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The cold sweat gathered upon‘ his

ing, with his ears strained painfully,
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CHAPTER XXXIL
Hanunted.

Then, with an oath, he pulled him-
self. together, and, resolutely turning
his eyes away from the heap, went to
the shed and got some wood.

When he got back to the house he
felt in his pocket for his matchbox
and found it, but suddenly missed
his keys.

This staggered him, and he stood
staring at the fire vacantly, then he
forced a smilc

“I am a fool,” he muttered. “I've
'létt them in the gate.”

With the lantern in his hand he
went down the garden, and found
that, as he had thought, he had left
the key attached to the bunch stick-

; ing in the keyhole of the wall door.

Cursing himself for his stupidity,
he locked the door, and, with the.keys
in his hand, returned to the parlor.

The fire was burning up, and he
drew his chair close and sat huddled
up over the blaze, and went over the
scene with Norah. But evéry now and
then there came a ghastly pause in
his reflections, and in that pause the
ghost of his crime stalked:across his
mind, and made the silence of the
cold, damp little room truly hideous.

He got some more brandy at inter-

vals, and at last succeeded in pro-

ducing the exhaustion which is the
ghastly imitation of wholesome sleepi-
ness.

Then he rose, and with a final drink
went heavily upstairs. e

But, exhausted as he was, he in-
stinctively pulled aside the blind and
stared through the window at the
heap in the garden, just as he used to
do before he left for London; but the
night was too dark for him to see
snything, and, with an oath, he drop-
)ec_l the blind and began to undress.

“Curse the place and everything in
it!” he muttered, as he got into bed.
“l wish it were burnt down.”

Then he succeeded in distracting
his mind from the one haunting fear,
"and forced himself to think of Norah,
and so-fell into an uneasy, restless
doze. He had not been asleep more
than an hour when he woke suddenly
with the dim consciousness that he
had been awakened by some kind of
noise.

He sat up and listened, and for a
time all was silent, and he was about
to throw himself back, when he heard
a faint noise, which seemed to come
from the room beneath, the room in
which Becca had—died.
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with an agonized acuteness he dis-
tinctly heard the noise again. It was
the sound of footstéps, muffled ‘and
cautious, of some one moving in the
room below.

He got out of bed and, slipping on
some clothes, stole to the door. Then

‘he smiled a ghastly smile of reassur-

ance; the noise no doubt was made by
the old woman, whg was paying a vis-
it to the sideboard on the chanece of
his having left the brandy decanter
not locked up.

“I'll give the hag a fright,” 'he
muttered, and he went to a drawer
and took oyt an old-fashioned pistol,
and, loading it with a blank charge,
crept, with if.in his hand to the stairs.

All was silent again now, but he
knew that he had heard the noise and
not merely dreamed that he had done
so, and slowly and cautiously he de-
scended the stairs.

Although he was prepared for it
the sight of a thin streak of light
coming through the partly open door-
way of the sitting-room gave him a
start, and, with a stifled oath, he
moved forward on tiptoe, and softly
pushed the door more widely open
and peered round it.

Then he fell back and clutched the
pistol tightly, for it was not the bent,
decrepit figure of the cld woman he
saw within the room, but that of a
man.,

Now, Guildford Berton was not al-
together a coward, and the shock to
his over-strained nerves, weakened
by the copious draughts of spirits,
could not be set down entirely to fear.

After a moment or two he collected
himself, and peered round the door
again, and this time the start that
followed was one of recognition.

A man was kneeling beside the ta-
ble prying open a desk with a clasp
knife, and by the light which fell
from an ordinary candle stuck into a
piece of wood Guildford Berton saw
that the thief was the man with the
rugged face and bushy eyebrows who
had lain on the bench outside the inn
on the day he had been ma.king in-
quiries into Becca ~South’s disap-
pearance.

Guildford Berton drew back and
pondered, clutching the pistol hard
and fast, and holding his breath.

That the man was a thief or an or-
dinary housebreaker he had no doubt,
but he was puzzled to account for his
presence there. No burglar worthy
of his salt, he thought, would break
into so mean and unpromising a place
as the cottage, unless he were sure
of finding/ valuables, and it was not
likely 1
that a 'sensible man would trust his
money or jewels to a crazy old desk.

Why had he broken into the cot-
tage to-night of all nights—the night
of the owner’s return—when he might
have done so during that owner’s ab-
sence?

He could find no solution to the
enigma. Suddenly the suspicion
swept over him like a breath of ice
that the man had come to find out
something about—about Becca South,
and the sweat broke out upon his

at any burglar would imagine

forehead.

