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EXPLANATION. 

Suon credit as may attach to this story of 

the unsuccessful attempt to capture Benedict 

Arnold should be given to the lad concerned 

in the plot, rather than to him whose name 

appears on the title-page. 

In a general way Oliver Littlefield is the 

author of the tale, since his account, written 

early in the year 1778, is given with but little 

change of text, and only a slight rearrangement 

of details, 

JAMES OTIS.
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A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. » 

- CHAPTER. I. 

A DANGEROUS PLAN. 

Aursouen I have passed through the trou- 

blous time ‘when we braved King George, ay, 

and bested him too, I never heard of, or took 

part in any more perilous venture than that 

when I enlisted in the plot to capture the 

traitor Arnold while he was in this city of New 

York holding the king’s commission, and mak- 

ing ready his expedition to the south from 

which so much was expected and so little 

realized. : 

The story is worth the telling, even though _ 

the attempt was a failure, for in it was con-
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cerned as brave a man and gallant a.soldier as 

it was ever my good fortune to meet. 

There is no reason, however, why I should 

jump into the tale in such hap-hazard fashion ; 

itshould be told in an orderly manner for its 

better understanding. 

In the fall of 17 80 I was a stripling of seven- 

teen years, believing myselfalready a man, and 

chafing much because my good mother had her 

heart so set against my joining the “rebel” army. 

We, my mother and I, lived on George Street 

hard by the highroad to Boston, and in Duke * 

Street, just off Frankford, David Rhinelander, 

my particular comrade, who was about my own 

age, made his home. 

He, as well as I, was the only child of a 

widowed mother, and our fathers had fallen 

gloriously, fighting for the colonies at Trenton 

in the province of New Jersey, in January 

of 777. | 
’ Because our lives so nearly resembled each
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other, and because David was a lad who could 

be trusted through evil as well as fair days, we 

became such firm friends that the neighbors 

spoke of us as comrades, and the Tories never 

mentioned our names without adding that we 

should be hanged for what we had been able — 
to do toward aiding the cause. 

More than once had we carried valuable in- 

formation to those who were fighting against — 

the king, and no less an officer than General 

Sullivan himself was pleased to say to our 

“faces that we were of more service to him in 

New York City than we could have been in the 

ranks, which I considered a great compliment, 

although envious lads, to whom we repeated 

the words, insisted it was but another way of 

telling us the army was better off for not hav- 

ing us in it. | 

All this I set down that it may be under- 

stood how we, who were of no importance as 

Citizens, save ip our own estimation, should -
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have been the ones selected to aid a brave man 

in a plot which, had it succeeded, would have 

brought great renown to all concerned. 

As a matter of course we, meaning David 

and I, had heard the news when Major John 

André, adjutant-general of the king’s forces in 

New York, was made a prisoner; of Benedict 

Arnold’s penn, and later of André’s execu- 

tion. 

On the 24th of September in the year 1780, 

we had the first information, less than eighteen 

hours after the major was captured, and twas 

days later we saw the arch traitor, Benedict 

Arnold, walking through the streets of the 

city, he having fled on the 25th. 

It can well be fancied that we did little alee 

than converse on this subject, which was in the 

mouths of all the citizens whether they favored 

the Continentals or the king, and David de- 

clared more than once that we would be justi- 

fied in shooting Arnold as we would a pole-cat..
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And we were in the temper to do such a rash 

_ thing, had it not been for the fact that his 

death would hardly serve to right the wrong, 

and also that of a certainty we should have 

been hanged offhand, for the traitor was under 

the protection of Sir Henry Clinton in fact, 

he had taken up his quarters in the house adjoin- 

ing the building occupied by that nobleman. 

It would appear as if I had set down many 

_. words that might well have been left out; yet 

it seems to me, and also to David, who is even 

now overlooking the task, as if each one is nec- 

essary for the proper telling of the story. 

It was just five weeks from the day Arnold, 

the traitor, entered the city, that David and I, 

returning home from a stroll to Bowling Green, 

met that good patriot, Jacob Schuster, who was 

my comrade’s uncle on his mother’s side, she 

having been one of the Schusters from Bergen 

before marrying Frederick Rhinelander. 

The night was just coming on, and we were
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quickening our steps lest we be overhauled by 

the patrol, and were not minded to linger any 

longer than was necessary to greet Master 

Schuster in respectful fashion, when he said in 

a cautious tone, so unusual with him, that our 

curiosity was quickened at once: — 

“JT would have speech with you, lads, and in - 

private, on a weighty matter. If it so be you 

can come to the sign of the Black Horse in half © 

an hour, I will have ordered a lunch spread for 

the three of us.” 

The tavern he spoke of was where the post- 

stage from Boston put up, and we should have 

been well pleased to go there under any pre- 

text, for much was always doing at the inn, and 

gossip was plenty as fleas on a cur. : 

“We will be there, Master Schuster,” I said 

boldly ; “but first it is right our mothers should 

be made acquainted with the favor you propose 

doing us.” 

“Tt is well to remember the mother, Oliver
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Littlefield, and a credit that you think of her 

first. Step quickly, so that I am not ee 

waiting.” 1 

We needed no urging to make all possible 

haste; for to partake of food at the sign of the 

Black Horse was much more of an entertain- 

ment than it is now, when the tavern has fallen 

into bad repute. ; 

We two were excited by the invitation and 

the mysterious air which Master Schuster wore 

while giving it, and speculated as to its mean- 

ing while we hurried homeward, but without 

solving the riddle; for it surely was a riddle 

when David’s uncle was willing to spend good 

money without seeing an immediate return, 

with ample profit from the investment, 

Of course we understood it had to do with 
the cause, and I declared my belief that we 

were about to be allowed to enlist; but this 

hope David soon dashed, when he said: 

“Tf such had been the business Uncle Jacob
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would have called at our homes, instead of buy: 

ing refreshments at the Black Horse, where I am 

told everything is of the most expensive kind.” 

“Then why should he have thus summoned 

us 2?” 

“ We shall know once we have arrived, and I 

am minded to eat fast before the business be un- 

- folded in order that I may have all the enter. 

tainment possible while we remain there.” 

