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CHAPTER XXVII . 
H E Quaker road led southeast 

from Trenton until it reach
ed the village of Sandtown, 
where i t turned to the north

west again, and it "was not until that 
point was reached that the surprised 
soldiers realized the daring nature of 
the maneuver and the character of 
that night march, which they had at 
first considered another hopeless re
treat It was astonishing, then, with 
what spirit and zeal the soldiers 
tramped silently over the frozen roads; 
the raw, green militia vied with the 
veterans in the fortitude with which 
they sustained the dreadful fatigue of 
the severe march. The long distance 
to be traversed on account of the de
tour to be made rendered it necessary 
that the men be moved at the highest 
possible speed. The road itself being 
a new one, lately cleared, the stumps 
and roots of trees not yet grubbed up, 
made it difficult to transport the artil
lery and the wagons; but the tired 
men cheerfully assisted the tired 
horses and the little army made great 
progress. The morning of Friday, 
.Tan. 5, dawned clear and cold, with 
the ground covered with hoar frost. 
About sunrise the army, with Wash
ington again in the lead, reached the 
bridge over Stony brook about three 
miles from the village of Princeton. 
Leading the main body across the 
bridge they struck off from the main 
highway through a byroad which was 
concealed by a gro^e of trees in the 
lower ground and I fforded a short cut 
to the l o w n . 

General Mercer was an old friend 
and comrade of the commander in 
chief; he had been a companion of 
Prince Charles Edward in his romantic 
invasion of England in '45, a member 
of Braddock's unfortunate expedition, 
and wounded when that general's army 
was annihilated, and some time com
mander of Fort Duquesne after its 
capture by General Forbes. He was 
detailed, with a small advance party 
comprising the remnants of Small-
wood's Marylanders, Haslet's Dela-
wareans and Fleming's Virginians and 
a small body of young men from the 
first families of Philadelphia, to the 
total number of 300, to continue up 
the road along the brook until he 
reached the main road, where he was 
to try and hold the bridge in order to 
intercept fugitives from Princeton, or 
check any retrograde movements of 
the troops which might have advanced 
toward Trenton. The little band had 
proceeded but a short distance on their 
way when they unexpectedly came in 
sight of a column of the enemy. 

It was the advance of the British, a 
part of Von Donop's leading brigade, 
en route for Trenton to assist Corn-
wallis in bagging the "old fox" ac
cording to oiders—the Seventeenth 
regiment, under Colonel Mawhood. 
Mercer's troops being screened by the 
wood, their character was not visible 
to Mawhood, who conjectured that 
they must be a body of fagitives from 
the front. Under this impression, and 
never dreaming of the true situation, 
Mawhood promptly deployed his regi
ment and moved off to the left to inter
cept Mercer, at the same time dis
patching messengers to bring up the 
other two regiments, the Fortieth and 
Fifty-fifth, which had not yet left 
Princeton. Both parties iushed for a 
little rising ground on the edge of a 
cleared field, near the house of a peace
ful Quaker named Clark. The Ameri
cans were neaier the goal than their 
opponents and reached it first. Hastily 
deploying his column, Mercer sought 
shelter behind a hedge fence which 
crowned the eminence and immediate
ly opened up a destructive fire from 
his riflemen, which temporarily check
ed the advancing enemy. The British, 
excellently led, returned the fire with 
great spirit, and with such good effect 
that, after «i few volleys, Mercer's horse 
was wounded in the leg and his rider 
thrown violently to the ground, Tal
bot's was killed under him and several 
ot the officers and men fell—among 
them the brave Colonel Haslet, who 
was mortally wounded. 

