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Thus, n a relief to his feelings and in part to
keep warm by exertion, did Phil come home
through the fog at headlong pace in a high state of

discontent, a veritable bear w"th a sore head. As
he lifted the canoe to its place in the boathouse
something pricked his finger, and by the light of

a match he found a dollar bill pinned to one of

the canoe cushions with a tiny brooch. His hire

!

—the only reward he had had any right to expect I

The sight of these souvenirs did not tend to re-

store his peace of mind, and there was little mirth
in the short laugh which he bestowed upon them
as he thru'^t them into his pocket; yet it is in-

teresting that he looked upon them as souvenirs,

even while deciding to dismiss the whole matter
permanently fron* his thoughts.

The launch was not back yet, he noted. Well,
Stinson could go to the devil with it for all he
cared! He slammed the boathouse door and
strode up the side-street, this mood carrying as

far as the picket gate. His hand was on the latch

before he realized that the library windows were
blurring through the fog with light.

Had the servants all gone crazy to-night He
went around to the front of the house, and with

his face between the slats of the verandah railing,

peered through the French windows. Muttering
astonishment, he climbed over the railing, fitted

his latch-key noiselessly and swung open the

double glass doors that gave direct entrance to

the room. The slight sound of his entry passed


