
8 KVKRY MAN FOR HIMSELF

Kendrick that he was ready to agree that the sun

rose in the south and made a daily trip straight

north to escape the heat, if Mr. Kendrick said

so. His anxiety to make friends had been posi-

tively funny; but there had been a sincerity in

his handshake that somehow had seemed to rob

the apology of its satisfaction. And when Mc-
Corquodale had proffered a broken cigar Ken-
drick had accepted it with an uneasy feeling that

he had made somewhat of a fool of himself ; for

Phil was no prig and he found that McCorquo-
dale was a pretty good sort with a certain whim-
sicality that was not to be denied.

He rested his paddle for a moment and floated

in the dark, listening. As soon as he got home
he would go to the refrigerator for a piece of raw

beefsteak for his swollen eye. Dam that eye ahy-

way! He would have to hibernate up in the

woods till it became more presentable. Far be-

hind him in the mist somewhere the yard-engine

was still coughing ; across the water came a sub-

dued squeal of protesting flanges, followed by the

distant bang of shunted box-cars. He listened

for any sound of the harbor patrol boat ; but even

had he bothered to show a light it would have

been obliterated in the fog, which was the worst

Kendrick ever had experienced. A raw beefsteak

poultice— He fancied the fog-horn was a little

louder; he would need to keep more to the left

or he would find himself hitting Mug's Landing,


