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"Well," he said in sulky acquiescence, 
"the men meant no special harm, but 
have it your own way. Fall back, 
men! As to what you say to me per
sonally, you shall answer to me for 
that at a more fitting time," he contin
ued doggedly. 

"When and where you please," an
swered Desborough hotly, "though I'd 
soil a sword by passing it through you. 
What was Dunmore thinking of when 
he put you in charge of this party and 
sent you to do this work, I wonder? 
Give your orders to your men to un
hand this gentleman instantly. You 
will give your parole, sir? I regret 
that we are compelled to secure your 
person, but those were the orders, and 
you, madam," turning to Katharine, 
"I believe no order requires you to be 
taken prisoner, and therefore you shall 
go free " 

But Katharine had knelt down by 
her prostrate lover as soon as the 
space in front of her had been cleared 
and was entirely oblivious to all that 
was taking place about her. 

"Allow me to introduce myself, colo
nel," he resumed. "I am Lord Des
borough. I have often heard my fa
ther, the Earl of Desmond, in Ireland, 
speak of you. I regret that we meet 
under such unpleasant circumstances, 
but the governor's orders must be car
ried out, though I wish he had sent a 
more worthy representative to do so. 
I will see, however, that everything Is 
done for your comfort in the future." 

"Sir," said the colonel, bowing, "you 
have Tendered me a service I can never 
repay. I know your father well. He 
is one of the finest gentlemen of his 
time, and his son has this day shown 
that he is worthy of the honored name 
he bears. I will go with you cheerful
ly, and you have my parole of honor. 
Katharine, you are free; you will be 
safe in the house, I think, until I can 
arrange for your departure." 

She looked up from the floor and 
then rose. "Oh, father, he is dead; he 
is dead," she moaned. "Yes, I will go 
with you. Take me away." 

"Nay, my child, I cannot" 
"Enough of this!" broke in the sneer

ing voice of Johnson. "She has been 
taken in open resistance to the king's 
forces, and, •warrant or no warrant, or
ders or no orders, or court martial ei
ther," this with a malevolent glance 
at Desborough, "she goes with us as 
a prisoner " 

"I will pledge my word, Colonel Wil
ton, "that no violence is offered her," 
exclaimed Desborough promptly, and 
then, turning to Katharine: 

"Trust me, madam." 
"I do, sir," she said faintly, giving 

him her hand. "You are very kind." 
"It is nothing, mistress," he replied, 

bowing low over it as he raised it re
spectfully to his lips "I will hold you 
safe with my life." 

"Very pretty," sneered Johnson. "But 
are you coming?" 

"What shall we do with these two, 
captain?" asked the sergeant, kicking 
the prostrate form of Seymour and 
pointing to the body of the man who 
had been slain. 

"Oh, let them lie there! We can't be 
bothered with dead and dying men. 
One of them is gone; the other soon 
will be The slaves will bury them 
and those other three at the foot of the 
hill D'ye hear, ye black niggers? 
There's hardly room enough on the 
sloop for the Ihing," he continued, 
with cynical indifference. 

"All right, captain As you say, poor 
Joe's no good now, and, as for the oth
er, that crack of Welsh's was a rare 
good one He will probably die before 
morning anvhow," replied the sergeant, 
there being little love lost among the 
members of this philosophic crew Be
sides, the more dead the more plunder 
for the living And many of the band 
were e\en now following the example 
of their loader and roaming over the 
house, securing at will whatever ex
cited their fancy, the wine cellar espe
cially not being forgotten. 

"Oh, my God! John," whispered 
Katharine, falling on her knees again 
by his side, "must I leave you now, oh, 
my love?" she moaned, taking his head1 

in her | r m s and with her handkerchief I 
wiping the blood from off his forehead. 
"And you have died for me—for me!" > 

The colonel saw the action, and knewi 
now what was the subject of the inter-! 
view after supper which Seymour had i 
so much desired. He knelt down be-j 
side his daughter, a great pity for her 
in his soul, and laid his hand on the 
prostrate man's heart. 

