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Man O’ Men
CHAPTER 1

The low, soft, melodious notes of the violin gradu-
ally ceased. The dancers applauded and then gathered
here and there in small groups upon the ball-room floor.
The candles had burned low and the flame from the
sperm oil lamps sputtered and flickered from lack of
nourishment. From the hearth there was an opalescent
glow from the dying embers which cast fanciful shadows
upon the low ceiling. This, the last social event of the
season, was slowly drawing to a close.

It was the year 1770, Place, the village of Tarry-
town on the Hudson, a day's ride from the city of New
York. Squire Warner, a pioneer of that Colonial town,
was entertaining. "T'was the month of April when the
death-like brown of Winter’s touch was just changing to
lifehand green of Spring. The hour was nigh unto mid-
night,

The violinist, a tall, spare man, arose, stretched,
flourished his bow above his head, and in his harsh nasal
voice, announced an intermission, to be followed by the
last dance of the evening. Thereupon, he sipped of the
punch and taking a goodly chew of tobacco, settled com-
fortably in his chair.

On hearing this announcement, a young couple drew
apart from the others and silently sought a vacant cor-
ner. When they were quite alone the girl, quickly grasp-
ing her escort’s arm and looking appealingly at his hand-
some face, said softly:

“On the morrow, David, you say, you are leaving? 1
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8 MAN O’ MEN

am so glad to learn you have succeeded in getting such
an opportunity, but—but, I do not believe you realize
just what this will—"

“Yes, Miriam,” interjected the man, “I fully realize
all it will mean. I dislike to go, yet I cannot feel but it
is necessary. There is no other way. England will mean
so much more to me. There are so many more advan-
tages. So many opportunities for a professional man,
and especially for one who has chosen the vocation of a
physician. I will be able to obtain far more practical
experience and, furthermore, a greater chance to pro-
cure advance study than the Colonies have to offer. 1
can ill afford to miss this opportunity. One I have looked
forward to, for so long.”

“Oh, I know you are right, but David, you do know I
shall miss you, don’t you, O, so badly? I dislike to think
of it, 'tis so long. Five years? Will you be away that
long—honestly?”

“Yes, my little lady, at least five years, and there is a
possibility it may be longer. That will, of course,
depend a great deal upon myself.”

“You mean?”

“Upon my ability and self-denial.”

“Of these neither do I question. I know you too well,
David. I am so delighted. I love to think of all that
you are trying to do—really, I am glad, but I am also
sorry—sorry because it so happens that you have to
leave at this time.”

“Sorry—at this time—why? I fail to understand,”
said David, with a look of perplexity and surprise.

“Well,” she said, wistfully fingering at the lace upon
his vest, “what has happened recently and all that you
have told me heretofore has caused me to think much
of late. 'Tis your attitude toward the Loyalists, your
indifference toward the King, that I fail to understand.
I know that you have tried to be frank with me, and [
appreciate that you are sincere, but just why you should
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differ so greatly in your views as to those of Carl and
others, I must admit, I fail to comprehend. Carl
recently told me that your associates and your activity
in this regard would cause trouble for both you and
Howard.”

“Miriam, I dislike very much to discuss this subject.
"Tis not the time or place. My associates are friends,
and my friends are Patriots. I care not one jot or tittle
for Hutchinson. His own selfish interests would super-
sede his honest convictions. His conscience is mute. He
will induce you to believe that he upholds the acts of
his King because of loyalty and family pride. Mark
my words, Carl has another purpose—an ambition he
would realize, a mission he would fulfll, that he now
guises clothed in the reputation of a Loyalist. Miriam,
listen; must I, must others, ever bow to the burden-
some mandates of our King because our ancestors hap-
pened to be English-born? Must we, who have borne
these injustices e'er so long, without active complaint,
now become a footstool for His Majesty?”

“But, David, you—"

“Hush,” whispered David, as at that moment a young
man, tall of figure, broad of shoulder, erect, with keen
brown eyes set rather closely together in his handsome
face, approached the speakers. David turned and faced
about as Carl Hutchinson came near and addressed
Miriam.

“T believe, Miss Ward, that I have the honor of this
dance,” he said, bowing low, and then smiling at David,
continued: “I trust that I am not intruding, Mr. Otis,
but inasmuch as this is the last dance of the evening,
tis my right and my dutiful pleasure to interrupt,” at
the time offering his arm to Miriam, as the music began.

“Quite right, Mr. Hutchinson, I assure you. Occa-
sions like this demand untimely interruptions of this
nature,” replied David, bowing low to Miriam, and then
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continuing: “T trust that you will enjoy your dance as
much as I have mine.”

David Otis, twenty-four, tall, with steel-blue eyes and
a handsome but determined face, his appearance embel-
lished and most striking with his powdered hair, plush
coat, knee breeches and black silk stockings, silently
watched Carl and Miriam as they joined the dancers,
with a puzzled frown upon his face. Turning, he
quickly made his way to a group of boys chatting near
the entrance.

“Howard,” he called, “I would have a word with
you.” .

Howard Otis, not as yet seventeen, slender, alert,
quick of eye, fiery and passionate, drew apart from his
associates and joined his brother.

“Boy,” said David, “the hour is growing late, It is
high time that we were on our way. The morning bids
that we must get an early start for we have many a mile
before us. We will await this dance as I desire to bid
Miriam my adieu. Methinks I have learned much this
evening and I loathe to think of leaving you at this time.
" However, I feel that you will take good care of thyself.
I wish, Howard, during my absence, that you will see
much, and mind you say but little.”

“Now, Dave, don't you start at this late hour to
worry 2bout me. I promise you I will take good care of
myself and, also, that I will keep in touch with you. I
am old enough and know enough to always do my part.
I'm not afraid of any man. You say that you have
learned much this night? I, too, have news for you.
Listen, Carl's uncle, old Thomas Hutchinson, Governor
of Boston, has bid Miriam to his next ball. Did an Otis
get a bid? Did Hancock or Adams get a bid ?”

“I understand, Howard, I know of that you speak. I
have already learned. Little do I care. You know as
well as I, why an Otis was cut and a Ward invited. "Tis
Carl’s doings. He would be in a position to arrange such
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an affair. '"Twould not be Miriam’s will. I wager she
knows nothing about it. I must and do believe in her.
Do you not think, Howard, ’tis her environment and not
the heart that would sway her sympathies with the Loy-
alists?”

“That may be true, but I cannot say your leaving will
improve her environment. What think you, Dave?”

“Of that I cannot be the judge,” replied David. “I
realize that Carl will grasp this opportunity to gain her
affection and I also predict he will resort to every ruse
to prejudice her against our cause.”

“You forget thyself, David, the name of Otis will
also suffer.”

“Methinks you are right, but Miriam has made me 2
promise. I have her word that she will wait until I have
fully completed my studies. Until such time I do not be-
lieve I have just cause to—"

“Ah, look!" interposed Howard, “there she comes,
and on the arm of that snob, Hutchinson.”

“Tut, tut, not so loud,” whispered David, “‘thy words
might create a scene.”

“And little would I care,” snapped Howard.

“Hold thy peace,” reprimanded David.

“I have just learned you are leaving for our Mother
country on the morrow,” said Carl, with an exaggerat.
ing show of urbanity, as Miriam and he approached, “to
continue your learning. It affords me great pleasure to
learn that you have such an opportunity. I trust this is
your sole purpose and that you have nothing in common
with’such bigots and blackguards as Adams and Han-
cock.” :

Hardly had Hutchinson finished before Howard ut-
tered an angry exclamation, and turning in a flash faced
Carl with both hands clinched. Hutchinson, hearing
Howard's retort, snickered, and with a haughty smile,
turned to meet the boy's indignant gaze. Howard ad-
vanced and Carl made ready to meet him. Premonition
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made David act quickly. He stepped forward and
caught Howard's arm and in his cool suave manner
smothered his brother’s retaliation.

“You cur!” cried Howard, struggling to free himself,
“I'll make—"

. ‘“That remark, Mr. Hutchinson,’ interjected David,
with suppressed dignity, looking Carl fearlessly in the
eye, ‘‘was entirely uncalled for and a low, dirty, mean in-
sinuation without demonstrable foundation. Far below
the dignity and bearing of a gentleman, sir; and further-
more, it was degrading and blasphemous to those two
American Patriots who are not present to answer for
then}sclves, and methinks, well for thy good, they are
not.’

“American Patriots! Pooh, ha, ha,” laughed Carl,
“T would that they were here. 'Twould have been the
same. I have nothing to retract. Their ears may harken
to my words at any time or place. 'Tis well for them
they herd together, black sheep that they are. Wait and
see where my uncle will place them on his calling list. I
take pleasure in informing you that their traitorous ac-
tivities are about to end.”

“I have little doubt but that their names appear upon
thy worthy uncle’s list, but your illustrious Governor will
undoubtedly postpone his contemplated call. I have reli-
able information that his name appears first upon their
calling list and that he will receive a call he will not ap-
preciate,” replied David, defiantly.

“That remark could be interpreted as treason, sir,”
sneered Carl. 'Tis well you are leaving. You will have
time to reflect after losing the associations of your trai-
torous friends.”

“You are at liberty to give it such interpretation as
you may desire,—treason, if you wish. '"Tis thy com-
pany I decry, not theirs,” calmly replied David, with his
eye upon Howard.

Miriam at this instant stepped between them and
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taking each by the arm, smilingly inquired of David:

“Howard,—where is he going to stay, and what will
he do?”

David turned from Hutchinson, and looking down
into the troubled eyes of Miriam and that white ex-
pectant face, he grasped the small hand pulling at his
sleeve, and tenderly said:

“Howard, my little lady, will stay in Boston during
my absence. I have arranged an apprenticeship for him
with an old friend of our family. He is pleased to go,
and I have no fear for him.”
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CHAPTER 11

South of the picturesque village of Tarrytown and ex-
tending for miles to the Sound, bounded on the West by
the swift majestic Hudson, the country was divided into
many large estates. The great majority of these large
holdings were appropriately ornamented by beautiful
homes. In fact, the surrounding country all about gave
every evidence of prolific management and prosperity.

It was in this locality that Josiah Ward had lived and
prospered, only to succumb to the frailties of man as
he neared his sixtieth year, It was here that Miriam
Ward, the only child, now twenty-two—with blue eyes,
and light hair, slender, vivacious, graceful and pretty—
had spent her childhood under the strict, yet generous,
faultless teaching and guiding care of her aunt, her
mother having passed away years before Miriam had
attained her majority.

Near the Ward homestead, and extending for miles
to the South, John Hutchinson had by thrift, shrewd
dealing and frugal habits, acquired and maintained his
magnificent estate. Later, in the war with France, this
proud Loyalist gave his life with Wolfe at Quebec, for
the Crown. He left one heir, a proud, arrogant, indo-
lent son, Carl Hutchinson. - T

Here, too, a neighbor of Ward and Hutchinson had
lived, Andrew Otis. A staunch American. Fiery and
firm. Not so well-to-do as Ward and Hutchinson, but
the proud father of two handsome boys, David and

‘Howard. To his sons, Andrew Otis denied nothing
within his means. He tried to teach and instill in them
the true meaning of the existence of man. Taught them
to ever exemplify that virtue and to keep the name of
Otis beyond reproach. Well had he succeeded, fulfilling
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the last promise he had made to his devoted wife, as she
closed her eyes for the last time, at the birth of How-
ard.

It was Andrew Otis who first encouraged and finally
persuaded the folk to build and maintain a place for
holy worship. It was Otis who insisted upon a plan of
education, and who, after many rebuffs, succeeded in get-
ting Ward to donate the bit of land upon which they
erected the first school, a little upright frame building of
one story, plain but comfortable. Here their children,
Miriam, David, and Carl, learned the first rudiments of
a common education.

It was here that Miriam witnessed the first altercation
between David and Carl, which arose over a dispute be-
tween them as to whose turn it was to accompany her
the short distance to her home. It was at this time
Miriam intercepted Carl’s blow as he pinioned David be-
neath him.

Is it little wonder that Miriam on this evening
in April, at the home of Squire Warner, in Tarrytown,
just as they were about to step the last minuet, had an-
ticipated trouble between David and Carl, and, realizing
the occasion demanded quick action, had intuitively in-
terjected the query as to Howard’s welfare?

Miriam Ward’s almost daily association and com-
panionship with both these young men, had instilled in
her a fondness and a sincere belief in both. She loved
the firm and determined qualities and kindly disposition

v of David Otis, and she also admired the suave, polite,
and immaculate Carl Hutchinson. Miriam, fully con-
vinced that she knew each-and understood their respec-
tive temperaments, trusted and cherished both. She,
however, knew but little of the deception and guile
which dominated the spirit of Carl Hutchinson, which of
late had enlarged so rapidly and disclosed itself so mani-

festly at every opportunity while in the presence of
David.
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Carl Hutchinson delighted in the activity of David in
behalf of the Patriots. His taunts in this regard, he
knew, were fuel for the fire. David was well aware of
Carl’s guile in this respect. He seemed to know Carl’s
very thoughts. He knew Carl was a Loyalist, at least
by word and reputation, and his efforts to influence
Miriam in behalf of the Crown had not been in vain. He
- therefore avoided Carl’s company, and upon every occa-
sion he would refrain from colloquy with Carl for fear
of trouble over their differences of opinion.

After listening attentively to David's answer in ref-
erence to Howard's welfare, Carl gazed silently at
Miriam and David. He apparently was satisfied with
Miriam’s sudden intrusion, and with a supercilious smile
he turned and amicably walked away.

Howard Otis followed Carl's movements closely, a
look of defiance, disgust and indignation upon his boyish
face, and then turning to David with a sigh of relief,
was about to speak. Noticing that his brother was other-
wise engaged he, too, slowly strolled away.

David, still holding the dainty hand he had taken at
the time of the altercation, silently escorted Miriam to a
seat and sat down at her side.

“Miriam,” he said, appealingly but with effective de-
liberation, “I offer my apology. I also desire to thank
you for your timely interference, not that I did not fear
for the outcome,—'twas not the time nor place. I trust
I did nothing in your judgment that might exceed the
bounds of propriety. Carl’s taunting remarks cut deep.
I was first in a mood to let events shape themselves. 1
am glad it did not reach that limit. I am very sorry it
should have happened,—happened at this time. This of
all evenings, my last,—with you,—for some time. I
trust you do not blame me.”

“I am also sorry, David, that it should have happened
upon this evening. I was so happy, have been so happy
the entire evening,—and now this would mar all. I can
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overlook this, but I fear the final result. Carl was
wrong. 1 do not censure you, I only wish it had not
occurred. Now that it is over, let us forget and try to -
forgive, for the hour is getting late. 'Tis well, David,
you are going away, for this affair will end, at least, for
the present, and methinks time may do much to blot out
what enmity may remain.”

“'Tis as you desire, Miriam; I will forgive, but to
forget, that is different. "Tis our attitude which must be
mutual to be forgotten. Miriam,” continued David, “as
a last favor, would you grant that I may accompany you
home this evening?"’

“David!” exclaimed Miriam, “you should not ask,
you know that Carl brought me here. Had he not, I
would gladly consent.”

“Yes, I know,” he replied, anxiously scanning her
face, “but surely you will remember it may be the last
time. Do you not realize it may be my last oppor-
tunity ?”

“Quite true, David, but you know, as well as I, it
woud not be right. I also fear my consent might cause
another scene—yet-~you may—with Carl’s approval.”

“Miriam,” he said deliberately, with his handsome
face set, “Carl Hutchinson would be the last person of
whom I would make such a request.”

“Your reply I expected—I must refuse.”

“Certainly, my lady, but I can be honored with your
presence for at least the remainder’ of the evening.
'I}’ll.lo;,gh the time be short, surely you will grant me
this?’ ‘

“'Tis thy almost constant presence with me this
evening, methinks, bespeaks Carl’s attitude. Do you not
think so?”

“He would do better to use such foresight as he may
be endowed, for he should know he will not encounter
my presence, if an obstacle in his path, for some time to
come. All I ask of you, Mriiam, is that you keep your
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promise,—that you will wait until I have completed my
studies.” :

“You have my word, David, regarding that. I will
do as I say.”

“I believe you, Miriam. I leave you with faith and
confidence, and now as I notice Carl approaches, I will
leave you. I bid you good-night and good-bye.” David
Otis brought the hand he held to his lips. Then he
slowly released her, motioned for Howard, who awaited
him and, with his brother at his side, stepped out into
the night.
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CHAPTER III

Our narrative opened during the month of April,
1770. Five years have passed since David Otis took his
leave and embarked for England. The charred embers
of discord and chaos have been ignited by the many bur-
densome levies inflicted by Parliament and the invidious
precepts of His Majesty in reprisal for the famous “Tea
Party.” Thence closely followed the battles of Lexing-
ton and Concord.

A bell had just ceased tolling the eleventh hour. The
night was still, except for the rhythmical play and splash-
ing of the waves against the vessel's side. The sky was
lined with low fleecy clouds which moved slowly from
horizon to horizon. Stars, innumerable, played at hide-
and-seek behind the downy floating objects. The moon,
now and then piercing the clouds, revealed a sentry at
gis chOSt, or walking to and fro at his watch upon the

eck.

In the cabin below, several British officers were still
hovering over their glasses. There was much good cheer
and fellowship. One, a2 man of striking appearance, be-
decked in a gorgeous uniform, arose and with his glass
on high, proffered a toast to their commander, Sir Wil-
liam Howe. They drank to this toast with much laugh-
ter and great cheer.

“Ah, Clinton,” said Sir William, “methinks you make
far too light of this talk of rebellion. I fear we have a
serious problem upon our hands. The spirit of freedom
and liberty is born of beasts. We limit that only by cap-
tivity. In this uprising 'twill not apply. You forget
these men are Englishmen. Our own blood and fiber.
Well know we, all of us, that trait. Well know we—"

Sir William was interrupted by the opening of the
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cabin door and the hurried entry of an officer, who at
once saluted his superior and stood at attention.

“Captain Bradtock,” demanded Sir William, “why
this sudden intrusion? For what came you?”

“I would ask for a word with thee, sir. Methinks I
have a bit of information which demands thy sound
judgment and quick action.”

“Speak, tarry not, I will listen.”

“This, Sir William—I ask thy advice. Read,” and
he forthwith gave his General a bit of folded paper.

“Ah, a note, Captain, but pray why the secrecy. It
has not as yet come to pass that you have to make known
thy wants in script.” A

“I pray you read, Sir William,” said the Captain.

The dignified General slowly turned the note over and
over in his hand, as was his custom, then ordering a light
brought near, he proceeded to unfold the note and began
reading:

“Dear Brother:

“I dislike to say so but it is absolutely necessary that
you return at once. We will need you and methinks need
you badly. Undoubtedly by the time this letter reaches
you, you will have learned of the fight at Lexington. I
was in the thickest of the conflict, David, and I tell you
the old rifle barked long and strong for liberty. You
ought to have seen those regulars run. Do you know,
Dave, one American can lick six of the King's red dude
dummies and then do a good day’s work.

“The Tories have caused us a great deal of trouble,
but we have most of them cooped up in Boston and
those at large are anxious to join their friends. I just
learned that Carl is in Boston, but you know one can not
rely much on hearsay.

“Word from home brings the news that Miriam's
aunt is very low. 1 dislike to cause you any anxiety, but
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I still believe you have the wrong impression of Miriam.
I trust that you may be right.

“Carl has been as dirty towards me as ever. My only
hope is that he takes a musket and fights for his King,
but of course he won't—the coward.

“David, do you remember once while we were in Bos-
ton with father, of meeting a man by the name of Paul
Revere? He ran the little watchmaker and engraving
shop. Well, he was wonderful just before the fight at
Concord and Lexington. He rode like the wind arous-
ing everyone from their beds, and how they did pepper
the British] The Red Coats finally captured him, but
he had finished his ride.

“David, you must get home some way. Join the Red
Coats and let the King bring you back. You know what -

I mean.
Howard.”

“Humph—humph” grunted Sir William, as he fin-
ished. “Where did you get this?”

“From one of my command, Sir.”

“How came it in the possession of your trooper?”

“He, Sir, tells me that he found it this evening.”

“Found it where, if you know?"”

“Below, Sir.”

“The hour?”
. “,I’t has just been reported to me, I know not the time,

ir.

“Who, or what is the name of the trooper?”’

“Howard, Sir, John Howard.”

“Bring Howard here at once.”

“Aye, Sir,” said Bradtock, about to retire.

“Tarry, one moment,” commanded Howe. “What
think you, Clinton—this demands immediate action?”"

“I would so advise, Sir William,” said Clinton, “and
perchance some strategy.”
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“Qulte correct,” replied Howe. “Order Howard here
at once.’

“Aye, Sir.”

Sir William was impatiently drumming the table with
his fingers upon the return of the Captain with trooper
Howard.

“This,—er, this note, Howard, where did you get
it?” said Howe, exhibiting the same to the trooper.

“I found it at the side of my bunk as I was about to
retire, Sir.”

“Did you report this to your Captain at once?”

“I did, Sir.”

“Do you know to whom it may belong?”

“That I cannot tell, Sir.”

“Enough. You may return,”” commanded Howe.

For the next few minutes all remained silent. At last
Sir William broke the stillness.

“Have you any new enlistments in your command,
Captain?’ he asked, his face suddenly glowing with
quick i mspxratlon

“T have, Sir,” replied Bradtock “ﬁve. I believe.”

“Methinks, Clmtq)n, this man, David somebody, has
recently enlisted injourifanks. It would further appear
from this note, that he is from the Colonies and
has taken steps to return. He has a brother, a rebel, is
also quite apparent. "This man is now within our midst.
He has had a good opportunity to secure information.
If he should make his escape off this ship he will
undoubtedly join the rebels and furnish them with such
information as he may have. The ass, methinks, might
perchance at some future time blow our heads off. I
have this in mind, Clinton. Bradtock,” he continued, “re-
turn, order the new recruits to relieve the present guard.
As soon as this change is completed, make every effort
to learn the identity of this man David, by a search of
the recruits’ baggage and all the personal effects they
may have.”
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“Aye, Sir,”

“What think you, Clinton, have I taken the right
action, or have you something to suggest.”

“Much wisdom have thee displayed, General. 1 have
naught to offer, nor could I improve thy device.”

“My orders, Bradtock, and ’tis well you spare neither
time or effort in apprehending this culprit.”

“Avye, Sir.”

“Hold, one minute,” commanded Howe, “find this
man and bring him before me at once. I will make an
example of him, by Gad, such stupidity will not be coun-
ltje;n}?nced by His Majesty. I charge that you bring him

ither,”

“Aye, Sir,” repied Bradtock.
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CHAPTER IV

Miriam had just left her aunt, who had dozed off into
a peaceful and much needed sleep. “‘Dear, dear auntie,
so sweet and so patient,” thought Miriam, as she reached
the door and stepped out upon the veranda.

It was an ideal day. As far as the eye could see, the
ground lay carpeted in green From the hillside upon
which the home was built, she could look far, following
the course of the river. The high, almost perpendicular,
banks on both sides of the stream, seemed to blend at
the foot with the dark green water, and then to rise and
meet the sky until lost in the great canopy of blue.

“Soon,” reﬂected Mmam, ‘it will be pleasant enough
so that auntie may join me here and then I know she will
surely regain her strength.” While thus engrossed in
thought, her attenion was suddenly attracted by a lone
horseman, approaching from the south. As they drew
near, Miriam recognized both the rider. and the horse,
and when they stopped at the block and the man dis-
mounted, Miriam was there to welcome him.

She threw her arms about the neck of the large white
beast, rubbing her face across its velvety nose, play-
fully and fondly patting the arched neck of the wonder-
ful white stallion.

“Oh, Carll—he is such a beauty, so noble, so human
—just wonderful. Look! See those earsl I know he un-
derstands every word I am saying,” cried Miriam, with
manifest delight, hugging the large white neck and pat- .
ting it again and again.

“The very best money can buy,” boastfully replied
Carl, “Would you like to own him?”

“Would I like to have him,—would I"” Oh, Carl, just
think what it would mean to me! Would I1”
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“You may have that pleasure, some day. Such an ac-
quisition lies entirely within your control. I know my
proud General will not object to you as his mistress, and
well do I know his present owner is ready and willing to
surrender his title, upon but one condition. I trust it
is_,’

“Isn't it lovely out?" exclaimed Miriam, changing the
subject abruptly, without glancing at the bewildered
Carl.

“Yes, indeed,” he replied, “by far too nice to tarry
here. Come, let us stroll over by the river, I want to talk
with you and would prefer that we be quite alone.”

“Oh, that would be fine were it possible, but you
know, Carl, Auntie just this minute fell asleep and
I would not dare to leave her. Come upon the veranda,
for I, too, have much to say.”

“Carl,” said Miriam, after they were comfortably
seated, “I have so many, many things on my mind. You
will appreciate since my aunt’s sickness I have had much
time to think.”

“Think!” said Carl, rather disgustedly, “anybody, be
they deaf, dumb or blind, fool or otherwise, has to
think. Are your thoughts of interest to me? You know
tis the right kind of thoughts of the one present, which
bring comfort and joy. Come, bear with me and let me
share thy thoughts.”

“Very well said, Carl, but should you not also be
kindly, too, and welcome such thoughts as I may have
for those not present?” shyly inquired Miriam, watching
the expression on Carl's face. ‘

_ “That depends, I would say, greatly upon one's dispo-
sition and even more so to whom you refer. But come,
Miriam, tell me what you have in store, that is, your
thoughts of me, inasmuch as I am present.”

“Why consider our own selfish interests?” replied
Miriam seriously. “I have by far more important things
which are of greater moment to you and me.”
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“Oh, yes, I surmise what you mean,—this idle talk—"

“Yes,” interjected Miriam, “this talk of a rebellion.
Are not you giving it any consideration?”

“Rebellion!” Carl laughed loud and long. “My lady,
King George has to strike but once. The rebels will dis-
band. Their leaders will meet punishment, and your
talked-of rebellion is at an end. Pray worry not over
that situation, for I know of what I speak.”

“Oh, are you right? Did that happen at Lexington?
Does the activity of the Patriots amount to naught?”

“Lexington! Pooh, that was nothing but a skirmish.
The rebels resorted to ambush like heathen Indians.
They did not dare to meet the Regulars face to face and
fight like men.”

“Isn't that warfare? Isn't that the way our fathers
fought? Could you expect a handful of untrained troops,
poorly equipped, to stand and do battle with the sea-
soned, well-trained and fully equipped Regulars of the
King? Surely you will give them far more credit than
that. Besides, Howard Otis says that ‘all is fair in war.””

“Otis!—Oh, don’t mention the name! Will you
kindy refrain from speaking of either of them, at least,
in my presence?” rejoined Carl, with considerable em-
phasis.

“Why?” asked Miriam, endeavoring to look per-
plexed, but knowing well his reason.

“Now, just why do you ask that?” cried Carl, angrily;
“you know as well as I what happéned the last time we
met. Could one have a better excuse for the asking of
my request?”’

“David promised to forget that affair. I believe that
he has. I ask that you, also, forget and that you
forgive.”

“Would he forgive? No indeed.”

“Do you think that David would nurse hatred? Do
you think he would incite trouble, that he would encour-
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age war? Do you believe that he would like to see trou-
ble between the Colonies and Great Britain?”

“I know that he would. I contend that that is just the
reason he went to England. He is in league with Han-
cock and Adams.”

“I know better.” :

“You mean, you think you do,” replied Carl.

“Nay, I know I do. David is not of that disposition.
He has always contended that these men were not fight-
ing the English people—only the British Crown.”

“Bah,—isn’t two and two—four? Don’t, please, don't
mention his name again.”

“You are loyal, Carl?”

“I am. Why do you ask?’

“If you are so sincere and loyal to your King and wish
to further his interests in the Colonies, why don’t you
cast your lot with His Majesty? Surely your standing
and your loyalty would merit 4 place of rank with the
King’s troops. Methinks they would welcome you.”

“I should enjoy nothing better, Miriam, if it were not
for the management of my estate. That fact alone
makes it impossible. There is no one but myself capable
of handling the vast and important duties connected
with my holdings. I also know that I could secure a com-
mission commendable of my position and rank, as you
say, but I cannot get away at this time. However, do not
think me entirely idle. There are many other ways of
giving’ help to our cause than that of actual service in the
army.”

“Others with equally as large estates, and even
greater than yours, have thrown their destiny with the
Patriots.”

“Quite true, I will admit, Miriam, but a foolhardy
act, you will have to acknowedge.”

“Why do you claim 'tis foolhardy?”

“Well, if the Colonies lose, they in turn will lose,—
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and that will mean not only such property they may pos-
sess, but also their lives.”

“If the King win, then what your lot, Sir Carl?”
asked Miriam.

“If,” said Carl, “and we will just eliminate that little
word ‘if,’ it means recognition both at home and abroad,
influence, wealth and eventually the Governorship of
New York.”

“You aspire for more than you already have?”
| d“A’spire for all that-I can gety—including you, my
ady.’

“Supposing,” queried Miriam, “contrary to your ex-
pectations, that the Colonies should win their indend-
ence. What then, Sir Carl?”

“Should the rebels win,” and Carl laughed long and
hard again; “if they should win, why, I would give a
third of all I possess to help stabilize their government.
"Twould be a sad day for us who have wealth. The rob-
bers would demand all. They win, I fall, but I'd doff my
hat to Adams and his rebel crew.”

“You state that with jest and vaunting, but I am sin-
cere. Isita promise?” asked Miriam.

“It may be so considered if you insist.”

‘(I do'”

“I promise,” he replied rather seriously, “‘but, mind
you, I doubt that I never have to fulfill it.”

“Tis time that will tell. Now that we have a wager,
and have discussed the rebellion, are you willing to with-
draw your limitations heretofore required?”

“Limitations! May I ask to what or whom you now
refer?”

“David, and the name of Otis.”
~ “Oh, well,—my disposition has changed since first I

came, therefore with the barrier removed allow me to
ask regarding his welfare. What do you hear of him?”

“Many, many things, Carl,” she replied with a
smothered sigh. “Poor boy, he is so anxious over this



MAN O’ MEN 29

affair. He did so hate to start for England because of the
many whispering sounds of trouble. Now he will learn
of the fight at Lexington. That of itself will convince
him of that which eventually must come and he will drop
his studies and start for home. That, I know, and when
he reaches home once more, I also know he will take up
arms for liberty.”