No check was put upon us when we an- 

nounced our purpose, for our mothers had every 

confidence in Master Schuster, and we had 

taken the precaution to accompany each other 

when we told, the news; therefore, in several — 

minutes less than the time set we were at the 

Black Horse Inn looking around eagerly for 

David’s uncle, and with many fears lest he 

had repented of his generosity. 

The good man was there, however, true to his 

- word, and the amount of food before him was 

ao great as to surprise both my comrade and
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myself, for instead of a lunch he had purchased 

a veritable feast. 

No second invitation was needed, and with 

only such delay as was necessary in order to 

greet Master Schuster in becoming fashion, we 

fell-to, I following David’s advice to eat rapidly 

lest we be interrupted before my hunger was ~ 
appeased. 

There was no need of such unseemly haste, 

however; for Master Schuster waited patiently 

until we were filled so full that another mouth- 

ful would have been impossible, and then said 

ina dow tone, after looking stealthily around to 

make certain no one was within earshot: 

“Are you lads minded for an adventure in be- 

half of. the cause—one which has in it danger 
enough to please the most gluttonous swash- 

buckler, and much honor if it be successful 2” 

_ “Tndeed we are, and it cannot come our way 
too quickly,” I replied, without waiting to hear
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David’s opinion, for I knew full well what he 

would have said had I given him the time. 

“And think you it would be possible to re- 

main away from home a goodly portion of the 

time during the next week, or perhaps longer?” - 

“Ay, sir; if it so be you represent to our 

mothers that it is your desire we should be 

absent.” 

“T would not have you decide an important 

matter too quickly. Remember that the danger 

is great; if you should be taken, I believe your 

lives would pay the penalty, and even in case 

of success, we have nothing save the Wor | of 

others—neitheg bond nor written undertaking.” 

“So that the adventure is for the cause, we - 

need not waste our time speaking of rewards.” 

« And the danger ?” 

“We have been in no little peril when we 

carried news out of the city to our friends, and 

yet no one can say that David or I was ever like 

to show the white feather.” .
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“T am not questioning your courage, lad; 

but wish you should understand that this is a 

serious matter—more important than anything 

you have ever even dreamed of adventuring on.” 

“There is no reason why you should search 

for bugbears, Uncle Jacob,” David said quickly. 

“We are all the more eager to embark in it 

_ when you tell us of the danger.” 

“A man is never so courageous as when his 

stomach is full, therefore it was I fed you well 

. before broaching the subject, and now I must 

beliove you will carry out your parts in goodly 

fagiiiion.” BS 

“What are they to be?” _ 

"Instead of replying Master Schuster called 

for his account; paid it like a man who is not 

given to pinching his shillings, and walked out 

of the tavern after motioning us to follow. 

By this time it can well be understood that 

we were on fire with curiosity; but, question as we 

might; Master Schuster would speak no further
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word until we were come to the common near 

the powder-house, when he halted and said: 

“Tt was here I agreed to meet a gentleman 

at this hour, and from him, if he keeps the 

engagement, you will learn all that may be 

necessary.” 

Surely the plot was looking black enough to 

satisfy even David and me, who had ever hoped 

we might be concerned in some. gigantic con- 

spiracy against the king, and I am free to - 

confess that for the moment I began to feel — 

weak-kneed. . : 

If the ee business was of such a nafure 

that Master Jacéb Schuster oe be willing 

to skulk in this fashion, then it must be indeed — 

a serious matter. 

David slyly took my hand in his as we 

waited there in the darkness, and I believed it 

was not only because of the cold, piercing wind 

that his teeth chattered so merrily. 

Anything was better than waiting here
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within the shadow of the powder-house at such 

a time, and great was my relief of mind when a 

stranger suddenly appeared from around the 

corner. 

The newcomer greeted Master Schuster in a 

friendly fashion, and asked quickly, before 

David’s uncle had time to introduce us: 

“ Are these the two of whom you spoke ?” 

Yes, and although they be young, I can 

vouch both for their courage and their deny 

to the cause.” > 

“How much do they know?” 

& Nothing more than that they are needed. for 

an ‘adventyre of great peril. Oa | 

“Ts it asking too much that you pace to and — 

- . fro near to the road, where you may see if any 

one approaches this place, while I make known 

to the lads what we'would have them do? I | 

am not minded they shall embark without 

knowing all, and through your recommendation 

I am about to put my life in their hands.”
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“They would not betray you, however sore 

might be their suffering. I will keep an eye 

out, so that you be not surprised, and you may 

summon me when the interview is ended.” 

Then Master Schuster walked out toward the 

road, and I stepped forward a few paces in 

order to get a better view of this man who pro- 

posed to tell us—two strangers to him—that 

which would prove his undoing were we minded 

to act the part of traitors. ; 

I do not believe he was more than five years 

our senior; an inch or two above six feet in 

- height, and with a face so gloomy that it was as 

if he suspected some portion of his,own body 

had designs against the remainder of his 

anatomy. 

Taking him all in all, so far as I could judge 

at that moment, he was not one I would choose 

as a comrade, yet at the same time I would 

have taken his word if my life was in the 

balance.
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While I gazed at him he was scrutinizing us, 

and when this portion of the interview was con- 

cluded to the satisfaction of all, he asked our 

names, where we lived and who were our par- 

ents, until I cut short such catechism by giving 

the history of each, even down to such details 

as when David had the fever, and I was laid up 

with a broken arm. 

He listened attentively, as if each particular 

was deeply interesting, and when I had come 

to an end because I could think of nothing 

more to say, he took his turn at talking, and 

from that instant there was not a moment 

wasted on useless matters. 

“T am John Champe, of Virginia, sergeant- 

major in Lee’s Legion,” he began, and I was so 

ill-mannered as to interrupt him by asking : 

“Have you left the service ?” 

“No; although my comrades, as well as the 

_ British in this city, believe I have deserted.” 

“Believe it?” Icried. “ How can they be-
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lieve such a thing unless there be some truth in 

the matter ?” 

“ And so there is, as will be seen if you hold 

your peace while I tell my story, after which 

you must believe I can be depended upon, for 

_ I put it in your power to have me arrested as a 

spy. lam informed that General Washington 

himself sent for my commander—Major Henry 

Lee—and told him he believed there might be 

found in the Legion a soldier capable and will- 

ing to undertake a delicate and hazardous 

_ project. The major was so kind as to mention - 

my name as one who might be trusted, and it 

"was arranged that I be approached with a plan 

whereby I was apparently to desert, make my 

way into this city, and here attempt to capture 

_ the traitor Arnold.” 