"He is not dead, Kalhai-ine," he 
whispered. "I do not even think he 
will die; he will be all right in an 
hour. If we don't go soon, Katharine, 
Philip and Bentley will return and 
be taken also," he continued rapidly. 
"Come, Katharine," he said more loud
ly, rising. "Dearest child, we must 
go—you must bear this, my daughter; 
it is for our country we suffer." But 
the talismanic word apparently had 
lost its charm for her. 

"What's all this?" said Johnson 
roughly. She must go." She only 
moaned and pressed her lover's hands 
against her heart. 

"And go now! Do you hear? Come, 
mistress," laying his hand roughly 
upon her shoulder. 

"Have a care, sir," said Desborough 
warningly. 

"Keep to yourself, my dear sir; no 
harm is done. But we must go, and 

"What's all this?" 
if she won't go willingly she will have 
to be carried, thaf s all. Do you hear 
me? Come on!" 

"Come, Katharine," said the colonel 
entreatingly. 

"Oh, father, father, I cannot leave 
him! I love him!" 

"I know you do, dear, and worthy he 
is of your love too. Please God, you 
shall see him once again! But now 
we must go. Will you not come with 
me? ' 

"I cannot, I cannot!" she repeated. 
"But you must, Kate," said the 

colonel, lifting her up, in deadly anxi
ety to get away before his son re
turned. "You are a prisoner." 

"I can't, father; indeed I can't!" she 
cried again. 

She struggled a moment, then half 
fainted in his arms. 

"Who else is here?" said Johnson. 
"Only the slaves," replied the colonel. 
"Well, we don't want them Move 

on, then! Your daughter can take her 
maid with her if she wishes," he said, 
with surly courtesy "Is this the wench ? 
Well, get your mistress a cloak and be 
quick about it!" 

Assisted by Chloe, the maid, and 
Lord Desborough, the colonel half car
ried, half led, his daughter out of the 
room. 

"Seymour, Seymour!" she cried de
spairingly at the door, but he lay still 
where he had fallen, seeing and hear
ing nothing. 

CHAPTER VI. 
FEW miles up the river from 
Colonel Wilton's plantation, 
upon a high bluff, from 
which, as at that point the 

river made a wide bend, one could see 
up and down for a long distance in 
either direction, was the beautiful home 
of the Talbots, known as Fairview 
Hall. 

On the evening of the raid at the Wil
ton place Madam Talbot and her son 
were having a very important conver
sation. Madam Talbot was a widow 
who had remained unwedded again 
from choice. Rumor had it that many 
gentlemen cavaliers of the neighbor
hood had been anxious to take to their 
own hearthstones the person of the 
fair young widow, so early bereft, and 
incidentally were willing to assume 
the responsibility of the management 
of the magnificent estate which had 
been left to her by her most consider
ate husband. 

Among the many suitors gossip held 
that Colonel Wilton was the chief, and 
it was thought at one time that his 
chances of success were of the best, 
but so far at least nothing had come 
of all the agitation, and Madam Talbot 
lived her life alone, managing her plan
tation, the object of the friendly ad
miration of all the old bachelors and 
widowers of the neighborhood. She 
had devoted herself to the successful 
development of her property with all 
the energy and capacity of a nature 
eminently calculated for success and 
was now one of the richest women in 
the colony. One son only had blessed 
her union with Henry Talbot, and Hil
ary Talbot was a young man just turn
ed twenty-five years of age and the 
idol of her soul. Too self contained 
and too proud to display the depth of 
her feelings except in rare instances, 
and too sensible to allow them to in
terfere in the training of the child, she 
had spared neither her heart nor her 
purse in his education, with such hap
py results that he was regarded by all 
who knew him as one of the finest 
specimens of young Virginia that it 
were possible to meet. Of medium 
height, active, handsome, dark eyed,( 
dark haired, fiery and impetuous in 
temperament, generous and frank in 
disposition, he was a model among 
men. Trained from his boyhood in 
every manly sport and art and educat
ed in the best institutions of learning 
in the colonies, his natural grace per-
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fected ay a tour of two years in Eng
land and abroad, from which he bad 
only a year or so since returned he 
perfectly represented all tliat was best 
in the young manhood of Virginia. For 
many years there had been hopes in the 
minds of Colonel Wilton and Madam 
Talbot that the affection between the 
two young people, who had played to
gether from childhood with all the 
frankness and simplicity permitted by 
country life, would develop into some
thing nearer and dearer and that by 
their marriage at the proper time the 
two great estates might be united. 

