
3*6 FROM NOW ON
«nd Murried out through the front door. Th«t was
Maggot—like a rat leaving a jinking ahip—M «ot
who
Then reaaoh came again. The police I At any mo-

ment now—<he police. In an instant he had caught
Teresa up in his arms. She wasn't dead—he could
hMr her breathingf—only it was weak—pitifully weak.
There should be an exit to the fire escape from this
floor—but it was dark and he had no time to seareh—
It was quicker to go up the stairs—where he knew the
way—and out through his own room.

Stumbling, sta^ering in the darkness, holding
Teresa m his arms, he made his way upstairs. The po-
hce—his mind centered on that again. If she and he
were caught here, his identification as Dave Henderson,
which would ultimately ensue, would damn her; this
money, wrapped so tenaciously in her arms, would damn
her; and, on top of that old score of the police in San
Francisco, there had been ugly work here in this house
to-night. If it were not for the money, the criminal
hoax played upon the police in the disappearance of
Dave Henderson would not be so serious—but the
money was here, and in that hoax she had had a part,
and the shadow of Nicolo Capriano still Uy acroat her
shoulders.

The night air came gratefully cool upon his face.
He drew It in in great, gasping breaths, greedily, hun-
grily. He had gained the fire escape through the win-
dow now, and now he paused for the first time to listen.
There was no sound. Back there inside the house
It was as still as death. Death! WeU, why shouldn't
It be, there was death there, and

^
His arms tightened suddenly in a great, overwhelm-

ing paroxysm of fear around Teresa, and he bent his
head, bent it lower, lower still, until his face was dose


