
36 FROM NOW ON
gled s unned amazement and a gathering fury. He had
recognized that voice now—and, in a flash, what that
voice meant. It was Runty Mott, a miserable little
red-haired rat of a race-course tout and hanger-on.
Runty Mott—Bookie SkarvanI He remembered very
well indeed that Bookie Skarvan could not get Tyde-
man on the long distance until after the train was
gone I

Another voice chuckled in malicious assent.
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Bookie Skarvan's got some head! Some head I He
was wiped out all right, but I guess this puts him on
liasy btreet again. Fifty thousand for him, an' we
split the rest. Bookie says to me, he says, 'If Dave
goes an' gets that money, an' disappears afterwards,'
he says, 'it's a cinch, with the ragged reputation he's
got, that he stole it, an' beat it for parts unknown, an*
If them parts unknown,' he says, 'is a nice little mound
of earth somewheres in the woods about six feet long
an four feet deep, due to Dave having collided with
a blackjack, I guess the police'll be concluding after a
while that Dave was smart enough to give 'em the slip,
an get away with the coin for keeps. You grab the
tram for 'Frisco, Runty,' he says, 'an' wise up Baldy
Vickers to what I say. You got a good two hours,'
he says, to set the stage up there before Dave blows
m. '

Came that malicious chuckle again.
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!

ejaculated Runty Mott's companion—and chuck-
led once more.

"Sure!" said Runty Mott. "Bookie called the turn
all right on the guy's reputation—he vas bom a crook.
Well, It makes it all the easier, don't it? It might
have been harder to get him when we wanted him if


