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CHAPTER X X I . 

NE or two other men were 
writing at a table and anoth
er stalwart officer of rank 
was sitting by the fire read

ing. None of the four men coming into 
the room had seen the general before, 
except Talbot. As the door opened, his 
excellency glanced up inquiringly and, 
recognizing the first figure, stepped 
forward quickly, extending his hand, 
all the other officers rising and draw
ing near at the same time. 

"What, Talbot! I trust you bring 
good news, sir?" 

"I do, sir," said the young officer, sa
luting. 

"The transport?" said the general in 
great anxiety. 

"Captured, sir." 
"Her lading?" 
"Two thousand muskets, twenty field-

pieces, powder, shot, intrenching tools, 
other munitions of war; 10,000 suits of 
winter clothes, blankets and shoes, 

"Sir, I congrat\ila,tc,ypu." 
and fi»ur officers and fifty soldiers; all 
bound for Quebec, where the British 
army is assembling." 

"Now Almighty God be praised!" ex
claimed the general with deep feeling. 
"From whence do you come now?" 

"From Philadelphia, sir." 
"Ah, you thought best to take your 

prize there instead of Boston! It was 
a risk, was it not? But now that you 
are there it is better for us here. 
Who are your companions, sir? Pray 
present them to me." 

"Lieutenant Seymour, sir, of the na
vy, who brought in the prize." 

"Sir, I congratulate you. I am glad 
to see you." 

"And this is Philip Wilton, a mid
shipman. I think you know him, gen
eral." 

"Certainly I do; the son of my old 
friend the commissioner, Colonel Wil
ton of Virginia, now unhappily a pris
oner. You are very welcome, my boy. 
And who is this other man, Talbot?" 

"William Bentley, sir, bos'n of the 
Ranger, at your honor's service," an
swered the seaman himself. 

"Well, my man," said the general, 
smiling, "if the Ranger has many like 
you in her crew she must show a 
formidable lot of men. I am glad to 
see you all These are my staff, gen
tlemen, the members of my family, to 
whom I present you. General Greene, 
General Knox, and these two boys 
here are Captain Alexander Hamilton 
and the Marquis de La Fayette, a vol
unteer from France, who comes to 
serve our country without money or 
without price, for love of liberty. This 
is Major Harrison, this Captain Lau
rens, this Captain Morris of the Phil
adelphia troop, our only cavalry. They 
serve like the marquis, for love of lib
erty. I know not how I could dis
pense with them." The gentlemen 
mentioned bowed ceremoniously, and 
some of them shook hands with the 
newcomers. 

"3iily," continued Washington, turn
ing to his black servant, "I wish you 
to get something to eat for these gen
tlemen. xIf s only bread and meat that 
we can offer you, I am sorry to say. 
We are not living in a very luxurious 
style at present—on rather short ra
tions, on the contrary. But meanwhile 
you will take a glass of this excellent 
punch with us, and we will drink to a 
merry Christmas. Fill your glasses, 
gentlemen all. Your news is the first 
good news we have had for so long 
that w e have almost forgot what good 
news is. It is certainly very pleasant 
for us, eh, gentlemen? Now give us 
some of the details of the capture of 
the transport. How was it? You, Mr. 
Seymour, are the sailor of the party. 
Do you teli us about i t " 

Then in that rude farmhouse among 
the hills on that bitter winter day 
Seymour told the story of the sighting 
of the convoy and the ruse by which 
the capture of the two ships had been 
effected, at which General Washington 
laughed heartily. Then he described in 
a graphic,, seamanlike w a y the won

derful night action, the capture of the 
Juno by the heroic captain of the Ran
ger, the successful escape of that ship 
from the frigate and the sinking of the 
Juno. He was interrupted from time 
to time by exclamations and deep 
gasps of excitement from the officers 
crowding about him. Even Billy, bring
ing the dinner, put it down unheeded 
and listened with eyes glistening. And 
then Seymour delivered Jones' mes
sage to General Washington. 

