
THE HEIB TO GKAND-PBfi

Have you a ball of stout twine?" asked Win-
slow, his mind alert and stronger now. " If so
throw It up to me, and I will let down the end for
your rope."

All pockets were emptied, but only a few yards

M.!r!"^ /^'^'"^ ''"^ ^"^ ^"^^^^ we^e found,Mane s shoelaces not adding nearly enough to serve

Suddenly the young woman made an exclamation

»„j?-^ !u™'"^
^"^ ^^' ^^^^^'' ^^»"e <^»«se to himand said m their native tongue:

"J'amelerai mon bas, pSre."
"Merci. mademoiselle," said Winslow, in goodrrench accent.

These words only added greater speed to her feetas she withdrew from sight behind a large rockand in a few minutes appeared again with a goodW
ball of yam. Her appearance at once disclosed the
secret the rock would otherwise have kept. Therewas not enough of her skirt to cover her roughboo s used for the beach and the shell-covered dulse-
beds, so beneath It was seen one white ankle and
part of a hmb, which was reason enough for the
heightened color of the maiden's cheeks It Justbe understood that a stocking can only be unravelLby beginmng at the end knitted last, namely, at the

"Now, Len, do your best. Throw it as near tome as you can."

The ordeal was too much for his accuracy of
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