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opened it cautiously without a sound, and stepped
through into the shed that connected with the house.
Here, he spent several minutes in a careful examina-
tion of the old pigeon-cote. He had never been very
much mterested in Mrs. Tooler's abandoned pigeon-
cote before—he was very much interested in it now!
There was a small side window in the shed, and it
gave just light enough to enable him to see. It was
many years since Mrs. Tooler had kept any pigeons,
or anything else, save the bare threads of her life to-
gether; but the old pigeon-cote was still here at the end
of the shed, just above the door that opened on the
lane. It wasn't anything very elaborate, just a sort
of ceilmg platform, boarded in, and with a little door
m It. Standing on the ground he could just reach up
to the door, and he opened it tentatively. Yes, it would
serve excellently. It was instantly accessible at any
time, either from the house or from the lane, and cer-
tainly Mrs. Tooler's long-forgotten shelter for her by-
gone pets was not a thing to excite suspicion—espe-
aally in view of the fact that there never would be
any suspicion exdted on any score as far as he was
concerned I

He put on his s^ioes again, and, opening the shed
door at the rear, stepped out into the lane—and a mo-
ment later was walking quickly along a side street away
from the house.

Martin K. Tydeman's house was on the Hill. Dave
Henderson smiled a little grimly at the airy lightness
of the empty black bag in his hand. It would be neither
as light nor as empty on the way back—if he had any
luck I He pulled the slouch hat he was wearing a little
farther down over his eyes. A man carrying a bag
wasn't anything out of the ordinary, or anydiing to
attract particular attention—he was much more con-


