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SYNOPSIS. 

Major Lawrcncc, son of Jnilffo T>n.w-
tancn of VirRlnla, whoso wlCo wilh :l l«, 
'!• mint on a pcrlloux mlHshm by (Jon. 
Washington, JuhI nrier tho wlnU-i ut Val
ley ]' 'orKG. IJlapuIsod In a Untmli uni
form Ijfuvroni-c .-irrlvcs wlllilri tin- I'ncniv'a 
lines. Tho Major attonds a grunt fete 
nfid saves (lit* "I^ady of UM J!I I> IKI I(1 
Roso" from mob. Ho later meets tin? girl 
it a brilliant ball. Trouble is stimuli 
over a waltz, and Lawi-otico 13 urKi'tl by 
his partner. Mistress Mortimer (The Lady 
of tlio Ulendod llosi-), to malto his ckoujjo. 
.Zjawrenco is detected as a «py by Captain 
Grant of the BrltlHh Army, who aKrcos 
to a duol. Tho duel Is stopped by Grant's 
Ifl ' leudH and the spy makes a dash for 
liberty, swimming a river following a nar
row escape. The Major arrives at the 
nbop of a blacksmith, who is friendly, and 
Jfnows the Lady of the Blended Rose. 
Captain Grant and rangers search black-
•'•iiiivii lit ... _. . . ... 
'rence Joins the mlnut« men. Grant and 
his train are captured by the minute men. 

; CHAPTER X*—Conltinued. 
: -oh, 1 see; a family arrangement. 
;Well, Grant, this la all very interest
ing, but I am unable to conceive what 
|1 havo to do with It. I met Mistress 
.Mortimer by accident, and then was 
fortunate enough to dance with her 

:once, 'Tis scarcely likely we shall 
•ver meet again. The daughter of a 
colonel of Queen's Rangers is not apt 
to come again into contact with an 
officer of the Maryland Lino. I don't 
know why you should single me out 
tn this matter. I don't even know the 
lady's brother." 
. "Her brother?" . • '< <• 

"'YeB, the famiiy renegade; the twin 
(brother on Lee's staff." 

I could not perceive the expression 
-of the man's face, but he was a long 
•while answering. 

"Oh, yes. She told you about him ?" 
"It was mentioned. Would I know 

the boy from any resemblance to his 
•later?" 

"Y—yes, at least 1 should suppose 
•so. You must have become very inti
mate for her to have told you that. 
You see It—it is a family secret." 

"Nothing for Tories to boast over, 
I should imagine. However, it came 
«p naturally enough while we spoke of 
the sufferings of the American army 
during the winter. It is. a sad thing 
the way this war has divided families. 
Has Mistress Claire any Colonial sen
timents?" 

"How the devil do I know! She 
vould not be likely to air them, before 
me. 1 don't, know what fool Jrick you 
flayed on her last night, but she's on 
^he right side just the same." ;.;f 

"I think so, too." 
His manner was so disagreeable 

that I Instantly determined to have an 
end. I had more important work be
fore me than quarreling with this fel
low, and, somehow, his claimed inti
macy with Mistress Mortimer grated 
fepon me strangely. , 

"It that is all you requested an in
terview for. Captain Grant," I said 
Ooldly, "I'll trouble you to return to 
jour men." 

Irritated that I had even condescend
ed to question him, I turned back up 
the toad to where the men were yet 
Vjmv about the wagons, spoke a few 
•ortt to ttaVul, he explaining to me 
&e best route toward the river cross
ing at Burlington, and then swung in
to the saddle and sent the black for
ward to the crest of the ridge. 

I permitted the animal to go his own 
gait, and for a mile or more he kept 
«p a hot gallop, finally tiring to a 
trot. So far as I could judge from the 
few stars visible we were traveling al
most due north. However, I was cer
tainly getting farther away from the 
British lines, and could swing to the 
ksft at daylight It. made little diffcr-

,ance where. I struck the Delaware; 
mitenorth added to my Bafety. 
horse had fallen into a long, 

one* with knee pressed inLo my ehest., 
tlie other uplifting the butt ol' a pis
tol over my head. There was not a 
word spoken, hut I could see they 
were in uniform, although tho fellow 
kneeling on me hud I he features and 
long hair of an Indian. My horse 
started to holt, but his rein was 
gripped, and then a third figure, 
mounted, rode into the range of my 
vision. 

