
30 FROM NOW ON
with a quick tide-step, he (lipped suddenly in from
the street under the shelter of the hedge.
He moved swiftly now, running, half bent over. It

was a matter of but a few seconds—and now, darting
across the driveway where it branched off to circle

around to the front entrance, he gained the side wall
of the house, and crouched, listening intently, beneath
the window of the library.

A minute passed, another—there was no sound. He
raised himself guardedly then to an upright position,

pressing close against the wall, but keeping well back
at one side of the window. The window sill was shoul-
der high, and now, edging forward inch by inch, he
obtained a diagonal glance through the pane. The
room, as far as he could see, for the portieres within
were but partially drawn, was unoccupied. It was what
he had counted upon. Tydenan, if the millionaire

were following his usual custom, was at dinner, and
the dining room was on the other side of the house.
No one of the household, either family or :tervant8,

would ordinarily have any occasion to be in the library

at this hour. Ordinarily I A glint came into the dark
eyes, and the eyes narrowed as in a dogged, uncompro-
mising challenge—and then the shoulders lifted in a
debonair shrug. Well, that was the chance he took!
He was gambling anyhow I

His fingers crept to the window-sash, and tested it

quietly. It would not move. Whether it was locked
above or not, he did not know—^the slight pressure that
he was able to exert from the outside was at least not
sufficient to lift it—^but the improvised steel jimmy
would quickly remedy that defect. He worked hur-
riedly now. The Western summer evenings were long
and it was still light, and every minute he stood there
was courting discovery. The edge of the chisel slipped