But he thrust the suspicion from
him. Even if he had done so he would
not have taken the trouble to break
open a desk. What was there in it?
He tried to think, but could remem-
ber nothing but some papers, of no
importance, referring to business of
the estate, which he had flung in care-
lessly from time to time. There was
absolutely nothing there which could
repay any burglar, however hard up,
for his trouble.

By this time—a period of only a
few minutes had elapsed—the man
Furlong, for it was he, had opened
the desk, and was turning ' over the
contents, They were, as has been
stated, papers of no interest to any
one, least of all to a strnnger. but |
suddenly Guildford Berton saw the
man start, and, catching up some-
thing—a piece of cardboud it looked
like—hold it mear theundle. ektie

face, and he sat shivering and quak-§.
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pocket of his coat, and remained there
as he said, quietly and slowly:

“Don’t fire, Mr. Berton. I'Ye gots
you covered by a revolver in my pock-
et, and I'm a dead shot.”

The next instant he had whipped
out a revolver and presented it at
Guildford Berton.

“Now,” he said, deliberately as be-
fore, “we are on all fours, and I fan-
cy my weapon is rather a better one
than that horse affair of yours. Shake
your finger on the trigger, and 'you
are a dead man.”

Guildford Berton lowered his pistol,
and confronted his adversary with a
white face.

“What are you doing here?” he de-
manded, not loudly, but in a sup-
pressed voice.

* Mr. Furlong kept his
pointed with deadly precision.

“Put that thing down,” he said,
“and keep quiet, and I'll tell you.”

Almost mechanically the pistol was
laid on the table.

Still keeping the revolver pointed,
Furlong took up the pistol and thrust
it into his pocket, then he laid his
revolver on the table within reach of
his hand, and looked - at Guildford
Berton steadily.

revolver

_CHAPTER XXXII.
A Deal-With a Burglar.

The two men faced each other,

intensified by his impotence, the man
Furlong calm and coolly watchful.

Guildford Berton would have liked
to spring upon him, but there was
something in the eyes shining from
under the bushy brows which warn-
ed him that at his first movement its
owner would without hesitation put
a bullet into him.

“What are you doing here?’ he
asked, -finding his voice at last.

Furlong smiled grimly, and nod-
ded to the desk.

“That’s
question, isn’t it?” he said,
“I was looking for—curiosities, when
you came in and interrupted me.”

Guildford Berton’s face grew red
with wrath.

“You are an impudent scoundrel!”
he said, “and if you think because I
am unarmed that you will gét off
scot-free you are mistaken.”

Furlong eyed him with an almost
scornful amusement.

s “Tall talk won’t count for much,
seeing how matters are fixed between
us,” he said, quietly. “It’'s waste of
time to threaten me, Mr. Berton.

Come, you’re a sensible man; ' just
face the music and take things easy.
Just try and think I'm a friendly vis-
itor dropped in unexpectedly; it’s ra-
ther late, it's true——"

Berton pointed to the door.

“Take yourself off!” he exclaimed,
sternly.

.“That you may follow me and raise
a hullabaloo?” remarked the man.
“Not exactly.”

“If you think I am going to permit
you to escape, you are mistaken,” re-
torted the other..
now, or wait. till daylight, and are

rather an  unnecessary

coolly.
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" S0LD IN NEWFOUNDLAND.
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have radiant hair. a

“Whether you go th

taken here,/red—handed, will make
little difference; you appear to have
forgotten that, notwithstanding your
cool impudence, I have got' you as
surely as if you were already in the
hands of the police. I know you;
before you can get out of reach the
police shall have an exact depcription
of you and—I think the tables will
be turned, my friend.” ¥

The man eyed him thoughtfully.

“After all, vou've got some pluck,”
he said, quietly. “You're a braver
man than I took you to be, Mr. Ber-
ton. Many a man in my position would
take you at your word, and, remem-
bering that dead men tell no tales,
would put it out of your power to
supply the police with a description,”
and he glanced meaningly at the re-
volver. “But I don’t think we need
waste time in bullying each other.
After all, there’s not much harm
done.”

Guildford Berton’s rage boiled over.

“What! I find you here, having
broken intd my house——"

“Excuse me,” interrupted Fur]ong‘.
“Let’s have it right and square. In
the first place you're wrong. I didn’t
break into your house. I found the
little gate in that high wall open, and
I-just stepped in.” :

Berton remembered the forgqtten
keys, and bit his lip.

“And being in, lost no time m

your excuse won’'t weigh much with
the judge and jury when yeuare tried
for burglary, which you will be, you
scoundrel.” ’
“] dare say it wouldn’t,” assented
Furlong. “But I'm not being tried

yet. Look here, hadn’t we better get
comfortable? You don’t ask me to

take a seat, so I'll help myself, and
if you’ll take my advice you'll follow
my example.”

