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"You go to the devil," said Wilson, with quiet

deliberation.

He saw the night stick swing for him, and, throwing

his full weight against the officer, he lifted his arm and
swung up under the chin. Then he seized the girl's

hand.

"Run," he gasped, "run for all you're worth 1"

They ran side by side and darted down the first turn.

They heard the sharp oath, the command, and then the

heavy beat of the steps behind them. Wilson kept the

girl slightly ahead of him, pushing and steadying her,

although he soon foimd that she was quite as fleet as he

himself was. She ran easily, from the hips, like one

who has been much out of doors.

Their breath came in gasps, but they still heard the

heavy steps behind them and pushed on. As they

turned another comer to the left they caught the sharp

bark of a pistol and saw the spat of a bullet on the

walk to the right of them. But this street was much
darker, and so, while there was the added danger from
stumbling, they felt safer.

"He's getting winded," shouted Wilson to her.

" Keep on."

Soon they came to a blank wall, but to the left they

discovered an alley. A whiflF of salt air beat against

their faces, and Wilson knew they were in the market
road which led along the water front in the rear of the

stone houses. He had come here from the park on hot

days. There were but few lights, and these could not

carry ten yards through the mist. Pressing on, he


