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go down to the lake and see the traces. Then we
can return the warrant."

Renmark found Yates still asleep in the tent. He
prepared breakfast without disturbing him. When
the meal was ready, he roused the reporter and told

him of his meeting with Stoliker, advising him to

get back to New York without delay.

Yates yawned sleepily.

" Yes," he said, " I've been dreaming it all out.

ril get father-ir-law to tote me out to Fort Erie to*

night."

" Do you think it will be safe to put it off so long ?
"

" Safer than trying to get away during the day.

After breakfast I'm going down to the Bartlett

homestead. Must have a chat with the old folks,

you know. I'll spend the rest of the day making

up for that interview by talking with Kitty. Stol-

iker will never search for me there, and now that he

thinks I'm gone, 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
searching. 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 v/ith the Bartletts.

If I were you, I'd have a nap. You look tired out."

" I am," said the professor.

Renmark intended to lie down for a few moments

until Yates was clear of the camp, after which he de-


