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away from them, he would not at least jump from the
pot into the fire and have the poV \t his heeU the
very next instant; and, besides, there was that lun-

dred thousand dollars I The further away he got from
'Frisco the more inviolate became Mrs. Tooler's old
pigeon-cote

!

Fifty yards I He glanced behind him again. It

was still fifty yards

—

start. Well, fifty yards was fifty

yards, and he might as well take it now. He was well

in the outskirts, the houses were becoming scattered,

an open road was ahead, and
He bent suddenly low over the wheel, and flung the

throttle wide. The car leaped forward like a thor-

oughbred answering to the spur. There was a burst

of yells from behind—and then silence, save for the

rush of the wind, the creak of the swaying, lurching

car, and the singing throb of the sixty horse-power
engine, unleashed now, in full stride under the lash.

A mile, two miles—^the speed was terrific. There
was no sound from behind—just the roar of his own
car in his ears. The houses were fewer now—it was
the open country. Another mile I He was at his

absolute maximum of speed now. He straightened

up slightly, and shot a quick glance over his shoulder.

The big gray car was fifty yards behind.

A shot rang out—and then a fusillade of them. He
was low over the wheel again, his jaws set rigidly.

Was it fifty yards? He was not sure, he was not
sure but that it was less—^he was only sure that it was
not more.

The shots ceased for a moment. A car, coming in

the opposite direction, had taken to the extreme edge
of the road, half into the ditch. He had a flash of a

woman's face, as he swept by—great dark eyes that