In the confusion thus unfortunately 
caused the Americans could hear sharp 
commands of the English officers, then 
the rattling of steel on the gun bar
rels, and the next moment the red 
coated men broke out of the smoke 
and, unchecked by a scattering fire 
from the Americans, gallantly rushed 
up at them w ith fixed bayonets. There 
were unfortunately no bayonets in this 
small brigade of the Continental ar
my. A few of the men clubbed their 
muskets resolutely as the two lines 
met and made a stout resistance, but 
the oncoming British would not be de
nied, and as the charge was pressed 
home the American^ wavered, broke 
and fell back in some disorder before 
the vigorous onslaught of the veteran 
troops. Mercer, filled with shame, 
strove in vain to rally his men. Dis
daining himself to retreat, and gallantly 
calling upon them to advance, he threw 
himself upon the advancing British 
line, sword in hand, followed by his 
officers, and for a brief space there 
was an exciting melee on the hill, A 
blow from the butt end of a musket 
felled the general to the ground. Tal
bot sprang to his side and swept the 
fcayonet aWay from his heart by a blow 
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of his sword delivered with a quick 
movement of his powerful arm. Mer
cer profited by the moment's respite to 
leap to his f e e t 

"Thank you, my lad!" he Bald. 
"Do you get to the rear and rally'the 

men, general I" cried Talbot, firing a 
pistol at short range into the midst of 
the crowding enemy. "I'll hold these 
men in play." But the fighting blood 
of the old Scotchman w a s up, and for 
answer he struck boldly at the man 
opposite him. 

"Surrender, you cursed rebels!" cried 
an officer near them. 

"Never!" replied Mercer, cutting 
down the man with whom he was en
gaged, while Talbot did the like to the 
one next him. With a roar of rage the 
British sprang on the two men. In a 
trice one of the bayonets got past 
Mercer's guard and grazed his arm; 
another buried itself in his bosom; a 
third struck him in the breast The 
old man struck out weakly, dropped 
his sword and fell, pierced by a dozen 
wounds, but still breathing. Talbot, 
who was as yet unharmed, though cov
ered with blood and dust, his hat gone, 
stepped across his body. 

He might have retreated, being 
young and active, but that was not 
the custom of his family; neither 
would he abandon the body of his 
brave commander. Besides, every mo
ment of delay was precious. Surely 
they would be re-enforced and rallied. 
He knew the promptness of Washing-

_ton too well to doubt it for a moment, 
and, last of all, what was life without 
Kate? Dne glance he cast to the bright 
sky, flushed with the first rays of the 
rising sun, and then he stood on guard. 
The young man's eyes were burning 
with the intoxication of the fight and 
his soul filled with great resolve, but 
his sword play was as cool and as 
rapid as it had been in the Salle des 
Armes_at Paris, where few could be 
found to master him. The little group 
of British paused a moment in admira
tion of his courage. 

"One at a time, gentlemen!" he cried, 
smiling, and warding off a vicious 
bayonet thrust. "Is there none here 
who will cross swords with me for the 
honor of his flag?" 

The young lieutenant in command of 
that part of the line promptly sprang 
forward and engaged. The two blades 
rang fiercely together and grated along 
each other a moment later. The men 
stepped back. But the brave lieutenant 
had met his match and, with set lips 
and iron arm, Talbot drove home his 
blade in the other's heart. Ere- he 
could recover himself or withdraw his 
sword he was beaten to his knees by 
a blow from a gun barrel. The blood 
ran down over his face. 

"Surrender! Surrender," they cried 
to him, "and w e will spare your life!" 

For answer his hand sought bis re
maining pistol. The first one of his 
opponents fell dead with a bullet 
through his heart, and the next mo
ment the deadly steel of a bayonet was 
buried in Talbot's throat. 

"Kate—Kate!" he cried in agony, the 
blood bubbling from his lips, and then 
another bayonet found his gallant 
heart, and he sank down on his face 
at the foot of the dying officer, his 
lips kissing the soil of that country in 
defense of whose liberties he had 
fallen. 

As was customary with his family, 
he had died on the field, grimly facing 
fearful odds to the last. The last of 
his line, he had made a good ending, 
not unworthy his distinguished ances
try; for none of the proud and gallant 
race had e\er died in the service of a 
better cause, be it that of king or par
l iament than this young soldier who 
had just laid down his life for love of 
his country! 

