"There he is," he said, as the gate banged loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.  
"And what’s so special about it?" he asked as he took it from his son.    
He spoke in a tone so grave that a hush fell upon the group.  
Suddenly he threw it upon the fire.  The other man, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.  
"Better let it burn," said the first solemnly.  
"It must have been your imagination," said his wife, regarding him anxiously.  
He shook his head.  "Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same." 

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room.  
The old lady started.  "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly.  "Has anything happened?  What is it?  What is it?" 

It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen.  
The old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found _________________.  He raised himself in bed and listened.  
Her husband struck a match and lit the candle.  "Get back to bed," he said, unsteadily.  "You don't know what you are saying." 

Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock.  A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall.  
"What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up.  
"What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely.  
