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when, previously, coming p, Terei. had held it down
tor ftim, he had been able to reach it readily with a
•pring from the ground. But he dared not jump even
that ihort distance now with Teresa, wounded, in hit
arms.

He changed her position now to throw her weight
into the hollow of his left arm, lifting her head so
that It lay high upon his shoulder—and with the move-
n^ent her hair brushed his lips. It brought a sudden,
choking sob from Dave Henderson, and in a great
yeatning impulse he let his head sink down until his
cheek for an instant was laid against hers—and then,
the muscles of his right arm straining until they
cracked, he lowered himself down and dropped to the
ground.

He ran now, lurching, across the yard, and out into
the lane, and hfx he paused again to listen. But he
heard nothing. He was clear of that cursed trap,
house now—if he could only keep dear I He ran on
again, stumbling again, with his burden. And now,
though he did not pause to listen any more, it seemed
as though his throbbing eardrums caught the sounds
at last that they had been straining to hear. Wasn't
that the police behind there now—on the street in
front of The Iron Tavern? It sounded like it—like
the arrival of a police patrol.
He reached the shed where he had hidden the valises

entered, and laid Teresa tenderly on the Hoor. He used
his flashlight then—and a low moan came from his lips.
Ihe bullet had cut across the side of her neck just
above the shoulder; the wound ^as bleeding profusely,
ana over the package of banknotes, around which her
amis were stiU tightly clasped, there had spread a
crimson stam. He drew her arms gently apart, laid
the package on the floor, and then, wrenching one of