“Unless he started some time ago,” replied Carl
laughingly, “he will have a hard time reaching home.”

“What do you mean?” asked Miriam incredulously.

“I understand that transportation has been cut off be-
tween England and America.”

“That may be—discontinued to everyone—but David
Otis. He will find some way to reach his friends. You
and I know David.” :

“Yes, that is so; he might come back—in chains—"
repied Carl, with spurning satire, “for I still believe he
went to England for other purposes than that of study.”

A tinkle of a bell at this moment interrupted their con-
versation.

“Auntie! Carl, excuse me.”

Miriam soon returned. ‘‘She wanted a drink, the
dear. We were taking about David. O, yes, about his
return.”’

“Well,” said Carl, getting to his feet, “for the time,
at least, let us forget David. I came to-day, Miriam, for
but one and only one purpose,” and he took both her
hands in his, drawing her close. “Miriam, I want to ask
you to marry me.”

“Carl!” replied Miriam, feigning astonishment and
looking somewhat perplexed, as she stepped from him.
“I hardly know what to say,—only—this, I cannot give
you my answer today. I like you, Carl, very much, in-
deed—but—I have promised,—"

“Promised! What do you mean?’ he cried. “Prom-
ised—that—""
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“Nay—nay—not that, not what you would infer.
Don't get excited, Carl, ’tis only a promise to wait.”

“To wait]! Wait—wait for whom?”

“For David,—that is, wait until he finishes, so he—"

“What!” interjected Carl, savagely, “wait for that
spy, that traitor! Are you—would you consider him?”

“He is not a spy! He is not a traitor] He has not
taken up arms either for or against the Crown, Mr.
Carl Hutchinson.”

“He hasn't, you say,—listen, if I can prove to your
satisfaction he has, that he is exactly what I say, then
will you marry me?”

*“You prove that David Otis s not true to his cause,
or that of the King; that he has proven himself a traitor
to the Patriots, or a spy and traitor to his King, as you
charge. Prove this, Carl Hutchinson,—and—yes, I will
marry you.”

“Your word, Madam?”

“My word, but remember, though part in jest, I have
a promise from you.”

“Jest, yes, but most sincere if you so wish.”

“I do‘"

“You have my word.”
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CHAPTER V

John Stearns, a tall, blue-eyed young man, from the
city of Cambridge, England, had made application and
had been accepted as a Regular in the British army.
He had enlisted for service abroad. Within the next
few hours, Sir William Howe would set sail for America
under orders of the King, commanding him to proceed
at once to subdue the revolting Colonies. John had ex-
perienced no difficulty in his enlistment; in fact he was
gladly received. It was quite apparent at the time the
King would have to resort to mercenary help, as His
Majesty was having difficulty in procuring recruits for
service in America. John had had some military train-
ing. He wanted to go to the Colonies, he told the ex-
amining oficer. His parents were dead. He had no
relatives in England and was out of employment. He
was thereupon accepted without further parley.

Time dragged slowly for John Stearns at sea. The
occasional guard duty and other daily routine work be-
came a pleasure to perform. Such tasks he welcomed.
Evenings he joined his fellow companions with song and
good cheer. At last came the report that they were near-
ing their destination, and one evening as John was about
to retire, word was quictly passed around that they
would anchor outide Boston harbor at midnight.

The news naturally created some excitement amongst
the troops. They grew jubilant. The trip had been
long and tedious. Song broke out anew. Goodwill and
sport became prevalent. Boots, belts and other objects
of personal attire began flying about. John joined in the
merriment. Missiles of every description flew thick and
fast, one of which struck John fully in the face. He im-
mediately retaliated by throwing his coat.
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At that moment a hush fell upon the scene of activity
as an officer suddenly appeared. At once all was quiet
and orderly. The soldiers sought their bunks. John re-
covered his coat and stretched out upon his cot. He tried
to sleep but thoughts of the morrow made this difficult.
He could not place his mind at ease. The rocking and
swaying of the boat, accompanied by the splashing and
breaking of the waves against the ship’s side, en-
ticed sleep. This, in itself, ought to be a sufficient pana-
cea for a restless, tired mind. To John, however, this
proved insufficient. He was powerless. Had he lost com-
plete control of his faculties? Tomorrow would be the
25th day of May. He had made no plans in advance, in
contemplation of the landing. He realized that he had
profited by this experience. The service had been a
pleasure. He wondered of the future, his mind travel-
ing here and there, until he finally, from sheer exhaus-
tion, fell into a deep sleep.

It was nearly midnight when John was suddenly
awakened by someone pulling and shaking him by the
shoulder. He started, sat up and looked about him. In
the dim light he recognized his captain at his side.

“Stearns,” said Bradtock, releasing his hold upon
John, “dress and relieve the guard at post number two,
forward, at once.”

John was dumfounded. It was far from his turn to
do guard duty, but he realized, without comment, that
orders from his officer must be immediately obeyed. He
was fully dressed by the time the captain had aroused
four others, in the same manner, and with like command.
Without delay John grabbed his musket and started for -
the deck and to his post of duty. He quickly reached
the hatchway. .Here he hesitated and then stopped and
stood silently as if meditating. Next he stepped upon
the deck and then quickly approached the side of the
ship and looked expectantly in the direction of Boston.
Then, without further hesitation, he quickly removed
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the bayonet from his gun and flung it into the sea.

“There,” he muttered to himself, “that will afford 2
sufficient excuse if I am questioned as to my re-
turn.” Thereupon he hastily retraced his steps to the
hatchway and noiselessly descended. Carefully and
quietly he peeped within. To his astonishment and total
surprise he saw his captain, in company with two other
soldiers, literally tearing his bunk to pieces and, as he
watched, mystified by this action, he beheld them com-
mence to do likewise with his personal belongings.

Stearns commenced to think, quick and hard. His
hand sought his coat pocket. Then he rapidly searched
all his pockets. It was gone. He at once hurried for-
ward to his post. As he approached he received the us-
ual challenge and immediately gave his answer and took
his position. Anxiously he awaited the dying footsteps
of the retiring guard. As the stillness of night closed
about him, John quickly removed his coat, kicked off his
b}(l)ots, then climbing over the ship’s rail, he dropped into
the sea.

Sir William Howe and Clinton alone remained in the
cabin awaiting the return of Captain Bradtock. Half an
hour passed. Howe arose impatiently and began to pace
to and fro. Henry Clinton filled and refilled his glass.
Suddenly the captain returned, followed by two soldiers
bearing a gun, coat and a pair of boots.

Howe was first to speak.

“We have anxiously awaited your return, Captain.
Ah, you have two men. Have you no choice betwixt
them " ,

“We have not the man, Sir; these soldiers helped me
make the search.

“You mean,” demanded Sir William, “that he has es-
caped?”

“The man, Sir, John Stearns, made good his escape;
we found but these, his clothes,” replied Bradtock.
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“Damn!” responded Howe; “well, make every effort
you possibly can when we drop anchor to find him in
Boston. Methinks he will land there first. Begone.”

“Aye, Sir.”

Near the Northeastern limits of the town of Boston,
on one of its cobblestone streets, there stood a one-story
frame building. Attached to, and just above the entrance
of this building, hung a dilapidated and weather-beaten
sign, but a passerby, after some study, could make out
the words, “Ritchey’s Tavern.” A few spaces from the
tavern, and to the left, was a lane or alley, narrow and
long, winding and twisting its way through Boston town,
and eventually ending some two hundred yards or more
from the bay.

Proceeding beyond the entrance of this lane, from
the tavern, one would soon reach the limits of the town,
finding a scattering, residential district.

Isaac Ritchey had opened this tavern and conducted
it for years. Here with the help of his wife, Isaac had
lived and prospered. He was a staunch Patriot. A very
large man with an enormous round face. Isaac was al-
ways smiling. Time was, and not far back, when his tav-
ern had been a gathering place for those of his own
belief, for those who were growing vexed and tired of
the ever growing and burdensome taxation. Isaac had
always welcomed them. He sympathized with them,
planned with them, and did all in his power to lend a
helping hand. What was his was theirs for the cause of
liberty.

It was at this home that Howard Otis procured board
and room during his stay in Boston. He was, however,
no longer with Ritchey. Due to- Howard’s activity in be-
half of the Patriots, it was necessary that he leave Bos-
ton. It was also from this home that Howard, in
company with many others, had sallied forth in the war
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paint of the Mohawks and dumped the King's tea into
Boston harbor.

Alas, now how changed! Isaac’s old friends called
only after hours, or dropped in only for a short stay and
secretly left. Burden upon burden in the way of taxes
were levied upon the Colonies by Parliament by order
of the King. Isaac stood his grief without complaint to
others. He was sorely vexed and discomfited with the
ever-growing incumbrances, but he complained only to
his wife and she said but little.

British soldiers now frequented the place. They came
and went. The hour they might come or the hour of
their departure meant naught to them, They were often
disorderly, rude and haughty, and nearly always over-
bearing to both Ritchey and his wife. Isaac harkened to
their commands. He gladly accepted what they might
tender for his wares, and tried to be content. As the
night lingered they often became rough and broke his
glasses and furniture. Indeed, too soon it came to pass,
that Mrs. Ritchey remained in her room for fear that

her presence might cause trouble,
" Isaac, ever patient, struggled on, ever hoping for the
best. Hoping that a change might come. He was peace-
ful, ever accommodating, ignoring all insults and striv-
ing to maintain his temper under almost constant pres-
sure. "Tis little wonder that he was always thankful for
the close of day.
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CHAPTER VI

It was the evening of the twenty-fourth of May. The
day had been exceedingly warm. To Ritchey the hours
had dragged slowly. He was tired and discouraged.
Time after time, all the day, squads of British soldiers
had been in and out. There had been much drinking and
a great deal of merriment amongst them.

Many whispered words of caution had been passed by
Ritchey's friends that day. Talk about the town was
high. A break between opposing forces, the Americans
on the surrounding hills and the British in the town, was
expected hourly. Ritchey's friends had come and secretly
departed. The day was slowly drawing to a close.

It was late. Isaac had decided to retire. He hur-
riedly placed the tavern in good order and, after a brief
rest, he turned the key in the lock. As he turned away
from the door, he heard a noise from without and stood
quietly awaiting the outcome. The latch moved. There
was someone at the door. Thinking more soldiers had re-
turned, Isaac unlocked the door. It opened and a
man clothed only in shirt and breeches, and dripping
with water, staggered into the tavern.

“Great Cats! David Otis, be that you? By jiminy!
I thought you be in England,” cried Isaac, as he threw
his arms about him. David grunted under the affection-
ate pressure of the strong man’s embrace.

Isaac released him, shook himself, wiped off his chin,
exclaiming, “There now, see what you do—get me all
wet—you drowned rat!”

David laughed heartily over Ritchey's seeming pre-
dicament, as that good-natured soul once more locked
the tavern door and beckoned David to follow him to
the rear.
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“Now,” said Isaac, “come, what you say?”

“A bite to eat, first, Ike, and then you get the whole
story.”

T}},lere in the dim light, in the rear of the tavern,
while David satiated his appetite, he told Isaac of his
trip to England, how he loathed to go because of the
threatening trouble between the Colonies and Great Brit-
ain; told him of Howard’s letter wherein he learned of
the battle of Lexington. How he had decided to come
back and of his enlistment in the English army in order
to get transportation. How the King was having diffi-
culty in getting his troops to respond to service in
America, and of the talk of mercenary help. He told
Tsaac of the tedious trip across the water, and the loss
of Howard's letter, and how he, John Stearns, had to
take a dip into the sea to make his escape.

“And now,” concluded David, “I am in the hands of
my friends.”

“That you be,” said Isaac, his red face beaming with
pleasure and satisfaction, seeming all aglow in the soft,
yellow light of the candle, “but, David, such a fool you
be to carry Howard's letter around with you.”

“Fool, indeed,” responded David, “but a lucky fool
to say the least.”

“That be quite a swim for you, and they no come
after you?”

“Yes, it was a long swim, but I took my time as I did
not fear pursuit. Tell me, Isaac, all the news. Just what
is the present situation in this rebellion?”

““The Britishers all over the town. They come in here
a-plenty,~come too often. Our friends are just outside
on the hills. Look like there be a fight most any min-
ute. Much talk and many whispers there be. T just
wait, Howard he leave me long ago. I no hear much
from him, but methinks he be with our friends.”

“I trust that Howard is well. I want to see him badly.
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I hope that I may be able to get in touch with him soon.
The wife, Isaac, how is her health?”

“Good, she be good health. She hide most of the
time. The British they be so mean that she no like to
s.ta}}; a}'ound in the tavern. I think she be better out of
sight.!

1“And business " continued David, glancing about the
place. ,

“Business be very good—lots of it that I can get
along without. I no like the British, but they come.
They do as they dum please. I no care just as long as
they leave me and the building.”

“Well, it takes more than a mean man to do you ill,
I have discovered. You hang on, Ike, I know that we
are going to win in the end.”

“T think so, that I tell my wife, but I fear that it be 2
long way,—that end.”

“Now that I have reached Boston what do you think
about getting away? Do you suppose that we can ar-
range some plan so that I may be able to get away from
here?”

“You just leave that tome. I fixit. Ifixit.”

“All right, Tke, I hereby consign myself to your care,
protection, and do hereby abide thy orders.”

For the next few weeks it seemed to David that the
very minutes expanded into hours, and the hours
lengthened into more than days, as the time passed so
slowly. He remained in his room the greater part of
the day, venturing forth only after hours with the per-
mission of Ritchey. David realized that the British
would make an effort to find him in Boston, but to what
extent they would exert themselves to accomplish his
capture, he did not know. It was, therefore, but a mat-
ter of caution and prudence that he expose himself as
little as possible. He also did not want to jeopardize
the safety of Ritchey.

“They be after you,” Isaac told him one evening;
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“they snoop around the tavern all day and ask me many
questions. I know nothings. They be looking for a man
whose first name is David and whose last name be un-
known.”

“This news,” replied David, “only goes to strengthen
my belief that I should make an attempt to reach our
lines. I believe that I will be abe to get through. I can-
not help but think that my presence here will sooner or
later involve you in serious trouble. You know, well,
what it will mean if I am discovered hiding in your
place. I would better leave you, Ike.”

“Nay, tut, tut, my boy,” said Isaac, affectionately pat-
ting David’s shoulder, “listen, when the time come that
I no want you here, I just kick you out. You wait, our
time come. I fixit.”

“You win again,” responded David, resignedly, “but
I fear much my stay.”

That evening, after the closing of the tavern, Isaac
and David discussed a plan of escape.
~ “What you think?’ asked Isaac, as he slowly un-
folded his scheme and anxiously scanned David's face
for approval.
~f "I‘I believe we can do it, but remember, I pay if we

ail.”

“You but pay attention to what I have to do and say,
—that all you pay,” stormed Isaac.

“Again you win,” laughed David.

Tension had reached the highest ebb. The mutterings
of the dark war cloud hovered over Boston. Hate and
envy were everywhere. Persecution was rampant. Feel-
ing was tense. It was the night of the 16th of June.
David and Tsaac had decided it was time that they place
their plan in execution. Every precaution had been care-
fully taken, their doings well guarded. Mrs. Ritchey
knew naught of their secret.

Boston, under orders from the British commander,
was being well guarded both day and night. Just above
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the tavern they had established a sentry post. Isaac had
learned from the soldiers that gathered in his place, the
time the guard near his home was relieved. For the last
few days and during the time our friends' plan for es-
cape was in its infancy, this relieving guard had made it
a practice to stop at the tavern, on his way to his station
for a bit to eat and drink, and very frequently he would
also, later in the night, call again for the same purpose.

On the night of the 16th this guard had made his
usual stop, and as he made ready to leave, Ritchey ex-
tended to him a special invitation to return later.

“I have something new,” said Isaac. “You have al-
ways been a good customer and have been decent in my
place, and paid for my wares. I would that thee drink
with me. It is a new brand, Sir.”

“I thank you,"” said the sentry, “if all is well, at about
the hour of eleven I will call.”

“That hour, I will await you,” replied Ritchey, beam-
ing with delight.

The night was warm. Isaac was patiently waiting.
“*Tis ten-forty,” he sighed, glancing at the clock, and
as his words died, there was a noise at the door, and in
stepped the expected visitor.

The British sentry stood his gun in a corner, and took
a seat at Ritchey’s bidding, at a table. Isaac produced
his new brand. He shook the bottle and held it to the
light, watching the white pearly bubbles on the fluid as
they slowly disappeared.

“Ah, see that, what you think? Notice those beads?
They go away slow—good stuff,” said Isaac.

The sentry nodded approval, and Ritchey opened the
bottle and poured a generous portion for his unsuspect-
ing guest.

“Now, what you think ?” asked Isaac, as he watched
the guard quickly drain the glass.

“I can tell you better when I partake of another,” re-
plied the guard, with evident approval.
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Ritchey was still more generous. He refilled the glass
and once more closely watched the movements of the
sentry, as that individual proceeded to empty the second
glass of the liquor.

“Now, one more,” said Isaac, “and I drink with you.”

Again he filled the glass and gave it to the guard and
then with his eye on his guest, he began to slowly pour
out a drink for himself, but he did not drink. The sen-
try lifted the glass, but it failed to reach his lips. Isaac
smiled contentedly as the man’s head began to lower and
finally came to a rest upon his arm stretched out upon
the table.

Isaac at once jumped to his feet.

“Come, David, we will have to work fast,” and with-
out further words he made ready to take the guard to
the rear.

Ritchey grunted and snickered with delight as they
hurriedly bore the man to the rear of the tavern.

“He will revive in about twenty minutes,” said David.

“You make your change and 1 will take care of him
later, and you be quick,” snapped Isaac.

Within a very few minutes thereafter the door of
Ritchey’s tavern was quietly opened, and David Otis,
once more in a King’s uniform, that of a Regular, mus-
ket in hand, stepped out into the night.
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CHAPTER VII

There were many Tories in Boston. They were
haughty, arrogant and proud. The majority of them
were also wealthy. This acquisition, like 2 bond, united
the Loyalists by its traditional growth, thus leaving but
a few men of means in sympathy with the Patriots’
cause. The Tories cared naught for censure. They ex-
pressed themselves openly. The most prominent of
them, not only in Boston but throughout the Colomes,
were known by the British.

There was great rejoicing and much merriment
amongst the Tories in Boston upon the arrival of Sir
William Howe and ten thousand of the King's best
troops. The Tories, though bold in acclamation, were
cowardly and treacherous in activities in behalf of the
British. They also furnished the British with such infor-
mation as they possessed.

Boston was also the retreat for a goodly number of
Patriots. They were men of character and good repute,
who had sacrificed and would continue to do so, for the
cause they supported. They, or rather their sympathies
for the cause of liberty, were known only among them-
selves. Some who had been active and taken some ini-
tiative part in the trouble between Great Britain and the
Colonies, had left Boston. Others remained at their
peril. Often they held secret meetings, the outcome of
which provided means of furnishing their friends about
Boston with information regarding the strength and
movement of the British troops. They endured great
hardships, but regardless of persecution they remained
loyal to the cause and to those who had risked both lives
anc.lf property, to become leaders in the forthcoming
strife.
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The Tories, especially those of prominence and
wealth, often entertained the British. They gave parties
and dinners of a very elaborate nature. Drinking was
quite prevalent at these social functions, which at times
terminated with disorder and debauchery.

At one of these social drinking parties on the evening
of the 16th of June, at the home of Thomas Hutchinson
in the town of Boston, many of the prominent Loyalists
were present, as were also a number of British officers,
including Clinton, Burgoyne and Pitcairn. This affair
was sponsored by no other than that estimable gentle-
man, Carl Hutchinson, of Tarrytown, near New York.

Like most events of this nature, freedom of drink
and freedom of tongue were prevalent, the drinks un-
doubtedly predominating. Discourse grew thick. The
glasses clicked and men revelled.

Pitcairn, flushed of face,boasting of Lexington, volun-
teered that a mere handful of Redcoats could dislodge
the rebels from the hills, 'Twas Clinton that pulled Pit-
callim to his seat and wagered that he could do that much
alone.

Carl Hutchinson did not join in this discussion. Carl
had just begun to realize that he had reached his ca-
pacity. He decided that a walk in the open air was by
far the better than to remain, and by far the better than
a bed. He skilfully managed his exit and, unnoticed by
his revelling companions, slipped from the house.

he hour was nigh unto eleven. “A smart walk,"
thought Carl, “will soon restore my faculties.” He
wandered aimlessly about the town, first in one direction
and then another. Frequently he was halted by a dili-
gent sentry and after a sufficient explanation, would pro-
ceed, taking a different course.

Shortly after the hour of eleven, Carl passed the inn
known as Ritchey's tavern. He took notice of the place,
but decided he would not stop as he did not care to jn.
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dulge at that time. Heretofore he had been suspicious
of Ritchey’s place

He had learned through his associates that it was a
hangout for Patriots. He did not know Ritchey. Carl,
however, decided to stop on his way back. He might
profit by a visit, inasmuch as he was not known.

He gradually approached the limits of the town, mo-
mentarily expecting a challenge from the sentry. Carl
was surprised as he continued to advance that his ap-
proach was not a cause for alarm. He coughed and
made other noises to attract attention. There was no
challenge. He stopped, turned about and looked in the
direction of the tavern.

“Back there at that grog shop,” he muttered, half
aloud; “don’t know as I blame him, but I'll have a little
fun with the fellow at his expense.” He began retrac-
ing his steps toward the tavern.

Suddenly, as he neared Ritchey's place, he saw the
door open and a British soldier step out. Carl stopped
in his tracks and remained silent. Slowly the man in uni-
form approached, then as Carl watched, he noticed that
the soldier hesitated an instant, and then advanced
slowly forward.

The advancing soldier had noticed the figure of a
man ahead of him in the darkness, and for one brief sec-
ond he halted, then quickly making his decision he came
on and, as he drew near to Carl, sharply gave his chal-
lenge.

‘gA friend of the Crown, Sir, Carl Hutchinson, of
Tarrytown,” said Carl, and then continued with as-
sumed authority: “Sentry, are your duties here or at
yonder bar?” advancing nearer as he spoke.

Halt!” commanded the sentry, lowering his gun with
bayonet in position.

Carl Hutchinson for a second scanned the face before
him. His lips parted and curled with an angry snarl.

“Oh,—I seel” he exclaimed, “so this is John Stearns,
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first name David, last name unknown. You spy—you
dog—~you traitor!” ) ,

“Stop!"™ demanded David, with bayonet at Carl’s
breast. ..

“Bah!l You cur—'tis as I thought. My suspicions
have been fully confirmed. You went to England for no
other purpose than to spy upon my King. Let me pass,

Ou_’,

“Hold, man!” commanded David.

“Let me pass, you cur. I will report this at once.”

“That, Sir, may be thy pleasure, but allow me to in-
form you that such report as you may desire to give, will
be somewhat tardy.”

“You mean—"

“Exactly,” replied David, “your suspcions have been
once more fully confirmed.”

“You dog!” hissed Carl. “Throw down that gun and
meet me like a man.” '

“Fool,” sneered David, “and have a dozen grena-
diers upon my back at the slightest alarm. 1 promise
you, Mr. Hutchinson, that you shall have such an oppor-
tunity later. You will now—"

“You are a dog and a black—"

“Stop!” commanded David; “another word from you
and you die. Elevate your hands above your head, Sir,
at once. Take the lane to your left, and proceed ahead,
and mind, the slightest alarm from you, be it by word or
action, and you are a2 dead man.”

Hutchinson realized that Otis meant exactly what he
said. He stole time to glance hurriedly about. Not a
person in sight. Not a sound met his ear. With hands
on high he stepped into the dark alley and proceeded
slowly forward. He could hear David following, and
he kept steadily on, awaiting further orders.

Slowly through the night, without words, almost
noisclessly, marched the two men. No sound came to
them but the dull thud of their feet, in perfect unison, in
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contact with the ground. On and on they tramped and
eventually emerged from the lane. Before them, like a
boundless blanket of darkness, spread out the bay.

“You will kindly halt,” said David,

Carl obeyed without comment.

“I want to take a look around before venturing fur-
ther,” said David, as he stepped into the open and hur-
riedly glanced about.

In the bay, David could see the British vessels at an-
chor. - The sky was cloudless. The light from the moon
fell about them, and from the beach came the rhythmi-
cal song of the waves as they broke against the sands.
There was not a person in sight. He turned to Carl.

“You may lower thy arms, it might rest you,”

* Carl did so, without a word.

“Proceed!” commanded David.

. - Silently, step by step, not a word passing, they neared
thﬁ I;each. Within a few feet of the water, David called
a halt.

‘Stepping to a position about ten paces from Carl,
David asked him to turn about and the men now faced
each other.

David thereupon reversed the musket and with a
quick movement drove the bayonet deep into the soil and
stepped back. He then removed his coat. Hastily exam-
ining the pockets, he fouund a bit of folded paper which
he shoved into his breeches, and threw the coat to the
ground. He kicked off his boots and retrieved the gun.
Quickly removing the bayonet with a twist of his arm he
sent it spinning out over the bay.

Carl, highly interested, watched David in silence,
wondering what his next move would be. :

David took the musket by the barrel, near the end.
Once, twice, three times he whirled the weapon around
his head, and with a lurch released it. The gun, follow-
ing the course of the bayonet, with a splash, disappeared
from sight.
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“There,” said David, facing Carl with a smile playing
over his handsome face, ‘it affords me great pleasure to
silence the first enemy’s gun of the rebellion. Now, Mr.
Carl Hutchinson, you are at liberty to make your report.
Is it your desire that I accompany you? I gave you
my word that you should have this opportunity. 1 am
ready.” And David began rolling his sleeves.

Carl Hutchinson, at this sudden turn of events, a sur-
prise that he little contemplated, was nonplussed and
frustrated. He was facing a man of his equal, in weight,
height and strength. All effects of his recent revelry had
completely passed. He was in full control of his fac-
ulties. He hesitated and then mumbled a reply.

“I beg pardon?” said David, politely.

Carl did not attempt to repeat his jumbled words. He
began to fumble at the buttons of his coat.

“David smiled contentedly,. as he watched Carl's

clumsy efforts in this behalf. Apparently Carl had a plan
of action but he decided not to put it into execution.
- “We will meet at some other time, Mr, Otis,” he
said, and with these words, he turned abruptly and
started toward the town. David watched him for some
time. Then bidding him good-day, he stepped into the
water and struck out with a steady stroke for the other
shore a mile or more away.
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CHAPTER VIII

At about three o’clock on the afternoon of June the
17th, 1775, at the hour the British were attacking the
Americans at Bunker Hill, a church bell was solemnly
tolling at Tarrytown, while silently, with almost meas-
ured tread, the folk of-that quaint village entered the
little church to pay their last earthly respect to the one
who had departed this life.

Miriam Ward, pitifully beautiful in the plain, dis-
tinctive dress of mourning, with eyes that spoke of suf-
fering, was supported on the arm of Squire Warner. She
looked long and tenderly upon the face of that one
whom she had known better than a mother,—the one
who had been her constant advisor and ever willing com-
panion,—and the one person she had known through
life who had shared equally with Miriam both her plea-
sures and sorrows. Now the end had come. Bending
low over the flower-laden casket, Miriam wept profusely
and then was tenderly borne away by the kindly squire.

Double had been the anguish and sorrow of Miriam
upon that day. The one she had loved and the one that
had loved had departed. The companions of her girl-
hood, those who heretofore had always been with her,
on that day of days, were not present. At that hour
when she could have thrown her arms about either of
them and received help and comfort, they, neither one
of them, was within her call.

Little did Miriam realize that at that hour the long
impending strife between the Colonies and Great
Britain had broken; that the peace Franklin had long
courted had been crushed and vanquished; that at that
hour one for whom she longed, Carl Hutchinson, from
his uncle’s home in Boston, watched the long line
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of Redcoats as they advanced to storm the Hill—
watched them twice retreat, panic stricken, before the
Americans’ fire, and at last cheer with enthusiasm, as he
saw the Regulars storm and take the hill.

Little did she know that at that hour, behind the
American breastworks, on Breeds’ Hill, the firm, fiery
and quick-tempered Howard Otis, time after time,
picked out his man from among the ranks of the oncom-
ing British. Little did she know that it was Howard
who held the head of that God-fearing and illustrious
Patriot, Joseph Warren, as death in its mad race, smote

im.

Little did she know of the terrible sacrifice the British
had to pay to dislodge the Americans.from their posi-
tion.

Little did Miriam know that at that hour, one also
for whom she longed, David Otis, had been captured
and was now a prisoner under guard.

“Aaron, I say, did you see that?”

“See what?"" asked Aaron Short, as he dropped his
pick and taking up a long-handled shovel proceeded to
;Elqlcl’p up the loosened dirt upon the summit of Breeds’ -

L1,

“See—that—whatever it was.”

“Where?" inquired Short, resting on his shovel.

“Well, now,” said Jim Harris, “you just wait until -
the moon comes from behind that cloud and then look
right over there!” pointing with his shovel, “mighty
close in and near that point.” ,

Both men silently waited, shovels in hand, while the
cloud slowly passed across the moon.

“There,—right over there!” cried Jim, pointing and
much excited.

“Waal, I'll be darned!” exclaimed Aaron, “if it isn’t
a man in the water, and he is headed this way. A darn
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Britisher and a spy just as sure as your name is Jim
Harris!”

“Reckon as how you are rlght, replied Jim,
must tell the boys.”

“Boys, nothing. I reckon as how this finding is going
to be the taking. We will just sneak down to the shore
and when he lands, that Britisher is going to get the sur-
prise he deserves.” Both men took up their rifles and
quietly stole away. .

David was just about exhausted The swim had been
a long one and the second swim he had recently experi-
enced. It had been accompanied by some danger, as he
had had to divert a direct course in order to miss by far
the English vessels. As he felt his feet come in contact
with the beach, he stralghtened and slowly walked to
the shore, and for'a few minutes stood, carelessly at
ease, as if doubtful of his next move.

“Ye, put up yer hands and ye want to be mighty quick
about it, too,” said a deep drawl voice a few feet from
him.

David obeyed at once, as two men approached with
rifles at their shoulders.

“Who are ye?” demanded the gruff voice again.