It was David who interrupted the stranger 

at. this point by an exclamation of amaze- 

ment that so daring a scheme should even so 

much as. be spoken of, and my knees grew
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weaker, for this promised to be more of an 

adventure than I had ever desired. 

“ At first Iwas unwilling my comrades should 

- believe, even for a few weeks, that I had basely 

deserted; but the major used weighty argu- 

ments, chiefest among which was the fact that 

I should be obliging the Commander-in-chief — 

himself, and might-make such a name as years 

~ of service could not win for me.” 

« When did you appear to desert?” I asked 

jn a tremulous tone, more to gain courage from 

‘hearing my own voice than because I was 

curious on the matter. 

“T will come to that later. I agreed to the 

plan, and was given letters to two gentlemen 

on whom it was said I could fully rely. One 

was Master Jacob Schuster, and the other need - 

_ not be named now. At eleven o’clock. on the 

night of the 20th I took my cloak, valise and 

orderly-book, crept out of quarters to the 

stable, and there saddled my horse without



24 A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 

being detected. It was necessary to lead the 

animal half a mile or more lest his footsteps 

on the frozen ground should give the alarm, 

and I be taken before having really started.” 

“If your major was in the plot, why was all — 

that necessary ?” David asked. “T fail to see 

why you could not have walked out in the 

open day.” 

“That would have been to tell every man 

in the command of my purpose, and, thanks to 

the spies which are around every encampment, 

General Clinton must have been warned of my 

intention before I arrived. I was to be a de!. 

serter in every sense of the word, save that I 

so acted under command of my superior officer. 

It had been arranged that I ride to Paulus - 

_ Hook where is a British post; but just asI left 

the tavern near Bergen, known as the Three 

Pigeons, I saw a detachment from the Legion, 

led by Lieutenant Middleton, in hot pursue of 
me. ”
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“How far away?” I asked, forgetting in 

the interest the story had for me, that it 

was not seemly to interrupt the sergeant. 

“Less than half a mile. There no longer 

appeared to be any chance that I could gain 

Paulus Hook; therefore I drew rein for Com- 

munipaw, knowing that off the settlement 

would be found two of his majesty’s galleys. 

_ Now I believed myself safe from pursuit, for 

it was reasonable to suppose the lieutenant 

would continue on into Bergen, and I slackened 

. pace, for my horse was nearly winded. This act 

of humanity was near being the undoing of 

my mission; for no sooner had J arrived on 

the shore of Communipaw Bay. than the 

cavalry appeared, now so near at hand it 

seemed. certain I must be taken.” 

“Of course you would have come to no 

harm, for Major Lee could bear witness as to 

why you were thus apparently deserting,”
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David said, quite as interested in the story as 

was I. 

Oe True; but the plan would thus have mis. 

carried, which was what I had to guard against. 

Fortunately those aboard the galleys were on 

’ the lookout, and that which had threatened to 

be a disaster but worked for my benefit. Dis- 

mounting, and with the few belongings in my a 

hands, I sent the beast shoreward with a blow 

from the flat of my sword as I waded into the 

water, signaling furiously to those on the galley 

nearest me.” a 

“What were the pursuers doing meanwhile?” 

I asked. / 

“ Riding at full speed in the hope ,of cutting 

me off before I could be taken up by a boat 

_ which instantly put out from one of the craft. 

No less than half a dozen musket-balls were 

sent after me by my late comrades; but I had 

the best of them by three or four minutes, and 

soon found myself on board the boat in safety,
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_ grieved to the heart because my companions in- 

arms would return to camp with the word that 

I had gone over to the enemy.” 

The sergeant paused an instant, and David 

and I literally held our breath in suspense to 

hear the conclusion. 

“I was now with the enemy, having arriyed_ 

in such fashion there could be no question but 

‘that I was all I claimed to be, and the captain 

of thd galley gave me conveyance to this city, 

forwarding to Sir Henry Clinton, at the same 

time, a full account of my daring escape. With 

that general I soon had an interview, and he has 

proposed that I enlist in what is to be called 

the American Legion, which the traitor is now 

raising from such loyalists and deserters as are 

of the mind to aid the king.” 

“Do you count on 80 doing?” I asked, 

full of admiration for the young man who 

was thus gloriously serving the cause, and at 

the same moment saying to myself that I
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would it were my good fortune to have a like . 

opportunity. 

“That is what must be done, I expect, in 

order that I may follow the movements of the 

traitor whom I hope soon to carry back to the © 

American camp as a prisoner. You can well 

understand that I have not told this story with 

the idea of entertaining you lads. The time has 

come when I must have some assistance from the 

outside—assistance by those on whom I can rely 

with my life, and when I made such want known 

to Master Schuster he mentioned your names, 

pledging his own honor for your loyalty to the’ 

cause.” 

“He could not well have said other than that 

we are bound to it as closely as can be those 

whose hearts are set on the one matter. We, 

David and I, do not lay claim to being won- 

drous brave; but we would sooner suffer death 

a dozen times over than give any man the chance 

to say we were false to the colonists in this
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, struggle, and only wait for the day when we 

may prove that such is no empty boast.” 

“The chance is now come, lad. Aid me, but 

at the same time with a full understanding of 

all that may be meant by defeat, and you shall 

have an opportunity of doing what falls to the 

“lot of but few men in these provinces.” 

“What will you have us do?” David asked 

eagerly. 

“Assist me in making Benedict Arnold a pris- 

oner, and carrying him back to the American 

“camp.” 

«That we will, right readily,” I answered, 

before David had time to speak, “and in so 

doing we shall be pleasing ourselves.” 

“Tt will be necessary you follow my direc- 

tions blindly, if need be; for in a matter like 

this there must be but one head.” - 

“That we are agreed to,” David cried, deter- 

~-mined to speak for himself, that it might be 

seen he was of the same mind as I.
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“Tf we fail it is possible you may share my — 

fate, for on being taken I shall be hung as a 

Spy. 