The two children, early informed of 
this desire, had grown up under the 
influence of the idea. As they reached 
years of discretion they had taken it 
for granted, considering the arrange
ment as a fact accomplished by tacit 
understanding and habit rather than 
by formal promise. Personally at
tached to each other—nay, even fondly 
affectionate—the indefinite tie seemed 
sufficiently substantial to bring about 
the desired result. Katharine had, es
pecially during Talbot's absence in'Eu
rope, resisted all the importunities and 
rejected all the proposals made to her, 
and on this account refused all the 
hearts laid at her feet. Since Talbot's 
return, however, and especially since 
he refused, or hesitated, rather, to cast 
his lot in with her own people, his 
neighbors and friends, in the Revolu
tion, the affair had on her part at least 
assumed a new phase. Still there had 
been nothing said or done to prevent 
this consummation so devoutly to be 
wished until the advent of Seymour. 
Then, too, Talbot, calm and confident 
in the situation, had not noticed Sey
mour's infatuation and was entirely 
ignorant that the coveted prize had 
slipped from his grasp. The insight of 
the confident lover was not so keen as 
that of the watchful father. 

It was believed by the principal men 
of Virginia that Talbot's sympathies 
were with the revolted colonies, but 
the influence of his mother, to whom 
he had been accustomed to defer, had 
hitherto proved sufficient to prevent 
him from openly declaring himself. 
His visit to England and the delight
ful reception he had met with there 
had weakened somewhat the ties 
which bound him to his native country, 
and he found himself in a state of in
decision as humiliating as it was pain
ful. Lord Dunmore and Colonel Wil
ton had each made great efforts to en
list his support on account of his 
wealth and position and high personal 
qualities. It was hinted by one that 
the ancient barony of the Talbots 
would be revived by the king, and the 
gratitude of a free and grateful coun
try, with the consciousness of having 
materially aided in acquiring that in
dependence which should be the birth
right of every Englishman, was elo
quently portrayed by the other. When 
to the last plea was added the personal 
preference of Katharine Wilton the 
balance was overcome, and the hopes 
of the mother were doomed to disap
pointment. 

For his own hopes, however, the de
cision had come too late, and it may 
be safely presumed that his hesitation 
was one of the main causes through 
which the woman he loved escaped 
him, for Katharine's heart was gi\en 
to young Seymour, after a ten days' 
courtship, almost before his eyes. In 
any event a wiser man would have 
seen in Seymour a possible—nay, a cer
tain—rival by no means to be disre
garded. An ofiicer who had devoted 
himself to the cause of his country in 
response to the first demand of con
gress, who had been conspicuously 
mentioned for gallantry in general or
ders and reports, who had been severe
ly wounded while protecting Kath
arine's father at the risk of his life, as 
well bred and as well born as Talbot, 
of ample fortune and with a wide 
knowledge of men and things acquired 
in his merchant voyagings as captain 
of one of his own ships in many seas, 
Seymour's single hearted devotion emi
nently fitted him to woo and win Miss 
Katharine Wilton as he had done. 

Nevertheless a friendship had sprung 
up between Seymour and the unsus
pecting Talbot which bade fair to ripen 
into intimacy, and it may be supposed 
that the stories of battles in which the 
older man had participated, his at
tractive personality, the consideration 
in which the young sailor was held by 
men of weight and position in the col
onies, as a man from whom much was 
to be expected, had large influence in 
determining Talbot in the course he 
proposed taking and which he had not 
yet communicated to his mother. 

