
12 THE WEB OP THE GOLDEN SPIDER
Before them loomed the dripping wall, beyond that

the road which led to the waiting fists, beyond that the
wind-swept, gray waves; behind them rose the blank
house with its darkened windows.

" Well," he said, " we must go inside."
He crossed the yard to one of the ground-floor win-

dows and tried to raise it As he expected, it was
locked. He thrust his elbow through a pane just above
the catch and raised it He climbed in and told her
to wait until he opened the door. It seemed an hour
before he reappeared, framed in the dark entrance.
He held out his hand to her.

" Come in," he bade her.

She obeyed, moving on tiptoe.
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