“While we have no hankering after such a 

” 

doom, yet the possibility does not frighten us,” 

~ and I took David by the hand that he might 

have full credit for joining in what I believed 

to be a brave speech. « 

“You are lads after my own heart, and should 

have been raised in Virginia instead of here, 

where ee is measured ay its value in 

money.” 

“T have no complaint to make against this — 

province,” David said thoughtfully; “but I 

should like to say I was from the same colony as 

that brave gentleman, General Washington.” 

“J believe you are almost: Virginians even 

now,” Sergeant Champe cried, as he seized us by 

the hands, wringing them with such force that 

we had a very good idea of the quality 0 of his 

~ muscles,
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“Yet you will find that we hold to this col- 

ony,” I said, not minded that Virginia should be 

set up so highly as against our own province, 

“and it will please me to prove that we of New 

York are no more lacking in courage than the 

youths from your home.” 

“ Now Iam beginning to believe we may be 

comrades,” Sergeant Champe cried, as if pleased 

with us, “and we will set about thiswork, each . 

feeling’ every confidence in the other. Come, we 

will speak with Master Schuster.”
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CHAPTER II. 

THE PLOT. 

Durrve our converse David’s uncle had been 

pacing to and fro near the road where the wind 

had full sweep, and he must have felt relief at 

. seeing us approaching, for his share in this in- 

terview had been most. disagreeable. 

“It is arranged that the lads will aid me,” 

Sergeant Champe said as he laid his hand on. 

Master Schuster’s shoulder. “I believe they 

can do as good service as men, and we shall suc- 

ceed in the work unless fortune serves us an 

ugly turn.” 

“What part have you set down for them?” 
“None as yet; I have but just made them - 

acquainted with the facts, for it was not to my 
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mind that they embark in this adventure with 

their eyes closed.” 

- “Then finish your converse, for there is noth- 

ing to prevent, and it had better be brought to 

an end as soon as may be.” 

_ “First of all we must gain accurate informa- 

tion as to the surroundings of the building in 

which the traitor is lodged.” 

“That I can give you now, sergeant.. Under- 

standing that it would be of importance, I 

strolled that way this afternoon, picking up 

such facts as are apparent to strangers.” 

“ What did you learn ?” 

“Very little more than the boys are most 

likely already familiar with. In the rear of his 

quarters is a garden extending to the water's 

edge, and adjoining this a dark alley leads to 

- the street, By asking a few careless questions 

I learned that the renegade usually returns to 

his lodgings about midnight; but, whatever 

the hour, makes it a custom to spend more
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or less time in this same garden before 

retiring.” a‘ 

“You have done well, Master Schuster. 

There is little left for me, save to decide upon 

the plan, which I will do this night. To-morrow 

  

I shall enlist in the American Legion——” 

“To what end? Once having signed the 

rolls you would be held as a deserter should 

you be taken prisoner after returning to your | 

rightful command, and the Britishers need have 

no further excuse for hanging you.” 

“T have considered all that, my worthy sir, 

and know full well the dangers which attend 

such a course; but it must be done in order 

that I may have opportunity for free speech 

with the traitor.” | 

“He has ever held himself ey, and I ¢ ques- 

tion whether you could have an interview at 

will when you are no more than a private under 

his command,” Master Schuster objected. 

“Tam promised a commission if I enlist, in 

/
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which case there will be certain intercourse 

with the traitor, and to my mind there is no 

more positive way of gaining an opportunity to 

spy upon him. It must be enlistment for me, 

whatever may befall at.a later date.” 

I could understand that the sergeant would 

not be diverted from such plan as he had 

already formed, and Master Schuster must have 

realized the same, for he made no further 

attempt to dissuade him from what seemed like 

useless danger. 

Then the two, meaning David’s uncle and 

_ Sergeant Champe, conversed as they walked 

down the Boston road toward the fort, the talk 

_ being wholly upon the traitorous plot which 

would have delivered one of our strongholds 

‘into the hands of the British ; and my comrade 

and I, keeping close at their heels, learned much 

_ that was new to us. _ 

First we heard what price Benedict Arnold 

had received for thus selling himself body and
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soul, which was, as nearly as I now remember 

it, six thousand pounds sterling in hand, and a 

commission as colonel in the British army, with 

the brevet rank of brigadier. 

Save for the money, he had not bettered his 

fortunes, if that was the sole purpose in mind - 

when he would have sacrificed the colonies 

to his greed; and money gained in such 

manner does not long remain in the hands of 

him who receives it, so I have often heard said. 

Sergeant Champe claimed that, on Saturday 

before the Monday when Major André was exe- 

cuted, Captain Ogden was sent to Paulus Hook 

with an escort of twenty-five men for the pro- 

fessed purpose of carrying letters to General 

Clinton, and that he privately suggested to the 

British commander there, having instructions so 

to do from headquarters, that if Arnold’s cap- 

ture could be brought about immediately, Major 

André would be set free. : 

That plan had failed, however, as we knew,
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and now it was to be seen if this one, bold and 

dangerous as it was, would succeed. 

It was decided between Master Schuster and 

the sergeant that we lads were to return to our 

homes that night, letting it appear as if we had 

done no more than enjoy a feast at the sign of 

the Black Horse. 

Early on the following morning, however, 

David’s uncle was to say he had work for us to 

perform which would often keep us away from 

home at night, and otherwise so arrange mat- 

ters with our mothers that there would be 

no difficulty in going whithersoever we would 

until the plot was worked out to a triumphant 

ending, or disaster had come, bringing with it, 
for us at least,-death. 

I should have been better pleased if we were 

required to set about the business without de- 

‘lay; for Iwas burning with impatience to begin 

the adventure, which was far greater, and ac- 

companied by more danger, than I had ever 

~
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thought it-would be my good fortune to embark 

in, to further the cause. } 

Sergeant Champe, however, made no bones 

of dismissing us, once it had been decided we 

should present ourselves at Master Schuster’s 

- office next morning, within a reasonable time 

after the breakfast hour; but he did so with an 

air of exceeding friendliness, such as robbéd.the 

words of their severity. | 

“Remember, lads, having once set your faces 

toward this work there can be no turning back. 

- Punctuality is as necessary as fidelity, and after 

we meet to-morrow morning you must conform 

your goings and comings to my commands.” 

