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and Wilson's eyes met the sparkling eyes of the

girl.

MacMichacl looked at his dau^-litcr.

" W ell, dertii'," lie >.ii(l. " what (l<j yuu tiiink of

all this." The I lau.^died.

" This is the complication I told you about," she

said.

" It is. is it! and how did you know?"
"Oh! inttiiti.Mi," she laut^hed. "I put two and

two together aiul in.ide li\c. wIkmi yon would have

made tour. I added one oi' uiy own, you see, and
in this case live happened to Ije right."

"You weren't told?" he asked, looking suspi-

ciously at Wilson.

" No! on my honour! " and the girl thumped the

place over her heart with a sonorous hump.
' How lone:. I'leasc, has what yon call your intui-

tion hetn good enough to let you know about this

business ?
"

"I didn't know; I only suspected."

" How long have you suspected."
** Oh ! two or three days, that is all. Only since

we met the iralrus."

"Hmni!" grunted MacMichael. "women are a
queer lot. There arc times and things at which the

best and sharpest of them are rcmarkahle for noth-

ing but their tlumdering stupidity, and then again,

sometimes they know things, and you don't know-

how they find them out. They're a queer lot, but


