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driver on the front seat. Tom laughed as Wattles held
the tonneau door open. "Some class to you, Wattles!
Where'd you get the boat?"

"In the village, sir." Wattles was unfolding a large
and heavy rug. "It's not a new car, sir, but it's really
most competent."

"Funny idea—" began Tom, with a chuckle. Then;
"Say! What are you trying—"

The big robe which Wattles, standing beside him
in the back of the car, had spread open had enveloped
him. For the briefest instant Tom thought that Wattles,
meaning to lay the rug across his knees, had
stumbled against the suitcase and fallen against him.
But that idea vanished before the sudden knowledge
that Wattles had tricked him! He shouted protestingly,
but the folds of the thick cloth, dust laden and
odorous of the stable, were about his head, muffling
the outcry and almost choking him. He strove to get
to his feet, to push himself free, but in vain. Something,
a rope or a strap, cinched his arms to his body.
He kicked out wildly, felt himself slip from the seat
to the floor, found the suitcase under his shrouded
head, and knew that Wattles was sitting on his legs!

It had all taken less than a minute, and now the
driver had scrambled back to the front seat, and the
engine was shaking the car. Then they were moving.
Tom, panting from his exertions, relaxed and took a
long breath. Dust filled his throat and nostrils, and
he sneezed violently. Wrath induced one final struggle,
but, although momentarily unseated, Wattles remained
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