I-was not minded he should believe us to be 

lads who had had no experience in serious 

tasks, and therefore made reply : 

“ Although we are not soldiers, both of us 

understand all that may be implied in the 

word ‘duty,’ for we have been under the orders 

of no less a personage than General Sullivan
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in some pérformaices almost as dangerous as 

this.” ae 

“J have already heard from Master Schuster 

how you lads have proved your devotion to the 

cause; and if I repeat certain instructions again 

and again, more often than seems necessary or 

kindly, you must set it down that I have grown 

timorous, as a man can well be pardoned for 

becoming when he is classed by his old com. 

rades as a deserter, and may be apprehended 

by his new acquaintances as a spy. Even the 

knowledge of what we would do fails to take 

-away either the shame for the one or the fear 

of the other.” . 

_ The young Virginian spoke us so friendly, 

and withal so sadly, that I was shamed because 

of having made a pert answer to what was 

indeed a timely caution, and would have atoned 

for my over-hasty speech but that he cut me 

short ere I was well begun, by saying : 
. eT ean understand, lad, what was in “your
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heart; and that we may work together to the 

greatest good, with the least friction among 

ourselves, I was disposed you should know all 

that bore heavily upon me.” 

Then he stretched out both hands as if in 

token of friendship, and when David and I had 

clasped them heartily he turned abruptly away, 

Master Schuster following, and we two watch- 

ing until they disappeared in the distance down 

Nassau Street. 

It was little less than a vain boast when I 

pertly told Sergeant Champe we had been 

under the orders of General Sullivan in some 

certain performances almost as dangerous as 

this promised to be; and if he could have 

turned back five minutes after saying good- 

night, he would have seen for a surety that we 

were unaccustomed to such perilous adventures, 

by our lingering in the street, starting in alarm 

at every sound, however slight. 

It is true we had performed duties under the
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commands of General Sullivan, to which was 

attached a certain degree of danger in case the 

enemy should discover what we were about; 

and I may say, without boasting, that we had 

done our part well, or at least so it would 

seem from the words of praise and encourage- 

ment which were bestowed upon us. 

But this adventure of Sergeant Champe’s 

was something far different from anything we 

had ever done, and looking back upon it now I 

question whether even men grown old in the 

service would not have been in a certain 

degree timorous upon considering the matter in 

all its bearings. 

Although Benedict Arnold was a traitor to 

his country, and one to be despised by all who 

love the cause, he was now among those who 

had ‘sworn to protect him, and would do so, as 

could be seen from the fact that Sir Henry 

Clinton had housed him in the building next 

adjoining his own residence.
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The city was overrun with redcoats, as can 

well be fancied; one could hardly walk half a 

mile through the streets after the hours of dark- 

ness without meeting two or three detachments, 

out on patrol, and be forced to explain his 

reasons for being abroad. 

David Rhinelander and I well knew how 

difficult it was to depart from the city without 

a military pass: and yet here was a young ser- 

geant from Virginia who not only proposed to 

leave New York when it should be his pleasure, 

but to take with him a prisoner, and that 

prisoner a man who must have been well- 

known by this time to every redcoat on the 

island; for traitors were not so plentiful in those 

days but that each man and boy would have a 

look at one. 

IT do not believe you could have found a 

Britisher who had either regard or respect for 

this renegade ; but yet we knew full well they 

would not suffer him to be carried away, and
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even that private soldier who detested him 

most heartily would have done valiant battle 

against us should our purpose be known. 

All this I set down that it may be the better 

understood why David’s mind and mine were 

in such a whirl that to go quietly home and 

lie down in bed with the idea of sleeping’ was 

out of the question. 

As for myself, it was much as thous I were 

burning with a fever. My mouth was parched, 

and my throat dry; the barking of a dog in the 

distance sounded loud as the roaring of a lion, 

and the sighing of the night wind like unto the 

howl of the tempest, all of which is much the 

same as though I had confessed to being 

exceedingly timorous. 

We two, David and J, stood on the street 

corner in silence, starting apprehensively at the 

lightest sound after Master Schuster and Ser- 

geant Champe had left us, and mayhap five
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minutes passed in such manner before my 

comrade asked in a whisper: 

“ What are we to do now, Oliver ?” 

“(Go home and shiver till the morning comes, 

for certain it is that my eyes will not be closed 

in slumber this night.” 

“T would he had waited until the moment 

for action had come, before explaining. his pur- 

pose; for then we should. not be forced to 

remain inactive, the sport of our own fears, and 

I am grown timorous, Oliver Littlefield—that 

much I may confess to you alone.” 

“Yet you have no thought of turning back ?” 

“Not even though I knew to a certainty the 

adventure would end in our undoing.”.- 

“It is yet early in the night,” I said, seized | 

by a sudden thought. “Our mothers know we 

are with Master Schuster, and therefore will not 

be alarmed if we remain abroad many hours. 

Now I am minded to have a look at the house 

where this traitor lives, and that done we
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shall be the better prepared when work is 

begun.” 

This plan pleased Oliver greatly, not so much 

because of the preparations that would be mak- 

ing, as that it gave usa semblance of something 

to do at the time when we most needed em- 

ployment. 

We turned back and struck across the com- 

mon at a rapid pace until we were come to 

Broad Way, down which we walked leisurely, 

as if abroad merely for pleasure, deciding 

between, ourselves that in event of being halted 

by the patrol we should make such explanation 

of our being abroad. 

There wa8'no reason why we should not have 

continued straight on, until arriving at the 

house which sheltered the traitor; but it 

seemed to us as if our purpose was suspected 

by every one whom we passed, and on coming 
near to the ruins of Trinity Church we made 

our way across the yard to Lumber Street,
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going thence to the water’s edge as if fleeing 

from pursuit. 

Here we surveyed the premises as best we 

might in the darkness, walking up and down 

the alley from Greenwich Street to Broad 

Way no less than four times, but neither seeing 

nor hearing any one in the garden. 

It was much too early for the traitor to take 

his nightly airing; and this, perhaps, saved us 

from bringing suspicion upon ourselves, for had 

we been observed loitering there I doubt not 

but that it would have become’ necessary to 

make some explanation of our purpose. 