"Wonderful man, wonderful man!" 
he said. "We shall near of him, I 
think, in the English channel, and the 
English also, which is more to the 
point But your own ship—had you an 
eventless passage, Mr. Seymour? And, 
gentlemen, you look as solemn as if 
you were the bearers of bad news in
stead of good tidings, or had been re
treating with us for the past six 
months. Thank goodness, that's about 
over tonight. Fill your glasses, gentle
men 'Tis Christmas day. Now for 
your own story. Did you meet an ene
my's ship?" 

"We did, sir. Talbot, you tell the 
story." 

"No, no; I cannot 'Tis your part 
Seymour." 

Here in the presence of friends, and 
friends who knew and loved Colonel 
Wilton and his daughter, neither of 
the young men felt equal to the tale. 
Each day brought home to them their 
bitter sorrow more powerfully than 
before, and each hour but deepened 
the anguish in their hearts. 

"Why, what is this? What has hap
pened? The transport is safe, you 
said," continued the general in some 
anxiety. "What is it?" 

"I can tell, if your konor pleases, 
sir," said the deep voice of Bentley. 

"Speak, man—speak!" 
"It happened this way, sir: We were 

off Cape Cod, heading northwest by 
west for Boston, about a week ago, 
close hauled on the starboard tack m 
a half gale of wind. Your honor knows 
what the starboard tack is?" 

"Yes, yes, certainly; go on." 
"When about three bells in the after

noon watch—your honor knows what 
three bells— Aye, aye, sir," continued 
the seaman, noting the general's impa
tient nod. "Well, sir, w e spied a large 
sail coming down on us fast. We ran 
off free, she following Pretty soon we 
made her out a frigate, a heavy frigate 
of thirty-six guns, and a fast one, too, 
for she rapidly overhauled us. We 
cracked on sail, even setting the top
mast stunsail, till it blew away. Then 
we cut away bulwarks and rails, flat
tened the sails by jiggers on the sheets 
and halyards until they set like boards, 
pumped her o u t cut adrift the boats, 
cut away anchors, but it wasn't any 
use; she kept a-gaining on us. By and 
by w e came to George's shoal, extend
ing about three leagues across our 
course to the southeast of Cape Cod. 
There is a pass through the shoal. 
Lieutenant Seymour knows it; we sur
veyed it this last summer. We brought 
the ship to on the wind on the same 
tack again, near the shoal, and ran 
for the mouth of the pass. The frigate 
edged off to run us down. Lieutenant 
Talbot broke out a fleldpiece from the 
hold and mounted it as a stern chaser, 
and used it too." 

"Good! Well done!" said the general, 
nodding approvingly. "Go on." 

"We came to the mouth of the pass. 
The frigate fired a broadside. One 
shot carried away the mizzen topgal
lant mast; another sent a shower of 
splinters inboard, killing the man at 
the wheel. The ship falls off and en
ters the pass. I seize the helm. Mr. 
Seymour conned us through. The 
frigate chased madly after us. She 
sees the breakers; she can't follow us, 
draws too much water. She makes an 
effort to back off. It is too late; she 
strikes. The wind rises to a heavy 
gale. We see her go to pieces, and 
never a soul left to tell the story, never 
a plank of her that hangs together. 
She's gone, and w e go free. Thaf s all, 
your honor, and may God have mercy 
on their souls, say I," added the sol
emn voice of the boatswain in the si
lence. 

"A frightful catastrophe, indeed, and 
a terrible one! I do not wonder at 
your sadness. But, young gentlemen, 
do not take it so to heart. It is the 
fate of war, and war is always fright
ful." 

"Did you find out the name of the 
ship, boatswain?" asked General 
Greene. 

"Yes, your honor—the Radnor, thirty-
six." 

"Could no one have been saved?" 
queried General Knox. • 

"No one, sir. No boat could have 
lived in that sea a moment. W e could 
not put back, could do no good if w e 
had, and so w e came on to Philadel
phia, and that's all." 

