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U not with any visible respect, that the little red
eyes sought the

,
,ent object of these insults.

Dollar met then, for a moment with a sidelong^h
;

t.«t was as much as the little red eyes coulj
stand. Scarth glowered, but Mr. Croucher was not'ookmg up any more. Between the two strong
">«. one spitting insults with his tongue, the otherdartmg questions with his eyes, flabby Croucher
found ,t convenient to study the toes of his bed-room shppers. But his right hand shook deep in
the far pocket of the voluminous bathgowa Tone
of Uiem saw that but Mostyn Scarth. and him it
filled with gleaming confidence.

"Come Alfred," said he, "get into your street
clothes, ,f they haven't been taken away from yoa
If they have, go down as you are and call a taxL
I m gomg to take you out of this hole. You look
more dead than alive. I thought you might; that's
one reason why I came."

"Croucher is going to do something for me first,"

l&es
*' ''^' *'°''°'' "^*^ ^" "^ ^° ^^' ^

^•S^ you haven't got a soul to cafl your own.