During more than two hours we walked to 

and fro, not daring to converse even in whispers 

on the subject nearest our hearts, lest the words 

should be overheard, and then, having fatigued 

our bodies, we were in better condition to follow 

the advice given by Sergeant Champe, although 

I was far from wishing to be alone in my cham- 

ber.
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Had we been two of the king’s most devoted 

subjectswe could not have made our way through 

the city with less impediment, for when we were 

arrived at the door of my mother’s dwelling 

there had been no interference with our move- 

ments. 

“T shall come here at an early hour to-morrow 

morning, Oliver Littlefield,” David whispered as 

we clasped hands in parting, and I could well 

understand that he would keep his promise 

faithfully ; for, judging from what was in my 

own mind, I knew his eyes would be opened 

with the first light of the coming day. 

Master Jacob Schuster gave proof that his 

anxiety regarding the outcome of the plot was 

nearly as great as was David’s and mine, for my 

mother was not yet arisen next morning when a 

knock was heard at the door, and by her com- 

mand I hastened to learn who might be this 

early visitor, although knowing full well that I 

could have spoken his name before seeing him.
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It must have been that he feared I would 

speak some incautious word, for instantly we 

stood face to face he made a warning gesture 

with his hand as he said stiffly : 

- “Present my excuses to Mistress Littlefield, 

lad, for such an untimely visit; but the time is 

precious to me when [ have so much of business 

on hand, and I could not well afford to wait 

until a more seemly hour.” 

Then I, to carry out the acting which he had 

begun, asked innocently : 

“Would you have speech with my mother, sir?” 

“Ay, that I would, lad, and as soon as may 

be, again craving her pardon for coming at such 

an hour.” 

I knew that my mother must have overheard 

the conversation, yet going to the foot of the 

stairs | repeated that which Master Schuster 

had said; and she, good soul, flustered by this 

early visit, came down ere yet it seemed to ‘me 

possible she could have arisen from the bed.
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If he had been face to face with the noblest 

lady in the province, Master Schuster could not 

have been more humble in his apologies, or 

used so many high-flown words while asking 

pardon for his coming. 

In fact, he beat about the bush so long that I 

began to grow anxious, fearing lest he would 

never come to an end of words. 

The business was quickly arranged, however, 

when he broached the subject by explaining, 

without too much of detail, that he was desir- 

ous of hiring David and me to perform certain 

duties which it was not necessary should be 

explained. 

My mother readily gave her consent to the 

proposition, although making some show of a 

demur when Master Schuster stated that it 

might even be necessary that we remain away 

from home at night on some occasions, 

When this business had been brought to an 
end I was told to await there David’s coming,
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and my mother set about getting breakfast, 

while Master Schuster went, as he declared, to 

arrange for the hire of my comrade. 

Before David came I was in mortal terror 

lest I betray the secret to my mother, who was 

full of speculations as to why the worthy mer- 

chant should have come himself on an errand 

which might equally well have been done by 

one of his clerks, and over and over again did 

she ask whether he had made any mention of 

this business while we were with him at the 

sign of the Black Horse. 

Not being willing to tell my mother an un- 

truth, I was finally forced to say that he had 

spoken somewhat of his purpose, but pledged 

both David and I to secrecy; therefore, unless 

she would have me break my word, I must 

remain silent. 

It is not likely this satisfied my mother; but 

it certainly gave me great relief, for instantly 

she ceased her questioning, and refrained from
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speculating aloud in my presence, contenting 

herself by saying: 

“T hope it has nothing to do with the war, 

Oliver boy, for since your father fell at Trenton 

I have none but you left me; and surely the 

colonists are not in such sore need that they 

would take a widow’s only child from her.” 

“Tf it had to do with the war, mother, it 

would be a question of our enlisting; and that, 

you know, I might not do without your consent. 

However, this much you should remember, that 

Master Schuster desires to keep his business a 

profound secret; and were you to speak of it to 

others, even so much.as to wonder what it was, 

a wrong might be done the gentleman who 

gives me employment.” 

I knew this would in a certain degree arouse 

my mother’s suspicions; but better that than 

for her to speak unguardedly to some of the 

neighbors, and thus be the means of having a 

watch set upon us.
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My breakfast was but just concluded when 

David entered with much the appearance of a 

lad who has been soundly flogged. 

At other times, when we were engaged in 

what might be of benefit to the cause, he had 

been joyous to the verge of triumph; but now 

he was subdued, and I could well understand 

that the possible perils of the adventure were 

already weighing heavily upon him. 

~“Will you return for dinner?’ my mother 

asked as I arose from the table and prepared to 

accompany my comrade, 

“That is as Master Schuster may say; but it 

will be as well if you de not expect me, for 

surely we shall find enough with which to 

satisfy our hunger, and supper will be all the 

more enjoyable because of short rations at 

noon.” 

Then my mother kissed me much as if I were 

going forth to battle, and the thought of her 

anguish if it should so chance that through this
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plot David and I were brought to the gallows, 

so unnerved and dispirited me that when we 

were on the street I had hard work to keep 

back the tears from my eyelids. : 

Almost anything would have been better 

than cowardice at such a time, and I took good 

care not to so much as look toward David, 

until he said in a voice that trembled : 

“We shall feel better, Oliver, once the work 

has been begun.” 

Then I understood that I was not alone in 

my timorousness.
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CHAPTER III. 

THE AMERICAN LEGION. 

Now that the sun was shining, David and 

I were far more valiant than we had been the 

evening previous, having also gotten rid of the 

home influences that naturally serve to weaken 

a fellow when he sets out upon a dangerous 

undertaking. 

What in the darkness had seemed venture- 

some to the last degree, was not so desperate 

by the light of day, and we soon began to feel 

as if we could do our share of the work with- 

out so much as ever coming within the shadow 

of the gallows, although that Sergeant Champe’s 

days might be ended thereon seemed very rea- 
sonable.



A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 55 

He, a soldier in the Continental Army, was 

within the enemy’s lines under false pretenses; 

and should the true story of his escape be dis- 

covered, or his hand be seen in the effort to 

capture the traitor Arnold, then the doom of a 

spy would necessarily be his. 

With us the situation was far different, since 

we were at home, had no absolute connection 

with the American Army, and even were we 

discovered in the attempt, it hardly seemed 

possible that death would be the penalty for 

our portion of the work. 