“David Otis is my name, Gents. I am a Patriot. I
have just made my escape from the British. I had to
swim the bay to get away. I am very glad, indeed, to
find friends.”

“Waal, I reckon as how we will have to look ye over
a bit,” said Aaron.

“To which I gladly consent,” replied David.

Handing his gun to Harris, Aaron at once proceeded
to make a careful search of their prisoner.

“Mighty fancy British breeches,” commented Aaron,
as he slipped his hand into David’s pockets. “Guess ye
have nothing in them——only this,” and Aaron extracted
a bit of water-soaked paper, that which David had

‘
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taken from the coat of the sentry the last moment be-
fore he plunged into the bay on the Boston side.

“I don't like yer outfit,” Aaron remarked after the
search, “but of course, it could be made to fit yer story
about yer escape. I rather reckon we will have to tajke
ye to Colonel Prescott. Ye come along with us and mind
ye don’t play any of yer British tricks on the way, for if
ye try anything of that kind yer journey will end—ye get
me—and Jim and I can go back and throw out more
dirt to stop yer pesty pellets. Don't pay to get inquisi-
tive, eh?"

“I am very sorry that you men doubt my story and
my identity, but I am confident that everything can soon
be satisfactorily explained,” said David in his natural
tone of voice.

“Ye shut up!” commanded Aaron, “no more noise.
“Ye wait until I bid ye speak.” .

David did not know Colonel Prescott. He was will-
ing, however, to submit to the wishes of his cap-
tors. David was confident that someone under the com-
mand of Prescott would know either Howard or him.
At least, the time would now be short when he should
ha(\lfe established his identity and, as he hoped, find How-
ard.

It was a glorious experience in the lives of Aaron
Short and Jim Harris, to march their prisoner over the
newly constructed earthworks and along the American
lines, on the summit of Breeds’ Hill that night. David
paid little attenion to the many groups of men as they
bent at their task. Words were not spoken. Noise was
throttled that night while fast played both pick and
shovel.

After considerable search and after many inquiries
they finally found Prescott. He was very busy but he
listened to David's story. He did not know Howard,
but he had learned of a family by the name of Otis.
David, by his sincere manner and open expression,
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strongly impressed the colonel. He was about to accept
his story of the escape from the British as the truth,
and welcome David to join them, when of a sudden
Aaron remembered the bit of water-soaked paper he
had found in David’s pocket, and he immediately pro-
duced it.

“I found this in his breeches, Colonel, I don't know
as it amounts to much, but ye might take a look.”

Colonel Prescott took the paper from Aaron and
carefully unfolded it. He then knelt in one of the newly
constructed trenches and by the light of a flickering can-
dle, spread the bit of paper upon the blade of a spade,
and slowly read:.

“God be with you, son. May yoﬁ safely return.
Long live the King. Your Mother.”

David was nonplussed. He endeavored to explain, but
to no avail.

“Take this man to Cambridge and keep him there
until such time as you may receive further orders,” com-
manded Prescott, addressing Aaron.

“Aye, Sir,” replied Short, as he beckoned David to
follow. Noiselessly they picked their way down the
slope of Breeds’ Hill to the flats below, and then around
the foot of Bunker Hill to Charlestown Neck. Silently
through the night marched Short, with David a few feet
in advance. They crossed the Neck and very shortly
headed in the direction of Cambridge. David was de-
jected and discouraged.

“Do you know,” said David, as he walked along at
Aaron’s side, his hands bound firmly together, and his
captor walking contentedly with gun over his shoulder,
*do you know, I have about decided that I do not know
who [ am.”

“Waal,” grunted his guard, “I can’t tell who ye are,
but I know where ye are going.”
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“Quite true, Sir,” replied David, with a laugh. “I
heard thy orders.”

“I think ye are a British spy, and have ever since Jim
saw ye in the water. Ye are going to Cambridge and
Aaron Short will be right with ye every minute.”

“My friend,” replied David, “I have told you the
truth. Think of it. There I was cooped up in Boston
since the night of the 24th of May. From the first I
have been continually on the watch for an opportunity
to escape, and at last with the aid of my good friend
Isaac Ritchey, we managed to dope an innocent guard.
I relieved this fellow of his uniform and taking his gun
started for your lines, but it so happened that I had to
meet an old friend, a proud Tory by the name of Hutch-
inson. Being armed, I forced him to accompany me to
the bay, and after disposing of the gun, I politely asked
the Tory to take me a prisoner. It will appear that he
did not think himself man enough to do so, at least he
did not attempt to take me back. I also found that note
in the coat, which was the cause of my being in this pre-
dicament. Anyway I had to swim the bay and was glad
to have you and your friend take me, for I was positive
I was in the hands of friends,~—but I was mistaken,—I
now find myself on the way to Cambridge, a prisoner, to
be placed under guard, how long, God only knows.”

“Waal, that is darn hard luck,” commented Aaron,
f‘if f.t is the truth, but a darn slick British trick, be ye ly-
ing.

“I am not lying,” replied David appealingly. “I know
the facts and circumstances surrounding my capture,
from your viewpoint, are strongly against me. They
were made more so by the finding of that note upon my
person, but what I have told you about that note is the
truth,—absolutely the truth.”

“Waal, I can’t just see that,—I can’t understand why
ye would want that thing,—be ye telling the truth; if ye
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had taken something of value it might look different to
me."
“I understand what you mean. I admit that it does
appear queer. I had only my friends in mind at that
time. I thought that note might contain something that
would be of some value to the Patriots. I knew not what
it did contain.” ]

“Waal, just forget the note. You were curious about
the other side of the bay, eh?” snickered Aaron.

“I was pretty anxious to get over there, I'll admit.”
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CHAPTER IX

The town of Cambridge was originally named New-
ton, the first settlement having been made by some of
the members of a company of English colonists on Mas-
sachusetts Bay during the year of 1630. An order of
the colony court in 1636 provided for the planting of a
college at Newton, but because of the number of citizens
in the colonies who had received their education at Cam-
bridge, the seat of learning in England, Newton was re-
named Cambridge. This town was situated on the
Charles River, about three miles from Boston.

During the earlier days, the inhabitants of Cam-
bridge had erected palisades upon what is now the pres-
ent site of the college halls, within which the settlers
found protection for themselves against the Indians.

The three miles or less to Cambridge passed all too
soon for David. He suddenly found himself within these
palisades, locked in a small room. The light from a
half-consumed candle disclosed a small table and bed,
also two chairs that were barely able to stand alone.

Aaron, somewhat reluctantly, removed the cord from
David’s hands, and after some remarks about the sur-
roundings and as to David's behavior, assured him that
he l:vould see him in the morning, and bade him good-
night.

David, as Aaron departed, threw himself upon the
bed.” He was tired and exhausted. Sleep, after a battle
with a benumbed intellect, eventually won, and David
did not open his eyes again until late the following morn-
ing. '

Aaron Short, true to his word of the night before,
called that morning, but he did not stay long.

“T will be back soon,” he told David. “I want to learn
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what the Britishers thought of our job on the hill last
night. I'll bet it was some surprise to old Howe.”

It was after three o’clock before Aaron returned that
afternoon. He was greatly excited and as David par-
took of the meager lunch he had brought, Aaron ner-
vously paced back and forth. Suddenly he stopped short.

“Listen!” he fairly shouted at David, “do ye hear
that roar? Do ye hear those guns? It's the British try-
ing to take the hill. I might as well be locked up with
ye, as I am. Can’t do a darn thing. Wish I had never
found yel”

David could distinctly hear the firing—the sharp re-
ports of the rifles and the booming of the cannon from
the British vessels in the bay. The hour of liberty had
arrived.

“Waal, I can’t stay here with ye,” exclaimed Aaron;
YT am going to leave ye for a short time. It's darn hard
luck that I have got to miss the fight.”

“I am sorry, too, sir,” rejoined David, “but you may
go. I wish you to go. I will not attempt to escape. I
assure you I will remain right here.”

“Waal, I am a-going and I am going to take a chance
with ye. I have my orders and I suppose it is my duty to
stay right here with ye. Mind ye, I won’t be gone long.”

“If you think they will need you, your duty is there,
as is mine. I will remain here until you return. At pres-
ent that is all I can do. T regret it much.”

It was late that evening when Aaron returned.

“Waal,” he said, as he sat down, “the Red Coats took
the hill, but it cost them a man for every shovel full of
dirt we threw out to make those trenches that night on
Breeds’' Hill. 1 have got to blame you for my not being
there.”

“Yes,” replied David, “I presume you are correct.
“You would have been there and given a good account of
.yourself, had I not been so anxious to join my friends,
but you should also realize that had it not been for you,
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I, too, might have been in the thickest of the fight—the
first opportunity to fight for our country and the liberty
we seek. God knows, I would have liked nothing better
than to have been there and at your side.” '

“Waal, Sir, do ye know I have 2 mind to believe ye?
I am going to find Prescott this night and find what
about this business.”

“I trust that you may succeed. I wish that you would
also make inquiry as to the whereabouts of my brother,
Howard. I believe that he must be with our troops.”

Aaron did find Prescott, but the colonel refused to ex-
tend help at that time.

“You must hold him,” Prescott replied to Aaron’s re-
quest. “I am not, at present, in a position to take the
proper action.” .

“Ye know, if I had my say, I'd let ye go right here
and now,” exclaimed Aaron after his return, rather dis-
gustedly, to David. “I am getting darn tired of this
business.

“I realize that you are acting under orders, those of
your superior officer, and I'll remain right here until
such time as I may be released. Did you obtain infor-
mation about Howard?”

“Nay, not a2 word can I learn, though I made known
your wants to many.'

Howard Otis had gone with Arnold on the night of
the 9th of May to take Ticonderoga. Here he had re-
mained for some time with General Knox, who at this
time was making arrangements to drag the guns from
that Fort to the fortifications around the town of Boston.

Days passed and still found David a prisoner with
Aaron Short, his lone guard.

At David's request, Aaron once more called upon
Prescott and that personage sent him to Putnam, but
all he could learn was that just at that time no one ap-
peared to have the authority to take action in David's
case.
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“We are patiently awaiting word from Congress,”
said Putnam; *'tis well that you and your prisoner wait
for a few days. I believe within a short time a Com-
mander-in-Chief will be named, then this matter can be
disposed of at once.’

Thus it stood until the third day of July, at which
time George Washington was, by act of Congress, ap-
pointed the Commander-in-Chief of the Continental
Army and immediately assumed command. The follow-
ing day Aaron Short escorted his prisoner before that
personage.

David at once recognized the bearing and intelligence
of the man, and his expression of sublime devotion, and
immediately placed his confidence in him. He told his
story from the time he first left for England, up to and
including his capture by Short.

Aaron, though somewhat reluctant about telling his
narrative, told of David’s capture, and of the efforts he
had made to get a hearing of the case, finally ending by
excaiming dramatically:

“I know this boy is not a spy. I have watched him
each day and night since he has been under guard. He
has had many an opportunity to make his escape. Ye
can’t tell me that a spy would wait around to hang. He
is a_man, through and through, this boy.”

“Your name is David Otis?” asked Washington.

“It is, Sir.”

“Am 1T to understand that you have a brother, How-
ard, who is now in the Continental army?

“True, Sir.,?

“Do you insist that the contents of the note found
upon you at the time of your capture, you know nothing
about ?”

“I swear before you, general, and my God, that I did
not,” replied David with conviction.

“This brother of whom you speak, have you any
knowledge of his whereabouts?”
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“I have not, Sir. The only information I have is that
contained in a letter from him that I received before
leaving for America. The letter I lost while at sea and I
have reason to believe the British found it.”

“T have been informed that you are a physician. Am
I correct?”

“I am, Sir, but I had not completed my studies at
Cambridge.”

“Did you know Dr. Warren?”

“T had learned of him, but I did not know him per-
sonally.”

“Should you be released, would you be willing to offer
your services, both professionally and with my staff, to
the Continental army?"”

“My services, and my life, Sir, if demanded in the
name of this movement for liberty.”

At that moment a young man hurriedly entered. A
smile of recognition came over the face of Washington.

“ArnoldI" he said, “I am pleased to see you.”

Benedict Arnold passed in front of David and
grasped the hand of Washington.

“I notice you are engaged,” he said, glancing at
}Il)avi;i and the others; “I will call later—say within an

our?”

“Very well,” replied Washington. Arnold turned to
leave. “One moment, Arnold; might it be you know of
a young man by the name of Howard Otis? This man,”
indicating David, “claims to be David Otis, a brother.
He also claims he is a Patriot. The circumstances, how-
ever, are quite at variance with such proof as he offers.
He was captured deliberately making an entry within
our lines. I am led to believe him under pay of the
lI.(ing." His story, though quite probable, I shun to be-

ieve.

“Howard Otis, General,” replied Arnold, “I know
well. He has told me often of a brother, a physician,
now in England. This man, though I will admit he re-
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sembles Howard; must be an imposter. With your per-
mission, General, we may very soon determine.”

“Gladly, Arnold, what mean you?”

“Howard Otis is just outside. He came with me.”

“Good!” exclaimed Washington; “will you command
his presence here at once?’ and then turning to David,
“WIill you kindly step into. this room?" and as he opened
a door, David and Aaron passed within.

Howard Otis entered in company with Arnold.

“This 1s Otis, General,” said Arnold.

-~ “Mr. Howard Otis, have you a brother? asked
Washington, as he released Howard’s hand.

“T have, Sir.”

“His name, please?”

“David, Sir.”

“Where is he at present?”

“In England, Sir, at the University of Cambridge."”

“His age?”

“Twenty-nine, Sir.” '

“When did you last see him?”

“It has been five years or more, Sir.”

“You have corresponded with Him?”

“I have, Sir.”

“Do you recollect such time that you wrote him last?”

“I do, Sir, methinks it was the day after the fight at
Lexington.”

“Did you urge that he return in that letter?”

“I did, Sir.”

“Did you suggest a means of getting transpor-
tation?".

“I did, as it appeared to me to be the only way he
could possibly get home.”

Washington stepped to the door of the room in
which David and Aaron were concealed and threw it
open. David appeared. Howard uttered a cry of sur-
prise and, joy and threw his arms about David, burying
his head upon his shoulders. David wiped away the
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tears that forced their presence and, holding Howard in
his arms, tenderly and fondly smiled down upon him,
and then kissed him again and again.

Washington with his ability to sense the deeper emo-
tions of human life, remained silent, watching the
brothers, a look of fond devotion upon his countenance.

Aaron Short, struggling with a lump in his throat,
coughed and choked in an effort to expel it. At last hav-
ing succeeded, he approached the brothers and taking
each by the hand, exclaimed: “God or man never before
ever saw the like! What I missed at Bunker Hill has
been fully repaid!”

“Aaron,” said David, with tears and voice broken,
“I have looked forward to this hour which I knew must
come—a fitting climax to our coerced but accepted
friendship, which will ever endure.”

“Young men,” exclaimed General Washington, ad-
vancing and gripping each by the hand, “I would that I
had an army made up of men like you—Tliberty would
soon be ours.”

“You will find each of us ready and willing to serve
you,” replied David. :

“Aye, Sir,” answered Aaron and Howard in unison.
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CHAPTER X

Carl Hutchinson had tried every conceivable plan to
get away from Boston and had finally succeeded. He
fully realized that David was with the American troops
just outside the city and it would mean serious trouble
for him to fall into his hands. He was determined, how-
ever, to get to Tarrytown and he finally succeeded in
getting in touch with one of the American generals, who
at that time retained the respect and confidence of the
people and also of Congress.

One night early in September, Carl was secretly con-
veyed through the American lines. He was now at his
home near Tarrytown.

The British army was effectually cooped up in Boston.
Colony after Colony had joined the rebellion, and great
numbers of troops had enlisted in the Continental army.
The American forces, with General Lee on the left and
General Ward on the right, with Washington command-
ing the center, had the situation around and about Bos-
ton well in hand.

David and Aaron were with Washington and How-
ard had gone with Arnold, who had been sent to aid
Montgomery in an expedition against Canada. In an
attempt to take Quebec, during a blinding storm, Mont-
gomery was killed. The expedition was a failure.

During this time of seeming inactiveness, words of
criticism were whispered about the commander of the
Continental army. Washington realized that something
must be done to hold the confidence of the people and
his troops. Congress was receiving complaints. A de-
mand was made upon that body to relieve Washington
of the command and fill the position by promoting Gen-
eral Charles Lee. Lee at once took advantage of the
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situation to spread unwarranted propaganda.

Washington had planned to fortify Dorchester
Heights, which at this time, he considered the key to the
entire situation. If he could accomplish this and man-
age to hold the Heights, it would mean that the British
would have to evacuate Boston. If he succeeded and
the British did evacuate, he was confident that New
York would be their next objective.

The Continental forces were sorely in need of finan-
cial help. Washington had received promises of aid
from New York and Philadelphia. By reason of David’s
acquaintance in New York, and his knowledge of that
territory, the Commander-in-Chief frequently asked
David to counsel with him. If the British evacuated Bos-
ton, Washington deemed it necessary that he have all
the information regarding the conditions in and about
New York in advance. -

On a bright Fall morning, following a secret meeting
attended by Ward and Washington, David Otis in com-
pany with his staunch friend, Aaron Short, left Cam-
bridge, their destination known, as they were informed,
only to their commander and General Ward.

It is many a day’s ride from Cambridge to New York.
David and Aaron, however, were fully prepared for the
trip. Each fully realized their responsibility, Each
placed with the other the highest confidence and trust.

"Twas on this journey that each learned more of the
other; that the bonds of love and friendship ever tight-
ened; that David told of Miriam and of his hopes and
ambition for the future. It so happened upon this occa-
sion that Aaron saw the proud and haughty Tory, Carl
Hutchinson; that the experiences they were to face, and
pass through, did forever bind and seal that love and .
affection that David had said would “forever endure.”

“Aaron,” said David, one evening as they lay on their
blankets resting after the day’s ride, “what a relief, joy



64 MAN O’ MEN

and sense of security it affords me to have you with me
at this hour.”

“Waal, I was taken by surprise, I tell ye, when I was
asked to report at headquarters. I am mighty glad to be
with ye, but reckon that ye could take care of yerself,”
replied Aaron, with a broad smile showing upon his
dark, bewhiskered face.

“I have a great many reasons, which I did not dis-
close, why I desired that you accompany me on this trip.
It may be that you will learn of them. I trust you,
Aaron—I would with my life.”

“Waal, I hope that I don't disappoint ye.”

In the impending struggle, New York took a promi-
nent and decided part. The sympathies of the wealthier
and more aristocratic portion of the community, as in
Boston, were largely with the British, but the middle
and lower classes were imbued with the spirit of liberty,
and carried all before them. The many acts of taxation
imposed by the King were energetically resisted, and
though it is not authentically recorded in history, New
York, like its sister city of Boston, also had a tea party,
the ship Nancy losing its cargo on April 22nd, 1774.

David had no difhculty in getting in touch with the
Patriots in New York. They would prepare for and
welcome the coming of Washington. The information
which he desired and the plans of secret activity that he
gave, had all been accomplished. He had fulfilled his
mission. Aaron and he faced about and started for Cam-
bridge.

One evening—it was the latter part of October—as
they were about to make camp, Aaron, glancing around,
lfooked at David, an inquisitive smile playing over his

ace.

“I suppose that we will head to the North in the
morning,” he said.

“Well, Aaron, you know that I haven't seen her for a
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long time, and there is no telling when I will get another
opportunity. 'Tis less than a day's ride from here, and
I feel that I should call upon Miriam,” he said, dis-
mounting and proceeding to remove his saddle and bags.

“Waal, I don't blame ye. I'll look after the horses
and get a fire started, if ye will run over to the river and
get a little water.”

Upon his return, David noticed Aaron intently ex-
amining his horse’s foot.

“What's the trouble?” he asked.

“Waal, I noticed yer nag sort of limped a bit, and I
find about half an inch of the shoe and the calk broken
off. A little stone had become wedged in the hoof,—
there, old girl, I guess that will feel better,” and he pat-
ted the horse’s side and released her foot.

“That is one of the many reasons that I wanted you
with me, Aaron; nothing, be it ever.so slight, escapes
your notice.”

“A blind man would have seen that thing,” grunted
Aaron with an embarrassed show of pride.

Nigh unto the noon hour the following day they
passed the old Otis homestead. Here David halted.
He did not speak, but looked long and fondly at the
place of his birth. Next they reached the Hutchinson
mansion, and then slowly approached and rode past the
Ward home. David named and indicated each place to
Aaron.

“I thought ye'd stop?”

“It is so near the noon hour, and inasmuch as I do not
wish to bother anyone at lunch, I believe that we will go
on into the town,”

Carl Hutchinson was in almost constant communica-
tion with his Tory friends. He knew many along the
route from Boston to New York. They passed infor-
mation and kept well in touch with the movements of
both the Patriots and the British.
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Hutchinson had learned of the departure of David
from Boston. He also knew that he was bound for
New York and he had been informed as to his mission.
Carl surmised that David would visit Miriam and he
was fully prepared for such time as David might arrive.
His plans in this respect also involved Miriam.

Carl Hutchinson had a hireling. Some time previous
to his disconsolate stay.in Boston, he had procured a
man whom he called Henry, Henry’s duties were many.
He looked after Carl’s personal attire, kept the house
in order and attended to such other tasks as Carl might
direct. He was of the same calibre as his master, a sly,
slippery, deceptive, spare little man, with a narrow bald
ispot, starting at the top of his forechead and running
‘back to the crown of his conical-shaped head. This, with
his long hooked nose and small beady eyes, immediately
reminded one of a bird of prey.

At Carl's bidding, Henry had been on watch both
night and day, and on this day he was quick to notify
Carl of the approaching horsemen.

Carl, with jealous eye and hopes of revenge, watched
David and Aaron as they rode past. He knew nothing
of Aaron.

“Someone riding into town with him,” he muttered,
in answer to Henry’s inquiry.

He had no information to the effect that David would
be accompanied on this trip. Carl observed them
closely as they neared and finally passed the Ward
home, and turning to Henry, said:

“A mighty poor time to call, eh, Henry?’ and he
laughed at great length.

He knew that Miriam was not at home and that she
would not return until late that evening.

“What is your guess, Henry, will he return at once,
or will he wait the lunch hour, before he makes his call ?”

“I would not venture his plans, Sir,” replied Henry,
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“but it might be far better for us that we tarry not.
Should we be late, thy plan will avail but naught.””
“Methinks you are right. Get my horse and we will
leave immediately. We will have ample time to arrange
for his reception later.”
Henry soon returned with Carl's horse and they left
at once for the Ward home.

From the lips of Squire Warner, David first learned
of the death of Miriam's aunt.

“'Twas a sad day for her. A sad day for all of us.
We did all we could at that time, and have since, to
comfort and console her. Ah, David, I shall never for-
get that day of the 17th of June,” continued the squire,
with head bowed and voice somewhat broken with emo-
tion. ‘I shall never forget that look upon her sweet
face; it bespoke relief and sorrow. Relief, I presume,
because the suffering and pain was o'er; of sorrow, bes
cause it meant to Miriam her all.”

David remained silent. He was stung and dejected.
He did not tell the kindly squire of that which befell
him upon that same day. He did not tarry long with
Warner, but sought Aaron.

“Aaron,” said David, “I am going to Ward's. I make
you this promise. I will not stay over one hour and a
half, well—say, not over two hours.

“Aye, Sir,” replied Aaron, “I understand, in two
hours we start for Cambridge. I will await ye.”

“Two hours in which to review all which has hap-
pened for over a period of five years, is certainly brief,”
thought David, as he galloped along the highway lead-
ing South from Tarrytown. There was considerable
Miriam should know, and yet, there were a great many
things it were better at that time that she did not know.
He did not want to conceal anything from her. He
would tell her all if questioned, but just what he would
tell he had not decided. He would leave all to be han-
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dled as the occasion might demand.

That he would be welcomed, this he did not doubt.
Certainly the length of time he had been away, and her
last words that night of the ball at Warner's, bespoke a
kindly welcome at such time as an opportunity might
come to pass. :

He turned into the yard and dismounted. With a
thrill which accompanies such occasions, and a heart
beating with throbs of delight, David bounded up the
veranda steps and sounded the alarm. Anxiously he
awaited a response.

“Elevate your hands, and at once, Sir,” came a terse
command, from off his right.

David turned instantly. He was looking into the muz-
zle of a large pistol held in the hands of Carl Hutchin-
son.

David elevated his hands, but in so doing he also at
the same moment elevated his feet, and with super-
human strength sprang straight at Hutchinson.

This unexpected and catlike movement of David’s
was instantly followed by a sharp report. There was a
dull thud as both men hit the ground. Over and over
they rolled, striking and kicking—each trying to get the
better of the other—first one uppermost and then the
other.

David at last succeeded in pinioning Carl beneath
him, both heavily breathing and flushed of face. At that
moment a figure darted from the shadow of the house.
A pistol butt descended upon David’s head. Carl rolled
David’s limp form from off him and arose.

“Damn him!” he snarled, “he was upon me like a
tiger. I wish that ball had hit him, 'twould have been a
case of self defence. Come, Henry, help me load him
across my saddle, then you get his horse. We will have
to move fast before some one happens along.”
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CHAPTER XI

Aaron Short had been waiting, awaiting patiently for
two hours David's return. He was still waiting. Two
hours had passed,—two hours and a half. David _had
not returned. Aaron was getting nervous. He decided
he would wait no longer.

“I guess it is time that I took a stroll by the Ward
place,” he reflected, and accordingly Aaron mounted and
rode slowly in that direction.

As he gradually approached the Ward home, Aaron
watched the road carefuly, and as he arrived, he mut-
tered: '

“Turned in there, all right, and out again.”

Aaron continued straight down the road, and as he
drew near to the Hutchinson place, he leaned far over
his horse’s neck—apparently adjusting something about
his saddle, but his eye was on the road.

“Yes, just as I thought,—in they go, but they don’t
come out.” Aaron, however, did not hesitate, did not
stop. He rode carelessly by the Hutchinson home at
the same gait that he had approached, and as uncon-
cerned as any passerby might be with a destination fur-
ther on.

For a mile or more Aaron rode to the South. Sud-
denly he halted, looked back, and dismounted. He led
his horse to a thicket at the river side. From here he
again came to the highway, crossed it, made the top of
an embankment to the East and disappeared from view.

“Well, how is the patient?” asked Carl, as his man
Henry silently joined him at the window.

“He appears to be breathing all right, but he is still
unconscious. Would I better try to revive him?”
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“Nay, leave him alone. He will come to soon enough,
You mind the road and see that you report at once any-
thing which bespeaks suspicion. I am going to lie down.
I feel I need a rest. Call me if you hear that fool mak-
ing any disturbance. I will have a few words with him."”

David slowly regained consciousness, and as he did, a
faint and hazy recollection of what had happened
gradually came to him.” He cautiously opened his eyes
and looked about. He found that he was lying on the
floor of a room which was richly furnished. He listened
quietly for a very few minutes, then attempted to arise,
but discovered that both his hands and feet were securely
bound. There was also a slight ringing in his head, and
furthermore it ached somewhat, For this, David could
not account.

He did remember the sound of the shot, but he did
not feel any pain, nor had he suffered from the loss of
blood. It was quite apparent to David that the ball
had not hit him, for he had succeeded in getting the best
of Carl. Someone had suddenly appeared upon the
scene—that, no doubt, accounted for his present pre-
dilclament. Just what had happened David could not
tell.

He remained in thought for some time. At last
fll:)aVid raised his feet and brought them down upon the

oor.

“That ought to bring someone,” he muttered.

It did. Almost immediately a door directly across
from where David lay, opened and a man peeped
within, and then as abruptly as it opened, it was closed.

David said nothing, although he was somewhat
startled by the ratlike appearance of the face that
peered in at him. He did not have long to wait, how-
ever, for within a few moments the door once more
opened and in stepped Carl Hutchinson, a look of
enmity and maliciousness written deep upon his face.
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“That was a mighty celever coup of yours, Carl,”
said David. s

“Ah, yes, thank you, Mr. Otis, 'tis lucky that you are
alive.”

“Indeed, Mr. Hutchinson, I was not aware of im-
pending death.” .

“It would have been death had that ball hit you,
rather than the butt of my gun.”

“Quite true. My present captivity, however, I war-
rant is due to your gun, perhaps, but in the hands of
another, as is the usual custom of all cowards,” replied
David with sarcasm.

“Indeed, little do you know about it. YWhen I am in
need of help to foil my adversary it will be at such time
that I have more to cope with than you, Mr. Otis.”

“You deny that you did have a confederate?”

“I have so stated, at least I did so by implication.”

“You did not answer.”

“I did not. Is that sufficient?”

“Then you have lied,” replied David calmly.

“No man dare call me a liar,” cried Carl, infuriated,
white with anger, and advancing to David's side.

“That I have done.”

“And that you will retract—or I will—"

The door opened suddenly and Henry entered.

“A horseman, Sir; I think 'tis well that you come,”
said Henry.

Carl hastily followed his man from the room.

“'Tis the same man that passed during the lunch
hour with thy prisoner,” said Henry, as Hutchinson
joined him at the window, “but I do not like his actions.”

“Methinks that he has trouble with his saddle—yes,
that is all—see, he does not stop,” replied Carl.

Both carefully observed the lone horseman as he
passed, and watched his movements until he disappeared
from view.

“There was nothing to command attention about that
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chap. I have further business with that fool, Otis, so
do not interfere again unless absolutely necessary,” and
Carl again entered the room in which David was a
prisoner.

“Tis damn lucky for you I was called away. Hot
words bid ill results. It matters but little how I accom-
plished my end. You are here. You are in my power.
The tables, now, have turned, eh, Mr. Otis?”

“For the present, at least.”

“And for some time to come, Mr. Otis. You are my
guest, my dear traitor, and you will remain here until
such time that you are turned over to the British.”

“So that is your scheme? I did not know there was a
price upon my head.”

“I ask no recompense. 'Tis a pleasure, I assure you,
Mr. Otis, to serve my King.”

“I can do naught but submit to your fancy.”

“As I did to yours of late. The night of the 16th of
June at Boston.”

“At that time you first proved yourself a coward. I
gave you such an opportunity as you demanded.”

“Bah, at that time I was indisposed. Were it other-
wise, I would not have dirtied my hands upon you. I
awaited my time.”

