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owl among the trees, which cry he was astonished

to find answered from the water. He sat up and

listened. Presently there grated on the sand the

keel of a boat, and some one stepped ashore. From
the woods there emerged the shadowy forms of

three men. Nothing was said, but they got silently

into the boat, which might have been Charon's craft

for all he could see of it. The rattle of the row-

locks and the plash of oars followed, while a voice

cautioned the rowers to make less noise. It was

evident that some belated fugitives were eluding the

authorities of both countries. Renmark thought,

with a smile, that if Yates were in his place he

would at least give them a fright. A sharp com-

mand to an imaginary company to load and fire

would travel far through such a night, and would

give the rowers a few moments of great discomfort.

Renmark, however, did not shout, but treated the

episode as part of the mystical dream, and lay down
on the sand again. He noticed that the water* in

the east seemed to feel the approach of morning

even before the sky. Gradually the day dawned, a

slowly lightening grey at first, until the coming sun

spattered a filmy cloud with gold and crimson. Ren-

mark watched the glory of the sunrise, took one lin-

gering look at the curved beauty of the bay shore,

shook the sand from his clothing, and started back

for the village and the camp beyond.

The village was astir when he reached it. He was

surprised to see Stoliker on horseback in front of

one of the taverns. Two assistants were with him,