The slight check afforded by the in
terposition of the Americans was over. 
The British were sweeping everything 
before them, when Colonel Mawhood, 
the cool heaued officer, who had been 
sitting on a little brown pony, with a 
small switch in his hand, directing the 
combat became aware of a large body 
of men coming up on his right flank 
through the wood. With the readiness 
of a practiced soldier, he instantly 
stopped the advance of his men, wheel
ed them about, brought up his guns 
and prepared to open fire. The Amer
ican officers had time to mark with 
admiration the skill with which the 
maneuver was effected and the beau
tiful precision with which the men car
ried out their orders. Then the force, 
a large body of Pennsylvania militia 
which Washington had dispatched at 
the first sound of firing in the direction 
of Mercer, broke out of the wood and 
advanced rapidly. The muskets of the 
redcoats were quickly brought to the 
shoulder and at the word of command 
the British line was suddenly tipped 
with fire and then covered with smoke. 
Many of the militia fell at this volley 
delivered at close range; some of the 
fallen lay still and motionless, while 
others groaned with pain. The raw 
troops fired hastily into the smoke, 
then hesitated and stopped uncertainly 
as the volley was repeated. It was 
another critical moment and the hour 
brought the man. » 

Washington himself bad most op
portunely arrived on the field in ad
vance of the troops, attended by Sey
mour. One glance showed him Mer
cer's broken retreating column and the 

hesitating Pennsylvania militia! Every-
thing w a s a t stake. I t w a s not a time 
for strategic maneuvers now, but for 
men—nay, there were men there as 
good as ever fought—but for a man 
then. Providentially one was at hand. 
Putting spurs to h i s , gallant white 
horse, he rode down the line In front of 
the Pennsylvania militia, waving his 
hat and cheering them on. ~ p ^ " 

"An old fashioned Virginia fox hunt, 
gentlemen!" he cried gayly, giving the 
view halloo! Galloping forward under 
the fire of the British battery, he called 
to Mercer's shattered men. They halt
ed and faced about. The Seventh Vir
ginia broke through the wood on the 
flank of the British. Hitchcock's New 
Englandejrs came up on the run with 
fixed bayonets. Moulder's Philadelphia 
battery opened fire from the hill on the 
opposing guns. 

The fire of a warrior had now sup
planted the coolness of a general. 
Dashing boldly forward, reckless of 
the storm of bullets, to within thirty 
yards of the British line, and smiling 

Talbot drove home his blade. 
with stern pleasure in the crisis which 
seemed to develop and bring out every 
fiber of his deep nature, he called upon 
his men to come on. Recovering them
selves, they responded with the ut
most gallantry. Mawhood was sur-' 
rounded and outnumbered, his victory 
suddenly changed to defeat; but, ex-' 
eel lent soldier that he was, he fought 
on with desperate resolution, and the 
conflict was exceedingly h o t Wash
ington was in the thick of it. Sey
mour, who bad followed him closely 

until the general broke away in the 
smoke to lead the charge, lost sight of 
him for a moment, enveloped as ho 
was in the dust and smoke of the bat
tle. When he saw him emerge from 
the cloud, waving his sword, and be
held the enemy giving way on every 
side, he spurred up to him. 

"Thank God!" he said. "Your excel
lency is safe." 

"Away! Away, my dear Seymour," 
he cried, "and bring up the troops! 
The day is our own!" 

To the day of his death Seymoiu 
never lost the splendid impression of 
that heroic figure, the ruddy face 
streaked with smoke and dust, the 
eyes blazing with the joy of battle, the 
excitement of the charge, the mighty 
sweep of the mighty arm. Mawhood's 
men were indeed routed in every di
rection. Most of them laid down their 
arms. A small party only under that 
intrepid leader succeeded in forcing 
its way through the American ranks 
with the bayonet and ran at full speed 
toward Trenton under the stimulus of 
a hot pursuit. _ 

MeanwhHe the Fifty-fifth regimert 
had been vigorously attacked by St 
Clair's brigade, and after a short ac
tion those who could get away were in 
full retreat toward New Brunswick. 
The last regiment, the Fortieth, had 
not been able to get into action at all 
A part of it fled in a panic with the re
mains of the Fifty-fifth toward New 
Brunswick, hotly pursued by Washing
ton with the Philadelphia City troop 
and what cavalry he could muster, and 
the rest took refuge in the college 
building in Princeton, from which they 
were dislodged by artillery and com
pelled to surrender. The British los3 
was about 500 in killed and wounded 
and prisoners, the American less than 
100, but among the latter were many 
valuable officers—Colonels Haslet and 
Potter, Major Morris, Captains Ship-
pen, Fleming, Talbot, Neal and Gen
eral Mercer. 