"Search him for weapons, Tonepnh," 
said a boyish voice briefly. "There 
are pistols in the saddle holsters, but 
he may have others. Then tie him up 
as quick as you can." 

There was no mistaking my captors 
—tho young dragoon lieutenant, and 
the three who had escaped with him. 
But why had they ridden in this di
rection? What object could they have 
in thus attacking me? They afforded 
me little opportunity for solving these 
problems. Had I been a bale of to
bacco I could not have been treated 
with less ceremony, tho white man un
clasping my belt, while the Indian, 
with a grunt, flung me over on my 
face, and began binding hands and 
feet. I kicked him once, sending him 
tumbling backward, but he only came 
back silently, with more cruel twist 
of the rope, while the boy laughed, 
bending over his horse's neck. 

"Hoist liim up on the black, lads," 
he said shortly, reining back out of 
the way. "Delavan's horse. Isn't it? 
Yes, tie his feet underneath, and one 
of you keep a hand on the reins. Peter, 
you and Cass ride with him. I wai»t 
Tonepah with me, All ready? We'll 
take the east road." 

, Some one struck the horse, and he 
plunged forward, swerving sharply to 
the right |n* response to the strong 
hand on his bit. I swayed in the sad
dle, but the bonds held, and we went 
loping forward into the night. 

M&lJHir»ingin|sk!ope, bearing us forward rap-
., Mljr. The moon had disappeared, btft 

r/(S# was guttering with Btars, and 
coold distinguish the main features 

I was on the 
"Mtmnaltof a alight ridge, but the road 

fi.3itWeiT6d 'to the right, leading down 
i^|i^i';fci<>ad-:,-*alIey.- -There were'no 

gplpfWl of habitation!, until we rounded 
of - a small grove, and ' came 

pwJHfcfcljr np<tt a little village of a 
.houses on either aide the high-

S&W*** were wrapped in dark-
WM^ntly deserted, shapeless 

.. . .VMf -iS^WtUTcB,' • situuUgu T 
had the appearance of a 

rani;. «i>4 «»&*»« seemed a store 
1» jfrpnt of tbisJaat, 

thirst, 

CHAPTER XI. 

Introducing Peter. -
It was a new country to me that we 

traversed, a rolling country, but not 
thickly settled, although the road ap
peared to be a well-beaten track. The 
gloom, coupled with the rapidity of 
our movements, prevented me from 
seeing anything other than those dim 
objects close at hand, yet we were 
evidently traveling almost straight 
east. I endeavored to enter into con
versation with the two fellows riding 
on either side of me, but neither one 
so much as turned his head in re
sponse to my voice, and I soon tired 
of the attempt. The night told me 
little of who they might be, although 
they were both in the uniform of the 
Queen'B Rangers, the one called Peter 
on my right a round, squat figure, and 
bald-headed, bis bare scalp Shining 
oddly when once he removed his 
cocked hat; the other was an older 
man. with gray chin beard, and glit
tering display of teeth. 

The movements of my horse caused 
the ropes to lacerate my wrists and 
ankles, the pain increasing so that 
once or twice I cried out. The fel-' 
lows guarding me did not even turn 
thefr heads, but the lieutenant drew 
up his horse so as to t;iock us. 

"What is the trouble? Arc you 
hurt?" 

"These ropes are tearing into the 
flesh," I groaned. "I'd be just as safe 
if they were loosened a bit." 

I saw him lean forward, shading his 
face with one hand, as he stared 
toward me through the darkness. I 
thought he drew a quick breath as 
from surprise, and there was a mo
ment's hesitancy. 

"Let out the topes a trifle, Peter," 
came the final order. 

The little bald-headed man went ^ 
It without a word, the lieutenant rein
ing back his horse slightly, and draw
ing hiB hat lower over his eyes, In 
the silence one of the horses neighed, 
and the boy seemed to stralght&n in 
his saddle, glancing suspiciously about. 

"Ride ahead slowly, Tonepah," he 
ordered. "IH catch up with you," He 
turned back toward me. "Who are 
you, anyway?" 