“I am glad to learn that you think you have cleansed
them with this foul stratagem of yours. "Tis by far the
dirtiest of any of your noble exploits.”

“Hold, man!” cried Carl, “I do not care to listen to
your damnable sarcasm! ’Tis best for you that you do
not anger me! I warn you!”

“Just so long as you remain, you shall hear all I have
to say.”

“You seem to forget thy condition. I can throttle that
wag of yours if necessary, at my pleasure.”

“Resort to anything that you may desire, Mr. Hutch-
inson. I know of nothing too low for you to stoop to.”

“You most impudent cur!” cried Carl, snarling with
rage.



MAN O’ MEN 73

“Indeed, that epithet, a favorite of yours, vile and
base as it is, certainly bespeaks the aptitude and genial-
ity of thyself,” calmly replied David.

“'Twould pay you far more to keep thy measured
phrases for others—perhaps—Miriam?”

“You dog!—you blackguard!” hissed David.

“You would better control thy temper. I have warned
you, Mr. Otis. Do not anger me. I might be compelled
to be disrespectful to the pet of the Great Washington.
Did not expect to find me at home, did you? You may
thank one of your Patriot friends for my presence here.
You may also thank the same gentleman for safely con-
veying me through your rebel lines, and for the timely
information that you were on your way to New York.
Your visit here I expected. The rest was easy. Let me
also add to your discomfort and misery, that your friend
and fellow rebel, Mr. Ritchey, is in the hands of the
British at Boston awaiting court-martial.”

“I thank you,” replied David, politely; “have you no
further news to divulge?”

“Nay—only of a personal interest. Methinks you will
be delighted to learn that I am dining with Miriam this
evening. May I bear thy regrets?”

“Methinks that you will not acquaint her of the bril-
liant strategy displayed by thyself and thy hireling. Lit-
tle you will say of my presence. I will wager that all
you tell will be naught but lies.”

“You fool, remember that you are in my hands!, At
my mercy! Don’t compromise me.”

“I have naught to fear from the hands of a coward
—Ilike you, Carl Hutchinson.”

“You damnable cur!” cried Carl, stepping nearer;
“another word of the like from you, and I swear I will
cuft that deceitful face of yours.”

“Strike, Mr. Hutchinson, 'tis a coward’s golden op-
portunity.”

“Damn you,—take that]”
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Carl delivered a smashing blow full upon David's up-

turned face.
. David struggled desperately, endeavoring to burst the
bonds which held him. He was securely tied. The blood
oozed from between his lips. It ran into his throat. He
choked and coughed. Looking up at the white, angry
face bending over him, he gasped:- ,

“You dog! You coward! You blackguard!”

Carl, at these words, dropped to his knee at David's
head, and raised his clenched fist to deliver another
blow. David looked him in the eye and did not flinch.
He smiled at the distorted face of that incensed mad-
man, and said with calm deliberation:

“Strike—Carl—but remember some day you will pay
.the penalty.”

Hutchinson hesitated with arm raised. His face was
white and ashen. His lips moved as .if to speak. Sud-
denly he jumped to his feet and rushed from the room.
The door slammed, shutting out the jeering laugh of
David.

Carl soon joined his man at the window.

“Damn him!” said Carl, *“I had to get out of there
before I lost my head and killed him. Have you seen
anyone, Henry?”

“Only what I have already reported, Sir.”

“Methinks we have naught to fear now. Let me know
at once when Miriam returns. You would better keep
watch. 'Twill pay us to be careful, yet awhile. I am
going to lie down as I feel sorely in need of rest.”
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CHAPTER XII

Tarrytown was situated on that part of the Hudson
River which had gradually gained in width and ex-
panded into what is now known as Tappan Bay. To the
South this bay terminates at the point where the Pali-
sades arise on the West. On the East, though the coun-
try is much more level, yet it is punctuated with knolls
and hills, the general topography being a gradual slope
to the river.

From the Hutchinson mansion, erected on a site cho-
sen by Carl’s father for the magnificent view it afforded
of the surrounding country, one could command a view
of the Hudson for miles to the South and North. Di-
rectly South of the home and on the right side of the
highway, there arose a knoll, the top of which was
thickly covered with low brush.

Lying at full length in this thicket, which afforded an
uninterrupted view of the Hutchinson home, lay Aaron
Short. For the last hour or more he had been patiently
awaiting developments. He had arrived at one conclu-
sion, namely, David was unharmed and a prisoner in
that home. He had discovered nothing, nor had he seen
anything to disprove his conviction. The facts and cir-
cumstances confirmed this hastily but logically drawn
conclusion.

David’s horse had surely turned in at the Hutchinson
home. There was nothing to indicate that the horse or
David had left the place. There was no horse in sight,
but the horse was there some place and so was David.

There had been no evidence of a struggle or violence
along the way, therefore it was quite apparent to Aaron
that David was not injured.

Aaron was thinking. He was trying to work out some
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plan of rescue. Darkness was his only ally. He there-
fore decided to await the falling of dusk—'twould not
be long.

The last hour but few persons had passed his place of
concealment.

Just at dusk he noticed signs of activity at the Ward
home. Shortly after this discovery, he also saw a2 man
emerge from Hutchinson’s. From the description that
David had given him, he recognized Carl Hutchinson.
Aaron at once glowed with delight and renewed interest.
He slightly changed his position so as to obtain a better
view.

“Waal, that fellow is darn nervous,” he muttered, as
he watched Carl pace to and fro upon the wide veranda.
As he watched, suddenly he saw Carl joined by another.

“That means,” muttered Aaron, again, “two for
Short, which will be short work for Short,” and he
smothered a snicker, forced unconsciously by his joke.

It was quite apparent to Aaron that Carl was giving
the other some orders, for directly the man left, and
Hutchinson once more continued his pacing.

“Waal, he has got something on his mind,” com-
mented Aaron, “but he is going to get some relief very
suddenly, just as sure as my name is Short.”

At this juncture, the man returned, leading a horse
with saddle ready to mount.

“Mighty fine-looking nag,” thought Aaron, as he
watched Carl remove a large pistol from the saddlebag
and hand it to his servant.

“Waal, it is just as I thought,” Aaron muttered
aloud, “David is a prisoner and they are looking for
trouble. 'Waal, they won't have to wait long. I might
have use for that gun myself.”

After a few more words, Carl mounted and rode
away to the North. His man remained on the veranda
and appeared to be examining the gun.

Aaron watched both. He saw Carl turn in at the
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Ward home and finally his man, with the pistol, after
looking about, entered the house.

“Waal, that only leaves a man with a gun for Short,”
he grunted, as he dropped again at full length upon the
ground.

Half an hour later a figure crept stealthily toward the
Hutchinson home. Dodging from shadow to shadow,
and creeping at full length at times, slowly, but nearer
and nearer, Aaron gained his objective. Finally he made
the rear of the house and then silently approached the
stables. Here for a full minute he remained motion-
less, then he slipped within. In a very few moments he
reappeared, a highly satisfied look upon his face.

From the North side of the house, a very dim light
appeared from beneath a lowered curtain, from one of
the windows. Toward this Aaron stealthily crept. He
reached the window and, slowly arising, peeped within.

In about the center of the room was a small table.
Upon this table a candle gave forth a weak, yellow
light, and nearby the candle lay a huge pistol. Seated at
the table sat a man, his head resting upon his hands, ap-
parently thinking or half in a doze.

Aaron thought quickly, and then deliberately ap-
proached the front entrance, used the knocker and made
ready his answer. He heard footsteps—then the latch
moved, the door opened only slightly, and a voice asked,

“Who's there?”

“A friend,” replied Aaron.

“What do ye want?”

“I must see Hutchinson at once.”

“Sir, Carl is not at home.”

“Waal, I must see him. 'Tis news that I have.”

“I told ye that he was not here,” said the man, at the
same time attempting to close the door. Aaron, how-
ever, had his foot between that article and the casing.
A “Waal, can’t a fellow come in and wait?” asked

aron,
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he watched Carl pace to and fro upon the wide veranda.
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“That means,” muttered Aaron, again, “two for
Short, which will be short work for Short,” and he
smothered a snicker, forced unconsciously by his joke.

It was quite apparent to Aaron that Carl was giving
the other some orders, for directly the man left, and
Hutchinson once more continued his pacing.

“Waal, he has got something on his mind,” com-
mented Aaron, “but he is going to get some relief very
suddenly, just as sure as my name is Short.”
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Ward home and finally his man, with the pistol, after
looking about, entered the house.

“Waal, that only leaves a man with a gun for Short,”
he grunted, as he dropped again at full length upon the
ground.

Half an hour later a figure crept stealthily toward the
Hutchinson home. Dodging from shadow to shadow,
and creeping at full length at times, slowly, but nearer
and nearer, Aaron gained his objective. Finally he made
the rear of the house and then silently approached the
stables. Here for a full minute he remained motion-
less, then he slipped within. In a very few moments he
reappeared, a highly satisfied look upon his face.

From the North side of the house, a very dim light
appeared from beneath a lowered curtain, from one of
the windows. Toward this Aaron stealthily crept. He
reached the window and, slowly arising, peeped within.

In about the center of the room was a small table.
Upon this table a candle gave forth a weak, yellow
light, and nearby the candle lay a huge pistol. Seated at
the table sat a man, his head resting upon his hands, ap-
parently thinking or half in a doze.

Aaron thought quickly, and then deliberately ap-
proached the front entrance, used the knocker and made
ready his answer. He heard footsteps—then the latch
moved, the door opened only slightly, and a voice asked,

“Who's there?”

“A friend,” replied Aaron.

“What do ye want?”

“I must see Hutchinson at once.”

“Sir, Carl is not at home.”

“Waal, I must see him. 'Tis news that I haye.”

“I told ye that he was not here,” said the man, at the
same time attempting to close the door. Aaron, how-
ever, had his foot between that article and the casing.

“Waal, can't a fellow come in and wait?" asked
Aaron.
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“Wait on the outside if ye want to,” said Henry,
pushing hard at the door.

“Hold, man, ye have my foot caught,” and Aaron
squeezed further into the room.

“Get it out, and ye get out, too}” commanded Henry.

“Hold now, just a minute,” drawled Aaron, forcing a
further entrance.

“I have orders not to admit anyone, and I want ye to
get out and be quick.”

. Aairon was now looking down the barrel of the large
pistol.

“Don’t shove that gun too near my face. It might
explode. 1 am afraid of the thing!” cried Aaron,
feigning fright.

“Then ye get out before I have to carry ye out!” com-
manded the man with his finger on the trigger of the
gun, much excited.

Aaron suddenly raised on his toes, shook his head,
lo:i)ked above and beyond-the man, exclaiming emphati-
cally :—

“Nay,—nay,~David, don’t shoot! We don’t want
a corpse on our hands.”

A look of awe, astounding amazement and surprise,
swept over the face of Henry. He turned for only an
instant. That instant was enough. The long, muscu-
lar fingers of Aaron closed about his thin neck. The
pistol was wrenched from his grasp. Aaron slowly
bent him backward. The man's eyes began to protrude
from their sockets. His tongue emerged from between
his white lips like a creeping worm, and he grew black
in the face. His beady eyes became glassy, and his bald-
ness a fiery red.

Aaron lowered him to the floor and released his
deathlike grip. The man coughed, gulped and blinked,
as he slowly regained his natural color.

“Stand up,” commanded Aaron.

He at once obeyed.
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“Where is David Otis? Tell me and be mighty
uick.”
! Henry, still gasping for breath, shook his head and
made other peculiar motions. Aaron understood and
patiently awaited his recovery.

“Where is David Otis?” again demanded Aaron as
soon as Henry regained his composure.

“Don’t know him,” replied Henry.

Aaron, upon this answer, shoved the big gun into
Henry's face as the long fingers on his left hand en-
twined about his hooked nose, causing that individual to
wince with pain.

“Tell me, will ye—before I twist thy beak from off
thy weasel face.”

“In there,” he said, pointing to an adjoining room.

*“Waal, open that door,” commanded Aaron, shoving
the man across the room before him.

Henry opened the door. It was dark within.

“Get that light and get in there.”

The man got the candle and entered, with Aaron
close upon him. As the flickering rays of the light
sought out the darkness of the closed room, Aaron
quickly noted the form of a man lying on the floor. He
snatched the light from Henry and rushed to the form
upon the floor.

“David—David—my boy!” he cried.

“Ah—Aaron,” said Dawid, his voice weak, “I have
long expected you. I am glad. Thank God you have
come.” n

“Just a minute—till I take care of this chap.”

“Ye go over there in that corner and face the wall and
put yer hands as high above yer head as ye can reach.”

The man obeyed without comment. David was
quickly released.

“There,” said Aaron, “now we will have to take care
of the weasel over here, and then we will go over to
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Ward’s and settle with Hutchinson. Come herel” he
commanded the frightened man.

“Lie down!” At this the fellow began to beg.

“Down, I tell ye!” commanded Aaron, preparing to
enforce his order,

He obeyed.

“‘Tis darn hard luck, old chap, but ye might make too
much noise with that blat of yers,” said Aaron. After
securely binding him hand and foot, he stuffed a piece of
soiled cloth into his mouth which he fastened in place by
a band around his jaw. “I reckon,” continued Aaron,
“that yer boss will show up soon and look after ye. 1
will take this old gun—thank ye.”

“Now, David—" With these words he stopped short
and looked at David for some time. “What’s the matter
with your mouth?”

“‘Oh, nothing serious, I guess,” replied David.

“Looks like ye had a mouth full of something, and
there is blood on yer lip.”

“’Tis nothing Carl's hand slipped when we met and
shook hands. That is all.”

“Did ye let anything slip in return?”’ queried Aaron,
with a broad, proud smile.

“That I mlght have were it not that I had my hobbles
on.”

“I understand,” replied Aaron rather sadly. “Yer
horse is down at the stable. I left mine a piece down the
road. You wait here until I get my nag, and then we
will go over to that Ward place and thrash that snob. I
mean that I will see that ye do.”

“Nay, Aaron,” replied David, “I dislike to disappoint
you, but that is a matter which can wait. We have other
business of far more importance. Do not misunder-
stand me, Aaron, I would not that you think me a cow-
ard, that I dare not return and face this man.”

“Ye mean to tell me,” cried Aaron, “that ye are going
to let that snob beat ye like that and forget?”
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“I'll not forget, Aaron, do not think that, but I do
want to get back to Cambridge. As I have told you we
have other duties that demand immediate attention.”

“Waal, ye are the boss.”
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CHAPTER XIII

Miriam Ward had returned from New York. She
had reached home earlier than she had contemplated
that afternoon. She had enjoyed the entertainment af-
forded by Carl's friends. He had arranged for her
visit. He had previously planned the invitation she had
received. Miriam, unaware of the source of the solici-
tation, had accepted.

Miriam expected a call from Carl that evening, but
she hardly anticipated he would arrive so early.

“Well—well,” he exclaimed, as Miriam answered his
alarm at the door, “you certainly do look superb! What
a change a few days in the city has wrought! You must
have had a fine time. I knew you would not want for
entertainment. I hated to think of you leaving, but my
selfishness won a reward, for did I not know you as I do,
I must admit, I would be inclined to be jealous—of
someone.’

“I thank you, Carl—but tell me, why this early call?
Can it be news of great importance—or—did you—
want—only to see me?”

*'Tis both,” replied Carl, “but well you know the lat-
ter predominates. I have missed you. I do net like to
have you away, even for a day. Believe me, Miriam, 1
am lonely—have been so miserable without you. I as-
sure you I am most thankful for thy return.”

“That is very nice of you, Carl, but I sometimes feel
you say those things, as—well, as if it were just a habit.”

“You little teasel” cried Carl, his arm slipping about
her waist, “you know better. I am not a man of idle
words. I flout the man with fluent words of deception
and flattery. I court conviction, and I trust that you
have found in me all of which I speak.”



MAN O’ MEN 83

“Thy words and thy manner regarding our personal
relations, I have no reason to doubt. I accept them.
Your activity and disposition concerning another mat-
ter, I dislike to countenance. It troubles me.”

“'Tis not hard to guess to what you refer. Come,
why discuss that situation again? We certainly have no
control over that state of affairs. If there is to be 2
rebellion, surely we cannot prevent it. Tell me, what did
New York have to interest you?”

“I had a lovely time. Your friends, Carl, are royal
entertainers, but regardless of the merriment, you could
hear the same talk everywhere—the talk of rebellion,
and you, Carl, have ever been so confident that there
would be no trouble.”

“I have not learned of a declaration of war up to the
present time. I still believe this trouble between Great
Britain and the Colonies will be adjusted without going
to that extreme.” .

“Word from Boston woud make it appear to be quite
to the contrary. Washington is certainly going to drive
the British from that town. New York expects news of
the evacuation at any moment. It would seem the Pa-
triots have the British at their mercy.”

“Pooh!1"” exclaimed Carl, boastfully, “didn't I leave
Boston and walk right through the rebel lines? Did a
man dare to stop me? Wait and see what will happen.
I tell you the Regulars can blow the rebels from the
hills about Boston, any time they may desire. Did they
not do so at Bunker Hill?”

“Yes, but 'twas little to their credit. We all have
learned just how that came to pass. I have often won-
dered how you managed to get out of Boston. I hesi-
tate to doubt you—yet—IJ-"

“Well, to relieve your mind, I'll tell you. A friend
of mine, that is, an old friend of my father, a man of
influence, a leader of the rebels, a Patriot, gave me such
help as I needed.”
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“You say a Patriot? I would not consider such a
man, though a friend of yours, a Patriot. I would say
that he was a traitor. Would he not be such?”

“That which he did might be so considered, I would
say in most instances, but what he did for me, as I con-
sibdler’ myself a noncombatant, would differ consider-
ably.”

“As you would look at it from your viewpoint, Sir
Carl, but not as they, and even I, would consider such
an act.” il

“In thy emphasis of the pronoun ‘I’ would I infer that
you care to enter into personalities, or would you look
for an argument?”

“Nay, I care not whether it be you or some other per-
son. Such an act could be committed by no other than a
traitor.” ‘

“Necessarily, taking your position, be it well founded
or not, I must be an enemy of the Patriots, being
a friend of this traitor?”

“You are a Tory, are you not? What interest you
have taken, be it dormant or active, in this impending
strife, has been in behalf of the Crown. You have ex-
pressed yourself publicly against the cause of liberty and
even humiliated others in my presence, for the position
they have taken. The Patriots are pitted against the
King. You certainly are not. Therefore you must be
their enemy.”

“I'll not argue with you. You are right. I am an
enemy of theirs, and well do they know it. I am not in
sympathy with their cause, nor have I anything in com-
mon with the leaders of this insurrection. Have you
more that might be of interest?”

“Yes, I also learned that General Montgomery is
leading an expedition against Quebec and that Washing-
ton has sent Benedict Arnold to assist him.”

“Watch that bubble explode like the rest of their
noble exploits.”
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“Of all men I think you are the most pessimistic!”

“And I would believe that you were a member of the
rebel army or a niece of the Great Washington, the way
that you continually reprehend me.”

“Well,” replied Miriam teasingly, “I do adore many
who are at present members of that body. I admire them
for reason of their sincerity to their cause and their loy-
alty to their leaders.”

“Oh, indeed—perhaps this might be of interest to
you. Did you know that David Otis has a price upon
his head?”

“Beg pardon?”

“I said a price upon his head

‘I\Vhy?”

“For deserting the British army, and furthermore for
being a spy.”

“Deserting the British army—Carl, how silly and
foolish!” cried Miriam contemptuously. “David was
never in the British army, and I know that he is not a
sp l”

Y“I know if I told you that you would not believe it,
but I have learned of good authority that he enlisted in
England. I presume his motive in this respect was to
strengthen his relations with you. He took the oath of
the King and he has violated that oath and is now a de-
serter.”

“Certainly I do not believe 2 word of this. David
Otis is not that type of man. *Twould matter but little
to David—my sympathies—if his duty, as he saw it, was
otherwise, and I would admire him for it, too.”

“Oh, well,” replied Carl resignedly, “let it be or let it
be not, I am telling you only what I have learned, and,”
he continued, smiling fondly, “I take this opportunity to
remind you of your promise.”

“I should want proof, Carl, I would demand positive
proof. I would have to see such a thing with my own
eyes, before I should even give it consideration. "I ap-

»
.
.
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preciate I have made you a promise. If this you say be
true, I will keep my word, but mind you, I am far from
* being convinced of the charge you make against him.”

“All right, my lady,” joyfully exclaimed Carl, “in less
than a fortnight you shall know, and methinks witness
overwhelming proof that David Otis is the deserter and
spy that I charge.”

Carl Hutchinson was highly pleased with himself and
his day’s accomplishments. As he rode home that even-
ing, he formulated a plan, the culmination of which was
to place David in the hands of the British. His time had
arrived. The time to enact the final crushing blow. He
would accomplish this before the very eyes of Miriam.
He decided to give a dinner and have a number of the
British officers present. He would, at just the proper
time, and if possible during the discussion of David in
the guise of John Stearns, which discussion he would
profler, have the arch traitor and deserter brought
before them—in chains. Carl was delighted. With a
boyish fancy he drew a mental picture of the whole af-
fair. Miriam seated at his side. His command to bring
the deserter before them. The expected hush, followed
by cries of surprise—Miriam undoubtedly in tears, and
in his arms, as they marched David from the house, a
prisoner. He would arise and shout: “Long live the
King !)’ ‘

Carl reached home. He quickly dismounted and called
for Henry. Called again. No response. Angry and
disgusted he hastily approached and threw open the
door. Again he called. Again no response.

“Damn that man!" he muttered. “Always out of sight
when wanted. Probably in the room with David.” He
looked. Henry was not there. David lay on the floor
just as he, Carl, had left him.

Carl put up his own horse. He returned and once
more called Henry. The man did not respond. He
began to grow anxious about his hireling.
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“Well, anyway,” thought Carl, “everything appears
to be all right, except the missing man, and 1 am
not going to worry over his absence. Everything is just.
exactly as it was at the time I left for Ward’s.”

Carl dismissed further thought of Henry and made
ready to retire.

“I might offer that poor fool a drink before I
lie down, but if I do he will probably curse me. Well,
anyway I'll find out.”  Carl procured a glass, cursing
Henry while he stumbled in the darkness, as his candle-
light expired. He succeeded in getting the water and
silently entered the prisoner’s room.

“David,” he said, very low and friendly, “I trust you
“will not be offended if 1 offer you a cool drink. I am
‘about to retire.”

A noticeable gurgling and kicking was the only reply.

Surprised at such action, Carl advanced closer to the
form lying on the floor. Again he very solicitously made
known his mission.

The same gurgling and kicking of feet, was the only
response.

Carl held his light close and intently looked into the
face of the manacled man.

“My God—Henry!” he cried, “what does this
mean?”

Henry looked, gurgled and kicked.

“Speak, you fool!"” commanded the infuriated Carl.

Again there was no reply, but at last Carl understood.
He released his man Henry, and while doing so, emitted
violent oaths. He cursed Henry, David, and the whole
Continental army.
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CHAPTER XIV

David silently watched the smithy, as he removed the
broken shoe from his horse, and then with mechanical
certainty fitted another. As that rustic, bearded-faced,
genial individual cast the broken shoe from him, David
picked it up and approached Aaron, who at that moment
was absorbed in carefully examining a large, menacing-
looking pistol.

“You know,” said David, as he turned the shoe over
and over in his hand, “I have been wondering about
that affair of last evening. I failed to understand how
you knew where to find me. I will have to admit I was
stupid. This shoe left a mark in the road.”

“Sure,” grunted Aaron, without taking his eye from
the pistol, “nothing smart about that.. 'Twas plain as
could be. Couldn’t have missed it.”

“One more reason why I wanted you with me, Aaron,
and no other person. I suppose, were I sentimental, I
should keep this,” he continued, as he tossed the shoe
from him.

“That thing ought to be around the neck of that
snob, Hutchinson, and then be pinched together, that's
just where it should be,” commented Aaron, as he raised
the weapon he held and sighted along the barrel, *’tis
not such a useless old piece,” he remarked, returning the
gun to his saddle-bag.

“Nay, 'twould make a good cudgel at short range,”
said David. ‘“‘That might be the same instrument which
inflicted this bump on my head.”

“Waal, methinks ye are right. I am going to keep it,
time may arrive that I can return it.”

“"Twould mean naught but ill for him if you ever
succeeded in getting that close to him, Aaron.”
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“Ye are right, but tell me, I cannot understand ye not
wanting to give that fellow a good thrashing when ye
had the opportunity ?”’

“Human nature and common decency would have at
least prompted an attempt,” replied David, “but, Aaron,
Hutchinson told me something which I have no reason
to doubt, and which requires my presence in Boston. He
would not have told me had it not been the truth. The
British have Isaac Ritchey in custody. They are holding
him for court-martial. I know this is for the part he
took in helping me to escape from that town the night
you and Jim Harris accidentally captured me. I feel that
Isaac needs me. Believe me, Aaron, I did loathe to go
and leave that man Hutchinson without at least making
some retaliation, but that would only mean a further
delay attended by indefinite results. It also might mean
a possibility of being tardy, if not already
so, in relief of my friend. I wish to get back for I fear
Isaac may need me at this hour. Aaron, what say you,
will you help me?”

-“Ugh, ye fix the higher-ups, and I will be with ye.”

Carl Hutchinson had told David the truth regarding
the incarceration of Isaac Ritchey. On the night of the
16th of June, just after David and Carl had stepped
into the dark alley and begun their silent march to the
bay, the door of Ritchey’s tavern again opened and
Isaac peered out. He looked carefully around in every
direction and listened intently. He re-entered and soon
reappeared carrying the limp form of 2 man in his arms.
It was the doped sentry. Isaac carried him up the street
a short distance and then very carefully deposited him
on a doorstep. After making the man as comfortable
as possible, Ritchey retraced his steps to the tavern.

On the 18th, the day following the fight at Bunker
Hill, a squad of British soldiers under command of

Captain B_radtock, with Carl Hutchinson the informer,
entered Ritchey’s place.
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“T believe that gentleman is the man,” said Carl,
pointing to Isaac.

“Are you the proprietor of this tavern?"’ asked Brad-
tock of Ritchey.

“That I be,” replied Isaac, with a show of pride, ac-
companied by his usual broad smile. ‘“What can I do
for ye?”

“Is this the man?” asked Bradtock, turning and ad-
dressing one of the squad.

“Yes, sir, he is the man, and this is the tavern where I
drink and forget all.”

Isaac, at these words, instantly recognized the man
and, as a look of horror replaced his smile, he gasped.

“What this mean?”

“It means,” replied Bradtock, “that it is my duty to
place you under arrest in the name of the King.”

“Why, you—me—arrest? This be my home. I do
nothing.”

“I arrest you for aiding and assisting the enemy.”

“Me——me, I have no enemy.”

“Why argue with that fool in his guise of ignorance?”
exclaimed Hutchinson.

“I know my duty, I ask of you no advice, Sir,” replied
Bradtock.

“Beg pardon, Sir,” replied Carl, “I did not presume
to act authoritatively.”

“My friend,” continued Captain Bradtock, addressing
Isaac, “it is my duty to place you under arrest. You are
charged with aiding and assisting the enemy. There is
no necessity of an explanation from you at this time, nor
do I have to apprise you of the nature and extent of this
charge. I ask that you will kindly follow me.”

Without further parley, Isaac was marching through
the streets of Boston town, the central figure in a group
of nine.

Day after day, and week after week, Isaac patiently
submitted to the orders of the British guards. To his



MAN O’ MEN 91

many inquiries regarding his release, he would always
receive the curt reply that he would have to await trial.

“T'rial, ye say, trial? What ye mean by trial? I think
I have trial enough.”

The first of November found Isaac still incarcerated,
still patiently awaiting his trial. He had lost the wel-
coming smile. His clothes hung loosely from his large
frame, and a look of misery and abomination had worn
into the enormous face, which had lost much of its vivid
color.

His wife could visit him but once each week, and these
calls were limited to thirty minutes. Upon each of these
occasions that she called, Isaac expected some good
news, and being always disappointed, he would slowly
bow his shaking head and murmur pitifully,

“David—ah, David-—if ye only knew—if ye only
knew.”

"Twas Captain Bradtock, and he alone, of the British,
that would talk with Mrs. Ritchey. He sympathized
with her, but could do nothing to help her in the trouble.
Tired and worn but ever patient, she worked steadily
on. She hoped and prayed for her husband'’s release and
that the strife might end.

Late one evening, two strangers entered the tavern.
These men were both clad in homespun clothes. Both
with heavily bearded faces and most untidy appearance.
One wore dark goggles and the other had a black patch
over his right eye, held in place by a soiled cord drawn
taut around his head. These men partook but lightly of
drink. They sat apart from the soldiers that entered
the place that night. They did not join in the festivities,
nor did they answer, by retort or otherwise, the many in-
sults and insinuations directed to them by the drinking
British soldiers.

They took a room and remained at the tavern that
night. In the morning the man with the black patch over
his eye took his leave, and the other bargained with
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Mrs. Ritchey for his lodging at the tavern for the re-
mainder of the week. ,

This man, after the departure of his companion, re-
mained in his room the greater part of the day and also
during the days that followed. He would appear only
at such times that Mrs. Ritchey was alone in the tavern.

He asked her many questions. Some she was reluc-
tant to answer. Occasionally, after the closing hour, he
would help her to put the place in order. He learned of
her husband and his plight, but he offered no help nor
did he suggest any means of escape. His name, his busi-
ness, or where he was from, Mrs. Ritchey could not
learn.
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CHAPTER XV

“A farmer to see you, Sir,” said an orderly, as he sa-
luted and addressed Captain Bradtock.

The man with a black patch over his eye was ushered
into the presence of the captain.

“What can I do for you, my friend?” said Bradtock,
laying aside the maps and other papers with which he
had been occupied.

“Sir,” began the farmer, “I think ye are the right offi-
cer to come to talk with. Ye see I have been thinking
this thing over for the past few weeks, and I have about
decided that it is time I got caught up on the right side.
I am getting mighty put out aver getting nothing to eat,
going without clothes, and not having any money. We
can't sell a thing outside of the town. They can’t buy,
for they have not the money. Time was when we got
afong. Now we have trouble. 1 reckon the King is
good enough for me. I don’t know how long this trou-
ble will last, but methinks if there is going to be an end,
I want to be on the right side. I come, Sir, to offer my
services. Sorry that I did not come sooner. I cannot
shoot much ’'count of this eye, but if ye can use me, I can
do most anything else except dance.”