The evening repast had just been fin
ished, and the mother and son were 
walking slowly up and down the long 
porch overlooking the river in front of 
the house. There was a curious and 
interesting likeness between the two— 
a facial resemblance only, for Madam 
Talbot was a slender, rather frail little 
woman, and looked smaller by contrast 
as she walked by the side of her son, 
who had his arm affectionately thrown 
over her shoulder. She was as straight, 
however, as he was himself, in spite of 
Iher years and cares, and bore herself 
as proudly erect as in the days of her 
youth. 

Her black eyes looked out with un
diminished luster from beneath her 
snowy white hair, which needed no 
powder and was covered by the mob-
cap she wore. She looked every inch 
the lady of the manor, nor did her ac
tions and words belie her appearance. 
The subject of the conversation was 
(evidently a serious one. There was a 
(troubled expression upon her face in 
spite of her self control which was in 
jmarked contrast to the hesitating and 
somewhat irresolute look upon the 
handsome countenance of her son. 
, "My son, my son," she said at last, 
"why will you persist in approaching 
me upon this subject? You know my 
opinions. I have not hesitated to speak 
frankly, and it is not my habit to 
change them. Jn this instance they 
'are as fixed and as Immutable as the 
polar star. The traditions and customs 

of 400 years are behind me. Our fam
ily—you know your father and I were 
cousins and are descended from the 
same stock—have b?*n called the 'loyal 
Talbbts.' I cannot contemplate with 
equanimity the possibility even of one 
of us m rebellion against the king." 

"Mother—I am sorry—grieved—but I 
must tell you that that is a possibility 
I fear you must learn to face. I 
have"— 

"Oh, Hilary, do not tell me you have 
finally decided to join this unrighteous 
rebellion. Pause before you answer, 
my boy—I entreat you, and it is not 
my habit to entreat, as you very well 
know. See, you have been the joy of 
my heart all my life, the idol of my 
Boul—I will confess it now—and for 
you and your future I have lived and 
toiled and served and loved. I have 
dreamed you great, high in rank and 
place, serving your king, winning back 
the ancient position of our iaraily. I 
have shrunk from no sacrifice, nor 
would I shrink from any. 'Tis not 
that I do not wish you to risk your 
life in war—I am a daughter of my 
race, and for centuries they have been 
soldiers, and what God sends soldiers 
upon the field, that I can abide—but 
that you should go now, with all your 
prospects, your ability, the opportunity 
presented you, and engage yourself in 
this fatal cause, in this unholy attack 
upon the king's majesty, connect your
self with this beggarly rabble who 
have been whipped and beaten every 
time they have come in contact with 
the royal troops—I cannot bear it. You 
are a man now. You have grown away 
from your mother, Hilary, and I can 
no longer command, I must entreat" 
But she spoke very proudly, for, as she 
said, entreaty was not so usual to her 
as command. 

"Oh, mother, mother, you make it 
very hard for me! You know the colo
nists have been badly treated and 
harshly used by king and parliament. 
Our liberties have been threatened-
nay, have been abrogated, our privi
leges destroyed, none of our rights re
spected, and unless we are to sink to 
the level of mere slaves and depend
ents upon the mother country we have 
no other course than an appeal to 
arms." 

"I know, I know all that," she inter
rupted impatiently, with a wave of her 
hand. "I have heard it all a thousand 
times from ill balanced agitators and 
popular orators. There may be some 
truth in it, of course, I grant you, but 
in my creed nothing, Hilary, nothing 
will justify a subject in turning against 
his king. The king can do no wrong. 
All that we have is his. Let him take 
what he will, so he leaves us our hon
or, and that indeed no one can take 
from us. It is the principle that our 
ancestors have attested on a hundred 
fields and in every other way, and will 
you now be false to it, my boy?" 

"I must be true to myself, mother, 
first of all, in spite of all the kings of 
earth, and I feel that duty and honor 
call me to the side of my friends and 
the people of this commonwealth. I 
have hesitated long, mother, in defer
ence to you, but now I have decided." 

