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W^wr/""!.- "Why don't you answer? Do youhear I What—what are you going to do ?"

..;/n,*'"'« ^J"^
°^ *'""'• *° ^"^ y°" here, Bookie,"

-Book?/ H ''T^" '^"'J^- "' 8""* ^herV, a God~Book.e. How d,d you get here-from San Fran-

D\t'KdtorhaTd;''* "" "''""'^ ""*«""« -

to dJr^M ""'"'"^iu'.?^'- ^ **'°"8'»t y°"'d opened up

to get the stuff for himself. I was sure of it when hedied, and she beat it for here "

ing'now/*^"'*'**^"
°'''' Henderson's voice was rasp-

«,IZK ^% "u™ °PP°*'** '»""•" Bookie Skarvan'gulped heavily; his eyes were fixed, staring now as^ough fascinated by the revolver muzzle "She T;™'

She went to. I saw the package go into the safe Icodd see through the fanlight ovfr the dir. I saj

huddi:;; f ' ^^I'^V"
^'""^ J"'"'^ out toward thihuddled form on the floor—"I saw him put it there "

ges^rf"a'„f
'• °*-"-derso"'s eyes' foUoledihegesture—and narrowed for an instant in a puzzledstartled way Had that dead man there mc^edf it

F^U'T^ 'yshtiYn.^r.r to the head of the bedl'Fancy I Imagmat.ont He hadn't marked the exact

r^T;} °^;^^ ^°^y *° '"^P" '^i*. a"d it was stm

ed niiti
'''"

h"*'
^''" '" *'^^ '«""= sprawled,Tontort.

ed position His eyes reverted to Bookie Skarvan.
rou had a man mjiere with you at work on that'

that dirty brand of trickery of yours, to bring back someone you called Cunny the Scorpion, with the ideaXt