“That is fair enough,” laughed Bradtock, “you, my
friend, are but one of many who have recently left the
American lines and volunteered their services in behalf
of the King. We highly appreciate your act and assure
you it will meet the high favor of His Majesty. 'Tis well
that you came, for methinks the rebellion is at an end.
lYou will fare well by this step and will hold all you may
1ave.”

“Jenks,” commanded the captain, “take this man to
the barracks and see that he is propery supplied with an
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outfit, and then—well—I presume there is nothing that
he could do at present but guard duty—place him where
you think best.”

“Aye, Sir,” said Jenks, saluting and beckomng for the
farmer to follow.

When Mrs. Ritchey made her usual call upon her hus-
band that week, she told him of the two strangers who
had come to the tavern and she also took pains to de-
scribe them both accurately.

“What that?” whispered Isaac, looking astonished;
“ye say, a man with a black patch over his eye? Just
look over yonder,” his wife stole a glance in the direc-
tion that he indicated, “be that the man?” continued
Isaac with caution.

“Yes, that is the man,” she replied.

“That fellow, he be a devil. He be the meanest man
I ever saw. He prick me with that spear on his gun
every time I no move fast enough to just suit him. He
answer me no questions, and he call me a damn rebel
and laugh at me. He make laugh of me all the time to
the other Britishers. He come just a short time ago,
but I hope he will not stay. Ye say that he have a part-
ner and that he is at the tavern?”

“Yes, the other man hire a room for the week.”

“Well, he no bother me but he be a friend of this
devil, and I no want him there. I tell ye what ye do. Ye
tell him that ye no want him there. That he must leave.
They be spies or they plot. I know they mean no good
to ye or to the tavern.”

The guard with the black patch over his eye at that
moment demonstrated his meanness as portrayed by
Isaac, by suddenly advancing and separating the man
and wife by the use of his gun, and uncivilly informing
Mrs. Ritchey that it was time to move.

As she stepped into the street, she met the roomer
face to face, and, as they passed, she turned to see where
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he might be going. She noticed the guard with the black
patch and the roomer at that instant exchanged signals,
but she did not see either speak, nor did the roomer stop.
This action immediately confirmed all that her husband
had told her, and she decided to act upon his advice and
ask the man to leave at once.

That evening the sky darkened. The wind arose with
fury and the snow began to fall. It was cold. The tav-
ern groaned and creaked. Callers were few at the inn.
Mrs. Ritchey made the place in order and patiently
awaited the return of her roomer. The wind increased
in violence and drove the snow in blinding sheets before
it. Suddenly just at the height of the storm’s fury, in
walked the roomer.

Mrs. Ritchey, reluctant about carrying out the orders
of her husband at such a time, hesitated about speaking.
She remained silent as the man procured a seat near the
hearth and proceeded to warm himself. She decided be-
cause of the rough night, to let him remain until the
Morrow.

“Madam,” said the man, as he turned from the fire,
rubbing his hands which still bespoke the cold, “have
you a pushcart ?"

*“We have, Sir, a very large one.”

“I would like the use of it this evening, say, only for a
short time.”

“You may take it.” And Mrs. Ritchey told him
where it could be found.

The man thanked her and again resumed his position
at the fire. '

At about the hour of ten, the storm had not dimin-
ished in its violence. The snow drifted through every
crevice in the walls of the tavern and drifted here and
there upon the floor. The candles flickered from the
battering violence from without, as now and then a gust
of wind would penetrate the worn siding of the tavern
and exhaust itself within, The fire in the hearth leaped
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and crackled with renewed energy from the draft caused
by the mad elements.

Suddenly the door of the tavern was : thrown open, ad-
mitting a blinding blast of snow, from which emerged
the man with the black patch over his eye, and following
close on his heels was Ritchey.

Mrs. Ritchey gasped and uttered a cry of delight and
surprise. The roomer jumped to his feet and tore off
his dark goggles.

“David—my boy-—my boy!” cried Isaac, “I knew ye
would come. I knew it,”” and the big man embraced
David, weeping with joy.

“Come! Nothing could keep me from you, Ike. I
am sorry that I did not learn sooner. I feared we might
be too late. I thank God that we were in time. Meet
my friend and Patriot, Aaron Short.”

Aaron, at this introduction, removed his black patch.

“Great Cats!"” exclaimed Isaac, peering into the smil-
ing face of Short, “ye—ye, be damn mean to me. I no
could understand why ye take me to see my wife. I come
but think ill of ye. Ye have been so much of a devil.”

“Waal,” said Aaron, breaking into a laugh as he no-
ticed the expression of amazement glowing upon Isaac’s
large face, “I had to use ye as mean as I could. There
were other guards and I did not want them to get sus-
picious. But, come, 'tis time we moved. The guard will
think me tardy.”

“Everything is ready, I have the cart,” said David.

“Good!" ejaculated Aaron.

“Madam, have you a bedspread or blanket?” asked
David.

Mrs. Ritchey soon produced a large blanket.

After a few hurried instructions and a promise to re-
turn as soon as possible, Isaac kissed his wife. With
many groans and considerable grunting, he crouched
down into the cart. David carefully covered him over
with the blanket, and then with Aaron, musket at his
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shoulder, patch in place over his eye, and David pushing
the cart before him, they started on their journey for
Boston Neck.

Silently the snowclad figures, battling the wind and
snow, fought their way through the deserted streets.
Slowly, carefully, ever alert, they approached the nar-
row neck. '

The British had placed two guards on this narrow
strip of land which connected the peninsula with the
mainland. Aaron was on his way to relieve one of these
guards.- As they drew near to this post, Aaron advanced
and David pushed his cart into a nearby alley. Here he
lifted the blanket.

“I stand for a minute?” asked Isaac; “my bones, they
be all run together.”

David gave his consent and Isaac, with many accom-
panying groans, arose to his feet.

For a period of five minutes or more they waited.
Suddenly they heard the footsteps of the relieved guard.
David watched him as he disappeared into the falling
snow and then, after crowding Isaac once more into the
cart, he wheeled out and started down the street.

They had advanced but a few rods before they were
challenged. David halted as two men emerged from
the snow. Both were armed, and one wore a black patch
over his eye.

“Where bound?” demanded the guard without the
black patch.

“Across the Neck,” replied David.

“Do you not know our orders?” said the sentry. !

“I was not aware of further orders, Sir,” replied
David. “I would thank you to be so informed.”

“No one is permitted to leave the town without
a signed order from the commander.”

“I am sorry, Sir. That I did not know. Tt is neces-

sary that I cross, that I can assure you. Will you kindly
let me pass?”
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“I cannot. You must return and make known thy
wants to our commander. He alone can give thee per-
mission to leave,” and then spying the cart, he con-
tinued, “‘what have you here?”

“A load Sir,” replied David.

“A load of what?” demanded the sentry.

“Scotch-Irish,” replied David calmly.

“You are trying to be a little cute, my friend. I will
take a look.”

As he advanced to the cart not a word was spoken,
but as he made ready to lift the blanket, David cried:

“Hold, man, I pray do not touch that blanket!”

The sentry turned and looked at David. The next
moment a damp, snow-covered blanket engulfed the in-
quisitive man. His smothered cries for help and frantic
struggles availed him naught. He was lifted bodily and
deposited head first in the cart, At once the three friends
vanished into the dense and blinding snow.
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CHAPTER XVI

Twisting great loads of marsh hay into ropelike
strands and winding it around cart wheels, greasing
axles and wrapping old rags around the metal parts of
harnesses, was entirely a new occupation for Isaac
Ritchey. He gloried in this work. It meant much to
Isaac to be active in the cause of liberty. The time had
arrived to take and occupy Dorchester Heights.

All was ready for this great objective, At sunset the
ground fairly shook from the detonations of the guns
mounted by the Patriots on the breastworks at Somer-
ville, at Cambridge, and also from around Roxbury.
That night, while the guns pounded, making the night
air heavy with noise, a long column, with stealthy tread
and under whispered words of command, silently made
its way to this key of the entire situation, Dorchester
Heights.

All the night the picks and shovels did their part. All
the night the troops of Washington worked at their task.
All the night the cannon, heretofore the property of the
British, muffled the sound of the entrenching Americans.

Morning came, and with it, surprise and chagrin to
the British commanders. Washington had brought his
resourcefulness into action. The British would have to
evacuate Boston. From these heights the Americans
commanded the waters.

On March the 20th, the Americans made formal
entry of Boston. There was great rejoicing. The Tories
left with the British. Ritchey once more joined his
wife and bade welcome to his friends.

_‘Waal, I never expected to be throwing out dirt this
side of the bay so soon, David,” said Aaron one morn.
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ing the last of March. “Itis a darn bit harder digging
than it was that night on Breeds’ Hill.”

“Nor do I expect to swim that bay again right
away,” replied David, looking across at the ruins of
Charlestown. “I have just learned that we may leave
for New York as soon as these fortifications are
repaired. I should certainly like to see Howard.”

“Ye would take another chance to see someone else,
wouldn't ye?” .

“Yes, and I would welcome the opportunity to square
a few things with that blackguard, Hutchinson, who dis-
rupted my last call.”

“Waal, ye just leave him to me; ye take the lady.”

“Yes, Aaron, I should like very much to see her, and
I also have good reason to believe that you would like
to see the man, Hutchinson. I trust the time may come.”

“Waal, I hope so; ye know I have a bit of his belong-
ings I should return.”

“T doubt much that he is at all anxious about that
gun, Aaron, but you have my permission to return it at
such opportunity as you may have.”

General Charles Lee arrived at New York in advance
of his superior officer. He at once established his head-
quarters. Lee, a man of great repute, both in the Colo-
nies and abroad, had a large estate in Virginia. Lee
courted notoriety. He loved to be honored. At the out-
break of the rebellion, with his ever-selfish motives in
view, he offered his services to the Colonies.

During the seeming delay of activities about Boston
and some time before Washington undertook the occu-
pation of Dorchester Heights, Lee had in many ways
started criticism and agitation against the commander
of the Continental army. Whether or not his activities
in this regard were known to Washington, we do not
know, but after the evacuation of Boston, confidence was
again restored and Lee at that time abandoned his
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scheme, that of ousting Washington and placing himself
in command of the Continental army. _

Upon arriving at New York, Lee again became active
in this regard. He was thus occupied formulating some
plan by which he hoped to gain the position he had long
coveted, when his orderly announced a visitor.

“Have you his name?” asked Lee.

“Nay, Sir,” replied the orderly.

“Obtain the caller’s name and report.”

The orderly returned and announced the name of
Otis.

“Admit him.”

Otis was ushered into the presence of Charles Lee.

“You will be excused,” said Lee, addressing the or-
derly, who at once retired.

“Otis!" said General Lee, laughing. “A fine Otis you
are!” and he grasped the extended hand—the hand of
Car! Hutchinson—with an intimate and firm grip.

“T thought it best to use that name,” said Carl. “Some
surprise for you to see me?”

“Well, rather,” replied Lee; “I did expect a call from
you, but little did I look for you so soon. The name—it
was very clever of you. 'Tis well that you did so, for
you know 'tis best at this time. Ah, a Patriot like me can
ill afford to be intimate with a scoundrel Tory like you.”

“Scoundrel—did you say? I presume that may appear
true in the eyes of many of your associates, General Lee,
}){qt you know me to be a loyal friend of yours and our

ing.” i

“Thy King, Carl, not at present my King.”

“Nay, Sir Charles, thy King also, but thy loyalty now
clothed as it were in a cloak of deception.”

“That depends upon the happening, or possibly the
not happening of a great many events.”

“We both stand in about the same position. This day
one must have that foresight to enable him to vouch-
safe for the future. I agree with you, at present our po-
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sitions may seem to differ, but we are both working
toward the same goal, that of influence, wealth, and
authority, to be vested in us by His Majesty—or by the
Continental Congress.”

“Which I consider a very selfish motive,” laughed
Lee. “What can I do for you?”

“I called today, General, to pay my respects and also
to thank you for past favors. I did not have an oppor-
tunity to call before..I want you to know that I
appreciate very much the help you have extended to me,
regardless of thy risk of exposure. I experienced no
trouble reaching home after our separation that night
outside of Boston. My unexpected arrival at Tarrytown
caused some comment. I assure you, however, I have
kept thy confidence. I also desire to thank you graciously
%or the information regarding the trip of Otis to New

ork.”

“I learned of it. It was planned by the Great Wash-
ington. I was not consulted about that trip into New
York, and I thought the knowledge might be of some
weight for you, so I passed it along thy line of in-
formers. 1 am pleased to learn the news reached you.
I did not care in particular about Otis; I had another
plan, but it failed me.”

“I trust I may be able to render you some service now
you are in New York. If there should be anything that
I ixllay be able to do in your behalf, I will appreciate a
call.”

“All I may have done for you I assure you that you
are most welcome. I have considered it but a matter of
personal friendship, both for you and thy departed
father, whom I knew well and loved dearly. I thank you
for thy offer. I may call upon thee. Up to the present

" time my plans to depose Washington have failed, but I
-am not discouraged. I know my time will come, and at
.such time, I will undoubtedly need your services. 'Tis
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well our relations be strictly confidential. I have the
fullest confidence in you.™ )

“Believe me, Lee, all that passes between us, I will
hold inviolate. \When you wish me, do not hesitate to
send me word. I am but a day’s ride from here, at Tar-
rytown. I will be there for some time to come. As I
have my fiancee with me today, I will bid you good-day.”

General Charles Lee was highly pleased with the visit
of Carl Hutchinson. He had planned to involve Wash-
ington the night that he had secretly conveyed Carl
through the American lines, by claiming that Washing-
ton was responsible for Carl's escape from Boston.
After making some inquiry, however, he learned to his
disappointment that Carl and Washington were not ac-
quaintances. This was a dastardly scheme, unknown to
Hutchinson, which, had it succeeded—and it might have,
had the Commander-in-Chief known Hutchinson—
would have caused complications and chaos to the cause
of liberty.

Both these arch conspirators, Lee and Hutchinson,
now planned to make a tool of the other to further their
own selfish interests. Lee was working out a program,
which, if he was successful, would place him at the head
of the Continental army. This he had long coveted.
His plan, however, involved much turpitude for himself
and also required a great amount of ingenuity. This
scheme must for the present lie dormant, until the mili-
tary operations in and about New York dovetailed with
the foundation and substance of his plan. \When that
crucial time arrived, Lee determined to use this proud
Tory to his great advantage. He did not hesitate in
using Carl in the consummation of this treacherous plot.

Carl Hutchinson arrived home that evening in practi-
cally the same state of mind as that of General Lee. He
could use Lee, and the time was not far away. He had
Lee at his mercy. The confidence that Lee had so gra-
ciously bestowed upon him, Hutchinson, he would use as
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a club. Lee would do as he desired and follow his orders
or hci would expose him. Carl would make that coward
crawl. ,

“I will bow to his requests,” thought Carl, “at pres-
ent, and thus ever tighten my hold upon him. The time I
may use him is as yet far distant.”

Carl did not tarry long with Miriam that evening. He
had many things of importance upon his mind. He de-
sired to be alone.
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CHAPTER XVII

The situation in and about New York, at this time,
was cogently strategic. This province lay in about the
center of the Colonies in the rebellion. Thus it will ap-
pear that New York City naturally was the key to the
center of the insurrection.

Sir William Howe realized the importance of this
city. If he could take New York, he would thus sever
the enemy. It will also be remembered that New York
had been and was at this time reluctant in its resistance
to the British.

Washington, having previously received all this infor-
mation from David, had assumed when Howe left Bos-
ton from Halifax, that he would return to strike first at
New York. This blow was about to come.

David Otis and Aaron Short were with Washington.
Howard had returned with Arnold and was now with
Charles Lee, who had been given the command of the
right wing of the Continental army stationed at Har-
lem Heights. Howard had been promoted upon the
recommendation of Arnold and was now a lieutenant
under General Charles Lee.

Thus it came about that David and Howard meét in
New York. This meeting, the first for many months,
was to be the last. Little did either suspect or dream
of what fate held in store for him.

In the engagements which followed Howe's arrival
off the coast of New York, the American forces suffered
defeat. Washington was well aware that he could not
hope to hold New York. His force was far inadequate.
It was necessary that he retreat. '

Following the Battle of White Plains, Washington
moved over to North Castle, which he considered 2
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stronger position, and Howe immediately took a posi-
tion at Dobbs Ferry. Washington at this time divided
his army. He left General Lee on the East side of the
river, while he moved over to the West side of the Hud-
son.

From this position Washington sent Putnam into New
Jersey and Heath to Peekskill, while he, a short time
thereafter, in company with David, left for West Point
to inspect the fortifications at that position.

Two forts near the mouth of the Hudson, under the
command of General Green, on account of their station
and by reason of the advance of the British, Washington
considered of little moment, and he ordered Green
to evacuate. It appears, however, that for some reason
Congress forwarded orders to Green to defend them.
Upon his return Washington found the British vessels in
front of Fort Washington, and on the 16th of Novem-
ber the British stormed the fort and took it.

During these different maneuvers, General Charles
Lee remained on the East side of the Hudson at North
Castle. And at this time he was engaged in trying to
poison the mind of Congress against the Commander-in-
Chief. On the 13th of December he decided that the
proper time had arrived to execute the plan he had fos-
tered for so long. This scheme, one of deceit and treach-
ery, Lee was more than capable of achieving. He cared
naught for the outcome, for if he failed, a homely ex-
cuse would suffice; if he succeeded, his goal was in sight.

He immediately dispatched a messenger to Carl
Hutchinson. Carl responded at once upon receipt of
Lee’s note which assured him of an audience, under the
name of Wood.

General Lee was nervously pacing the floor upon
Carl's arrival. He at once dismissed all present, and as
t!ldey retired, motioned Carl to a seat and sat down at his
side.

“Hutchinson,” began Lee, in a soft, low voice, “the
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time has at last arrived when I can use you. I little ex-
pected to call upon you so soon. "Tis thy offer of succor,
so recently and kindly made me, that I accept.”

“I fully appreciate thy confidence,” rejoined Carl.
“What have you, my General, that I may serve?”

“Listen,” continued Lee, nervously glancing about to
assure secrecy, “I have received orders from my superior
officer, General George Washington, to join him at
once. This order I have failed to obey. I have delayed
and done so intentionally. I have taken the position that
the order was discretionary. I have fully decided to fur-
ther my delay. I am not going. The Great Washing-
ton,” continued Lee, expressing both mirth and contempt
-~“and Congress — that body of scoffing fools — have
not, nor will they ever appreciate my worth. They have
failed and, from all appearances, will continue to fail to
recognize my ability. The broad experience I have
gained, both in the Colonies and abroad, previous to my
service with the Contifental army, is of naught to
them. Congress has placed a green, inexperienced, un-
trained man over me. 'Tis far more than I can endure.
I have borne up under this insult and disdain ever think-
ing that a change might perchance be soon forthcoming.
The people have long clamored for a change of com-
manders. Congress will not hatken to the cry of the
populace nor will they heed my plea.

“I have arrived at this conclusion. There can be no
other. They will not recognize or award to me the credit
and honor to which I am rightfully entitled until—
until, well, until I am suddenly taken from them. Until
they miss me, miss my superior training and ability.

“I have given this much thought, and it would appear
to me, if I suddenly disappeared, then and only then
would they awaken to my real importance.

“I trust that you understand. Pray do not think me
boastful, but without my services, this rebellion, me-
thinks, will crumble. I have decided, with thy help, to
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take a most radical step—a step, Carl, I would disclose
to none other but you, for in you I have the most pro-
found trust and confidence.”

“I thank you, Lee,” interjected Carl; ‘you have
naught to fear. Well do you know we have much in
common. Thy trust and confidence, with me will re-
main.”

“I fully believe in you. Had I not, you would not be
here. Now, listen—" and once more he glanced cau-
tiously about the room; “I want that you arrange my
capture by the British.”

Carl grasped his hand, smiling blandly.

“Good! My dear General, that can be easily accom-
plished, and I am the man who can arrange such 2 cap-
ture properly. Ah,—'tis great!”

“So I thought,” replled Lee.

“Have you some measure of plan wherein thxs can be
executed ?"" asked Carl, apparently in deep thought.

“I have. Relying upon thy help, I have arranged to
dine this evening with friends by the name of Clayton.
They live near Basking Ridge. 'Tis not far from here.
Across the river, but below the British lines. Do you
know the Claytons?”

“Yes,” replied Carl, “that is, I know of them, but I
must say, my General, I have always been doubtful of
their position in this conflict.”

“I know exactly, Carl, so there is no necessity of our
discussing the subject further. As I was telling you, I
am to dine with them tonight. Can you arrange for my
capture at this home—say the hour of eight-thirty?”

“I can,” replied Carl. “In taking this step, I cannot
blame you. I appreciate that you have been snubbed by
Congress and Washington. You have patiently borne
insult after insult. I know thy worth, and I am glad you
have called me to act thus in your behalf. General, the
plan meets with my hearty approval, and I am confident
it can be accomplished. Will you be alone?”
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“Yes, quite alone. Not a soul, but you, know of this I
speak.”

“I will do this for you, General, and I trust that in the
near future [ may ask of you—"

“Have you something on thy mind at this time that I
may perchance be of help to you?”

“Yes, I have, General, but 'twould be impossible at
present. When I spoke, I was thinking of an ambition
of mine, a desire that I covet, but 'tis but a fancy I
fear, for me to hope to interweave my scheme in
harmony with that of yours. Were it possible, I could
ask of you no more.

“Pray, what have you? My plan is yet susceptible to
thy wants. The end which I desire undoubtedly may be
reached by other paths which perchance may pass thy
door.”

‘;I’Tis that I would another might be with you this
night.”

“Ah—I beg thy pardon. You are most certainly wel-
come. I request thy presence.”

“Nay, nay, General, ' tis not I, thank you.”

“Speak, to whom, I pray, do you refer?”

“Otis, the man Otis, I wish that he were to be with
you.”

“Otis!” exclaimed Lee. “Great Heavens!” and he
jumped to his feet and slapped Carl on the back. “Otis!
What luck for you. Otis is in my command. What do
you desire?”

“What do I wish?” cried Carl, trying to throttle the
surge of delight and surprise within him, that was so
visibly manifest. “I want to crush him. I want him at
Clayton’s tonight.”

“Otis will be there this evening,” replied Lee.

“Good,” exclaimed Carl with delight. “And now,
General, inasmuch as I have much to do before dusk, I
think it well that I bid you adieu.”

Carl turned, but hesitated, then again addressed Lee.
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take a most radical step—a step, Carl, I would disclose
to none ‘other but you, for in you I have the most pro-
found trust and confidence.”

“I thank you, Lee,” interjected Carl; ‘you have
naught to fear. Well do you know we have much in
common. Thy trust and confidence, with me will re-
main.”

“I fully believe in you. Had I not, you would not be
here. Now, listen—" and once more he glanced cau-
tiously about the room; “I want that you arrange my
capture by the British.”

Carl grasped his hand, smiling blandly.

“Good! My dear General, that can be easily accom-
plished, and I am the man who can arrange such a cap-
ture properly. Ah,—'tis great!”

“So I thought,” replled Lee.

“Have you some measure of plan wherein this can be
executed?”’ asked Carl, apparently in deep thought.

“I have. Relying upon thy help, I have arranged to
dine this evening with friends by the name of Clayton.
They live near Basking Ridge. 'Tis not far from here.
Across the river, but below the British lines. Do you
know the Claytons?”

“Yes,” replied Carl, “that is, I know of them, but I
must say, my General, I have always been doubtful of
their position in this conflict.”

“T know exactly, Carl, so there is no necessity of our
discussing the subject further. As I was telling you, I
am to dine with them tonight. Can you arrange for my
capture at this home—say the hour of eight-thirty?”

“I can,” replied Carl. “In taking this step, I cannot
blame you. I appreciate that you have been snubbed by
Congress and Washington. You have patiently borne
insult after insult. I know thy worth, and I am glad you
have called me to act thus in your behalf. General, the
plan meets with my hearty approval, and I am confident
it can be accomplished. Will you be alone?”
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“Methinks, Lee, ’tis well to speak of the final outcome
of thy plan. Have you given that any thought? Do
you contemplate thy release, or what have you in mind "

“Yes, but little thought have I given it. It is of but
minor consequence to me, the outcome of my capture. If
I do not miss my guess, the news of my being taken a
prisoner will at once incite a demand for my release. Con-
gress will have to harken to the cry of the populace. My
release will be quickly accomplished through the medium
of exchange. 'Tis not of me to worry. I await thy
action. My capture I welcome with pleasure.”

“Much wisdom, my General, I assure you.”

“Ah, yes. Mind you, my release will mean my zenith.
This bit of stratagem of ours will eventually dispose of
the Great Washington and place me at the head of the
Continental army. When that time arrives, Hutchinson,
well,—you know, that all men have their price. I am
but a2 man."”

“ Tis well. May the Creator hasten the time. Good-
day, General. Eight-thirty, you say?”

“Eight-thirty is the hour.”
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CHAPTER XVIII

General Lee felt that he had not only granted Hutch-
inson’s request, but that he had encouraged him. He
had to do so. Who was Otis? He had been with Lee
but a short time. Both Arnold and Washington had
recommended his promotion. Lee had discovered in
young Otis a man of much promise. It was despicable
to sacrifice this boy to satisfy the revengeful spirit of
that man Hutchinson. He personally liked Otis, but how
could it be avoided? Hutchinson would expect and de-
mand that he fulfill his promise, and this man Hutchin-
son had much in common with him. Lee decided that he
could not dodge the situation. His interests were cer-
tainly paramount to those of his subordinate officer. He
immediately dispatched his orderly to summon Otis.

“Otis," said Lee, as his lieutenant entered, “might it
be that you are not engaged this evening ?” :

“I am not, Sir—that is, nothing of importance."

“That is good. I would that you dine out with me.”

“I thank you, General. I certainly appreciate this
courtesy.”

“It affords me great pleasure to extend it. I shall call
for you shortly ~ We will ride to the Ridge and dine
with the Claytons, warm friends of mine. I think it
best,” continued Lee, “that you bring thy side-arms. The
trip is not barren of some danger.” ‘

“I shall be ready, Sir,” replied Howard.

“That is all,” said Lee.

Carl Hutchinson at once sought Captain Bradtock,
and was soon in his presence. The captain listened at-
tentively to Carl's request for aid and, as he finished,
said rather abruptly:
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“Very well, indeed, Mr. Hutchinson, but do you not
realize that such an expedmon, especially in that terri-
tory, would be extremely hazardous? I do not feel that
we should respond to all the whims and imaginative in-
spirations of our noncombatant friends. We have much
to look after of a certainty.”

“Hazardous!” exclaimed Carl, frustrated by the cool,
unassuming answer; “surely you have learned that the
rebels have retreated across the Delaware. Pardon,—
wherein lies the danger?”

“You forget that such a trip would necessitate the
fording of the river. We know of Washington’s retreat,
but we know not the extent of his patrol in that terri-
tory. I do not care to heed thy request.”

*'Tis true that your troops would have to cross the
river, but that could be done far below the rebel lines.”

“That would incur—"

“One minute,” interjected Carl, excusing his interrup-
tion politely, “‘but kindly allow me to ask if you remem-
ber the deserter, John Stearns?”

“Very well, indeed.”

“Would the capture of Stearns and also that of Gen-
eral Charles Lee, be any inducement for you to under-
take the expedition which I beg?”

“Were I to have the honor of taking those two
Americans, I tell you I would risk a brigade.”

“ Tis these two men to whom I refer,” said Carl,
now highly delighted at the apparent change in the atti-
tude of the captain.

“We are to arrive at Clayton's at eight-thirty, you
say ?”

X‘You have the hour,” replied Carl.

“A party of dragoons, with myself in command, will
be there.”

“Good!"” exclaimed Carl. “And may it please you, I
should like much to appear at the crucial moment of the
capture.”
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“] have no objections. You must assume thy own
risk.” _
“Certainly,” replied Carl.

Howard Otis was in the highest of spirits. He felt
immeasurably complimented as he rode by the side of
General Lee that evening on the way to Clayton's.

Howard had the most explicit confidence in his Gen-
eral, as everyone did at that time. He did not know the
Claytons, but that, of course, did not concern him. The
invitation he had received, and the honor of accompa-
nying his superior officer out to dine was in itself some-
thing worth while. To him it was an occasion to be long
remembered. He would delight in telling David, and
he knew that David would be pleased to learn of his
good fortune. It would also mean rapid promotion,
for he was positive that he could now rely upon a recom-
mendation from General Lee, should the opportunity
arrive.

He had given no thought to the trip being in the least
dangerous. He had, however, come prepared, as the
general had suggested. Howard considered this but a
matter of precaution on the part of General Lee.

Lee said nothing about the object of this trip, nor did
he speak of Hutchinson to Howard. He talked much of
the military movements and advised Howard that he ex-
pected soon to join the Commander-in-Chief.

“I have received my orders, and methinks that the
morrow’s sun will find us well on our way. Loyalty,”
continued Lee, as he glanced at Howard to ascertain the
efect of his words, “is one word of great import. Keep
it ever in mind, my boy, 'twill mean thy success.”

They encountered no obstacles on their way and
shortly drew rein at the Clayton home.

As the evening advanced, Howard soon became quite
at ease and gradually took an active interest in the con-
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versation. He admired their host and hostess. He
found them to be well informed, and they also proved to
be excellent entertainers. During the evening they talked
much of the rebellion, but Howard was unable to ascer-
tain from their remarks, that is, to his satisfaction, just
Clayton’s position in the conflict which at that time cen-
tered around them.

General Lee related at length his various exper-
iences. He told of his service as a captain of the gren-
adiers under General Braddock; of his friendly relations
with the Mohawks, and of his adoption by that tribe of
Indians. He spoke of his service in Portugal, and lastly
told of his famous duel with an Italian officer, whom,
after a hard fight, he dispatched.

“Thou must be a clever swordsman,” remarked Clay-
ton, as he finished this narrative, “the Italians are cun-
ning with the blade.”

“I do pride myself, but, mind you, this crafty enemy
managed to take his toll,” and Lee displayed his hand,
showing two missing fingers. ‘“Had the weapons been
like those pistols above the mantel, I doubt that I fare
as well.”