"No, general," cried Seymour; "it's 
not all! We will tell the general the 
whole story, Talbot. You remember, 
sir, the raid on the Wilton place and 
the capture of Jhe colonel and his 
daughter?" The general nodded. 
"Well, sir, before the Ranger sailed I 
received a note from Miss Wilton say
ing they were to be sent to England 
in the Radnor." ; 

"You received the note? I thought 
she was Mr. Talbot's betrothed, Mr. 
Seymour." 

"I thought so, too, general, but" it 
seems that w e are both wrong. Lieu
tenant Seymour captured her during 
his visit there with Colonel Wilton," 
said Talbot with a faint smile. 

"I am very sorry for you', Talbot 
and you are a fortunate man, Mr. Sey
mour. But go on. We are all friends 
here. Did you say they were to go on 
the Radnor?" 

"Yes, sir. The pursuing frigate was 
recognized by one of my men, who bad 
been pressed and flogged while on her, 
as the Radnor, the ship on which they 
were. I heard the man say so just as 
w e neared the reef. To go through 
the pass was to lead the English ship 
to destruction and cause the death of 
those we—of the colonel, sir," con
tinued Seymour in some confusion. 
"To refrain from attempting the pass 
was to lose the ship and all it meant 
for our cause. I could not decide. I 
say frankly I could not condemn those 
I—our friends to death, and I could 
not lose the ship either. This old man 
knew it all. He has known me from 
a child. H e spoke out boldly and laid 
my duty before me and pleaded with 
me"— 

"He did not need it, your honor. No, 
sir; he would have done it anyway," 
interrupted Bentley. 

The general took the hand of the em
barrassed old boatswain and shook it 
warmly; then, fixing his glowing eyes 
upon the two young men, said: 

"Continue, Mr. Seymour." 
"I know not what I might have 

done, but the old seaman's appeal to 
my honor decided me. I went aft with 
horror in my heart, but resolved to do 
my duty. On my way there I took 
out of my pocket the little note re
ceived from Miss Wilton. A gust of 
wind blew it to the hand of Mr. Tal
bot. It was only a line. As he picked 
it up he read it involuntarily. We had 
some words. I drew on him, sir. It 
was my fault." 

"No, no, general; the fault was 
mine!" interrupted Talbot. "I said it 
was my letter, refused to give it up, 
insulted him. He would have arrested 
me. Bentley and Philip interfered. I 
taunted him, advanced to strike him. 
He had to draw or be dishonored." 

"Nay, general, but the fault was 
mine. I was the captain of the ship. 
The safety of the ship depended on 
me." 

"Go on, go on, Mr. Seymour," said 
the general. "This dispute does honor 
to you both." 

"The rest happened as has been told 
you. One of the splinters struck Mr. 
Talbot's sword and swept it into the 
sea. The note went with it, and then 
the frigate was wrecked and Colonel 
Wilton and his daughter, with all the 
rest, lost." 

It was very still in the room. 
"My poor friend, my poor friend," 

murmured the general, "and that 
charming girl. Without a moment's 
warning! Young gentlemen," taking 
each of the young men by the hand, "I 
honor yOu. You have deserved well of 
our country for the frankness^ with 
which one of you admits his fault, for 
it was a fault, and takes the blame 
upon himself, and for the heroic reso
lution by which the other sacrifices his 
love for his duty Laurens, make out a 
captain's commission for Mr. Talbot. 
Hamilton, I wish you would write out 
a general order declaring the capture 
of the transport and her lading and 
the sinking of the Juno and the wreck 
of the English frigate. It will hearten 
the men for our enterprise tonight. 
As for you, Mr. Seymour, I shall use 
what little influence I may be able to 
exert to get you a ship at once Mean
time, as we contemplate attacking the 
enemy at last, I shall be glad to offer 
you a position as volunteer on my staff 
for a few days if your duties will per
mit. And to you, Philip, let me be a 
father indeed—my poor boy! As for 
you, boatswain, what can I do for 
you?" 

