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THE TRAP

DAVE HENDERSON lost no time on his re.
turn journey. Within some fifteen or twenty
minutes after leaving the residence of Mr.
Martm K. Tydcman, he slipped into the

^rLV!l\"*Vi *^« •'"t't'y house on the shabby

r ^ !l
5' ""«^,'»» home, and, entering the shed^

closed the door softly behind him. Here, it was but
the work of an instant to take the sealed package of
banknote, from the black hand-bag, reach u?, slide the
package m through the little door of the old pigeon,
cote, push the package over into c.c . rner, .over it
with the chaff and old straw with which, relics of by-gone days of occupancy, the bottom of the pigeon<otewas littered, and to close the little door againHe stooped then, and, unlacing his shoes quickly,
removed them. He had only one thing to guard
against now, and his ali"-- was perfect, hit possewion
of one hundred thousand dollars secure. Toc'er mustnot hear him entering the house. Tooler must be mor-
al y convmced that he, Dave Henderson, had never

again, he would put on his shoes, call up to Tooler that
he was going, and, with the empty black hand-bag, getinto his car-and drive up to Martin K. Tydeman^I

self "m"™?' u'°?.^'^.'^
^?^' Henderson to him-

self. When I ask old Martin K. to fill the li'l oldDag, and he goes for the cash, there'll be "
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