“Ah, yes,” replied Clayton, arising and removing
them from their holding, “a fine brace of pistols, Gen-
eral. I only recently purchased them in the city—a mat-
ter of precaution, I would say. I have them loaded and
primed.”

*“Tis well,” replied Lee, examining the guns; “hate,
war and envy know not a friend.”

As the hour grew later, Howard noticed evidence
of uneasiness and discomfort intermingling with the
amiable disposition of Lee. He appeared to be nervous
and bored. Later, during a talk with Mrs. Clayton, in
which she inquired about Howard's family, he men-
tioned his brother's name. Howard thought he noticed
a startled look of surprise pass over Lee’s face, but he
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dismissed the thought without comment, and resumed
his conversation with his hostess.

Of a sudden from without there came a noise of ap-
proaching horses. This was followed by a command.
There was the sound of footsteps, and the clanking of
arms. The door burst open and a British officer entered,
followed by other troopers, all armed.

Howard at once leaped tohis feet, as did General Lee.

“Ah—ah—" exlaimed the officer, “a fine prize, in-
deed—two American officers. Gentlemen, you are sur-
rounded. I ask that you surrender in the name of King
George of England.”

Deathly was the silence that followed. Then quietly,
slowly, with dignity, arose the gray-haired Clayton. He
stepped from his chair, advanced and looked the officer
full in the face, a deep scowl embedded upon his brow.

“Sir,” he demanded, “why this sudden intrusion? This
is my home. These men are my guests. I will thank you
to leave at once.”

Captain Bradtock, gentleman that he was, bowed
very politely.

“My friend,” he said, “I assure you that I dislike
very much to be disrespectful and especially to a man of
thy bearing and age, but it behooves me to do my duty.
That is first, my duty to my King. I must ask that these
men hand me their swords.”

“I do not understand!” cried Clayton. “This untimely
action will cast suspicion upon my head! 'Tis wrong! I
feel it ismy duty to defend; that you take them only after
you dispose of me, from across my dead body, Sir."”

“Hold, man,”" cried Bradtock, ‘“let me explain. We
were passing by and noticed the horses. I know thee not,
my friend. Thou will have naught to answer. Come,
gents, your swords,” and Bradtock slowly advanced.

Howard and General Lee stood side by side. Neither
had spoken a word. Howard's hand unconsciously
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slipped to the hilt of his sword. Thoughts flashed
through his mind. Would he better cut his way to free-
dom, or would he best surrender?

At that moment another figure appeared at the en-
trance of the room. Howard uttered an angry excla-
mation and a cry of recognition.

“Hutchinson—you dog! General, "tis a trap!” and
he sprang to the pistols that lay on the table, seized one
and levelled it at Hutchinson. As the gun flashed,
Charles Lee brought his sword down upon the barrel.
The ball embedded itself in the floor at Carl’s feet. At
the same instant two other reports rang out and How-
ard Otis fell mortally wounded.

"T'was Captain Bradtock that first reached the boy's
side, and carefully lifted his head and pillowed it upon
his knee. It was Bradtock who heard the dying boy’s
last words. He tenderly laid him at rest as the brave
lad gasped and said no more.

Hutchinson stood as he had entered. He was white—
riveted to the spot. Clayton remained motionless with
his wife frantically clinging to his arm.

Charles Lee broke the intense silence by coming for-
ward and proffering his sword to Bradtock.

“My friend,” said Bradtock, advancing to Clayton,
“it grives me much that there had to be bloodshed. I did
not deem it necessary. I cannot blame my men. They
have acted in their line of duty. I cannot express my
sorrow over this needless sacrifice. The situation resolved
itself beyond my control. It was sudden and entirely un-
expected. I shall expect you to take due care of this
body. It deserves thy best consideration.”

“I promise you, Sir, that it shall receive a burial be-
fitting this boy’s station and rank.”

“I thank you. And now,” addressing General Lee,
“come, we must be on our way.”

Without words or comment, General Charles Lee of
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the Continental army was on his way to New York, a
prisoner of war—by consent.

Carl Hutchinson also at once left Clayton’s. He did
not look toward Lee. He mounted and rode his way, a
terrible burden upon his conscience.
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CHAPTER XIX

It was just at the break of day that a horseman drew
rein at the Hutchinson home. He slowly and very un-
steadily dismounted, and with bowed head and heavy
feet made his way toward the house. His face was
drawn and white, while across his brow deep furrows
bespoke much worry and trouble. The man was Carl
Hutchinson. He had ridden all night. He was tired—
completely worn out—and greatly distraught.

Carl ate slightly of his breakfast and shortly retired
to his room. Here he remained, alone, for an hour or
more. He was terribly worried. He wanted to be by
himself and think. Howard's death would undoubtedly
reach the ears of David. David, of course, would not
have the facts, but Charles Lee did, and that arch plot-
ter would sell friendship for a farthing. Carl had mis-
placed his confidence. David would connect him with the
death just as soon as he learned of the manner in which
Lee was captured. David Otis would hound him to the
end. Carl fully realized that he could never shake him
off his track. This event spelled his doom unless he could
manage in some way to dispose of David. The only con-
clusion which Carl reached was that David must be
taken. If he was successfully captured, Carl was certain
that the influence and money which he possessed, would
find a means of getting David out of the country. He
formulated a plan which demanded immediate action.

Carl bathed, shaved, and changed his clothes, and
after a short interview with his hireling he returned to
his room and patiently awaited the noon hour.

Although Carl did appear and feel considerably re-
freshed, due to a hot bath and entire change of attire,
yet Miriam immediately noticed, upon his arrival, a look
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of anxiety and apparently the effect of a sleepless night
upon his countenance. '

“Miriam,” began Carl, as they were enjoying a dainty
lunch prepared by her, “I want to ask a favor of you.”

“'Tis not hard to read thy mind, Sir Carl. Your
action, bearing, and even your face bespeak trouble and
uneasiness of mind. Of what do you wish to speak? Pray
tell me. You know a confession may be of ease to you.”

“The request I would ask, I wish to defer, at least for
the present. 'Tis news I bring. Sad news, I fear. I am
sure 'tis this that has left upon my face the trace of an-
xiety you have discovered, for I have rested but little
since I have learned.”

“What is it, Carl? I can listen. With all that I have
passed through, I feel I can withstand anything.”

“Miriam,” he said, casting his head down to avoid her
searching eyes, “Howard is dead. He has been killed.”

“Howard!” she exclaimed, excitedly, “Howard Otis,
you mean? He has been killed ?”

“Yes,” he replied, still avoiding her glance.

“What has happened? Tell me!”

“I said, he has been killed!"

“Killed!—How? And where?”

“Oh, now, please don't get excited. I dreaded to tell
you. It appears, from what I can learn, he was killed
resisting his capture and also that of General Charles
Lee. I know not where this happened, nor do I know
who was present. It seems Lee and Howard were din-
ing outside their lines, and that they were surprised by a
party of British dragoons. Howard attempted to escape
and was shot. I learned of this in New York last even-
ing. I was so dumfounded and worked up over the news
that I rode all night to get back to see you.”

“That was certainly splendid of you, Carl, I am so
grateful to you, but isn't it terrible? Just think—think
of poor David."

“Yes, David should learn of his brother's fate. 'Tis
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of this I wanted to consult you. He would take little
heed of hearsay. He must learn of this from someone
in whom he has confidence. Methinks this sad news from
you would tend to lighten the burden and bring some
comfort and solace, but a word from me—'"twould but
be adding insult to his injury—of that I am confident, no
matter how sincere my desire or intentions.

“I trust that you understand me, Miriam. David, I
know, would construe any message that I might send to
him, as but mockery and raillery, in belief that I gloried
in his misfortune. I know, however, that word from you,
although bearing the same sorrowful tidings, would af-
fect him far differently—would bring some comfort and
consolation. "Tis this we seck at such an hour. You well
know of that I speak. He richly deserves thy words of
comfort. I realize that David cares naught for me, and
I care not for him, but I have a heart large enough to
grant him this courtesy in this hour of bereavement
which soon must be his.”

“Yes, Carl, you are right. David should learn. I have
faced the hour of which you speak and passed beyond. 1
can help David and I will. Where can he be found?”

“T know of his whereabouts.”

“Yes, grant that you do, how am I to reach him?”

“By letter. You write hlm a note'and I w1ll see that
it is delivered.”

“But, Carl,” said erlam, with sudden dlstrust, B
I—yet, why should I mistrust you, or your motives,
knowing you as I do?”

“Think you it is more than I would ask? Do you
doubt my sincerity? Have you a reason; if so, inform
me.”

“Forgive me, Carl. I believe you. Your attitude in
this matter should demand my admiration, rather than
suspicion. [ seriously doubt if David would do as much
for you. Tell me of your plan.”

“I have told you what I wish you to do. Wnte David
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of this sad affair—but, wait—methinks I have a far bet-
ter idea. It might be he could come to see you. Write
and ask him to call, if possible, and to let you know at
what time he will be able to do so. 'Tis by far the bet-
ter way. You could tell him all you have learned. He
will appreciate thy comfort and consolation by word of
mouth.” '

“Carl, I do want to see David, and I think this the
better plan. I will do as you suggest.”

“Good, Miriam, that is splendid of you. Believe me,
my heart is for David. Perhaps I am far too sympa-
thetic. Perhaps ’tis far more than David would even
think of doing for me. I feel, however, because of the
past, it is my duty. I trust I have not erred.” ‘

“Dear boy,” said Miriam, endeavoring to erase the
deep furrows in his brow with the tips of her fingers,
“no man could do more. I will do as you direct.”

Carl followed her hand with a jealous and revengeful
eye, as he watched Miriam pen a note to David. She
folded the epistle and very carefully placed her seal
upon it, and gave it to Carl.

“Thank you, Miriam. 'Tis but little to me. To him,
however, ’twill mean much. I will see it is delivered.”

David learned of Howard's death the following week.
The details of the death he received were meager. What
had actually happened he could not ascertain. All he
knew had been told to him by the troops from Lee’s
command at the time they joined Washington across the
Delaware. )

Harassed both by day and by night, by Cornwallis,
who with a large force awaited the freezing of the river;
great numbers of the Patriots deserting, the cause of
liberty at that time ebbed low. With the news of How-
ard’s death, David became nearly despondent. Wash-
ington, alone, consoled him; advised him not to attempt
the penetration of the British lines in an effort to obtain
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the facts about Howard's death. These were the dark
days of the rebellion, the dark days of the life of David
Otis. '

It was this accumulation of sorrow, distrust, critici-
cism and discouragement, that brought about the neces-
sity of some concrete action. Something must be done.
The feeling was high. The lost confidence of the people
must be restored, both in the cause and in its leaders,

The reaction that General Lee had counted upon at
the news of his capture did not appear. It was well for
our heroes that this presumptuous and haughty general
was a captive within the British lines. ;

David advised with his commander. Washington
" listened. They fostered a plan which was put into ex-
ecution. It was a master stroke; the surprise and cap-
ture of General Rall on that ever-eventful Christmas
day. The country responded to the call of their leader,
and with renewed confidence and a mighty determination
the Americans followed their fearless leader, who,
within the short period of two weeks, succeeded in driv-
ing the British from their position and from New Jer-
sey.
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CHAPTER XX
Carl Hutchinson had found it a difficult task to de-

liver Miriam’s note to David. Due to the various mili-
tary operations and also to the great precaution of both
forces, Carl's line of communication,»which heretofgre
had supplied his information, had failed. His hireling
was unable to locate David. Miriam’s note, therefore
remained within the British lines. -

After the surrender of Rall and after the British had
been driven once more to the East side of the Hudson,
and Washington was holding the Jersey shore, Carl
finally succeeded in getting the epistle delivered.

David’s heart lifted as he read and reread the few
lines from Miriam. His blood fairly tingled with new
life, hope and joy. His ambition, that of claiming
Miriam as his own, which heretofore seemed lost, now
returned. The darkness and gloom which had been dis-
pelled by the victorious movements of the Americans in
conjunction with the tidings from Miriam, brought a
flood of light, peace and happiness about him. He im-
mediately penned a reply. "Twas not far to Tarrytown.
He could get there with ease in a day's ride. The river
could be crossed above the British lines without danger.

“This is Tuesday,” thought David; “by Thursday,
wlorddof my coming could be returned, and the trip com-
pleted.” \

He therefore sent word to Miriam that he would call
the following Thursday evening at the hour of nine.
tI))avid very carefully sealed his reply and dispatched the

earer.

Late the following Wednesday evening, Carl Hutch-
inson learned Miriam's note had been delivered and he
also knew a reply had been received. He had no knowl-
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edge of what the reply contained. He had instructed his
hireling not to tamper with the seals upon the letter. He
asked that they be promptly delivered, and that he be
notified of the time.

It was, of course, absolutely necessary that Carl learn
the contents of David’s reply to Miriam’s note. At least,
the day and hour if he was to pay her a call. Just how
he was to obtain this information, he did not know. He
decided not to mention David’s name, nor would he ask
Miriam regarding David's answer. It was necessary to .
have an excuse for his call at such a late hour, but that
was easy. He wanted to get the information he needed
‘without Miriam’s knowledge or consent. There were
many crafty schemes, any of which could be consum-
mated, provided everything worked out as he planned.
Accordingly Carl ordered his horse and rode to Ward's.

He very successfully excused his late call by claiming
he just returned home to learn someone had left word
‘that he was to call as soon as he atrrived, that his man
gave him to understand she desired to see him at once.

" “There must be some mistake, Carl, I have not been
there, nor did I send word this day to you.”

“T am very sorry to disturb you,” replied Carl; “it is
quite apparent there has been a mistake. I will return
for I have much to do this evening. Can I call—say, on
thé morrow shortly after the noon hour?”

“T fear not, Carl, I dislike very much to disappoint
you, but I cannot see you tomorrow.”

“But I simply must see you. May I come later during
the evening, say nine, or thereabouts?”

“Please do not persis in thy request. Friday I shall
be at liberty and you may call if you wish, but on the
morrow I shall be engaged, after the noon hour, I pre-
sume, until quite late,”

© “I thank you, Miriam. Friday I shall be pleased to
call.”
- Carl returned highly satisfied with himself and his
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accomplishments. There was no question in his mind but
David would be at the \Ward home the following after-
noon. Miriam had refused him a call for no other rea-
son. He was positive he had held his composure so
there was no room for doubt or suspicion about his un-
timely visit.

He immediately sought his room and prepared a note
to Captain Bradtock. He made several drafts, none of
which seemed to convey just the right information, or
rather the information in just the right way. He was not
at all susceptible to everybody's fancies. Carl had to be
very particular, and he was. There was no mistake to
be made this time. The man he wanted would be there.
He also called Bradtock's attention to the fact the de-
serter was outside his own lines and within British terri-
tory. He signed and sealed his note and dispatched the
bearer.

Hutchinson was a man who always gave much
thought to his contemplated actions. He did not believe
in hasty decisions and the regret which usually fellows.
He had, however, overlooked one matter before he sent
his message, which now gave him much concern. This
was Miriam's attitude. Did she really mistrust him? If
she did not, why had she not spoken of David, at least
inquired as to whether her note she had intrusted to
him had been delivered? It might be that David had
cautioned her regarding his visit by requesting her not
to disclose his movements. It was perplexing, to say the
least. He decided to dismiss the affair from his mind.
“She will never know, and ’tis best, for she cannot blame
me for that which is sure to come.” :

It was dark on that Thursday evening when David
rode by the Hutchinson home. He had so planned it. It
was better no one knew of his visit, especially Carl, and
he had so informed Miriam in his reply to her request
that he make her a call. He was also confident that she
would not violate his confidence.
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David had taken the precaution to dress like a
farmer and, although he had been questioned once, he
had experienced no other trouble on the way. David
was glad that this opportunity had at last arrived,
though it was unexpected. He wanted to enjoy the com-
fort and consolation that Miriam, and no other, might
offer him.

With a pounding heart and that expectancy that
surges to the breaking point, David impatiently awaited
his alarm at the door of the Ward home. He did not
wait long. Almost immediately the door burst open and
Miriam threw herself into his arms. Laughing, crying,
sobbing, she led him, facing him, with both hands
grasped in his, to the large sitting room.

“Oh—David—David,” she cried, “I cannot tell you
how glad I am to see you. Sit down. Tell me all about
thyself. Tell me all that you have been doing. I simply
can’t wait.”

David remained standing. He slowly drew her to him
—pressed her close to him, and there in the dim light,
looked long and anxiously into the deep blue eyes. Then,
kissed her again and again.

“Miriam,” he said, as he tenderly stroked the silken
hair about her forehead, “I love you, I adore you.
Thank God that I am here: that I have this opportunity
to be with you.” Then slowly, very slowly he released
her, his eyes still feasting upon her countenance, a boy-
ish smile playing upon his handsome face. “Tell me,
Miriam, all you know of Howard,” he continued, escort-
ing her to a seat and sitting down at her side.

“Ah—poor boy. It was such a shock to me to learn
of his death. Just what happened, all I know is what I
have been told. It seems that he was dining out with
General Lee, and that they were surprised by the Brit-
ish, and that Howard was shot resisting his capture. I
have learned no more. I feel for you, David—I am so
sorry.”
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“That, too, I have heard,” replied David. “I am un-
able to learn more. I shall, however, before I return,
make inquiry as to where this occurred and also en-
deavor to find out who was present at the time. I cannot
at this hour blame any person. I will wait until such
time that I am fully satisfied. I do dislike Charles Lee,
and I fear ill of this man in the untimely death of my
brother. I will not abate my investigation until I have
learned all."

“I do feel so sorry for you, David. 1 had to see you
in some manner. Carl knows that I have sent for you,
but he knows not the day or the hour that you may ar-
rive. Nay, not a soul but myself, David, knows of thy
presence here. Are you frightened?”

“I am not, Miriam. Why should I? I have implicit
trust and confidence in you. I have naught to fear. The
British are far below. I left our lines in secret and so
arrived. If 'tis God’s will I can die, like Howard, in de-
fense of country and liberty. No, I fear nothing.”

“You are wonderful, David. But, come, tell me some-
thing of thyself—think, how long it has been since I
last saw you. 'Twas the night of the ball at Warner's.
Do you remember?”

“Remember? Yes, indeed. Tell me, how could I for-
get? Methinks there are others who also remember that
evening, other than thyself.”

“Quite correct. Myl David, I was frightened. I ex-
pected—"

“Blows," interjected David, tenderly taking her hand.

“Yes, blows. Carl was so sarcastic, so malicious with
his insinuations aimed direct at you. And you, David,
were so calm, so dignified. You had both thyself and
Howard to control. I did expect—well—I know I am
glad it all ended as it did.”

“I presume there might have been more said and per-
haps blows between Howard and Carl, had I not been
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present. I did not fear any action from Carl, but, mind
you, I did fear the temperament of my brother.”

“David, you have much to tell me, I know. I want to
learn of thy work in England, how you came home, and
why you have not called long before this day. Surely you
have had some opportunity?"

“Now—now, not so fast, tarry. Let me answer one
question at a time. I have been in America since last
May. I did call, but you were not at home.”

“I was not at home? . Pray tell me of the time?”

“If my memory faileth not, 'twas the latter part of
the month of October, last.”

“That is a long time to try to remember back, but—
let me think—I was—"

“You were in New York. Carl was kind enough to
inform me.’

“Carl told you I was in New York? Did you see
him? I cannot understand. He has never said 2 word
about this to me. You say, he told you I was in New
York?”

“So he informed me, and as I stated he did so very
kindly.”

“You emphasize ‘kmdly so emphatically, apparently
‘twas just the reverse. I fail to understand. Will you
tell me, David?”

‘“"Twould avail us nothing. Let us—"

Of a sudden there was a noise from without. Foot-
steps sounded on the veranda. David jumped to his
feet. The door was thrown open and a British officer
hurriedly entered. He was followed by others all armed.

Miriam stood, bewildered, mystified, beautiful, in the
mellow glow of the candlelight about her. Suddenly,
with a scream, she threw herself into David’s arms. He
tenderly drew her to him.

“I pray the meaning of this!” demanded David.

“This place is surrounded. You are my prisoner,” re-
plied the officer. “I ask that you surrender.”
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“To whom?"” asked David.

“King George of England. I am Captain Bradtock
of the British army.” _

“Sir,” cried Miriam, releasing herself from David's
arms and stepping forward, *‘this man is my friend, and
my guest. You have no right nor authority to enter my
home in this rude manner. I insist, Sir, you leave, and
at once.”

Captain Bradtock, gentleman that he always was,
bowed very politely, and advanced.

“My dear Madam,” he began, “upon my own behalf
I desire to apologize for this seemingly unwarranted in-
trusion. I dislike very much this, my duty, but I find it
quite imperative. This man, your friend and guest, I
have been informed is a rebel, 2 member of the Conti-
nental army. I take him as a spy, for he is within our
lines.”

“He is not a spy, Sir, I know,” rejoined Miriam.

“Madam, I have tried to explain my position. I can
do no more,” said the advancing officer.

David stood with his eyes cast down, but now as Brad-
tock advanced, he raised his head to meet the English
officer’s eyes.

“Faith, of all things!” exclaimed Bradtock. “Madam,
thy friend is no other than John Stearns, a deserter
from the British army.”

“There must be some mistake,” cried Miriam, turning
to David with expectant confidence; “he is David Otis,
not John Stearns. This I can prove, Sir; and I can also
prove he is not a—"

“Nay, there is no mistake,” said another, and Carl
Hutchinson suddenly appeared and quickly stepped be-
fore them. David, startled by his appearance, uttered 2
curse which died between his teeth. Carl with his ever-
haughty air, advanced to Miriam’s side. David turned
from him as Bradtock reached his side.

“I will surrender,” David whispered to the captain.
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“Let us go at once. I fear for that man if I should tarry
longer.”

“You surrender?” asked Bradtock of David, in a loud
command.

“I do,” said David.

“David,” cried Miriam, ““can this be true?”

“True, Miriam, but I am not a spy. I did desert the
British army, but that was—"

“That will do,” commanded Bradtock; “you will have
an opportunity to explain at some other time and place.
You will kindly follow.”

“Didn't I tell you that he was a deserter and a spy! I
have proven it. He has been apprehended before thy
very ‘eyes,” said Carl with bravo and great delight, to
Miriam, just as the door closed behind Bradtock and his
prisoner. ‘I remind you of thy promise.”

David heard these words, the last he was to hear
from the lips of Carl Hutchinson for some time to come.
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CHAPTER XXI

For a period of two weeks or more following the cap-
ture of David Otis, Carl Hutchinson was a busy man.
Through the use of a substantial bribe and other subtle
means, he succeeded in making David a visitorless pris-
oner and also one held under the strictest of discipline
and orders.

Carl rejoiced in this line of activity. It was Miriam’s
repeated requests to see David which prompted his
action and secured the desired results. He cared naught
for the cost. He was, therefore, very highly elated at the
time he accompanied Miriam to New York on a special
trip to see David, that they were very abruptly refused
admittance and informed not ‘to return again upon the
same mission.

Negotiations for an exchange of prisoners were im-
mediately placed in action, as soon as the commander
of the American forces learned of David’s capture. All
efforts in this behalf proved fruitless. Washington, how-
ever, did not give up hope until he received a final
word from William Howe—decisive, indeed—*‘that the
charge of being a spy brought against the prisoner, Otis,
alias John Stearns, undoubtedly could not be substanti-
ated. He had been taken outside of the American lines,
but not within the British. He was a deserter from the
British army, of this there was sufficient proof to justify
their holding him. He was not, therefore, according to
the military code, eligible for exchange. Otis would have
to face a courtmartial. Inasmuch as the act of desertion
was committed upon the high sea, the British com-
mander would have to await orders from the King for a
proper disposition of the prisoner’s case.”

“Waal, I'll be darned!” exclaimed Aaron Short, when
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he learned of David’s fate. “What a mess again, that
boy won’t know who he is, or who he belongs to.”

Hutchinson was keenly interested in the negotiations
concerning David's exchange. What information he ob-
tained was mostly hearsay, but it was of sufficient mo-
ment to keep Carl continually worried and to keep a
number of subordinate officers upon his payroll. He
was delighted over the final outcome of the long negotia-
tory proceedings.

Carl had succeeded in dealing the blow that won. He
had crushed his rival before the very eyes of Miriam.
He had reminded her of the promise she had made him.
Carl knew, however, that he must not lie idle. David
must be returned to England, and he would see that this
was done. He discussed this subject with different mem-
bers of Howe's staff. He did not receive the desired as-
surance and accordingly called upon Sir William Howe.
He was received with considerable aversion. Howe was
gruff. He declined to answer Carl's questions and dis-
missed him abruptly, much to that haughty person’s
humiliation.

Hutchinson brooded over this situation. The more he
thought about David, the more determined he became.
David must be taken to England, and in chains—to an-
swer to his King. With David incarcerated in an Eng-
lish prison, he would have nothing more to fear. To this
end he would devote his time and, if necessary, bribe the
British officers.

He disliked -to go to Bradtock, for he had found in
Bradtock a number of qualities that go to make 2 man.
After a careful survey of the entire situation, he decided
that there was no other avenue. T'was Bradtock he
would have to see, and accordingly he arranged a meet-
ing with him. On the following day he was granted an
interview.

“What—you again, Hutchinson?" said Bradtock, as
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Carl entered and awaited the captain’s attention. “What
this time, would you ask?”

“I come,” said Carl, “to make inquiry as to the good
health of the prisoner John Stearns, ‘first name David,
last name unknown’,” and Carl snickered slightly and
helped himself to a seat.

Bradtock caught the snicker with a decided frown of
disapproval, then quietly waited until Carl had made
himself comfortable, and responded without taking his
eyes from the maps spread before him.

“I fail to understand why you should be further inter-
ested. I do not know, but I am strongly of the opinion,
that thy interest in this man should have terminated with
his capture. Why annoy me and take my time discuss-
ing his health? T consider the affair closed, at least so
far as you are concerned.”

“Well, Sir,” stammered Carl, somewhat rebuked, “I
was just wondering what, if anything, is being done re-
garding the disposition of his case.”

“You have learned, and you know as well as I,
the final outcome of the negotiations regarding his
exchﬁnge," said Bradtock, without looking up from his
work.”

“Oh, yes, that T know is correct. \What I should like
much to learn, I have been unable to ascertain. I have
asked many of thy brother officers, and may it please
you, I have also enquired of thy commander, Sir William
Howe.”

“To what do you refer?”"

“Whether he will have a trial, or be released, and if
either, where will it take place? I have never attended
a courtmartial, and I did not know if it would be neces-
sary for me to be present. I should prefer not to be in
attendance.”

“Am I to understand that you have called for the pur-
pose of seeking his release?” said Bradtock, and he re-
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sorted to his handkerchief to cover the smile that forced
its presence across his face.

“Oh nay, Sir, I would not say that. I have known
Otis since boyhood. My interest might be of a humani-
tarian nature prompted by our long personal acquaint-
ance. [ should say that it is. So I feel at this time.”

“That is fine,” said Bradtock. “I presume the same
motive prompted you to send the note telling of his
whereabouts the night of his capture,” and the captain
bit his lips to withhold his amusement, wondering where
his visitor would next land by his volubility.

I supposed, inasmuch as I knew of this man having de-
serted the British army, that it was my duty, as a loyal
subject of the King, to inform you where he could be
taken. Let me ask you, would I not be guilty of trea-
son or that crime of aiding and abetting the enemy, had
I concealed that knowledge? What say, am I right?”

“Yes, you are right in that respect. 'Twas thy duty.
I trust that you had no part in enticing this man to the
place of his capture. I would add that proviso.”
¢ “?And pray, my Captain, I ask how would that dif-

er?”

“Twould not differ from a military point of view,
but would, I should think, differ greatly from a moral
view, by reason of thy former relations.”

“Tut, our relations have been severed for some time.
I now consider him but one of the enemy. I am a Loy-
alist, but regardless of that situation, I will say that I
am innocent of any scheme or plot to entrap him. 1
learned of his visit to the Ward home, and I feel that I
have done naught but my duty.”

“Well, little does it matter to me, be it a trick or
otherwise. We have the man. What I should like to
know is just why you should be now concerned? What
does it matter to you where he be tried or whether he be
released? If he be tried by a military court, thy pres-
ence will not be required. If he be released by the order
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of our commander, you should rejoice in his good for-
tune.”

“Captain Bradtock,” began Carl, in a low voice and
with a show of conviction, “I have always been loyal to
our King, as was my father, who gave his life at Quebec.
I have been to you. I have extended help, both personal
and financial, to the Crown and to thy troops. I stand
at this time ready and willing to do what I can to fur-
ther the cause of His Majesty in the Colonies. I have
succeeded in placing in thy hands an arch enemy to our
King and to you. I also aided you in the capture of that
noted strategist of generals, Charles Lee. Have I ever
asked of you or demanded a reward of any kind nor na-
ture? Let me ask, what more can I do?”

“I ask no more. The King can ask no more. We did
not ask of thee this of which you have spoken. We da
appreciate thy actiyity. I have no reason to doubt that
at the end of this strife you will receive thy reward. This
man Otis is to me no more than any other prisoner of
the Patriot army. If I feel that way, I his captor, I fail
to understand why a Loyalist—a noncombatant—should
be so highly interested in the prisoner and the disposition
of his case. This, you must appreciate, you have thus
far failed to inform me. I ask again.”

“You shall hear. For all that I have done, both for
you and our King, I ask but this.” Carl hesitated and
cleared his throat.

“Proceed, I am listening,” interjected the captain.

“I ask this much,” said Carl, talking slowly and dis-
tinctly, his eyes upon the captain, so as to catch the least
expression in his face, “I ask that David Otis may be re-
turned to England—in chains. I ask he be tried for the
many acts of treason he has committed. And that he be
hanged or imprisoned as the King may dictate.”

“Tried! Hanged! Imprisoned! For what?’ de.
manded Bradtock, growing impatient with Hutchinson
and his demands.
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“For a spy and for desertion.”

“Hutchinson, you are not an ass, not a fool. Why
make such a request from me? You know as well as I
that this man is not a spy. Thy request appears most
ridiculous. I have in mind to dismiss you without fur-
ther parley.”

“But the act of desertion,” blurted Carl, his face
growing hot and flushed, frustrated and excited over the
captain’s attitude, “that charge, captain, is surely well
founded. You have personal knowledge of that act.”

