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the sound of her voice from which to draw de-
ductions; but the cultured tones of it and the
lilt of her low laughter bespoke an education and
refinement with which he failed to reconcile the
Idea that she was a lady burglar. Yet
He stopped paddling to listen intently. Sev-

eral times now he had thought he heard a sound
off in the darkness behind him. It came again—
a slight hollow sound, as of a paddle scraping
auainst a canoe. They were being followed
Had the girl heard it, too? He waited for the
wail of the fog-horn to die away—and found her
speaking.

"—frank with you, Mr. Ke .drick," she was
saying. The circumstances are less extraordin-
ar>- than they appear to you. My—I. isband and

IxT^'^^i^J F^'"^'' ^ ^"^"^'^ house on the Island.
VVe paddled over in a canoe and Joe went ahead
of me to locate it. In the dark I must have
missed the spot where he was waiting for me and
when you came along so silently and so close to
the bank I naturally thought it was Joe. Ridi-
culously simple, you see."
"You have forgotten the launch," prompted

Kendnck severely.

"I know nothing about the launch," she denied
with resentment. "When I heard those people
comirg I thought it was some of the guests from
t e party who had said they would race us home
Will vou please paddle on, Mr. Kendrick It is