"And you turn against two mothers. 
Hilary, when you take this course-
old England, the mother country, and 
this old mother who stands before you, 
who has given you her heart, who has 
lived for you, who lives in you now, 
whose devotion to you has never falter
ed. She now humbly asks, with out
stretched arms, the arms that carried 
you when you were a baby boy, that 
you remain true to your king." 

"Kay, but, mamma," he said, calling 
her by the sweet name of his boyhood, 
taking her hand and looking down at 
her tenderly with tear dimmed eyes 
full of affection, "one must be true to 
his idea of right and duty first of all, 
even at the price of his allegiance to a 
king. And, after all, what is any king 
beside you in my heart? But I feel in 
honor bound to go with my people." 

The irresolution was gone from his 
expression now, and the two deter
mined faces—one full of pity, the other 
of apprehension—confronted each oth
er. 

CHAPTER VII. 
OUR people, son?" she said 

after a long pause. "Come 
with me a moment." She 
drew him into the brilliant

ly lighted hall. As they entered he said 
to the servant in waiting: 

"See that my bay horse is saddled 
and brought around at once, and do 
you tell Dick to get another horse 
ready and accompany me. He would 
better take the black pony." 

"Are you going out, Hilary?" 
"Yes, mother, when our conversation 

is over, if there is time. I thought to 
ride over to Colonel Wilton's. The 
night is pleasant, and the moon will 
rise shortly. What were you about to 
say to me?" 

She led him up to the great open fire
place, on the andirons of which a huge 
log was blazing and crackling cheer
fully. Over the mantel was the picture 
fcf a handsome man in the uniform of a 
soldier of some twenty years back. 

"Whose face is pictured there, Hil
ary?" 

"My honored father," he answered 
reverently, but in some surprise. 

"And how died he?" 
"On the plains of Abraham, mother, 

as you well know." 
"Fighting for his king?" 
"Yes, mother." 
"And who is this one?" she said, 

passing to another picture. 
"Sir James Talbot. He struck for 

his king at Worcester," he volunteered. 
"Yes, Hilary, and here is his wife. 

Lady Caroline Talbot, my grandmoth
er. She kept the door against the 
Roundheads while the prince escaped 
from her castle, to which he had fled 
after the battle. And over there is 
Lord Cecil Talbot, her father; he fell 
at Naseby. There in that corner is an
other James, his brother, one of Prince 
Rupert's men, wounded at Marston 
Moor. Here is Sir Hilary, slain at the 
Boyne. and th's old man is Lord Philip. 

your gieat-uncle. He was out in the 
'45 and was beheaded. These are your 
people, Hilary," she said, standing 
very straight, her head thrown back, 
her eyes aflame with pride and deter
mination, "and these struck, fought, 
lived and died for their king. I could 
bear to see you dead," she laid her 
hand upon her heart in sudden fear at 
the idea, in spite of her brave words, 
"but I could not bear to see you a reb
el. Think again. You will not so de
cide?" She said it bravely. It was her 
final appeal, and as she made it she 
knew that it was useless. The scepter 
bad departed out of her hand. 

He smiled sadly at her, but shook his 
bead ominously. "Mother, do you 
know these last fought for Stuart pre
tenders against the house of Hanover? 
George I I I , in your creed, has no right 
to the place he holds. Do I not then 
follow my ancestors in taking the field 
against him?" 

"Ah, my child, it is an unworthy sub
terfuge. They did fight for the house 
of Stuart, God bless it! It was king 
against king then, and at least they 
fought for royalty, for a king. But 
now the house of Stuart is gone. The 
new king occupies the throne undisput
ed, and our allegiance in due to him. 
These unfortunate people who are 
fighting here strive to create a republic 
where all men shall be equal! Said the 
sainted martyr Charles on the scaffold, 
"Tis no concern of the common peo
ple's how they are governed.' A com
mon man equal to a Talbot! Fight, my 
son, if you must; but, oh, fight for the 
king, even a usurper, before a repub
lic, a mob, in which so called equal
ity stands in very unstable equilibrium; 
fight for the rightful ruler of the land, 
not against him." 