"Nothing, your honor; nothing, sir. 
You have shaken me by the hand, and 
that's enough." The old man hesi
tated, and then, seeing only kindness 
in the general's face, for the old sail
or attracted and pleased him, he went 
on softly: "Aye, love's a mighty thing, 
your honor. We knows it, we old men. 
And love of woman's strong, they say, 
but these boys have shown us that 
something else is stronger." 

"And what is that, pray, my friend?" 
"Love of country, sir," said Bentley 

in the silence. 

CHAPTER XXII . 
A.LF an hour later, after the 

four travelers had taken 
some refreshment, hasty steps 
were heard outside the door, 

followed by the sentry's hail. 
"Ah," said the general, looking up 

eagerly from the book he had been 
reading, "perhaps that is Mr. Martin 
with news from the enemy!" Then, 
laying aside his book, he rose to hi* 
feet to meet the newcomer, who prov
ed to be the man he had expected. 
The young man stood at attention and 
saluted, while the general addressed 
him sharply: 

"Well, sir, what have you learned?" 
The young officer appeared extreme

ly embarrassed. "I—well, the fact is, 
sir, nothing at all," he stammered. 

"Nothing," said the general loudly, 
with rising heat; "nothing, sir! Did 
you not cross the river as I directed 
you?" 

"No, sir—that is, I tried to, but there 
was so much floating ice and it was 
so difficult to manage a boat that I 
thought it would be hardly worth 
whi le ' to attempt i t sir. In fact, the 
crossing is impracticable for troops," 
he went on more confidently, but his 
face changed as he looked up at his 
infuriated superior. The general was 
a picture of wrath, the lines in his 
forehead standing out plainly, his 
mouth shut more tightly and grimly 
than ever. "It w a s evident that be was 

young officer stood before mm .«r„, 
white and frightened to death. „ _ / „ 

"I saw him this way at Kip's Land
ing," whispered Hamilton to Seymour. 
"Look! He hap lost control of him
self completely. There will be an ex
plosion sure." 

The general struggled for a moment 
and then broke away. 

"Impracticable, sir, impracticable!" 
he roared out in a voice of thunder. 
"How dare you say what this army 
can or cannot do? And what do you 
mean by not crossing the river and 
ascertaining the facts I desire to 
know?" The next moment he stepped 
forward and, seizing a heavy leaden 
inkstand from the table near him, 
threw it with all his force full at the 
man, crying fiercely: 

"Be off and send me a man!" 
The officer dodged the missile, which 

struck the wall with a crash, saluted 
and ran out of the door as if his life 
depended on it, feeling in his heart 
that he would face any danger rather 
than brave another storm of wrath 
like that he had just sustained. The 
general continued to pace up and down 
the room restlessly for a few moments 
until he recovered his composure. 

"I depended upon that information, 
and I must have it," he soliloquized. 
"If that man does not bring it back to 
us before we cross the river TO have 
him cashiered. Shall I send another 
man? No; I'll give him another 
chance." 

Seymour picked up the book the gen1 

eral had been reading. It was the 
Bible, and open at the twenty-second 
chapter of the book of Joshua. His 
eye fell full upon the twenty-second 
verse, which was marked. "The Lord 
God of gods, the Lord God of gods, he 
knoweth, and Israel he shall know; if 
it be in rebellion, or if in transgression 
against the Lord (save us not this 
day)." 

Just then the little daughter of 
Keith, the owner of the farmhouse at 
which they were staying, entered the 
room. As the little miss came up fear
lessly to the general he stopped and 
smiled down at her. 

"Father and mother wish to know if 
you will want supper tonight, sir?" 

"No, my little maid," he replied. 
"Not here, at any rate. And which do 
you like the better now, the redcoats 
or the Continentals?" 

"The redcoats, sir; they have such 
pretty clothes," said the nascent wom
an. 

"Ah, my dear," he replied blithely, 
catching her up in his arms and kiss
ing her the while, "they look better, 
but they don't fight. The ragged fel
lows are the boys for fighting." 

"Singular man!" mused Seymour, 
contrasting the outbreak of wrath at 
the recalcitrant officer, the open Bible 
he had been reading and the last mer
ry, tender greeting to the child. But 
his musings were interrupted by the 
general himself speaking. 

