272 1n the Midst of Alarms.

old folks, you know. I'll spend the rest of the
day making up for that interview by talking
with Kitty. Stoliker will never search for me
there, and, now that he thinks I'm gore, he will
likely make a visit to the tent. Stoliker is a
good fellow, but his strong point is duty, you
know; and if he’s certain I'm gone, he’ll give
his country the worth of its money by search-
ing. I won’t be back for dinner, so you can
put in your time reading my Dime Novels, I
make no reflections on your cooking, Renny,
now that the vacation is over; but I have my
preferences, and they incline toward a final
meal with the Bartletts. If I wereyou,1'd have
a nap. You look tired out.”

“1 am,” said the professor.

Renmark intended to lie down for'a few
moments until Yates was clear of the camp, .
after which he determined to pay a visit; but

Nature, when she got him locked up in sleep, .

took her revenge. He did not hear Stoliker
and his satellites search the premises, just as
Yates had predicted they would; and when he
finally awoke, he found to his astonishment that
it was nearly dark. But he was all the better
for his sleep, and he attended to his personal
appearance with more than ordinary care.

Old Hiram Bartlett accepted the situation
with the patient and grim stolidity of a man
who takes a blow dealt him by a Providence
known by him to be inscrutable. What he had
done to deserve it was beyond his comprehen-
sion. He silently hitched up his horses, and,
for the first time in his life, drove into Fort
Erie without any reasonable excuse for going
there. He tied his team at the usual corner,
after which he sat at one of the tavérns and
drank strong waters that had no apparent
effect on him. He even went so far as to
smoke two native cigars; and a man who can
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