"Mother, if I am to believe the opin
ions of those whom I have been taught 
to respect, the rightful rulers of this 
colony, of our country, of any country, 
are the people who inhabit it." 

"And who says that, pray, my boy?" 
"Mr. Henry." 
"And do you mean to tell me, a Tal

bot, that you have been taught to look 
up to men of the social stamp of Pat
rice Henry or to respect their opin
ions?" she said with ineffable disdain. 

"Mother, the logic of events has 
forced all men to do so. Had you 
heard his speeches before the burgesses 
at Williamsburg you would have 
thought that he was second to no man 
in the colony or in the world beside. 
But if he be not satisfactory, there is 
his excellency General Washington." 

"Mr. Washington," she replied, with 
an emphisis on the "Mr." "Now, there, 
I grant you, is a man," she said re
luctantly. "I cannot understand the 
perversion of his destiny or the folly 
of his course." 

"And, mother, you know his family 
was as loyal as our own. One of his 
forefathers held Worcester for King 
Charles with the utmost gallantry and 
resolution. And he had as a compan
ion in arms in that brave attempt Sir 
George Talbot, one of our ancestors. 
There is an example for you. I have 
often heard you speak with the great
est respect of George Washington." 

"It is true, my son," she replied hon
estly, "but I am at a loss to fathom 
his move. What can.it be?" 

"Mother, I am persuaded of the puri
ty of his motives. His actions spring 
from the very highest sense of his per
sonal obligation to the cause of lib
erty." 

"'Liberty, liberty,' 'tis a weak word 
when matched with loyalty. But be 

"Whose face is pictured there?" 
this as it may, my son, it is beside the 
question. Our family, these men and 
women who look down upon us, all 
fought for principles of royalty. It 
makes no difference whether or no 
they fought for or against one or an
other king so long as it was a king 
they fought for. Such a thing as a de
mocracy never entered their heads. 
And if you take this course you will 
be false to every tradition of our past. 
In my opinion the people are not fit to 
govern, and you will find it so. In the 
impious attempt that is being made to 
reverse what I conceive to be the di
vinely appointed polity and law of God, 
disaster must be the only end." 

"Mother, I must follow my convic
tions in the present rather than any 
examples in the past But this is a 
painful discussion. Should we not best 
end it? I honor your opinions, I love 
you, but I must go." 

There was a long silence. She broke 
i t "Well, my child," she said in de
spair, "you have reached man's estate, 
and the men of the Talbot race have 
ever been accustomed to do as their 
judgment dictates. If you have decid
ed to join Washington's rabble and 
take part among the rebels in this 

fratricidal contest I shall say no more. i^ lCSt u 
I cannot further oppose you. I cannot \* 
give you my blessing—as I might in-
happier circumstances—nor can I wish 
you success in your cause. I, too, am 
a Talbot and have my principles, * 
which I must also maintain, but at 
least I can gird your sword about you 
and express the hope and make the 
prayer, as I do, that you may wear and 
use it honorably, and that hope, if you 
are true to the traditions of our house, 
will never be broken—I feel sure of 
that at least." 

The young man bent and kissed his 
mother, a new light shining in his 
eyes. "Mother, I thank you. At least, 
as far as I am concerned, I will en
deavor to do my duty honorably in ev
ery field. And now I think, with your 
permission, I will go over and tell 
Katharine that I have at last made up 
my mind and cast my lot with her—I 
mean with our country," he said, blush
ing, but with the thoughtless disregard 
of youth as to the meaning and effect 
of his words. 

"Go, my son, and God be with you!" 
she said solemnly. 

He stepped lightly out on the porch 
and, swinging into the saddle of the 
horse which awaited him with the ease 
and grace of an accomplished horse
man, galloped off in the moonlight 
night, followed by the groom. 

