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in between the sill and the window-$ash, and with the
leverage the window was raised an inch or two. Hit
question was answered.

It had not been locked at the top.
And now his fingers came into play again—under

the window-sash. There was not a sound. The win-
dow went up easily and silently; and with a lithe, agile
spring Dave Henderson swung himself up over the
3ill, dropped with a soft pad to the floor, and stood
motionless, shrouded I.i one of the portieres.
The room was empty. The door leading from the

library, he could see as he peered out, was closed.
From the other side of the door, muffled, there came
a laugh, the murmur of voices, indeterminate little
sounds. The set, straight lips relaxed a little. The
way was quite clear. The chances in his favor were
mounting steadily. The family was undoubtedly at
dinner.

He made no sound as he stepped quickly now across
the room. The rich, heavy pile of the velvet rug be-
neath his feet deadened his footfalls. And now he
reached the massive flat-topped desk that stood almost
m the center of the room. It was the most likely place,
the natural place, for Tydeman to leave the money.
If It was not here—again there came that debonair
shrug-^well then, he would Iook further—upstairs in
Tydeman's bedroom, if necessary—or anywhere else,
if necessary. One thing only was certain, and that
was that, having started on the job, he would get the
money, or they would get him—if he couldn't fight his
way out. It was quite natural I Of course, he would
do that I What else would he do? He had always
dene that I He had been brought up to it, hadn't he?
Win or lose—he had always played win or lose. Cold