Thus it was I argued with myself, and re- 

peated aloud for David’s benefit the result as 

we went toward Master Schuste1’s office. 

How much good such words did my comrade 

it is not for me to say ; but I found in the idea 

a great sense of relief—so much, in fact, that I 

was as light-hearted by the time we were 

arrived at our destination as I had previously 

been downcast.
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David’s uncle was more distraught when we 

presented ourselves than I ever remember to 

have seen him; it was almost as if he feared 

our visit might bring evil, and instead of speak- 

ing with us in the office as had been his wont, 

he took us to the rear of the wareroom, 

although nothing was said that might not 

have been heard by any person. 

“T have no means of guessing what it is 

proposed you lads shall do; but as was 

arranged last night, you are to remain here 

until some word be received from the sergeant, 

after which, and I say this for your safeguard 

as well as my own, it will be best that you do 

not present yourselves here, save when it may 

be absolutely necessary. You are like to have 

more intercourse with the Britishers than with 

our friends, and it is not wise to show your- 

selves on good terms in both camps.” 

_ Jf Master Schuster had told us that he 

regretted having appointed his office as a,
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rendezvous, I should not have been more 

certain of it, and therefore when he ceased 

speaking I proposed that we wait at some con- 

venient place out of doors rather than in the 

building, and for the moment it seemed as if 

he was minded to take advantage of the prop- 

osition; but then, much as though ashamed 

of his fears, he added hurriedly: 

“No, no, lads! Stay where you are, since 

this was the place selected for the meeting. I 

only warned you against certain movements in 

the future, thinking mayhap you would come 

here so often as to excite suspicion. It is best, 

perhaps, that you remain at this end of the 

wareroom, where my patrons will not be so 

likely to see you.” 

Then, motioning toward two boxes which 

were behind a pile of barrels, as if these might 

be used in the stead of stools, Master Schuster 

hastened away, looking thoroughly ill at ease, 

and I so stated to David, adding in conclusion :
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“Tf it so be a citizen like Master Schuster is 

alarmed, for no other cause than we two are in 

his wareroom, how great must be the danger 

which threatens us!” 

“T cannot see how it is possible any peril 

threatens just now, for thus far we have not so 

much as lifted our hands against the king; but 

Uncle Jacob is feeling as I was last night, and 

it is not for me, who was even more timorous, 

to laugh at his fears.” 

Had we been received by Master Schuster as 

we usually were—that is to say, if“he “had 

given little or no heed to our presence—I 

should have felt that much of the danger 

existed only in my own mind; but now, as 

David and I sat there alone with ample time to 

think over the matter, it came to me that the 

peril was even greater than I had anticipated, 

and that Master Schuster knew more of the 

plot than had been intrusted to us. 

During more than half an hour we thus re-
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mained as if in hiding, and then David’s uncle 

came hurriedly to say that the sergeant was in 

the street, and would have us join him. 

Without waiting for further words we has- 

tened away, and I am certain did not move any 

too quickly to please Master Schuster, who, I 

fancy, gave vent to a deep sigh of relief when 

we were well over the threshold. 

On the opposite side of the way, a short 

distance above the warehouse, we saw the ser- 

geant, who, having made certain we observed 

him, moved leisurely on, which to our minds 

was an invitation to join him, 

I was ‘more pleased with the appearance of 

this raw-boned, sedate-looking Virginian in the 

daytime than I had been at night. 

He had the air of one who would not be. 

quick to understand when he was beaten; and 

as I saw him there in advance of us, the 

thought came to my mind that however much 

of danger might threaten, or however many
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difficulties be in the path, he would neither 

draw back nor swerve from his course until 

absolutely forced so to do. 

He greeted us cheerily, and with nothing in 

his manner to show that he was either over- 

weighted or alarmed by the responsibility. 

Beginning the conversation as if it had been 

but lately interrupted, he said, speaking in such 

manner that were his words overheard even by 

Sir Henry Clinton himself there could be no 

suspicions attached to their meaning : 

“ When I arrived in New York I was recom- 

mended to call upon General Arnold;who, as 

you may know, is engaged in raising what is 

to be called the American Legion, a force com- 

posed almost entirely of Loyalists and deserters 

from the Continental Army.” 

David looked up in surprise, not understand- 

ing whither such conversation might tend, and 

as the sergeant paused asked :
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“Did you have a long interview with General 

Arnold 2” 

“Tt might be considered so when you under- 

stand that a brevet brigadier in his majesty’s 

service was talking with a sergeant-major lately 

from the rebel army. The gentlemen was very 

kind, and personally asked if I would join his 

Legion; but when I humbly ventured to sug- 

gest that if I should do so, and was then cap- 

tured by my former comrades I would 

assuredly be hanged, he kindly changed the 

subject, stating, however, that he would assign 

me quarters among his recruiting sergeants.” 

There was in my mind an idea that the 

Virginian made these statements in what might 

be called a continuation of his story told on the 

previous night; but David, who had been 

expecting to hear immediately what part we 

were to play, looked thoroughly puzzled at 

this roundabout way of setting to work, and 

again interrupted by asking:
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“Then you decided not to enlist, sir?” 

“Such had been my decision; but after 

thinking the matter over seriously I came to 

the conclusion, as I stated to the general late 

last evening when I was so fortunate as to meet 

him on the street, and he so kind as to grant 

me a brief interview, that it might be as well 

if I joined the legion, since death would be the 

punishment for desertion, whether I was cap- 

tured while wearing a red coat or in civilian’s 

garments. He quite agreed with :me, and 

further promised that I should be made ser- 

geant-major. Therefore it was I enlisted this 

morning.” ; 

Now I was surprised, for although the Vir- 

ginian had declared his intention of so doing, 

several hours previous, I then questioned whether 

at the last moment he would not decide against 

it. For him the die was cast in good truth. 

“Then you have signed the rolls?” I asked, 

not attempting to hide my surprise.
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“Hardly more than an hour since, but am 

given liberty until such time as we shall have 

duties to perform. At present there is nothing 

to be done at the barracks, and I would see 

what I may of New York, for perhaps a second 

opportunity will not present itself.” 

“Are you bent on sight-seeing this morning ?” 

T asked after a short pause, during which I was 

trying to decide in my own mind the reason for 

such conversation. 