The little old woman stood rigidly in 
the doorway a moment looking after 
her departed son, and then she walked 
quickly down to a rustic seat on the 
brow of the hill and sat down heavily, 
following with straining eyes and 
yearning heart his rapidly disappear
ing figure. The same pang that every 
mother must feel, those who have a 
son at least, once in her life, if no more, 
came to her heart All her prayers 
had been unavailing, her requests un
heeded, her pleas and wishes disregard
ed. She had an idea, not altogether 
warranted perhaps, but still she had it, 
that the influence was not so much the 
example of General Washington, nor 
the eloquence of Patrick Henry, nor the 
force of neighborly example, nor rigid 
principle, but the influence of a sunny' 
head, and a pair of youthful eyes, and 
a merry laugh, and a young heart, and 
a pleading voice. These have always 
stood in the light of a mother since the 
world began, and these have taken her 
son from her side. All her hopes gone, 
her dreams shattered, her sacrifice 
vain, her love wasted, she bowed her 
white head upon her thin hands and 
wept quietly in the silent night The 
deep waters had gone over her soul, 
and the rare tears of the old woman 
bespoke a breaking heart. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
HERE were two roads which 

led from Fairview Hall to the 
home of the Wiltons, one by 
river and the other over the 

hills farther inland. Talbot had chosen 
the river road and was riding along 
with a light heart, forgetful of his 
mother and those tears which indeed 
she would not have shown him, and 
full of pleasant anticipations as to the 
effect of his decision upon Katharine. 

As he rode along in the moonlight 
his mind, full of that calm repose 
which comes to men when they have 
finally arrived at a decision upon some 
point which has troubled them, felt 
free to range where it would, and nat
urally his thoughts turned toward the 
girl he loved. He was getting along in 
life, twenty-four his last birthday, 
while Katharine was several years his 
junior. It was time to settle himself, 
and if he must ride away to the wars 
it were well, pleasant at least, to think 
that he was leaving at home a wife 
over whom he had thrown the protect
ing aegis of his name. 

Katharine would be much happier— 
his thoughts dwelt tenderly upon her— 
and the definite arrangement would be 
better than his tacit understanding. 
He would speak out that very night, 
never doubting the issue, and get it 
done with. Of course that was all that 
was necessary. 

When she knew that he was engaged 
heart and soul in the cause of the Rev
olution she would be ready to yield 
him anything. 

So musing the light hearted gentle
man galloped along. The intervening 
distance was soon passed over, and 
Talbot found himself entering the fa
miliar stretch of woodland which 
marked the beginning of the colonel's 
estate. Under the trees and beneath 
the high bank of the river the shadows 
deepened. Scarcely any light from the 
moon fell on the road. It was well 
therefore that our cavalier drew rem 
and somewhat checked the pace of his 
horse, advancing with some caution 
over the familiar yet unseen road, for 
just as he came opposite the land end 
of the pier which led out to the boat-
house the animal stopped with such 
suddenness that a less practiced rider 
would have suffered a severe fall. The 
horse snorted and trembled in terror 
and began rearing and backing away 
from the spot Looking down in the 
darkness, Talbot could barely discern 
a dark, bulky object lying in the road. 

"Here, Dick," he called to the groom, 
who had stopped and reined in his own 
horse, apparently as terrified as the 
other, a few paces back of his master, 
and tossing his bridle rein toward him. 
"take my horse while I see what stop
ped him." 

Lightly leaping to the ground and 
stepping up to the object before him. 
he bent down and laid his hand upon 
it, and then started back in surprise 
and horror. "It's a man!" he exclaim
ed. "Dead, yet warm still. Who can 
It be?" The moonlight fell upon the 
pebbly beach of the^j-iver a little far
ther out Overcoming his reluctance, 
he half lifted, half carried the body 
out where the light would fall upon 
Its face. This face, which was un
known to him, was that of a desperate 
looking ruffian, who was dressed In a 
soiled and tattered uniform, the coat 
of which was red. The man's hand 
tightly clasped a discharged pistol. 
He had been shot in the breast, foi 
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