After following the retiring and de
moralized British for a few miles 
Washington determined to abandon 
the pursuit The men were exhausted 
by their long and fatiguing marches 
and were in no condition to make the 
long march to New Brunswick. Most 
of them were still ill equipped and en
tirely unfitted for the fatigue and ex
posure of a further winter campaign. 
Even those iron men must have rest 
at l a s t The flying British must have 
informed Leslie's troops, six miles 
away, of the situation. They would 

xSoon be upon them, and they might 
expect Cornwallis with his whole force 
at any time. H e drew off his troops, 
therefore, and, leaving a strong party 
to break down the bridge over Stony 
brook and impede the advance of the 
English as much as possible, he push
ed on toward Pluckamin and Morris-
town, officers and men thoroughly sat
isfied with their brilliant achievements. 

Early in the morning the pickets of 
Cornwallis', ^army discovered that 
something was wrong in the American 
camp. The guard had been with-
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death. A few adventurous spirits, 
cautiously crossing the abridge, found 
that the guns mounted in front of i t 
were only "quakers" and that the 
whole camp was empty—the army had 
decamped silently and stolen away be
fore their eyes! My Lord Cornwallis, 
rudely disturbed from those rosy 
dreams of conquest with which a 
mocking spirit had beguiled his slum
ber, would not credit the first report 
of his astonished officers, but investi
gation showed him that the "old fox" 
was gone and he would not be bagged 
that morning—nor on any other morn
ing, either! But where had he gone? 
For a time the perplexed and chagrin
ed commander could not ascertain. 

Tho Americans had vanished—disap
peared—leaving absolutely no trace be
hind them, and It_was not until he 
heard the heavy booming of cannon 
from the northeast, borne upon the 
frosty air of the cold morning about 
sunrise, that he divined the brilliant 
plan of his wily antagonist and dis
covered his whereabouts. He had been 
outfought, outmaneuvered, outflanked 
and outgeneraled! The disgusted Brit
ish were sent back over the familiar 
road to Princeton, now in hotter haste 
than before. His rear guard menaced, 
perhaps overwhelmed, his stores and 
supplies in danger, Cornwallis pushed 
on for life this time. The English 
officer conceived a healthy respect for 
Washington at this juncture which 
did not leave him thereafter. 

The little distance between Trenton 
and Princeton on the direct road was 
passed in a remarkably short time by 
the now thoroughly aroused and 
anxious British. A little party under 
command of Seymour and Kelly 
which had been assiduously engaged 
in breaking down the bridge over 
Stony brook was observed and driven 
away by two fieldpieces, which had 
been halted and unlimbered on a com
manding hill and which opened fire 
while the troops advanced on a run; 
but the damage had been done and the 
bridge was already impassable. Af cer 
a futile attempt to repair it, in which 
much time was lost, the indefatigable 
earl sent his troops through the icy 
water of the turbulent stream, which 
rose breast high upon the eager men, 
and the hasty pursuit was once more 
resumed. A mile or so beyond the 
bridge the whole army was brought to 
a stand by a sudden discharge from a 
heavy gun, which did some execution; 
It was mounted in a breastwork some 
distance ahead. 

The army was halted, men were sent 
ahead to reconnoiter and a strong col
umn deployed to storm what was sup
posed to be a heavy battery. When 
the storming party reached the works 
there was no one there! A lone thirty-
two pounder, too unwieldly to accom
pany the rapid march of the Ameri
cans, had been left behind, and Philip 
Wilton had volunteered to remain, aft
er Seymour's party had passed, and fur 
ther d»«!ay the British by firing it at 
their army as soon as they came in 
range. These delays had given Wash-
ingtbn so much of a start that Corn
wallis, despairing of ever overtaking 
him, finally gave up the pursuit and 
pushed on in great anxiety to New 
Brunswick, to save, if possible, his 
magazines, which he had the satisfac
tion in the end of finding intact. 