Surprised at the unexpected ques
tion, my first thought was to conceal 
inV Ifcvlily. Tbeu wer« King's men, 
and I was in Ordinary clothes—-the 
rough feqbtMiton furnished by Fairell. 
If, by cay chance, I was not the party 
they liid expected to waylay, I might 

• he released without search. 
• "Who^Witt I?" I ' Do Ton 
mean you ha*e gone to all this trouble 
without knowtatg whom you Void nrt* 
ofjerr' < - \ r 

It teems so," coolly, 
r >u> wo^tbeusfct 

I straightened up bareheaded, the 
faint, star-gleam on my face. The lieu
tenant remained quiet, but. Peter broke 
his sphinx-like silence. 

"'T ain't him, is it?" . *- . • 
"No; he must have taken the other 

road after all," with a slight laugh. 
"We've been 011 a wild-goose chase. 
However, it's too late now to catch 
the follow on this trip." 

Peter nibbed his bald pate, his eyes 
on me. 

"An' what ' l l  we do with this lad?" 
he answered drawlingly. "Turn him 
loose?" 

"Bring him along. We'll find out to
morrow who lie is, and what his busi
ness may be. Men are not riding these 
roads at midnight without some pur
pose." ' -

He wheeled his liorse, and, with a 
touch of the spur, disappeared in the 
darkness ahead. Peter clambered hack 
into the saddle, and gripped my rein. 

"Come on," he said disgustedly, kick
ing the black in tho side. "It's a ways 
yet afore yer lie down." 

We rode steadily, and at a good 
pace. Occasionally the older man 
swore solemnly, but Peter never ut
tered a sound, not even turning his 
head at mv attempts to draw him into 
conversation. The situation mystified 
me, but it became more and more evi
dent that I should have to* wait until 
morning before learning the truth. 
Neither Peter nor the inclia^ s^erned 
to belong to the class with which the 
army was recruited-- Peter appeared 
more like a well-trained servant, and 
his riding was atrocious. And the lieu
tenant! There came back to me the 
haunting memory thnt he had joined 
Delavan as a volunteer—the Dragoon 
uniform sufficient proof that he was 
neither of the original foraging party 
of Hessians, nor of Grant's detach
ment. of Rangers. Yet these others 
wore green and white, and must, there
fore, have been in Grant's command. 
How did the four manage to escape 
from our attack, evidently animated 
by one purpose? Why was Grant so 
anxious to learn if I had seen the lieu
tenant, and whether we had a party 
out seeking him? Not one of these 
questions could I answer; not one 
could I even guess at with any degree 
of satisfaction. (  

We were coming out of the low, 
swamp lands into a more thickly set
tled, and cultivated region. Rail and 
stone fences could be seen on either 
side the road, and we passed swiftly 
by a number of- farmhouses, some sim
ple log structures, although one or two 
were more pretentious. 

It may have been two miles further 
along, when the lieutenant, and his In
dian companion, wheeled suddenly to 
the right, and, without slackening 
speed, rode through an open gate, and 
up a graveled roadway, circling 
through a grove of trees to the front 
door of a great square mansion. It 
was dark and silent, a wide porch in 
front supported by huge pillars, a 
broad flight of steps leading from the 
driveway. The Indian ran up these, 
leaving the lieutenant holding his 
horse, while we drew up some yards to 
the rear. I heard the boom of the 
iron knocker, followed by a gleam of 
light through a lower window. Then 
a negro's voice spoke, and the front 
door opened, disclosing two figures, 
one with sputtering candle in hand 
The two exchanged a dozen words be
fore the lieutenant asked impatiently : 

"Is it all right Tonepah?" 
The taciturn Indian made no at

tempt at speech, but gave an expres
sive gesture, and the young oijicer 
turned in his saddle. 

"Take the prisoner to the lower 
room, Peter," he ordered curtly. "I'll 
decide tomorrow if he can be of any 
use to us." 