"General Greene, you would better 
ride over to the landing and place the 

m^ri&y^^r^n^^1^^;, § pfr^jfWfc'ir- r«? 

"How dare you say what this army can 
or cannot do ?" 

different brigades. Take Hamilton 
with you, and perhaps General Knox 
will go also to look out for the artil
lery The brigades were to start at 3 
o'clock for McConkey's Ford, and the 
nearest of them should be there now. 
We shall move in two divisions after 
we leave Birmingham on the other 
side. I wish you to command the first 
one, which will comprise the brigades 
of Sterling, Mercer and De Fermoy, 
with Hand's riflemen and Hauseg-
ger's Germans and Forest's battery. I 
shall accompany your column. Gen
eral Sullivan will take the second divi
sion, with Sargeant's and St. Clair's 
brigades and Glover's Marblehead men 
and Stark's* New Hampshire riflemen. 
The two columns will divide at Bir
mingham. You will take the east or 
inland road, and Sullivan that by the 
river. Have you that order I spoke of 
for the troops, Mr. Hamilton? If *so, 
you will give a copy of it to General 
Greene, who will publish it to the 
troops as soon as they arrive. Captain 
Morris, I think you would better go 
also. You will muster your troop. The 
men will have returned from carrying 
my orders to the different brigades and 
can be assembled once more. I desire 
you to attend my person tonight as our 
only cavalry. Talbot you would bet
ter go with General Greene;»you also, 
marquis, so that you can be with your 
friend Captain Hamilton. The rest ot 
us will follow you shortly." s * x * 

The officers designated bowed and 
In a few moments were on the road. 

were speedily busy with their neces
sary duties, and Seymour and his t w o 
companions, one of whom, the boat
swain, was most unfamiliar with and 
uncomfortable upon a horse, were able 
to get a couple of hours of needed rest 
before starting out upon what they 
felt would be an arduous journey. 
About half after 6 o'clock the signal 
to mount was given, and the whole 
party, led by the general himself and 
followed by the ragged guard, was 
soon upon the road. , 

It was intensely cold, and the night 
bade fair to be the severest of* the 
winter. The sky was cloudless, how
ever, and there was a bright moon. 

CHAPTER XXIII . 
S they rode along slowly the 

general explained his plans. 
General Howe had pursued 
him relentlessly through the 

Jerseys until he had crossed into Penn
sylvania, only escaping further pursuit 
and certain defeat because he had had 
the forethought to seize every boat up
on the Delaware and its tributaries for 
miles in every direction and bring 
them with his army to the west bank 
of the river, so that Howe was unable 
to cross. The English general had 
threatened, however, to wait until the 
river was frozen and then cross on the 
ice and, after brushing aside the mis
erable remains of Washington's army, 
march on to Philadelphia and establish 
himself in the rebel capital. Making 
that most serious of mistakes for a 
military man of despising his oppo
nents, Howe had scattered his army 
for convenience in quartering in va
rious small detachments along the riv
er. The small American army, supple
mented by the Pennsylvania militia, 
had been placed opposite the different 
fords from Yardley to New Hope to 
hold the enemy in check in case an at
tempt should be made to force a cross
ing. 

The fortunes of the country were at 
the lowest ebb. But there was to be a 
speedy reversal of conditions, and the 
world was to learn how dangerous a 
man was leading the Continental 
troops. Washington, to whom a re
treat was as hateful as it had been 
necessary, had long meditated an at
tack whenever any chance whatever 
of success might present itself. The 
necessity for a change was apparent 
not merely for the material result 
which would flow from a victory, but 
for the moral effect as well. The fan
cied security of the enemy, their ex
posed positions, disconnected from 
each other, and the contempt they felt 
for his own troops, were large factors 
in determining him to strike then, but 
another factor had still more weight, 
and that was the fact that the time of 
the enlistment of nearly the whole of 
his own army expired with the end of 
the year, and whatever was to be done 
must be done quickly. He therefore 
conceived the daring and brilliant de
sign ot suddenly collecting his scat
tered forces, crossing the river and 
falling upon his unsuspecting enemy 
at Trenton, where a small brigade of 
Hessians under Colonel Rahl was sta
tioned. 

