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gambling for the man that’s to marry Diana. There’s 
a wonder and a beauty 1” He chuckled to himself. 
“She’ll be rich when I’ve done with it. You’re a lucky 
man—ay, you’re lucky.”

Rawley was about to tell the old man what the two 
thousand dollars was for, but a fresh wave of repug
nance passed over him, and, hastily drinking another 
dipperful of water, he opened the door. He looked 
back. The old man was crouching forward, lapping 
milk from the great bowl, his beard dripping. In dis
gust he swung round again. The fresh, clear air caught 
his face.

With a gasp of relief he stepped out into the night, 
closing the door behind him.
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