The two fellowB loosened the rope 
about my ankles, and Peter waddling 
ahead, the graybeard gripping my 
arm, we climbed the steps, and en
tered the hall. A tall, slim negro, evi
dently a house-servant from his sleek 
appearance, eyeing me curiously, 
handed the little fellow a second light
ed candle, and the three of us went 
tramping along the wide hall, past the 
circling stairs, until we came to _ 
door al tlie rear. . This the blacE flung 
open, without a' word, and I waB led 
down, into the basement The flicker
ing candle yielded but glimpses.of 
great rooms, beautifully, decorated, 
audi almost before I realized what was 
oecorrlng. I had been thrust into -

apartment, the door behind me 
and locked. The two guards 

left the sputtering candle, perhaps a 
third borned, behindhand I heard than 

1bllu back ttaougb the darkness 
stairs. I gignceti 

rope from try wrlBtii, my mind instant
ly reverting to the chance of escape. 
Whoever these fellows might be, what
ever their purpose, I had 110 intention 
of remaining in their hands a moment 
longer than necessary. Somehow their 
silence, their mysterious movement a,  
had impressed me with a strange feel
ing of fear which I could not analyze. 
I could not believe myself a mere pris
oner of war,  but rather as being held 
for some private purpose yet to be re
vealed. Yet the room offered li t t le 
promise. It  was nearly square, tho 
' .vails of stone solidly imbedded in 
mortar,  the door of oak, thickly stud
ded with nails,  and tho two small win
dows protected by thick iron b::rs.  I t  
was a cell  so strong that a sincle 
glance about convinced mo of the hope
lessness of any attempt at  breaking 
out.  

I  was not there to exceed ten min
utes when, without warning, tho lock 
clicked, and Peter came in. I sat  up 
quickly, but as instantly he had closed 
the door,  and actually stood there 
grinning cheerfully.  I would never 
have believed him capable of so pleas
ant an expression but.  for the evidence 
of my own eyes. 

"Spring lock," he grumbled, a thumb 
over his shoulder,  "opens outside." 

Whatever resemblance to a soldier 
he might have previously shown while 
in uniform was now entirely banished. 
Bareheaded, his bald dome of thought 
shining in the candle-light,  his round, 
solemn face, with big innocent gray 
eyes gazing at  me, an apron about his 
fat.  waist ,  the fellow presented an al
most ludicrous appearance. Somehow 
:cy heart  warmed to him, especially as 
I perceived the tray, heavily ladon, 
which he bore easily 011 one arm, and 
the towel flung over his shoulder.  And 
as I stared at  him his movements be
came professional.  Silently,  solemnly, 
his mind strictly upon his duties,  he 
wiped off the table top, and arranged 
the various dishes thereon with the 
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glasses, and finally placing one of the 
chairs in position. Stepping back, nap
kin still upon arm, he bowed silently. I 
took the seat iudicated, and glanced 
up into his almost expressionless face. 

"Peter, you old fraud," I said swift
ly, "have you eaten?" 

"Not as yet, sir," his voice showing 
just the proper tone of deference, his 
eyes staring straight ahead. 

"Then take that chair and sit down." 
"Oh, no, sir; indeed, sir, I am not at 

all hungry, sir." 
I squared myself, fingering the knife 

at my plate. 1 
•Peter," I said, sternly, "I'm a bet

ter man than you are, and you'll either 
sit down t here and eat with me, or I'll 

or the mar.,  end striving to deternnn* 
how best to win his confidence. 1 u ' : i n  

hungry, and. not knowing what t" say, 
fell  to worn with itome insiatin^ 
on his doing likewise. Vet e\on as I 
disposed of the food that stol.fl  Kic« 
opposite fascinated tr.e,  and hi-Id ray 
gaze. The fellow was not so big a 
fool as he looked, for while the !ea-
tures remained expressionless and va
cant,  there was a sly glimmer to the 
eye, betraying an active, obseivant 
mind behind the mask. I began to 
snsiject some purpose in his play act
ing. 

"What is your name, my man?" I 
asked finally, made nervous by hi3 

silence. 
"Peter Swanson, sir ," humbly. 
"Oh, a Swede?" 
"By ancestry only, sir ," he explained, 

wiping his mouth with a corner of the 
napkin, but not luting his eves from 
the plate.  '"T is a hundred years since 
we crossed the sea." 

"And you've been good Kings men 
ever since?" 

l ie cocked one eye up at me. 
"It  would seem so, sir ." •••• 
"The fellow with the gray chin beard 

was Irish, was n' t  he?" rr  
"He might be, sir ." 
"A Swede, an Irishman, and nn Tr 

dian," I said musingly. "That matres 
a nice combination for the Queens 
Rangers.  Come now, Peter,  gi\e me 
the straight of all  this." 