To complete this brief resume of one 
of the remarkable campaigns of his
tory, Washington strongly fortified 
himself on Cornwallis' flank at Morris-
town, menacing each of the three de
pots held by the British outside New 
York, Putnam advanced from Phila
delphia to Trenton with the militia, 
and Heath moved down to the high
lands of the Hudson. The country 
people of New Jersey rose and cut off 
scattered detachments of the British in 
every direction, until the whole of the 
field was eventually abandoned by 
them, except Amboy, Newark and New 
Brunswick. The world witnessed the 
singular spectacle of a large, well ap
pointed army of veteran soldiery un
der able leaders shut up in practically 
one spot, New York and a few nearby 
villages, and held there inexorably by a 
phantom army which never was more 
than half the size of that it held in 
check! The results of the six months' 
campaign were to be seen m the pos
session of the city of New York by the 
British army. That army, which had 
won practically all the battles m 
which it had engaged, which had fol
lowed the Americans through six 
months of disastrous defeat and re
treat and had overrun two colonies, 
now had nothing to show for all its 
efforts but the ground upon which it 
ptood! And this was the result of the 
genius, the courage, the audacity of 
one man—George Washington! 

CHAPTER XXVIII . 
H E day after the battle Wash

ington sent his nephew, Ma
jor Lewis, under protection of 
a flag of truce, to attend upon 

the wounded General Mercer the ex
igency of his pursuit of the flying Brit
ish and their subsequent pursuit of 
him having precluded him from giving 
to his old friend that personal atten
tion which would have so accorded 
with his kindly heart and the long af-~ 
fection in which he had held the old 
Scotchman. Seymour received permis
sion to accompany Lewis, m order to 
ascertain, if possible, what had become 
of Talbot. _, 

The men of Mercer's command re
ported that they tfad seen the two of
ficers dismounted and fighting bravely, 
after ..having refused to retreat. The 
two young officers were Very melan
choly as they rode along the familiar 
road. Lewis belonged to a Virginia 
regiment and had known both Mercer 
and Talbot well, and, in fact, all the 
officers who had been killed. The of
ficers of that little army were like a 
band of brothers, and after every bat
tle there was a general mourning 
for the loss of many friends. The 

drawn, the fires had been allowed to casualties among the officers in the 
die away and tbo nio-— —*• — | 

sharp engagement had been unusually 
severe and entirely disproportioned to 
the total loss; the bulk of the loss had 
fallen upon Mercer's brigade. 

They found the general in Clark's 
farmhouse, near the field of battle, 
lingering In great pain, and slowly-dy
ing from a number of ferocious bayo
net wounds. He was attended by his 
aid, Major Armstrong, and the cele
brated Dr. Benjamin Rush came espe
cially from Philadelphia to give the 
dying hero the benefit of his skill and 
services. He had been treated with 
the greatest respect by the enemy, for 
Cornwallis was always quick to recog
nize and respect a gallant soldier. The 
kindly Quakers had spared neither 
time nor trouble to lighten his dying 
hours, and the women of the house
hold nursed him with gentle and as
siduous care. He passed away ten 
days after the battle, leaving to his 
descendants the untarnished name of 
a gallant soldier and gentleman, who 
never faltered in the pursuit of his 
high ideals of duty. Brief as had been 
his career as a general in the Revolu
tion, his memory i s still cherished by a 
grateful posterity as one of the first 
heroes of that mighty struggle for 
liberty. 

Details of the British were already 
marching toward the field of action to 
engage in the melancholy work of 
burying the dead when Seymour, un
der Major Armstrong's guidance, went 
over the ground in a search for Talbot 
He had no difficulty in finding the 
Ijlace where his friend had fallen. The 
field had not been-disturbed by any 
one. A bloody frozen mass of ice and 
snow had shown where Mercer had 
fallen, and across the place where his 
feet had been lay the body of Talbot. 
In front of him lay the lieutenant with 
whom he had fought, the sword still 
buried in his breast; farther away were 
the two men that the general and he 
had cut down in the first onslaught, 
and at his feet was the corpse of the 
man he had last shot, his stiffened 
hands still tightly clasping his gun. 