It would be a piece of unparalleled 
audacity To turn, as it were, just be
fore the dissolution of his army and 
cross a wide and deep river full of ice 
in the dead of winter and strike like 
the hammer of Thor upon his unwary 
foe, rudely disturbing his complacent 
dreams, was a conception of exceeding 
brilliancy, and it at once stamped 
Washington as a military genius of the 
first order And with such an army to 
make such an attempt! Said one of the 
officers of the period in his memoirs, 
"An army without cavalry, partially 
provided with artillery, deficient in 
transportation for the little they had 
to carry, without tents, tools or camp 
equipage, without magazines of any 
kind, half clothed, badly armed, debili
tated by disease, disheartened by mis
fortune." But their leader was a lion, 
and the liou was at last at bay. There 
was another factor which contributed 
greatly to the efficiency of the army, 
and that was the high quality and 
overwhelming number of the Ameri
can officers. 

Orders had been given to the bri
gades and troops mentioned to concen
trate at McConkey's Ferry, about nine 
miles above Trenton. Another division 
under Ewing was to cross a mile be
low Trenton and seize the bridge and 
fords across the Assunpink, to check 
the retreat of the enemy and co-operate 
with the main attack. 

Cadwalader's Pennsylvania militia 
under Gates was to cross at Bristol or 
below Burlington and attack Von Do-
nop at that point while Putnam, in 
conjunction with him, was to make a 
diversion from Philadelphia. The move
ments were to be simultaneous, and 
the result it was hoped, would accord 
with the effort. The main column, 
and the one upon which the most de
pendence'was to be placed, was that 
which Washington himself was to ac
company, which was composed of vet
eran Continentals to the number of 
2,400, with eighteen pieces of artillery. 

All this was briefly explained by the 
general to Seymour and the staff 
while they rode slowly along the frozen 
road. About 8 o'clock they arrived at 
the ford, near which the troops which 
had arrived before them now stood 
shivering on the high ground by the 
river. A few fires were burning in the 
ravines back of the banks, around 
which the men took turns in warming 
themselves as they munched "their fru
gal fare from the haversacks. A large 
number of boats had been collected for 
their transportation, but the river it
self was in a most unpromising condi
tion, full of great chunks of ice which 
the swift current kept churning and 
grinding against each other. 

The general surveyed the scene in si
lence as his staff and the general offi
cers gathered about him. 

There is something moving in the 

pointing, his'practiced eye detecting a 
dark object among the cakes of ice. 
"It is a boat, sir!" - ^*] 

"Ah!" replied the general. "You have * 
sharp eyes. Where is it?" 

"There, sir, coming nearer every 
minute. There is a man in it." 

"I see now. So there Is. Who can 
it be?" 

"Probably it Is Lieutenant Martin," 
remarked General Greene quietly. 
"You know you sent him back." 

"Oh, so I did!" replied the general, 
nodding sternly at the recollection. 
Meanwhile the man in the boat w a s 
skillfully making his way between the 
great cakes of ice which threatened 
every moment to crush his frail skiff. 
He rapidly drew near until he finally 
jumped ashore and, having tied his 
boat, hastened up to where the gen
eral sat on his horse. He stopped. 

"I have been across, general," he 
said, saluting. 

"So I perceive, sir. How did you 
get across?" 

"When I left you, sir, this after
noon," went on the young man grave
ly, "I was in such a hurry that I did 
not wait for anything. I swam it, 
sir, with my horse." 

"Swam it!" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Very well done, indeed! Was it 

cold?" 
"Not very, sir. At least I was too 

excited to feel it, and a good hard gal
lop on the other side soon warmed 
me up." 