Ho stopped with his fork in a bit  of 
meat,  favoring me with another stare.  

"I think I fail  to comprehend, sir ." 
"No, you don't ,  you rascal." a bit  of 

anger in my voice. "Did you bring 
this"supper yourself,  or were you scut 
here?" „ \  

"T'nder orders,  sir ." 
"The lieutenant. '"  
He bowed solemnly, and asked: 
"Would you object iff  smoked, sir?" 
"Certainly not;  only answer my 

questions. Good heavens, man! do you 
think I am a log of wood? Act.  l ike a 
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"A Dragoon, sir ." 
"Peter," I broke out,  irri tated be

yond patience, "I have some reason to 
believe you a liar.  But I 'nr goinn to 
get the truth from you if I  have to 
choke it  out." 

"Yes sir;  very good.) indeed, sir .  
However,  there would pecm to be no 
need of your resorting to such ex
treme measures,  sir ." 

"Then you will  tell  me what 1 wish 
to know?" 

"It  will  afford me pleasure, sir ." 
"Then kindly inform first  ot  all  

who this young lieutenant is." 
"I fear,  sir ," solemnly, "that I  may 

have misinformed you when I said 
he was a Dragoon." ,  
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quality. . . 

At your grocers 

RECEIVED 
HIGHEST 
AWARDS 

World'e Pure Food Eip 
sition, Chicago, UL 

Paris Expoailion, Ftaas 
March, 1912. 

You don't taoe money when you buy 
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Chbosing a Wife. 
An old Virginia gentleman who said 

he knew the way to pick a wife was 
willing to recommend it to young men. 
His advice is: See how she looks in 
the morning! The old Virginia gen
tleman, when getting married himself 

• sent his valet across the country to 
i take a look at two sisters in the early 
| morning. One looked well and one 
I didn't. So, ladies, beware! these facts 
, are important if true. And true they 
! are as sure as you are women. Men 

hate a woman who looks frowzy In 
the morning. 
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Examine caretully every bottle of 

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for 
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Bears the 
Signature of i 
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A Mistaken Idea. 
"The storm caused me a great deal 

j of suffering by breaking all the win-
i dov;s in my house." 
i "Why, I always understood that 

S breaking windows was a perfectly 
! pane-less operation." 

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup for Children 
teeiliint,'. softens the gums, reduces inthttnuia-
ttoTi, allays paiu, cures wind colic, 25c a bottle. 

It Was a Cell %o Strong That a Single Glance About Convinced Me of ths 
Hopelessness of Any Attempt at Breaking Out. 

lick you within an inch of yOur life. 
TherS Is food enough here for three 
men, and I want company." 

He rubbed his hand across his Hps, 
and I caught a gleam of intelligence in 
his eyes. 

"Well, sir, seeing you put it in that 
way, sir,'1 he confessed, almost as 
though in regret", "I hardly see how I 
can refuse. It is very flattering, sir." 
He drew up the other chair and Bat 
down opposite me. "Would you care 
for a glass of wine first, sir?" he 
asked solicitously. "It has been a 
rather dusty ride." 

' CHAPTER Xtl. 
• . • •%•••• • T- • 
\ I Interview Peter. 

I accepted the wine gratefully, and 
sst la silence while he served the 
m««t, wondering at the odd Character 

"Yes!" eagerly. 
"I would correct my statement some

what—he is a Light Dragoon, sir." iS.V-' 
In spite of my eifort at self-control, 

I swore,' tempted to hatter that stolid 
face, yet realizing the utter useless-
ness of such violence. 

"Now, see here!" I broke forth 
fiercely. Havo done with your play. 
You are no soldier; I doubt if you 
were ever on a horse's back until to
night And those fellowB with you are 
not Queen's Rangers, I'll swear." 

"How do- you know, air?" he inter 
rupted gently. "Are you in the army. 

Of coure.I am," I cried, answering 
without consideration. 

tho"ght Blr; although yout 
f 5° n°t Proclaim the fact. Ma.i 
» as» w.iivh afiiiy ?" -.... . 
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