“Committed, but what I might term a technical vio-
lation,” corrected Bradtock.

“What defense has he?' demanded Carl, with con-
siderable emphasis.

“None whatever,” replied Bradtock, “that is, of my
own knowledge.”

“You have the authority to order that he be returned
to England, have you not?"

“I have—at least, I can so recommend.”

“And such a recommendation would be followed ?”

“Undoubtedly, should I insist.”

“What then, Captain Bradtock, is thy answer?”

“I should have to give such a disposition of Otis’ case
some thought and a little more consideration, therefore
I am not prepared to give you my answer today.”

“Captain,” said Carl, exhibiting manifest encourage-
ment, “I should not want you to construe what I am
about to say as an attempt to bribe you, but I de-

“sire it understood I am ready to pay, and pay well, for
such favors I may ask and receive from they hands.”

“Ah—TI see,” replied Bradtock; “by the way, which
of you paid for the death of young Otis? You or Lee?’

“Beg pardon, Sir? I fail to catch the drift of thy
question.”

“Very well. Methinks you will understand this. How
much did you have to give thy friend, Charles Lee, for
getting the wrong Otis for you, or was Lee's subtle cap-
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ture planned and executed by you, Otis being the con-
sideration?” .

This statement was a direct declaration. The captain
awaited a reply with considerable expectation. If Hutch-
inson ignored the insult, Bradtock felt he was justified
in making a charge that both Lee and Carl had planned
the capture and that young Otis had been sacrificed in
this manner to further their dastardly scheme.

“That was an awful blunder upon the part of Lee,”
replied Carl, shifting his look uneasily from Bradtock to
the floor.

“Yes, I would not speak more of him. I care naught
for him."”

“I consider General Lee an honest, upright, conscien-
tious man.” ‘

“I do not care to discuss his qualifications,” snapped
Bradtock. “I have learned from you, not all by word of
mouth, the kind of 2 man he is. 'Tis what I expected.
He will bear watching.”

“I trust | have done or said nothing to lower him in
thy estimation.”

“You certainly could not have done more,” rejoined
Bradtock. “However, I do not care to continue this in-
terview. [ will promise you my answer within the next
day or two. Good-day, Sir.”

“I thank you, Sir. I trust I have not offended, Good-
day.”

At a late hour one night within a fortnight after Carl
Hutchinson had called upon Captain Bradtock, a man, a
member of the Continental army, left his command with-
out permission from his officer. He crossed the Hudson
without mishap and by the noon hour of the next day
was well on his way to New York City.

This man wore no uniform, neither was he armed. He
arrived in the city, and during the remainder of the day
made inquiries.. The following day, just after lunch
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hour, he presented himself at the headquarters of Cap-
tain Bradtock. Both his appearance and his tongue be-
spoke he was a farmer. After considerable delay, due to
many preliminary questions, he was admitted to the pres-
ence of the captain.

Bradtock was engaged at the time with an outlay of
maps and other papers, and upon being notified of the
visitor, he somewhat reluctantly consented to his admis-
sion. The man entered and the captain continued with
his work for some time.

The farmer, a man of dark complexion, a heavy
bearded face, and a broad, firm chin, waited in silence.
His keen blue eyes noted each and every movement of
the officer before him.

Bradtock, at last apparently fully satisfied with his
findings, laid aside his work, and looked up at his caller.

“Well, my good friend, what can I do for you?” he
asked.

“Waal, sir,” said the farmer, advancing until the cap-
tain motioned that he halt, “I have come, Sir, to have a
talk with ye. I have learned that ye are the officer with
whom I can talk. I want to ask a favor of ye—if such it
might be called.”

“Have you produce or something of the sort to sell ?"

“Nay, nay, Sir. I have nothing to bargain. I ask that
ye buy nothing. 'Tis far from that I come.”

“All right, I shall be at liberty for a short time. I
will hear what you have to say.”

“Ye have a man, a prisoner—David Otis?”

“Before I apprise you of my answer, I must know
from whence you came, and thy name. Of thy mission I
will learn later.”

“Waal, Sir, ye have asked and ye shall know. I am
Aaron Short. I am both a farmer and a Patriot. I am
a friend of David Otis. I am at present within the Brit-
ish lines, but only a day’s ride from the headquarters of
my commander, General Washington.”
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“I expected as much, sir. Thou are taking desperate
chances by this bold act. You have entered our lines
without commission. "Twould serve you right that I call
the guard and have you taken at once.”

“Ye have that right. I will not dispute ye, but being
that ye are both an Englishman and a gentleman, Sir, I
ask that ye hear all which I have to say. I come for no
other reason than that of which I speak. I am not a
spy. I have no arms. I believe ye to be honorable. I
have so learned.”

“Methinks if 'tis subtle flattery that you speak, it will
avail you but little. Thy appearance belieth thy tongue.
If you be sincere, speak as thyself.”

“T know not yer words, Sir, but methinks I can under-
stand. 'Tis far from that, Sir. I have not much of fine
speech. I deal square with man, Sir. I can ask no more
from ye.”

“You would believe in all men, and trust man, even in
this time of hate, war and hell?” queried Bradtock,
highly interested in the frankness displayed by his vis-
itor,

“"Twould be the same, Sir. 'Tis the man. Not his
position. Not the time and not the place.”

“Man, for the time being you are quite safe. I cannot
help but admire the rank and file of you Americans.
Speak, what is it that you desire?”

“Waal, Sir,” began Aaron, “this man, David Otis, is
a doctor. A good doctor, Sir. We need him. Ye need
him. Not where he is, for there, neither can use him.
To him both friend and foe, Sir, those wounded and
dying are the same. To each he would give aid and care.
I, Sir, have learned to love and admire him. 'Twould be
the same with ye, Sir, did ye know him.

“I am but a farmer, rough and without education,
used to hard work and unhearkened to the cries of the
injured, but my eyes have watered many a time, Sir,



140 MAN O’ MEN

in his presence, as I have watched him care for the
wounded and dying, thy men and my friends, Sir.

“I have stood at his side, Sir, as he lifted the head of
a dying Red Coat, saw him wash the blood from the
wound and listen to the last words of the dying man.

““We are all Englishmen, Aaron,” he would say. ‘God
forbid that I shall ever be found wanting.’

“Sir,” continued Aaron, with compassion, ‘‘David
Otis is more to your cause and mine, than I will ever be
to God or man. Can't ye take me and let David go?
"Tis all, ’tis the last I can do for him. "Tis doing as much
for ye.”

Captain Bradtock did not answer. He remained silent
for some time. Presently he asked:

“David Otis is a physician?”

“Aye, Sir, and be there none other his equal.”

“Do you happen to know where he received his train-
ing and education?”

“Both here and in England, Sir.”

“Might it be that he was in England at the outbreak
of this rebellion?”

“Aye, he was, Sir, but he came home at once.”

“I understand.”

“Ye mean ye know how he came back?”

“It will suffice to say that I was his commanding offi-
cer.”

“Waal, I'll be darned!” exclaimed Aaron.

“How long have you known him?” asked the cap-
tain.

“Since, waal, just before the fight at Breeds’ Hill,
Sir.”

“Has he a brother?”

“Aye, Sir—did have. His name was Howard. He
was killed. I know not how. ’Tis been hard to learn
the truth, Sir.”

“Might it be that you also know a man by the name
of Hutchinson?”
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“Aye, Sir, and darn well, too. If ye have any dealings
with him, 'twill pay ye to watch him.”

“Isn’t there a girl, somehow, interwoven in the lives
of this man and David Otis?”

“Indeed there is, Sir. A mighty pretty girl, too.”

“I believe I understand this whole affair, then. I thank
you for all you have told me. You may have my trust.
No, I cannot grant thy request. I admit the motive is
commendable. I admire thy exemplification of friend-
ship. I know you are sincere. Thy plea is masterful,
yet I must refuse. I will make this promise, however,
that no harm shall befall thy friend, David Otis. As for
you, though an enemy of my King and within our lines, I
bid you go.”

“Waal, Sir, I thank ye. I did hardly expect yer con-
sent. Will ye tell David of my call? I wish him to
know.”

“David shall learn,” replied Bradtock.

“By good grace I salute ye, but not yer King,” said
Aaron as he retired.

Captain Bradtock was well into his fifties. He had
spent the greater portion of his years in the service of
the King in some department of the army. He was a
bachelor and well-to-do. He was a man of sterling
qualities, a profound student of human nature, and a
most ardent admirer of strong character.

Bradtock, being in the service of his King, fully
recognized his duty, but he had never been in full
accord with the actions of the King and Parlia-
ment toward the Colonies. He had taken this position
from the start of the rebellion and, after his arrival in
America, his belief that the King had exceeded his good
grace by burdensome taxation and a dominating spirit,
had been ever strengthened by his personal contact with
the situation. He was, however, loyal. He might be
right. He might be wrong. Wrong or right, just so
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long as he remained in the service of the King His Maj-
esty’s orders would be enforced.

He had become very much interested in the man
David Otis. From the numerous experiences and the
personal contact he had had with Hutchinson, predicted
by the information he had received from his last caller,
Short, he had been able to quickly sum up the whole
story. He now despised Hutchinson. At all times, up
to and including the capture of David, he had acted in
good faith and relied and acted upon the information
furnished by Carl. '

Bradtock now understood it all. He saw just how he
had been fooled. How this man Hutchinson, clothed in
a badge of loyalty, had succeeded in duping him
and making a tool of him and his troopers. Hutchinson
had used him only to further his own selfish interests.

This man had crushed Otis in order to win the girl.
Thus far he had succeeded. Hutchinson should have
Captain Bradtock’s answer. He was ready to grant
Carl’s request.

“Pay!” thought Bradtock. “I think that he will pay,
and pay well.”
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CHAPTER XXII

After the final outcome of the negotiations for his ex-
change, David, discouraged and despondent, resigned
himself to such disposition of his case as his cap-
tors might determine, and to that which fate had in
store for him, what €’er it might be.

David had given his capture but little thought. He
was confident that he had been tricked by Hutchinson,
but just how he had managed to accomplish this feat by
so accurately timing his arrival and capture, David did
not know.

His faith in Miriam remained unshaken. She had been
tricked as well as he. Nothing that had happened or
that might happen would destroy the confidence and re-
liance that ever existed in him for Miriam. He realized
that at the time he was taken from her home, a prisoner
of war, and before the haughty, smiling Hutchinson he
had lost her. Those words, her last, with no opportun-
ity to explain, he could never forget. He had been
tricked, duped and crushed, in one final blow.

With Howard gone, and now the last of his remain-
ing happiness banished from him, what had life? He
had nothing to look forward to. What, if anything, did
his release mean?

Carl Hutchinson paid Captain Bradtock’s price. He
paid dearly and, although Carl demanded an acknowl-
edgment or something in writing to show the passing of
a consideration, he received nothing from the hands of
the captain.

“'Tis thy own proposition,” said Bradtock; “it mat-
ters not to me whether I take or not.  You have my
word. 'Tis surely on a par with thy own.”

What he paid, Carl considered well worth the officer’s
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fabulous demand. With David out of his life, the day
of his marriage with Miriam fast approaching, the
future bade well for him.

The day of days had arrived. Their wedding day.
And with it should have come peace, happiness and com-
fort. Those component parts which blend soul with soul
and fill each heart with joy and compassion, on this day
of all days were lacking. Miriam was doubtful. All that
Carl had promised had been fulfilled. The charges im-
plicating David had been proven. He would be exiled—
imprisoned—never return to face the disgrace. She
would never see him again. The day, too, took her back
to the day of June the year before—when she had lost
the one she loved. Miriam was sad.

The following week Carl arranged a reception for his
bride. This social event was at New York, and Carl’s
friends sent the invitations. It so happened this was the
last affair of this nature to occur before the departure of
Sir William Howe upon his campaign against Philadel-
phia. Carl spared neither money nor time to make this
the pre-eminent social event of the season. It was in
honor of Miriam and also to pay homage to his King.

All the British officers were present, and ’twas at
this time that Captain Bradtock formally met Miriam.
Carl disliked the captain, and he very reluctantly pre-
sented him to his wife.

Captain Bradtock decided to attend this reception
upon receipt of the invitation. He disliked formal occa-
sions of this nature, but there was one thing he wished
to extricate from the mass of deception and deceit sur-
rounding the lives of the groom and the man Otis. He
knew that Miriam, could he succeed in getting her to
talk, could enlighten him.

As if prompted by some premonition, Carl succeeded
in dodging the captain and thus kept Miriam from meet-
ing Bradtock, until he deliberately stepped into his path
and forced Carl to present his wife.
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Later during the evening he managed to be her escort,
and while thus alone with her, at a time of relaxation in
the festivities, he spoke of the night of David’s capture.
He was convinced from their conversation, that she
knew nothing of the plot. Having fully satisfied himself
in this respect, Bradtock accompanied her to a seat and,
politely excusing himself, joined his brother officers.

The party continued late into the night. There was
much drinking. Captain Bradtock, much to his dislike,
took a part in the hilarity. He indulged to some extent
with the other officers, but long before the event closed,
he retired and sought his quarters.

Upon the twelfth day of June Sir William Howe em-
barked from the city of New York, but one of his staff
remained. The morning following Carl’s reception, Cap-
tain Bradtock did not arise. He was still confined to his
bed on the 12th. He at once notified his superior officer
of his plight.

Howe, disgruntled and vexed because of Bradtock’s
physical condition, immediately sent an order that as
soon as health permitted, he was to follow and resume
his command.

Thinking it now necessary to summon a physician, the
captain called an orderly and dispatched him for Doctor
Swain. Very soon the orderly returned and reported
that the doctor had been out the previous night and re-
fused to respond to a call.

“Very well,” commented Bradtock, “go to the bar-
racks and bring the prisoner David Otis. I bid you act
quickly.”

“Such a mandate, Sir,” replied the orderly, “will ne-
cessitate a written order.”

“Paper and quill, then, only hurry,” commanded
Bradtock.

The proper order was hurriedly prepared.

“There—begone,” snapped the captain.
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Within ten minutes thereafter, David Otis stood at
the bedside of Captain Bradtock.

“Is that all?”’ inquired the orderly.

“Get out!” was Bradtock’s order to the inquisitive
soldier.

“Otis,” said the captain, turning his parched lips and
blue-white countenance toward David, “I am a sick man,
a very sick man. I am unable to get my physican. Will
you prescribe for me?”

“Gladly, Sir,” replied David, at once removing his
coat and rolling the sleeves of his shirt.

For the next half hour David very capably and pa-
tiently made a careful and thorough exammation of the
patient.

“May I ask,” inquired Dawid, as he finished, “how
long vou have been confined ?”

“Since, to the best of my recollection, the week of the
first of the month.”

*1 fear vou have waited too long the advice of a phy-
sician. I will conceal nothing from you. There is great
danger, but you still have a chance.”

*Is it that serious, Doctor?”

*Yes, indeed, Su:, replied David, as he harriedly
penned a prescription.
“You may call the orderly for thy wants.” '

David dispatched the astonished orderly, and pro-
ceeded to make his patient as comfortable as possible.

“There,” said David, as he finished adjusting Brad-
tock’s pillow, “now I ask you to kindly refrain from talk-
ing. Lie as quietly as possible. 1 wall remam here with
you. Have no fear. You may trust me.’

“You shall stay. I trust you.”

Half an hour later David gave a sigh of relief as the
captain passed into a sound sleep. For the next five
hours David sat at his bedside. Occasionally he would
solicitously feel the pulse of the sick man. Once the cap-
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tain opened his eyes, smiled at David, asked that no one
be admitted, and dropped off into a deep sleep.

Throughout the night and the day following, David
remained at his bedside. He closely followed every move
of his patient, watched his breathing, tried his pulse
time and time again. David now realized that a change
for better or worse must soon come. David hoped for
the best.

It was late in the afternoon of the third day that
Bradtock rallied. David was delighted. His patient
wanted to talk. David insisted that he remain quiet, but
after fruitless efforts in this regard, David gave his con-
sent.

“Otis,” said the captain, talking slowly and resting be-
tween words, ‘I—want—that—if-—something—hap-
pens—that you—look out—for—thyself.”

David nodded approval, and thereupon the captain
completely resigned himself to David’s wishes.

The summer had come and gone. The winter had once
more grasped New York, before Captain Bradtock re-
gained his strength. The fever, at last, parted from its
victim, due to David’s unselfish, tender and most con-
stant care, but the scourge had left its mark. Captain
Bradtock was now partly blind.

He realized that his military career was at an end.
He had grown to love David. He admired him. David
was now his only companion, his only comfort. It now
fell upon David to keep in touch with the military situ-
ation. He apprised the captain of the various maneu-
vers of the two forces and accurately described their dif-
ferent positions. |

“David,” said Bradtock one evening, after a discus-
sion regarding the British commander’s tactics, “I con-
tend that Howe had made a great mistake. I venture
to say that he will not hold his command long.”

“Upon what do you base thy opinion, my Captain?”

“His foolhardy campaign against the American forces



148 MAN O' MEN

to take Philadelphia. The seat of government in the
time of war never, I will venture to say, remains at ease.
It is movable, which is quite necessary. What did he
get by taking Philadelphia? Nothing but Philadelphia.
What did it cost? How has he spent the winter? Hay-
ing his usual good time. What is Washington doing?
Suffering, enduring hardships at Valley Forge, but
nevertheless always alert. Sacrificing his own personal
comfort that he might share the burdens of his men, but
building a confidence in his men, and such a confidence
will eventually mean that England must pay.”

“You are right, Captain.”

“For my part,” continued Bradtock, “I shall return to
England at the first opportunity. I would have done so,
" David, regardless of my present physical condition. I
have seen enough of this conflict. I care not to fight
men of thy type. 1 trust thy friends will win. I shall
return, and David, I promised that friend of yours, the
big man with the heavy voice—his name ?"

“Short, Captain?” asked David.

“Yes, that is the name; I promised him that you
should never face a court-martial, while, on the other
hand, I made a promise to the man Hutchinson, that you
should go back to England in chains. I am going to ful-
fill my promises, both of them. Will you go with me?”

.“Captain Bradtock,” repied David, “I also made you
a promise. [ am still thy prisoner. I will go with you
where e'er thou direct.”

“'Tis good. You will go with me, but as you now
stand, for the chains you bear, David, will be no other
than the bonds of good-fellowship and love that have
joined us each to the other for the past six months and
more.”
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CHAPTER XXIII

Captain Bradtock had prophesied correctly. Sir Wil-
liam Howe was severely criticized by both Parliament
and the King for the campaign of 1777 and he forth-
with resigned his command. Henry Clinton was immedi-
ately placed at the head of the British forces in America.

On the 18th day of May of the year 1778, after an
elaborate banquet and pageant, Sir William Howe de-
parted for England. On the ship which transported this
lowly General from the shores of America were also
Captain Bradtock and his orderly, none other than
David Otis. '

Once more we find David attired in British uniform.
Again we find him within the British ranks, but he did
not enlist. He had been adopted, so the captain said,
“adopted into the British army.” David accompanied
the captain willingly—in fact he was anxious to go. He
had but one regret. It was necessary he leave without
adieu to Short and Ritchey. Carl Hutchinson he had
long blotted from his mind. Such punishment or reward
this man deserved, David was ready and willing to leave
to the Maker of all. Miriam he had lost.

“You can’t desert this time, David,” said Bradtock,
“if you do leave me and the British army, T hardly know
what charge to place against you. 'Twould be but run.
ning away, I guess.” !

“Methinks I will have to run, my Captdin, when we
reach England. The authorities are going to have trou-
ble finding my military record, from which to issue a dis-
charge.”

“We will leave that trick for me. Have no fear,” re.
plied Bradtock.
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Captain Bradtock owned a large estate near London.
After he had secured a formal discharge from service
and also a like dismissal for his orderly, he took up his
residence at this home. David remained with him.

News of the struggle in America reached David from
time to time. He learned of the evacuation of Philadel-
phia by the British, which occurred a short time after
his departure for England.

Later he learned that the American commander had
driven the British into New York, where they held prac-
tically the same positions as the two forces did in the
Fall of '76, only this time the Americans were the ag-
gressors.

During the month of November of '81, the report of
the surrender of Cornwallis reached England.

“Ah,” said Bradtock, after the dispatch had been
authoritatively confirmed, “Lord Cornwallis, my proud
Generall Well, 'tis but the beginning of the end. The
time for His Majesty to pay has arrived. I am satisfied
the majority of the subjects, and the heads of Parl-
iament, are growing tired of this strife. It should have
ended long ago. There is one thing which I will regret
at such time as peace is declared.”

“Thy regret, Captain, if I may ask?”

“Ah, yes—David,—thy company. I fear you will not
wish to tarry long with me. 1 shall, however, keep my
promise. When a treaty is signed, you are at liberty to
do or go as you may desire.”

“The peace of which you speak, is not yet,” replied
David. “I dislike to think of leaving. I was anxious to
come with you because all which I had looked forward
to had been cruelly torn from my very grasp. Glad to
come because of the death of my brother. That he might
have lived, Captain, I would have courted his fate. I
will await peace, and then let you have my decision.”

During the month of November of the year '82,
England acknowledged the independence of the Ameri-
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can Colonies. David and the Captain were having lunch
at the time the news reached them.

“I suppose the time has arrived for my answer,” said
David, arising and taking his friend by the hand.

“Tarry,” said Bradtock, “be seated. True, thy time
is near at hand, but you know as man declines, he also be-
comes, shall I say, selfish and peculiar. People would
say he is eccentric, foolish, demented, or the like. Par-
don me, David, for taking a slight advantage of you
through our understanding and by reason of the compli-
cations incident to peace and a formal confirmation. It
1s true peace has been declared, but a treaty has not as
yet been signed. Hence, by agreement, I do not lose you
at this time.”

“Egad, you are right,” cried David with a burst of
pleasure. “It matters not, I'll not question thy statement.
I shall remain with you until His Majesty doth sign.”

At Versailles, the month of September of '83, a treaty
of peace was negotiated between England and the Colo-
nies and formally signed.

It was with manifest reluctance that David gave his
answer, and forthwith prepared to take his leave from
the home of Captain Bradtock.

“You are more than welcome to remain,” pleaded his
friend, with tears which bespoke love and friendship.
“My years are numbered; few, I fear, remain. I have
no relatives. I care for you, boy. I have learned to
love and trust you. All I possess, should you decide to
remain, is thine. Thy future is thine own, pray, I only
would make it brighter for thee.” \

“My dear Captain, thy words mean much to me. Thy
kindness I can but ill manifest. I admire and love you.
I feel I should return—but I also feel that I have a duty
over there that should have my attention. I want to find
the last resting place of my brother, where ¢'er it may
be, and mark it. *Twould be but a last act of brotherly
love. I can do nomore. I should also like to meet and
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again grasp the hand of that man and true friend,
Aaron Short. These two thmgs accomphshed my dear
Captain, and I will return.”

“'Tis well,” said the captain. “I question not thy
duty. To me it would be the same. I will patiently await
thy return, and inasmuch as you have given thy word, I
think it is my duty, before you depart, to tell you
of many things which I have heretofore concealed from
you. My reason for withholding the truth from you, I
know you will quickly percieve, and thus hold naught
against me.

“First,” continued Bradtock, “allow me to present
you with this,” and he pressed into David’s hand a fancy
leather wallet, upon which appeared the initials “C. H.”
done in gold. “That,” said the captain, “contains the
price that Hutchinson paid to have you returned to Eng-
land—in chains. Inasmuch as I failed to carry out the
literal meaning of the compact, I presume the consider-
ation failed, and the wallet and contents should be re-
turned to its original owner. Take it, sir, for I believe,
after I have spoken, you will deliver it, as I have given
it, intact.

“Secondly,” and Bradtock hesitated for some time,
then slowly began, “did you ever learn the truth about
thy brother’s death?”

“All that I ever did learn was to the effect he was
killed resisting his capture and that of General Charles
Lee.”

“Tis false, "twas a base hearsay lie. I know of which
I speak He was captured, but there was no necessity
for bloodshed, and would not have been were 1t not that
Hutchinson suddcnly appeared upon the scene.’

“Hutchinson!' cried David. “My God! Do you say
Hutchinson was present at the death of Howard? Tell
me, Captain, tell me all!”

“Yes, he was present. He played a very prominent
part in the capture of Charles Lee and more so, I may
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state— in thy brother’s death. I commanded the expe-
dition which made this capture. Listen—I believe I am
right—Hutchinson thought you were with Lee on that
night. Lee did take an Otis out to dine with him, but
Howard proved to be the wrong Otis. It was I who re-
ceived the information from Hutchinson that Lee and
the deserter, John Stearns, were dining outside their
lines. The surprise and capture was complete, and all
was well until Hutchinson suddenly appeared. Ah, I can
never forget the look of scorn and contempt which came
upon thy brother's face when he saw that man!

“I heard thy brother’s cry of treachery—a warning to
Lee, and then I saw him leap forward and snatch a pis-
tol from the table and level it at Hutchinson. I saw
Lee, simultancously with the flash of the gun, strike the
pistol with his sword. The ball spent wild. My men,
surprised by this sudden action, knowing nothing of
Hutchinson, fired, and thy brother dropped mortally
wounded.

“I was the first to reach his side, and as I lifted his
head, heard these, his last words: ‘Tell David how I die
—Hautchinson, the dog and traitor—'

: “His last words, David, to no one have I ever told
them.

“I ordered their host to care for the body. Charles
Lee I took to New York a prisoner of war. I cannot
prove it, but from what I gained later, methinks this cap-
ture was planned by Lee and Hutchinson.”

David, standing like an image during the captain’s
narrative, remained speechless. His hands clinched. His
eyes dimmed. An expression both of anger and remorse
hovered across his face. At last he spoke.

“'Tis well, my Captain, that I did not know of this
before. I understand thy reason for keeping this within
thine own breast. You did right.”

“Lastly,” continued the captain, “I believe you know
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that thy capture was planned by Hutchinson. The lady
had no part in that plot. She was innocent.”

“Thank God—I thought so. Thank God I was
right!”

“T have no more to tell. I trust I have committed no
wrong in thy sight. I could not tell you sooner. I needed
you. I was sick and selfish. Tell me, David, that you
have naught against me?”

“My dear Captain,” said David, accepting the prof-
fered hand of Bradtock.- “You did exactly right. Tis
far better that I have learned this now. I fear the re-
sult had I known before.”

“You have now, I contemplate, another duty, David.
I trust that you will exact it with justice. I know that
you will; that thy God and thy good judgment will not
let you err.”

“Yes, I find that I have another duty. Carl Hutchin-
son must pay again. 'Tis not gold. We must meet—"tis
his life or mine.”

“No man had more a just cause,’ said Bradtock.
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CHAPTER XXIV

During the interval between the time of the departure
of Captain Bradtock and David from the Colontes, and
the news of the signing of the treaty between Great Brit-
tain and the American Colonies, many things had hap-
pened in and around Tarrytown, New York.

Aaron Short had remained with Washington. He
had suffered with the troops at Valley Forge; had joined
in that triumphant attack against the foe which deliv-
ered New Jersey from the enemy; had rejoiced with the
thousands upon the surrender of Cornwallis.

\With the ecstasy of this last great victory still ringing
in his soul, yet Aaron was not content. He missed
David. Missed him as one would a brother. Aaron had
a scheme. He called upon his Commander and returned
from this interview with his heart pounding with joy and
expectation.

The following week Aaron left for New York. He
had requested and had been granted this permission. He
was on his way to New York to open up negotiations
once more with the British Commander, Henry Clinton,
for the release of David Otis, by an exchange of pris-
oners., Aaron had with him the proper credentials, ex-
executed and formally acknowledged by his Commander.

Aaron was aware that Sir William Howe had al-
ready departed for England, but he had no knowledge
L}_lat Bradtock and David had left the Colonies with

im.

He arrived safely at New York and was received by
the British Commander, but his mission proved fruitless.

After an exhaustive and careful search, the prisoner,
David Otis, could not be located. The records disclosed
that such a man had been captured and incarcerated
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within their lines, but there was nothing further. His
release or the disposition of his case, could not be deter-
mined from the records at their disposal.

Aaron was discouraged. There was but one last hope.
He would find Captain Bradtock; perhaps that English
gentleman could give him some information regarding
Dayvid’s whereabouts. This also ended with dismay, for
111_}: learned that Captain Bradtock had left with William

owe.

Aaron faced about. There was nothing for him to
do but return. Suddenly he was possessed of another
idea. He would go and find Hutchinson, and if that
haughty snob knew of the disposition of David’s case or
of his present location, he, Short, would choke it from
him. Aaron had long itched to meet Hutchinson. He
had in his mind something for Carl which the slightest
provocation might release. He wanted to see Carl and
he hoped that that assuming gentleman might by some
act or word arouse the rancor that had smouldered with-
in him ever since the episode at the Hutchinson home.
For that which David had failed to do at that time,
Aaron now welcomed.

It was a beautiful day the latter part of October, in
the early afternoon, that Aaron rode leisurely along the
road in the direction of Tarrytown. He had proceeded
for eight or ten miles when he noticed a horseman ap-
proaching from the North and, as this traveler grad-
ually drew near, Aaron discovered to his great delight
and satisfaction that the horseman was none other than
Carl Hutchinson.

As Aaron slowly advanced, he reached into his saddle-
bag and drew forth a very large pistol.

Carl Hutchinson, mounted on his white stallion,
raised his hand as in salute, as he came abreast Aaron,
and then a look of startled amazement and chagrin
swept over his face. He found himself staring into the
muzzle of a very large gun.
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“Dismount!"” said Aaron.

“Road agent?” asked Carl, with indignation. “I have
nothing but the steed.”

“Dismount!” commanded Aaron, raising the men-
acing-looking weapon.

“I beg of you—I—"

“I say, dismount—damn ye!” thundered Aaron.

Hutchinson obeyed without comment.

Aaron was at his horse’s head as Carl’s foot left his

* stirrup.

“Ye picket yer nag over yonder,” said Aaron, point-
ing with the gun to the right of the highway.

Carl hesitated, but the minute Aaron came nearer, he
immediately started with the horse as directed. Aaron
followed.

“I want to talk with ye a minute,” said Aaron, as
Carl halted at the spot indicated; “just leave the horse
and come along."

“YWhat you have to say can be said right here.”

