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"You won't feel so blamed cool about it to-morrow
morning when you come to size this up!" He was
whining again, but plaintively now. "I'm wiped out,

I tell you, and it's too hard a crack for Tydeman to

give me any more backing after he's squared this up—80 what are you going to do, eh?"
Dave Henderson glanced at the car's dock. It

was already after three.

"I'm going up to 'Frisco—if I ever get started I"

he said brusquely. "I've missed the train, as it is,

and that means a ninety-mile run—and we're still wast-

ing time I Get down to cases 1 You got Tydeman on
the long distance—what did he say?"

"I couldn't help your missing the train!" Bookie
Skarvan's voice had grown almost ingratiating. "There
wasn't any use of you going until I knew Tydeman
was at home, and unless I got hold of him before the

banks closed, was there? And if I'd been able to get

him at once we might have had time to arrange it

by wire with a bank here—if they were carrying that

much in ready cash—and you wouldn't have needed
to go at all. But I didn't get him until just a few
minutes ago. You know that! I couldn't help it,

could I—and the run won't hurt you. You can grab
the evening train back. I can stave this gang of wolves
off until then by telling 'em Tydeman's making good."

"All right!" Dave Henderson was apparently

much more intent upon the starting mechanism of the

car, than he was upon either his companion or his

companion's words. The engine was already purring

softly when he looked up at Bookie Skarvan again.

"Well, what's the arrangement?"

"Tydeman will have the money in cash at his house

—one hundred thousand dollars. You go there and
get it, and bring it back on the train to-night"
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