"Where did your ride take you?" 
"Almost to Trenton, sir."» 
"And what is the situation there?" 
"Very confident, the guard very 

negligent the men carousing in the 
houses. I examined both roads, and 
neither of them is well picketed. I 
should think a surprise would not be 
very difficult, sir." 

"Humph! Where's your horse?" 
"He fell dead on the other side just 

as I got back. I found that leaky skiff 
and came over to report, sir." 

"You have done well. Mr. Martin; 
very well, indeed! I think you must 
have found that man I sent you for," 
continued the general, smiling grimly, 
while the young soldier blushed with 
pleasure. "Meanwhile we must get 
you another horse. Who has a spare 
one?" 

"May it please your honor," spoke1 

out Bentley, who had attached himself 
to Seymour, "he can have mine. I am 
as much at sea on him as you would be 
on the royal yard, begging your hon
or's pardon, and I'll feel better carry
ing a gun or pulling an oar with the 
men there than here." 

The general laughed. 
"There's your horse, Mr. Martin 

Where do you belong, sir?" 
"To Colonel Stark's regiment, sir." 
"Good! Keep at it as you have be

gun, and you will meet with a better 
reception when you call upon me 
again. Now God grant that fortune 
may favor us. Gentlemen, if the bri
gades are all up we will undertake the 
crossing. It looks dangerous, bat i t 
can be done—it must be done. Who 
will lead us?" 

"I will, sir, with your permission, 
with my Marblehead fishermen," said 
Colonel Glover, stepping out. 

"Ah. gentlemen, this is our marine 
regiment. Go on, sir. You shall have 
the right of way across the river. I 
think none will dispute it with you. 
Mr. Seymour, as a seaman perhaps you 
can render efficient service, and your 
boatswain will find here more oppor
tunities for his peculiar talents than 
in carrying a musket. General Greene,1 

will you and your staff go over with1 

the first boat to make proper disposi
tion of the brigades as they arrive? I 
shall come over after the first division 
has passed, then General Sullivan and 
lastly our friend General Knox, with 
his artillery. I expect w e shall have to1 

wait for him Well, w e cannot dis
pense with either him or the guns." 

"You won't have to wait any longer 
than is absolutely necessary to get the1 

guns and horses over, general " 
"I know that, Knox; I know that* 

Now, gentlemen, forward, and may 
God bless you!" 

In a few moments the terrible pas
sage began. 
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furiously angry, and his face had in it •— ^ - - — 
something terrible from his rage. The The officers left at the headquarters * general, suddenly said Seymour. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

T^IHE men divided into small 
I squads, marched down to the 

boats—large, unwieldy scows,' 
which had been hauled upj 

against the shore—and each boat wasi 
speedily filled to its utmost capacity. 
The most experienced seized the oars, 
three or four Marblehead fishermen i 
armed with long poles took their sta
tions forward and aft along the upper 
side of the boat with one to steer and' 
one to command, and then, seizing a! 
favorable opportunity, the boat was! 
pushed off from the shore and, thread
ing its way in and out between the 
enormous ice cakes grinding down I 
upon her, the difficult and dangerous; 
passage began. Should the heavily^ 
laden boat be overturned very few of j 
i ts occupants would be able to reach | 
the shore. Once on the other side thej 
fishermen took the boat back, and the 
weary process was gone over again, i 
Fortunately it w a s yet bright moon
l ight though ominous clouds werei 
banking up in the northeast, and ev
erything could be plainly seen. Each 
boat w a s perfectly visible all the w a y 
across to the eager watchers on the 
shore, and a sigh of relief went up 
after each fortunate passage. In this! 
labor Seymour and Bentley, and in a 
less degree Philip Wilton, aided Colo
nel Glover's men; Seymour having the 
helm of one boat continuously, Bentley 
that of another. 

About half past 9 i t was reported to r 

General Washington that all of the' 
first division had crossed, and the boats 
w a s now ready for him according tot 
his orders. The largest and best boati 
had been selected for the commander ; 
In chief, one sufficiently capacious, to% 
receive him horses and those of his^f 
staff ^who §ccompanied_him. 
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