“Right ye are, but ye won't hear what I have to say,
if ye don't move and be darn quick about it!” And
Aaron advanced with weapon raised.

Carl decided hurriedly to comply with this request.
The fellow might carry his threats into execution. He
had proceeded about fifty feet when Aaron, who was fol-
lowing closely behind, called a halt. The men stood
facing each other some distance from the road, and just
over the peak of a knoll and from the sight of anyone
who might pass by.

Aaron surveyed Carl for some time, a wry smile upon
his dark face, and then suddenly advancing, handed Carl
the gun, reversing the muzzle as he did so.

Carl took the pistol. Wile and cunning thoughts
flashed through his mind, but his countenance bespoke
suspicion. He was dumfounded.

“Ye know that gun?” asked Aaron,

Carl recognized the gun. He had last seen it the
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evening he gave it to his man, Henry. He stood quietly
speculating.

“Waal, say something, will ye?”

“Yes, I have seen this pistol before,” Carl replied
slowly.

“Yer's, ain't it?” demanded Aaron.

“I believe so.”

“Ye don’t want no guess. Is it or ain’t it?”

“It is,” replied Carl, meekly.

“Did ye muss it?” inquired Aaron, with a broad smile.

“At the time, yes.” .

“Waal, it might have been loaded at that time. I
know it isn't now.” And Aaron chuckled with delight.

“I have no time for hilarity or foolish scoffing,” said
Carl. “’Tis time I was on my way. I am in a hurry.
Make known thy wants!”

“To the best of my recollection, David Otis was in
rather of a hurry once upon a fine afternoon like unto
this day. Little did ye care. Now I feel like ye did
upon that occasion. Darn mean, eh?”

“What do you want? 1 tell you I am anxious to be
on ny way.”

“Waal, ye won't be going until I do—mind ye that.
Don’t get excited. I want to know if ye can tell me the
whereabouts of David Otis?”

“I haven’t the least idea.”

“Sure about that, be ye?”

“Why should I know? I have not seen nor heard of
him for months.”

“Ye knew the Britishers had him. Didn’t ye?”

“Oh, yes, I learned of that some time ago.”

“Did ye have anything to do with that business?”

“Now just what do you mean?”

“Darn ye—ye know what I mean.”

“Nay, I had nothing to do with his capture.”

“Who said anything about a capture? Now I don’t
believe ye.”
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Aaron Short from childhood had made his own way.
He had fought his own battles. During his span of
years he had had many altercations which had termi-
nated in a fistic display. He knew but one way to settle
differences and, if necessary, they were settled in this
manner, From many encounters he had emerged a vic-
tor. He had also suffered defeat, but regardless of the
outcome, Aaron was always satisfied.

He had decided to force Carl to fight. If he could
make Carl fight he would be content, no matter the re-
sult. Aaron disliked to fight a2 coward. If Carl was one
he would have to take a thrashing, and if not, just that
more interesting it would be for Aaron. One of them
was going to take a good drubbing.

“Whether you believe it or not matters naught
to'me,"” replied Carl, with a show of disgust. “I am
going!” Carl took the pistol by the barrel and backed
slowly away.

Aaron leaped into his path.

“Hold man!” he cried, “I tell ye stay. Yer not going
until I do.”

l“You get out of my way!” cried Carl, raising the pis-
tol. .
c “lFight, ye fool,” stormed Aaron, circling around

arl.

“You let me pass or I'll crack that thick skull of
thine,” exclaimed Carl, again raising the weapon.

Aaron, however, did not move. He stood his ground,
jeering and taunting Carl, and then slowly advanced to
force an encounter.

Carl Hutchinson had all those things which go to the
making of a man that Aaron lacked. He was polished,
educated, and refined, but what he lacked, Aaron had.
Short was honest, reliable, courageous, and endowed
with a goodly supply of pure brawn. Carl was the taller
of the two, and he had a long reach. He was quick, but
his wind was short. He was possessed with some sci-
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ence for the protection of one’s body. He had not fol-
lowed a plow, or wielded a pick or shovel, as had been
the lot of Aaron for the past few years.

Carl fully realized that there was no hope of escape;
therefore, as Aaaron advanced, he braced himself and
made ready to deal his adversary a savage blow.

“Ye had better drop that gun and fight like a two-
fisted man before I hurt ye."”

c “lI’ll fight as I please. Come on, ye big bully,” sneered
arl.

Aaron did come, but the weapon in Carl's hands
failed to reach its mark. A sharp cry of pain escaped
Carl’s lips, as Aaron clutched his swiftly moving arm,
doubled it back and at the same time twisted his wrist
with such force that the pistol fell from his grasp.

Aaron at once released his hold and stepped back.

“Didn’t I tell ye?” he exclaimed, advancing again
toward Carl, who met him with an avalanche of blows.
Aaron ducked and dodged, and laughed hard, as Carl
delivered blow after blow and missed. He grew white
with anger as he looked into Aaron's sneering face. His
breathing commenced to bother him, and he grew
unsteady. Again and again his well-directed, well-timed
blows failed to reach the coveted spot. At each time he
missed, he could see that jeering face and hear the tanta-
lizing laugh of Aaron. ,

Carl now was desperate. Suddenly he rushed Aaron.
That calm, cool individual quickly stepped aside as Carl
lunged forward, and deliberately selecting a spot upon
Carl’s face, let drive a smashing blow full upon Carl’s
right eye,

For a moment Carl staggered under the effect of the
tremendous impact, then fell headlong.

He did not remain long on the ground. He recovered
himself and arose to his feet, expecting as he did so to
receive another sledge-hammer smite. The blow did not
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come. He regained his composure and looked for his ad-
versary. o

Aaron stood a short distance from him, a whimsical
smile upon his face and, as Carl turned to meet his gaze,
Aaron broke out anew with laughter.

“Methinks 'twas yer rush and not so much my push
that jammed yer face. Ye look just a little one-sided
across yer nose. Not quite balanced. I reckon I can
square ye up all right. I want both yer eyes to look like
twins,”

“You ought to be fully satisfied. I will admit I'm
licked. Will you kindly permit me to go my way?”

“If ye think ye are licked now, then ye are going to
be twice licked. That eye I decorated in me behalf. Ye
have one left for David’s account.”

“Come, now, my good fellow,” began Carl, “I will
pay thee well to go thy way. I think much of thy right
arm. Name thy price."

“Nay, nay, keep thy gold. For that which ye have re-
ceived and what ye have coming, there will be no charge.
Make ready with yer guard for I come.” With these
words Aaron again approached his prey.

“Hold man! Pray, I ask thy mercy, [ am~—"

Aaron was upon him. Carl again struck out with right
arm and left. His right eye was closed. That part of his
anatomy, discolored and swollen, was now enormous in
size. He could scarcely see, but he accounted for himself
nobly the next few seconds. The end soon came.

A very short time thereafter, Aaron helped Carl to
the highway. He also made ready his mount and saw
that Carl was headed in the right direction. '

“Yer nag will get ye home. Might try beefsteak on
yer eyes. Good-day, Sir.”

Aaron watched him for some time as he rode to the
North, and then returning to the location of the fight,
he recovered the pistol.
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“Might jest as well take this along,” he muttered;
“don’t think that fellow will ever want to see it again.’
He dropped the weapon in his saddle -bag, mounted, and
rode to the South.
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CHAPTER XXV

The period of reconstruction had arrived. Trading
with the Colonies was renewed. Navigation was re-
stored between the mother country and the Colonies.
Other seaports, like Boston and New York, had suf-
fered, but Congress immediately responded to the needs
of the people. The government slowly but firmly became

stable.

* The army quietly disbanded and the troops returned
to their farms and other pursuits of livelihood. Great
numbers of the Tories abandoned their estates and fled
to Canada, where the English government provided for
them. Others remained and accepted what the Colonial
government gave them in an effort, mutual with the Pa-
triots, to establish trade and industry for their common
good.

Carl Hutchinson did not keep the promise he had
made in a moment of jest—the promise he was so
certain he would never have to fulfill. The government
knew nothing about this promise. He had to forfeit all
his vast estate. The confiscation crushed Carl. It re-
duced him to the ranks of the most common. He lost
that proud and haughty air. It had not been born of
him, ’twas acquired. With this also disappeared the de-
sire for deceit and treachery he had coddled within him
for years.

It so happened upon a cool evening in the month of Oc-
tober, the year 1883, that David Otis once again set foot
in Boston town and, as if it were so planned, on that
evening at Ritchey's tavern, a party of Patriots had
gathered. They were seated about the hearth. Dusk had
just begun to fall. The crackling fire furnished the
needed light.
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Ventured one Stanton by name, as he refilled his pipe
and lit the tobacco with a dying coal from the hearth:
o “Ye; say, as yet, ye have no learning of the boy David

tis ?’

“Nay,” said Isaac. *“"Twas less than a fortnight back
that Short called. He told me at the time he was in New
York, he could not find out a thing about David. No rec-
::)lrds. no nothing at all. He ventured that he must be

ead.” i

“Such an hypothesis I fail to understand,” said Stan-
ton. “Ye say he was taken by the British near New
York? If that be true, there certainly ought to be some
record of his capture, or some person that could give ye
correct information as to what became of him.”

“Ye be right, 'tis queer. Short, he find something if it
be there, for Short he be anxious about David. I know
if he find nothing, no one could!”

“Well, give me a drink, Ike, and I will wend my way
homeward,” said another, as he arose, stretched, and ap-
proached the bar.

Isaac poured out the liquor and as he was about to re-
place the container, the door opened, and Isaac looked
up. The bottle dropped from his hand, and in his haste
to greet the newcomer, he also knocked the glass from
his customer’s hand.

“Great Cats!” cried Isaac; “David Otis—David—
David!"” and the next moment he enwrapped David in
his strong arms. All those present jumped to their feet.

Isaac held David firmly clasped to him while his great
bulk shook in convulsion. Then he pushed David from
him at arms’ length, and scanned his face long and in-
tently.

“God bless you, boy—God bless you,” he repeated
over and over. “Ye be dead. Ye be alive. We know
not v;hat ye be. We think much. Tell us where you
been?”



MAN O’ MEN 168

“I will, Tke,” replied David; “’tis a long story, but
you shall hear.”

He related the capture. Told them of the friendly
relations with Captain Bradtock; of that estimable gen-
the man’s sickness and recovery; of his return to England
in British uniform as an orderly of the captain; of the
news of the end of the conflict, and of his departure for
America.

“Mighty fine fellow, that Captain,” gasped Ritchey,
as David finished. “He use me wife with much respect.”

David smiled as he thought of Isaac’s imprisonment
and the guard who was so mean to him.

“Just why ye smile at me, David?” asked Isaac.

“I was thinking, when you mentioned the Captain’s
kindness to your wife, of the guard, Short. Do you know
where he is?” ‘

“Shott, sure, he be near Cambridge, on his farm. He
get the Tory Wiggins’ place. A mighty nice farm.”

“Tell me, David,” continued Isaac, “do you think the
man Hutchinson had to do with thy capture?”

“] have told you all. You have learned all the Cap-
tain related to me. I have no reason to doubt him. I
believe that Hutchinson was responsible for Howard'’s
death and all which befell me.”

“He will have to account to ye, David.”

“Yes, Isaac, Hutchinson and I must meet. I am leav-
ing on the morrow to see Short. I also want to find the
grave of Howard.”

“Ah, poor boy,” sobbed Isaac, shaking with emotion.
“T am so sorry about him.”

“From there,” continued David, “I shall go to Tarry-
town. 'Tis my life, or that of Hutchinson.”

“Ye will win!” cried Isaac, “ye will win, I know! That
man, he be too mean to live.”

“T may, Isaac, if it be God's will.”

Aaron Short was surprised beyond description to see
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David. He insisted that he must be with David at the
fina] meeting with Hutchinson.

“Wasn't I there with ye before? Ye know, David,
'tis my account as well as thine.”

“Quite true,” replied David, “but from what I have
learned from you, it would appear that you and Hutch-
inson have held at least one meeting at which I was not
present. I received not so much as an invitation. I must
insist, Aaron—I beg of you not to press thy desire fur-
ther. 'Tis not that I do not want you with me. I would
settle all—he and I alone.”

“Waal, darn ye—go. I know that ye can thrash him.
I will stay at home, but ye are to come back, and mind
ye don’t let him off like I did, with only a couple sore
eyes.” »

“At such time that I meet Carl Hutchinson, Aaron,
it will mean his life or mine, that’s all.”

A few days later David stood at the grave of How-
ard. Here he once more listened to the story of How-
ard’s death, corroborated in every detail that told him by
Captain Bradtock. The grave bore much evidence of
the kindly sympathy and care of the Claytons, being well
marked, banked high, with a suitable monument at the
head.

David spent a day with the Claytons, and after ex-
pressing to them his sincerest thanks and reverence, he
bade them a fond farewell and headed to the North.

He had returned to America for the purpose of ful-
filling what the captain had termed an obligation which
was his, and his alone, to fulfill. He had found Ritchey
and Short, and visited the last resting place of his bro-
ther. David had but one more duty to perform, but one
more call to make. He was impatient over this, his last
visit—perhaps his last earthly call.

October, especially the latter part, is the time of year
that Nature tries her hand at art. Thus, around and
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about the Ward home, the fallen foliage from the trees
and vines lay spread like a carpet of many colors upon
the expansive lawn.

Darting here and there, searching for the brightest
colored leaves, was a child, a little girl just past the age
of three. She had light, curly hair and deep blue eyes,
and a complexion white and pink, of the daintiest hue,
perfectly blended.

Her father, Carl Hutchinson, was at rest upon the ve-
randa of the home, which place they had occupied ever
since the government had confiscated Carl’s property.
Miriam had retained her holdings, as the title thereto
remained in her father’s name.

A change had come over Carl. A most radical change.
Ever since the day he had encountered Aaron Short, and
that evening had appeared before his wife with bruised
and swollen eyes, the light of day obliterated by those
two powerful blows, Carl began to view things differ-
ently. That chastisement delivered him from his enemy,
no other than the proud, haughty, arrogant, deceitful
and boastful Carl Hutchinson. The man within him
awoke. The outcome of the rebellion; the loss of his
property; the humiliation received from the hands of
David’s friend, and lastly, Miriam’s tears, had wrought
wonders. The strain was by far too much. He broke.
On that eventful evening he told her all.

Told her of the fight, told her of his past deceit and
treachery. He admitted his guilt, and was thankful for
the punishment he had received. Carl realized, however,
that his debt had not been fully paid.

He watched the child at her play—fearless and free.
If he could but balance accounts with David, he could
ask no more. He wanted to atone, to be fearless and
free. To right this wrong and be happy.

At this juncture, Carl noticed the child had been in-
terrupted at her play by one of the villagers who had
stopped to talk to her. The man suddenly saw Carl and
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thereupon approached and handed him a note.
Carl read:

“Mr. Carl Hutchinson:

If you are not a coward, as of old, you will
meet me at the rear of thc old school house,
at once. I have selected swords. Give the

bearer thy answer.
- David Otis.”

“You may tell David Otis I will meet him,” said Carl.

Hutchinson watched the messenger as he mounted and
rode in the direction of the town, then he arose, went to
the stable and returned very soon with his horse.

The child saw him.

“Papa, papa,” she cried, running to him. “Where oo
go? Baby go too?”

Carl dismounted, pressed the child to his breast,
kissed her tenderly again and again and then placed her
upon the ground.

“No,” he said fondly, as he patted the curly head;
“baby can’t go this time. Papa coming right back.”

He mounted and rode away, waving his hand to the
child. who slowly followed to the highway and there
stood watching her father as he galloped further and fur-
ther away. The image of that little face and tender
thoughts of Miriam crowded into Carl’s mind as he rode
away.

He drew rein at the old schoolhouse and slowly
turned into the yard. This was the place where, years
ago, Miriam, David and he had attended school. It was
now abandoned——weatherbeaten, windows out, and
nearly in ruins. Carl rode to the rear and dismounted.

The yard was screened in on three sides by shrubbery,
vines and trees of all kinds, the foliage remaining on
them bearing the artistic touch of Fall. The grass, yet
green, was strewn with fallen leaves of many hues. That
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which had served, long ago, as a playground, this bright
October afternoon was to serve a far different purpose
—a dueling ground for two boyhood companions, a place
where one sought toll for the years of treachery and de-
ceit of the other, a place of destiny for either Carl
Hutchinson or David Otis.

Seated upon a fallen tree, head bowed and resting
upon his hands, with elbows upon his knees, sat David
Otis. At his feet lay two swords. Across from him and
at some distance a squirrel scolded and chattered at this
unwonted intrusion.

As Carl dismounted, David looked up. Carl led his
horse to one side and stood silently waiting. David
arose.

“I had grave doubts of thy coming,” said David.

“T would not disappoint you. I have long awaited thy
appearance,” replied Carl, extending his hand in greet-
ing.

“Carl Hutchinson,” began David, spurning the prof-
fered hand and speaking with force and dignity. “My
brother's blood is upon thy hands. T have learned all.
You must answer to me for his most untimely death. I
care not for the many wrongs I have suffered through
thy deceit and treachery. 'Tis Howard’s dying words
that bring me hither—words spoken, dying words—that
I cannot forget nor forgive. I ask in thy presence God’s
forgiveness should I err in all I may do this day. Carl
Hutchinson, tis thy life or mine.”

“I come not to deny you that privilege,” said Carl,
“nor did I come to ask that you forgive me. Well I know
such a request would not be granted. Nay, you would
not listen. You would not believe me. I have commit-
ted many a wrong against you, all of which I most sin-
cerely regret. I am ready, Sir, to answer.”
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CHAPTER XXVI

When David arrived at Tarrytown, he first called
upon Squire Warner. That gentleman bade him ' wel-
come. He was surprised to see David, for he, as all
others, knew nothing of David's whereabouts.

David did not inform the kindly squire of his mission.
He wanted to learn from his lips, if possible, something
of the married life of Miriam and Carl. He was, there-
fore, bound to approach this subject with caution, which
he did, dnsplaymg only a casual interest in that respect.
The squire told him much, considerable of which David
had already learned.

He told David, as far as he knew, the marriage had
been a happy one. Told him of the beautiful child, Con-
stance, and of the proud and lovely mother. He also in-
formed David that Carl was living at the Ward home
and how he had lost his vast estate.

David decided, as he rode away from the squlre 5
home, that he must meet Carl upon that day. He would
send a message to him demanding he arrange a meeting
with him at once. Should he refuse, David felt he would
have to call at the home. He disliked to undertake this,
but Carl's refusal would demand this action. He accord-
ingly dispatched a messenger and was rather surprised
to receive Carl's answer. He left at once for the school.

Carl Hutchinson was a good swordsman, as was his
father. From his parent he had been taught the use of
the blade. He was considered a master at this art. His
knowledge of fencing, and his father's sword, were two
things the government had not taken from him. His
father’s saber hung over the mantel in the Ward home.
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He loved this weapon his father had used so dex-
terously.

“Thy life, Mr. David Otis,” thought Carl, * 'twould
be easy had I that blade.”

By the time that Carl arrived at the school, he had
fully decided he would defend himself only, that he
would not take the life of David Otis. If he succeeded
in disarming his opponent, and at such an opportune
time failed to follow this advantage with a fatal stroke,
he was in hopes that David might foresee his intentions
by such an action, and understanding, their differences
might be adjusted. How—he did not know. He real-
ized David would fight hard. That he was thirsting for
his life. Carl was also aware that by reason of his train-
ing, he was by far the better with the weapon of David’s
choice, and he wondered much at the selection.

David’s experience and former training with a sword
had not been deficient. Of late he had fenced with Cap-
tain Bradtock, who knew much of the art. The Captain
had taught David all that he knew, and David had been
an apt pupil. David knew that Carl was his equal if not
better than he with this weapon, but he was confident he
could guard as well as Carl.

David had not, as a matter of fact, given the matter
of weapons much thought. A duel to death must be ac-
companied by dignity. He wanted no noise like a pistol
shot. A blade was silent, wicked, and sure. Swords it
should be. ‘

The captain had taught David a trick which could be
used in an encounter of this nature. It was upon this
that David relied to win. Should an opportunity present
itself, an opportunity to disarm Carl by means of this
trick, David was confident he could best his opponent.
Regardless of this, David was positive that right must
Er;vail, and he was right. He fearlessly welcomed the

ght.
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“Allow me first to return this, a bit of thy property,”
said David, advancing and forcing into Carl’s hand the
wallet Captain Bradtock had entrusted to him. “That,
Sir, contains the price which you paid Bradtock, to have
me conveyed to England, and—in chains. I return it,
Sir, as you gave it. I was taken to England, but not in
.chains. The captain claims that inasmuch as I did not
‘return in manacles, the consideration must have failed,
and the gold therefore should be returned. I do so, in-
tact, as I received it—as you gave it.”

Carl took the wallet with its contents.

“T take this, Sir,” he satd, “not for the reason of the
failure of the consideration, but as an acknowledgment
of my guilt.”

David, concealing the surprise manifest by Carl’s an-
swer, at once resumed his former position.
~ “T have learned from Captain Bradtock and the Clay-
"tons the truth regarding the death of Howard. Had the
traitor Lee known that Howard had a brother, Howard
would have lived. I cannot blame Lee, but I do place
the whole blame upon you. Lee and you plotted together.
' Were it not so, you would not have appeared upon the
'scene to witness my brother’s death.”
purpose of his capture by the British, which terminated

“T admit a plot, as between Lee and myself, for the
in the death of thy brother. For Howard's presence, I
alone am responsible.”

“Cur! You admit all. You dare not deny before thy
God.” '

“I have spoken.”

“I have also learned you planned and executed my un-
timely capture.”

*That will T also admit,” replied Carl.

“Tis little T care for thy trickery. I suffered, indeed,
but I care not for the wrongs inflicted upon me. T still
live. I ask revenge, only, for the death of Howard. For
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that I have come. Carl Hutchinson, you must pay, and
a payment means thy life. 'Tis thy life or mine.”

“David Otis,” began Carl, slowly, calmly and dis-
tinctly, “I have come. I would not deny you this oppor-
tunity. My life will come far from paying all which you
have demanded—all that I justly owe. My life will not
compensate you for the suffering and trouble my treach-
ery and deception have subjected you to. I cannot and
do not blame you for this attitude you have toward me.
I ask no quarter. I will have to defend myself—because
I owe, at least, that much to my beloved wife and child.
Were 1 alone—no dependents—I would expose my
breast to thy sword unflinchingly, that justice might be
done. I have come, David Otis—hearken—to defend-—
not to take.”

“You deceitful ass!” cried David, “thy words are but
mockery to my ears. What trick, what artifice, have you
to foil my plans? What scheme to cheat me of justice?
Surely it cannot be you ask forgiveness?"

“Ask, David, yes, but I cannot expect thy grant. 'Tis
" but idle talk, this, to you. However should I fall—I die,
knowing you will earn the truth of which I speak, the
truth, David, from one whom you will believe—from
Miriam. I have told her all.”

“You lie! You cur, I know you liel” cried David,
stooping and sweeping the weapons from the ground at
his feet. “Here, take thy choice. I will not tarry longer.
One of us will shortly leave this spot, the other will re-
main,” and he extended the hilts of the blades to Carl.

Hutchinson reluctantly selected one of the swords and
stepped back. He examined the blade and then care-
lessly tested it. Slowly, his eye upon David, he removed
his coat and rolled his sleeves. .

David followed Carl's preparation, and very shortly
the two men stood at position.

“On guard, Sir” cried David.

“Ready,” replied Carl.
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The sky was cloudless that afternoon, and as the men
fought, the sun glistened from off their bright blades.
The air was still. The squirrel continued to scold and
chatter from his position near the wood. Carl’s horse,
standing near, whinnied and then remained silent, gazing
at the combatants. A flock of crows overhead circled
and cawed and at last having found a place, alighted in
the trees nearby, where they silently awaited the out-
come of the impending tragedy.

The men fought back and forth over the leaf-strewn
ground—David always the aggressor, fighting hard,
swiftly, but with caution. Carl, ever cool and composed,
kept well away from David’s rushes and mad thrusts.
He guarded himself well, turning aside with ease, again
and again, the deadly blade of his anxious, expectant, and
dangerous opponent.

On and on they fought. David was desperate. Carl,
fighting with perfect control and ease, defending himself
with skill which bespoke cunning and ability.

Of a sudden David rushed Carl and, as he did so, a
dry stick, which lay buried beneath the leaves and
grasses, broke and snapped like a pistol report, under his
weight. David was startled. He slipped and for the in-
stant lost control of his blade. Carl, at the moment,
thrust his sword forward to ward off the lunge. A cry
escaped David’s lips as Carl’s weapon ripped his shirt
and cut deep into the flesh of his left shoulder. Carl was
stunned by this sudden action he little contemplated, and
he quickly withdrew his blade. David was quick to re-
cover and hastily moved back. A crimson spot appeared
immediately upon his shirt and spread rapidly upon his
arm. Carl gasped, hesitated, and then stood at ease.
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CHAPTER XXVII

The coveted opportunity which a duelist would have
welcomed and would have been quick to grasp, that op-
portunity to dispatch his opponent, had come and had
passed, to Carl Hutchinson. He had let it pass. He
had deliberately and wantonly failed to follow his ad-
vantage. The death thrust that was within his power
and under his control he had not delivered. He stood
thus, hesitating, as he watched David recover, and saw
the look of hate and malice follow that of chagrin, upon
his face,

The words of Carl, *I come to defend, not to take,”
the instant that his life was spared, flashed through
David's mind. It could not be. He could not believe it.
Nay—Carl had blundered. His life meant naught to
Carl. The blood oozing from his wound drove him mad.
He was furious. Howard's blood, and now his, had been
spilled.

With a startling cry of rage and with renewed energy
he again rushed Carl, but his opponent met the on-
slaught with well-measured eye and a perfect guard.
Once more David rushed, and this time their blades
clashed. There was a rasping, metallic noise as steel met
steel and blade followed blade to the hilt. David’s op- -
portunity had at last arrived. The time to put Brad-
tock’s trick in play had come. With almost superhuman
strength, followed by a powerful twist and lurch of his
arm and body which taxed all his resources, David suc-
ceeded in disarming Carl.

As his antagonist's blade whizzed spinning through
the air, David quickly drew back his arm for the fatal
plunge at Carl's defenseless breast exposed before him.
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At that instant a sound, a most peculiar sound, caught
the ear of David. The fatal thrust was halted on its
mission of death. David turned. He looked. Before
him, a look of wonderment and unfathomed amazement
upon her face, stood a little girl with light, curly hair,
wonderful eyes of blue, and a face the perfect image of
the one he loved and adored, and had lost.

“Papa! Papal” cried the little one. “I find 00, baby
find papa.” )

\ David Otis cast his weapon to the ground, and with a
| swift sweep of his arms, gathered the child to his breast.
& Holding her to him he kissed her again and again.

O, nice man hurt, papa, 'ook!” and she pointed to the
crimson stains upon David's shirt. “O, poor man!” and
the little arms clasped tightly about David’s neck.

With the child still clasped to him, David turned and
faced Hutchinson. The little girl reached out for him
and David tenderly placed her in her father's arms.

For a brief moment the two men looked each at the
other, and then as if of the same mind, slowly their
hands lifted until they met in a firm grip.

“David Otis,” said Carl, as his hand tightened upon
that of David’s, “I have but this to say; you, Sir, are a
Man o’ Men.”

“Carl Hutchinson,” responded David, “I thank you
for thy words. You did not lie. That I have now learned.
I believe in you. By both words and action, you have
demonstrated the truth. Thy words, ‘I come to defend,
not to take,’ have asked my forgiveness. Thy actions
have merited it. I will forgive and forget.”

“Thank God,” exclaimed Carl with manifest compas-
sion, and he kissed the brow of the child just under the
golden locks. “Come with us to the home, David,
Miriam will be joyful to see you.”

“T will, thank you,” replied David.

Side by side, Constance in her father's arms, they left
that field——that field transformed from one of hate, to
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one of love and honor. Left their coats lying upon the
grass; left their swords, where last they fell. Left all
that hate, deceit, jealousy and envy, which hafl been
born and nurtured to maturity, by and through a just re-
bellion. Left it all and made their way homeward.

Miriam met them at the door. She understood. Sob-
bing, laughing, crying with relief and with overflowing
happiness, she threw her arms about them,

“Oh, David—David!"” she cried, “I am so glad to see
you. Oh, so glad that you have come. We have watched
and waited for you. Watched and waited for this hour.",,
I have prayed, day after day, for you and Carl. God,
has answered, and now I am happy once more. I have!
learned all. Carl told me. I forgave him. He has been
a good husband and a most wonderful father, We could
never be happy until the wrongs to you were expiated.
Carl had to atone. He worried much. He has wanted
long to make all right. Tell me, David, that you will
forgive him. Do this for me, for little Constance, for
Carl—and I will ever be happy.”

“Forgive, Miriam, I have. I will forgive and forget.”

Miriam listened breathlessly and with amazement, as
she carefully and most tenderly dressed David's wound,
tco tile narration of the duel, as told by both David and

arl.

“'Twas Constance—little Constance!” she cried,
grasping the child in her arms. “You dear, sweet child!
God gave to you a wonderful mission, that of uniting us
all, once more, with bonds of love and friendship.”

The time of the clock was late, but the hours had
been short, before they retired that night. Peace, happi-
ness and quiet, again fell o’er the Ward home. Like a
dark veil all deceit, mistrust, hatred and jealousy, here-
tofore created in the soul of man by the demon War,
lifted, and the light of Truth covered all.

It was just before the break of day the follow-
ing morn, that a lone figure moved stealthily and noise-
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lessly from one of the chambers in the Ward home.
From this chamber the figure entered the large living-
room, and paused at an open door listening for a brief
period to the deep breathing of those who slept within,
then silently crossed the room.

The sun, at this moment, just peeped from above the
horizon, and from it a ray of light, penetrating a win-
dow, fell upon a small crib in which lay a little curly-
headed girl, fast asleep. Gradually this tiny ray of light,
creeping across the crib, fell upon the face of the beauti-
ful child. :

The figure reached the crib and gazed long and ten-
derly upon the little, upturned face, and bending low
over the bed, kissed the pretty brow; then silently and
carefully approached the entrance, noiselessly opened
the door, and David Otis passed out into the dawn of a
new day.

END.