Seymour with a sad heart stooped 
and turned over the body of his friend, 
lifting his face once more to that heav
en he had gazed upon so bravely a few 
hours since—for it was morning again, 
-jbut oh, how different! The face was 
covered with blood from the wound in 
the forehead, by which he had been 
beaten down Sadly, tenderly, grate
fully, remembering an hour when Tal
bot had knelt by his side and perform
ed a similar service, he endeavored to 
(wipe the lurid stains from off his mar
ble brow. Then a thought came to 
him. Taking from his breast Katha
rine's handkerchief, which had never 
left him, he moistened it in the snow, 
and, finding an unstained place where 
her dainty hand had embroidered her 
Initials "K. W.," he carefully wiped 
clean the white face of his dead friend. 
There was a little smile upon Talbot's 
lips and a look of peace and calm upon 
his face which Seymour had not seen 
him wea« -since the sinking of the frig
ate. His right hand, whiter than the 
lace which drooped over i t was press
ed against his heart, evidently as the 
result of his last conscious movement. 

Seymour bent down and lifted it up 
gently; there was something beneath 
it inside his waistcoat. The young 
sailor reverently inserted his hand and 
drew it^forth. It was a plain gold 
locket Touching the spring it opened, 
and there were pictured the faces of 
the two women Talbot had loved—on 
the one side the mother, stately, proud, 
handsome, resolute, the image of the 
man himself, on the other, the brown 
eyes and the fair hair and the red lips 
of beautiful Katharine Wilton There 
was a letter, too, in the pocket The 
bayonet thrust which had reached his 

"Weeping? Tears do not become a sol
dier .'" 
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heart had gone through it, and it, and 
the locket also, was stained with blood 
The letter was addressed to Seymour. 
Wondering, he broke the seal and read 
it. It was a brief note, written in 
camp the night of the march. It would 
seem that Talbot had a presentiment 
that he might die in the coming con
flict; Indeed, the letter plainly showed 
that he meant to seek death, to court 
it in. the field. His mother-was to be 
told that he had done his duty and 
had not failed in sustaining the tradi
tions of his honorable house; and the 
honest soldierly little note ended with 
those words: j 

As for you,, my dear Seymour, would < 
that fate had been kinder to you' Were | 
Katharine alive, I would crave your per- . 
mission to say these words to her: "I love • 
you, Kats—Tve always loved you—but the 1 

'better man has won you." My bast love 
to the old mother. Won't you take it to 
her? And goodby, and God bless you! 

I - v ' HILARY TALBOTv 

The brilliance went but of the sun
shine, the brightness faded out of the 
morning, and Seymour stood there 
with the tears running down his 
cheeks—not ashamed to weep for his 
friend. And yet the man was with 
Kate, he thought, and happy—he could 
almost envy him his quiet sleep. The 
course of his thoughts was rudely 
broken by the approach of a party of 
horsemen who rode up to where he 
stood. Their leader, a bold, handsome 
young man -of distinguished appear
ance, in the brilliant dress of a British 
general officer, reined in his steed close 
by him and addressed him. 

"How now, sir! Weeping? Tears do 
not become a soldier!" 

Ah, sir," said Seymour, saluting 
and pointing down to Talbot's body at 
the same time, "not even when one 
mourns the death of a friend?" 

Your friend, sir?" replied the gen
eral officer courteously, uncovering and 
looking down at the bodies with inter
e s t his practiced eye Immediately tak
ing in the details of the little conflict 

"He did not go to his death alone," 
he said meaningly. "'Fore Gad, sir, 
here has been a pretty fight! Your 
name and rank, sir?" 

"Lieutenant John Seymour of the 
American Continental navy, volunteer 
aid on his excellency General Wash
ington's staff." 

And what do you here? Are you a 
prisoner?" 

