
of fear and doubt; then he drew a
long breath. After all; it was for the
best. At any rate, he could not—he
could not—dig the body up again.
He straightened his back, aching
with the unusual exertion, and look-
ed down at himself. His hands were
stained with earth and blood. There
was a red mark on his cuff and on
his shirt-front; his  evening shoes
were scratched and dirtied. He re:

1y and start.

as it was strange.

“Burnt 'em. But he can’t

back to his room.

coat pocket, in which lay the grimy
pocket book for which Mr. Talbot
Denb yhad committed murder.

(To be Continued.)

Batiste and pique are one of the
oddest combinations of the summer.
When gown sleeves are full length
they are much: be-frilled at the hem.

The large picture hat is returning,
if it can be said to hvae ever gone
out.

gingerly as he had walked, he knelt
down, opened the coat, and saw the
pocket book.

He reflected a moment. Mr. Talbot
would be back presently—he knew
that—and would miss the book. Well,
he would think /it had dropped out
during the stmggle. As delicately
as Talbot could have done it, Gib-
bon drew out the pocket book, and
transferred it to his own pocket;
then he went back to his old place
and, making himself comfortable,
quite comfortable, waited. ~He’ had
not long to wait. -Talbot had gone to
a tool shed at the end of the garden,
and he came back, running now, with -
a spade over his shoulder. 'Working

entrgy of a gold-digger, he deepened
the pit, paused to wipe the

they escape the sallow skin, the pimples,” black-

heads, facial blemishes
system of poisons, and

- | * :
| Women Look Well When

due to indigestion or bilious-
ness, At times, all women need help to rid the

convenient and most economical help they find in

the safest, surest, most

burn
everything!” said Gibbon, as he went
“He can’t burn
everything,” and he patted his breast
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Our Spring |
Suitings

have arrived, including
novelty & staple shades,

direct from the London

market. All personally
selected. No two alike,
Call and convince your«