As he spoke he dropped into the
armchair, and in a leisurely fashion
took out his pipe and pouch.

The master of the cottage glanced
toward the door.. Should he make a

garden and raise an alarm? He was
sorely tempted, but he saw that the re-
volver was lying within reach of the
man’s hand, and felt that the glitter-

. ing eye was watching him in catlike

fashion, and stood still.
(To be Continue‘d.)

Incandescent
" @as Lighting.

Possibly, the feature of incandescent
gas lighting most frequently noted by
casual observers is the great ease
with wkich tasks, ordinarily arduous
under artificial light may be perform-
ed under the Welsbach gas mantle.
The light has a peculiarly “soft” qual-
1ty, difficult to describe, but which is
readily recognized by those who have
nad &perience with the gas mantle

In its general effect upon bodily
health and comfort, the use of incan-
descent gas lighting is decidedly fav-
orable. The currents of air set up by
the burning gas improves ventilation.
tending to expel the air vitiated by
respiration and draw in fresh air to
repiace it. Harmful or dangerous dis-
germs are instantly destroyed in
flame. The extent to which this
effect takes place may be verified by
placing a gas lamp close to a ceiling
without any provision for interfering
with the up-rushing air currents. Tha
charred particles which collect imme-

| diately above the .lamp are the re-

‘dust particles which before
tﬁouxh the flames were lad-

! breaking into my property. I'm afraid
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A PRACTICAL COVER-ALL AP-
RON.

1881—Gingham, lawn, percale, al-
paca, drill, linen and sateen are all
good for this style. The model is
made to slip over the head and is
closed in front with lacing through
eyelets. This design could serve as a
morning dress, for it has ample ful-
ness and is most comfortable.

The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes: Small,
Medium and Large. It requires 53
yards of 36-inch material for a Me-
dium size.

A pattern of this 1llustrat10n mailed
on receipt of 10 cents m silver _or
stamps.

1471 — A SIMPLE SERVICEABLE

‘What Housekeeper or Home Work-
ear does not appreciate a “cover-me-
all” apron of this kind. It is a simple
style, good for gingham, lawn, per-
cale, cambric, denim, cretonne or
sateen. The fulness may be held over
the back by the belt, that may be slip-
ped under-the front or may hold the
front on the outside: The Pattern is
cut in 3 sizes: Small, Medium and
Large. It requires 5% yards of 36
inch material for the Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
in silver or stamps.
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is ever the first consideration of the Tea noted
for its delicious flavour and exquisite aroma,

Armada.

Your Christmas Visitors will appreciate it.

60 cents Everywhere.
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NO MATTER HOW THE
FIRE IS CAUSED

if you’re not insured, you're

a loser. Take time to see

about your policies. We give

you the best companies and

reasonable rates.

PIRCIE JOGNSON,

Insurance Agent.

Christmas Shoppers

will find a carefully

Seleeted Slock of Toys

TEMPLETON’S.

We also have excellent +alues in Ladies’,
Men’s and Children’s Wear and in Fancy Goods

of all kinds.

Get your Christmas parcels wrapped in Holly
3

Paper at

ROBERT TEMPLETON'’S,
333 Water Street,

SHOE POLISHES
BLACK-WHITE-TAN - 10 ¢
KEEP YOUR SHOES NEAT.

THE F.F.DALLEY. CO..UTD.

BUFFALO N .Y

- T. A. MACNAB & Co.
Wholesale Distributors for Newfoundland.

TO THE TRADE

_-Our buyers have just returned from special trips to the
varmsh and American Markets and have secured many lines. /
e

have in stock~

DRESS GOODS in Serm Poplins, Tweeds, Meltons, Plaids, ete.
EMBROIDERIES, SATEENS, LININGS, FLANNELETTES,
‘MUSLINS, TOWELS, TOWELING, HOSIERY. 5
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Random Reels.

THE STEAM RADIATOR.

The steam radiator is a gracefu
household ornament which stor
heat and lets go of it with a shudder
ing sob.

It will always remain a mystgry tc
the ordinary citizen why Amerifan in
ventive genius, which perfected th
legless egg-beater and the streamling
bBaby cab, has never been able to ex
traet the periodie stutter from tl
Steam Radiator is its habit of indu
ing in a choking spell just w
everybody is trying to rake in a fev
cubie yards of sleep. There is no ex
perience in life more harrowing to ¢
Sensitive spirit, unless dt is to be yok

“ed for life to a husband who learne

to @more in the Chinese language anc
keeps 'adding to his vocabulary.
The . radiator is supposed to conve
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