"No, sir; I came with Major Lewis 
to visit General Mercer and to look for 
my friend under cover of a flag of 
truce." 

'Ha! How is General Mercer?" 
Frightfully wounded. He cannot live 

very long now." 
'He was a gallant fellow, so I am 

told, sir, and fought the father of his 
majesty in the '45." 

'Yes," said Seymour simply. "This 
is where he fell." 

The general looked curiously about 
him. 

"And who was your dead friend?" he 
continued. 

"Captain Hilary Talbot of Virginia, 
of General Washington's staff." 

"What! Not Talbot of Fairview Hall 
on the Potomac?" said one of the offi
cers. 

"The same, sir." 
"Gad, my lord, Madam Talbof a a 

redhot Tory! She swears by the king. 
I've been entertained at the house-
not when the young man was there, 
but while h e was away—and a fine 
place it is. Well, here's a house di
vided truly!" 

"Is it indeed so, Mr. Seymour?' 
The young man nodded affirmatively. 
"What were you proposing to do 

with the body?" 
"Bury it near here, sir, in the ceme

tery on the hill by the college. We 
have no means of transporting it 
hence." 

"Well, you shall do so, and we will 
bury him like a soldier. I remember 
the family now in England very well. 
Don't thsy call them the loyal Talbots? 
Yes, I thought so. He was a rebel and 
so far false to his creed, but a gentle
man nevertheless, and a brave one too. 
Look at the fight he made here, gen
tlemen. He shall have an escort of the 
king's own troops^, and Lord Cornwal
lis himself and his staff for his chief 
mourners; eh, Erskine?" said the ga'-
lant earl, turning to the officer who 
rode near him. 

"How will that suit you, Mr. Sey
mour? You can tell that to his poor 
old mother, too, when you see her once 
again. Some of you bring up a com
pany of troops and get a gun carriage— 
there's an abandoned one of Maw
hood's over there—and we'll take him 
up properly. Have yoa a horse, sir? 
Ah, that's well. And bring a prayer 
book if you can find one. I doubt if 
there be any in my staff. I presume 
the man was a churchman, and he 
shall have prayers too. We have no 
coffin for him either. But, stay; here's 
my own cloak, a proper shroud for a 
soldier. Surely that will do nicely. 
And now let us go on, gentlemen." 

In a short time the martial cortege 
reached the little Presbyterian ceme
tery. The young man, wrapped in the 
general's cloak, was soon laid away in 
the shallow grave which had hastily 
been made ready for him Seymour, 
attended by the two other American 
officers, Armstrong and Lewis, after 
cutting off a lock of Talbot's tlark hair 
for his^mother, read the burial service 
out of the young soldier's own little 
prayer book, which he had found in 
the pocket of his coat As the earth 
was put upon him Cornwallis and hi3 
officers stood about reverently uncov
ered while the sailor read with falter
ing lips the old familiar words which 
for twenty centuries have whispered 
of comfort to the heartbroken children 
of men and illumined the dark future 
by an eternal hope—nay, rather, fixed 
assurance—of life everlasting. 

There was one tender hearted woman 
there too, one of the sweet faced 
daughters of the kindly Quaker, Miss 
Clark. She had taken time to twine a 
hasty wreath from the fragrant ever 
verdant pine; when the little mound 
of earth was finished, softly she laid 
it down, breathing a prayer for the 
mother in f aroff Virginia as she did so. 

Then they all drew back while the 
well trained soldiers fired the last three 
volleys and the drummers beat the 
last call. 'Twas the same simple end
ing which closes the career of all sol
diers of whatever degree when they 
come to occupy those narrow quartera 
where earthly considerations, of rank 
and station are forgot. 

"Sir, I beg to thank you for this dis
tinguished courtesy," said Seymour, 
with deep feeling, extending his hand 
to the knightly Briton. 

"Do not mentionjt, sir, I beg of you," 
replied Cornwallis, shaking his hand 
warmly. "You will do the same for 
one of us, I am sure, should occasion 
ever demand a like service at your 
hands. I will see that your other men 
and officers are properly buried. Do 
you return now?" 
^''Immediately, my lord." ; * ^ 
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