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the valifM open, watched at the firtt article of linen
that came to hand.

ll«"'%''fi*
*"•""** "? he *d W« best to staunch the

flow of blood and bind the wound.
"Teresa I Teresa I" Dave Henderson whispered.Her eyes opened—and smiled.
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•'SMJiT''^iTr''''/" *r\r^^ Stm in the house?-

ofZV "i! r°K h" ^'^ver.shly. "No I We're clear

She made a slight affirmative movement of her head.
ihen go—go at once—Dave—for help—
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Her eyes had closed again.

h^r ^rJ'J ^'''^'^ ^«' ''^." ^" ^^"^'"e- He called

L^? :,v^"'"' There was no answer. Shehad lapsed back into unconsciousness. And then the
soul of him spoke its agony. "Oh, my God, Teresa 1"
he cried brokenly, and swayed to his feet.
An instant he stood there, then stooped, picked up

Jn.frif^'' °v
^""knotes, thrust it into the open valise,

closed the val.se, carried it into a darker corner of the
shed, and went to the door.
He looked out There was no one in sight in the

darkness But then, what interest would The policehave in this sectton of the lane ? There was nothing to
connect it with The Iron Tavern ! He stepped outside!
and broke into a run down the lane, heading for the
intersecting street in the opposite direction from The
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laugh was on his lips. A wounded woman in the lanewas /A* connecting link with The Iron Tavern. And

tr'.t T"l*i?"/''P.- y.'"' *"* ^" °"ly ""« sourcefrom which he dared ask help—only one—Milhnan


