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He leaned back In hit aeat, and blew a imoke ring
into the air complacently.

"Surel" obterved Dave Henderion. "I guet* I've
got the oddi twitched—to a little better than even
money. I'll be back with that hundred thousand and
no one the wiier, but I've got to hide it somewhere

—

what? And I can't make the fool play of hiding it in
my room."

Another smoke ring followed the first. Almost any
place would do—so that it was easy to get at, and at the
same time would not attract attention to him when he
went back to it. Well—the shed, then? He nodded
his head suddenly. Yes, of course—Mrs. Tooler's old
pigeon-cote in the shed! It was the one place in a
million I The money Tiould be perfectly safe there,
and he could get it again any time at a minute's notice.
Again he nodded his head. The whole thing was as
good as done now. After the money was hidden, he
had only to get into the car, drive to Tydeman's house,
mount the steps with the little black satchel in his hand—and request of Mr. Martin K. Tyd.;nan, Esquire,
the money that Bookie Skarvan had sent him for, and
which he had motored a matter of some ninety milea
to obtain I

Dave Henderson's lips parted in a sudden smile,
though the outthrust, dogged jaw was in no degree re-
laxed. There would be one whale of a hullabaloo I

But the last man who could by the wildest stretch of
imagination have had anything to do with the robbery
was—Dave Henderson!

After that, maybe he would accept a second hun-
dred thousand from Tydeman—and take it back to
Bookie Skarvan, too! That was all he had to do-
play the game. In six months it would be soon enough
to dig up and beat it out of the West for keeps. There


