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finger of the hand that held the flashheht and „n
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flashlight hfted then, and circled the walls of the room
B^f• l^"^'" " complaint had not gone unhe °ded'Bookie Skarvan would have ample opportuZ to see
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h!h;^^ n i^c,'"^'^'''- ^' ^" °" the opposite waUbehind Bookie Skarvan. Dave Henderson shoved theman roughly out of the way, stepped quickly forward

For an instant Bookie Skarvan stood there without

mg ashen and gray, and then great beads of sw«f•prang out upon the forehead-and a scream ofSterror pealed through the room.
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pave Henderson spoke through closed teeth:rou ought to be satisfied then—Bookie YouV-

There was no answer.
Dave Henderson's eyes automatically swept around
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^' ^°"^'^"'* h« '"y^hing e se Butanyway, Dago George was as someth ig apart an ex-traneous thing. There was only one thing in^the worWone thing that held mind and soul and body in aXaU


