
FOG 3

Stairs to the Canoe Club his thoughts were
troubled. At that hour there was nobody about,
but he let himself in with a special key which he
earned for such contingencies. He found the
suitcase undisturbed where he had left it and
soon had his canoe in the water. A moment
later he was driving into the thick wall of fog
with strong, practiced strokes, heading straight
across the bay for Centre Island.

1 T^j ^^^^ ^^"^^ concern. This land-
locked Toronto Bay he knew like a well-marked
passage m a favorite book and at two o'clock in
the morning it was not necessary to nose along
cautiously, listening for the approach of water
craft. Away to the right the lights of the amuse-
ment park on Hanlan's Point had gone out long
ago, b^rc the fog settled down like a wet blan-
ket. The ferries had stopped running for the
night. Even the "belt line boat," Lulu,--Ust
hope of bibulous or belated Islanders—was back
in her slip, funnel cold, lights out. The whole
deserted waterfront lay wrapped in the shroud
of the fog, lulled by the lap of water against pil-
ings and :he faint creakings of small craft at
their moorings.
As the solitary canoe poked out for the open

bay these minor sounds fell behind and were re-
placed by the steady puri of water under the bow.
It hlled ^ylth pleasing monotone the interiudes
between the fussing of the yard-engine back on
the railway trackage and the blatancy of the fog-