“T may answer yes and no to that question. 

Since you are the only acquaintances I have in 

the city,” he continued in a meaning tone, “and 

because it may not be possible for me to induce 

you to join this portion of the king’s forces 

which will be sent southward under General 

Arnold, I have thought that before you enter- 

tained me with the sights of the town I would 

show you what perchance you have never seen 

—a military barracks.” 

Of course we understood that this long-
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winded way of coming to it was a proposal for 

us to see where the sergeant would be quar- 

tered, lest peradventure it might become neces- 

sary to call on him suddenly, although I could 

not fully understand why he was so careful in 

his manner of giving the invitation. 

However that may be, we at once, and as a 

matter of course, agreed that it would please us 

to do as he suggested. 

To our great surprise we were led directly to 

the fort beyond Bowling Green, instead: of to 

some building, for I had supposed this newly- 

formed legion would be kept to a certain 

degree by themselves; but it must have been 

that General Clinton was doubtful as to: how 

“the men might be treated by others in the serv. 

ice, for a Britisher hates a deserter and a turn- 

coat, however much benefit he may gain from - 

him. : 

Therefore it was that we, who had several 

times feared we might enter the fort as prison-
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ers, followed the sergeant without being ques- 

tioned, and were soon in the midst of that 

worthy band of renegades, spies and informers, 

who, having done all the harm to the cause 

that was possible, were now leaguing them- 

selves together under the command of the arch 

traitor himself. 

As we soon learned, this visit had been pro- 

posed in order that we might, should occasion 

require, be able to communicate with Sergeant 

Champe without delay. 

He spoke to several of the legion, saying it 

was his intention to persuade us to enlist, and 

declaring that we were the only persons in 

New York with whom he was acquainted. 

Without having absolutely told a falsehood, 

he made it appear much as if we were old 

friends, if not relatives; and thus it was that 

we took our first step in the plot—not a pleas- 

ant one, since we were forced to receive those 

villainous curs on a friendly footing.
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During the entire forenoon we remained 

within the limits of the fort, and in that time 

had good opportunity of seeing the precious 

band who were ready to work injury to their 

own country. 

Among these was Jethro Stork—he who 

lived on Duke Street, and had held himself 

devoted to the cause of liberty until that cer- 

tain time when he found an opportunity to lay 

hold of ten pieces of the king’s gold, whereat 

he suddenly became a Royalist. 

David and I had seen Jethro, but perchance 

he did not remember us; his brother Benjamin, 

a lad of about our age, had ever been a loud- 

mouthed Tory, and he it was with whom we 

were acquainted, but not friendly. 

“Tf it was Ben who had enlisted in this so- 

called American Legion, I would say the city 

was well rid of him,” David whispered to me. 

“And New York will lose nothing when 

Jethro leaves it.”
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“True; but we know for a certainty Jethro 

will get himself hanged in due time wherever 

he may be, while Ben is far too cautious to put 

his precious body into jeopardy.” 

Then, not caring to see more of the Stork 

family, for we could get a sight of such rene- 

gades any day, we turned away, and at noon 

ate the king’s rations, which would surely have 

disagreed with our stomachs but for the fact 

that we were doing so with a purpose which 

it was hoped would result in good to the 

cause. . 

Half an hour or more after noon Sergeant 

Champe said to David and me, speaking in a 

tone that might have been heard by any of the 

recruits who chose to listen: 

“Now if you lads are minded to show me 

around New York, I will thank you for the 

service. Above all things I would see that 

portion of the city which was burned during 

the great fire of ’76,”
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“That we can readily show you, and without 

much walking to and fro,” I replied, whereat 

the three of us left the barracks, departing 

from the fort without any more difficulty than 

if we had been on the staff of General Clinton 

himself. 

As we were passing one of the sentinels, the 

sergeant said : 

“JT first have a desire to see the ruins of 

Trinity Church. Of course I know where they 

are; but it would please me much to have an 

extended view of them, that I may thereby 

form some idea of what the building was 

like.” 

As may be supposed, we acted upon his sug- 

gestion without delay, and, going up Broad 

Way, stopped at the ruins, as if our only pur- 

pose in coming had been to see them. 

The sergeant led the way across the church- 

yard until we were a short distance in the rear 

of where the building had formerly stood, and
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here, in the very heart of New York, where 

the king was master, and Sir Henry Clinton, 

his dutiful servant, did we arrange further 

details of that plot against his majesty and his 

majesty’s prime traitor. 

Standing where we were no one could ap- 

proach within earshot save we were aware of 

the fact, and we conversed—perhaps it would 

be more correct to say Sergeant Champe de- 

tailed his plans without fear of eavesdropping. 

He had already decided upon the course of 

action, and J soon understood that we were to 

be but assistants, not principals or advisers, in 

the plot. 

“T have decided that on the night of the 5th 

day of November we shall be able to make a 

prisoner of General Arnold,” he said abruptly, 

and David and I were so surprised by the 

startling announcement that we stood silent 

and motionless like simples; for it did not 

seem to us possible the sergeant, however able
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aman he was, could have perfected his arrange- 

ments so quickly. 

“Tf the work is to be done at all, the sooner 

we move in it the better, and nothing will be 
gained by much preparation. Now listen, for 
it is my purpose that you repeat this to 
another: As is well known, Arnold returns to 

his quarters about midnight, and thus far, 
previous to going to bed, has always taken a 
stroll in the garden. Now I propose that on 
the night mentioned David shall procure a 
boat, and lay in waiting for us near the foot of 
the garden. You and I, Oliver, will secrete 
ourselves amid the shrubbery, while another, 

whose name I have not yet mentioned, stands 
watch outside. When Arnold appears it should 
be a simple matter to deprive him of his liberty 
and the power of speech.” 

“ And even then it will be necessary to get 
him to the boat,” I suggested, yet bewildered. 

‘We may not be able to carry him without
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attracting attention, unless you are depending 

upon the fact that the streets shall be empty 

just at that time.” 

“T have no such foolish expectation as that. 

We shall undoubtedly meet some of the patrol 

or watch as we make our way from the garden; 

but it will be a simple matter to represent him 

as one drunken whom we are carrying to his 

home or the guardhouse, as the case may be. 

That portion of the plot depends wholly upon 

chance. Regarding the capture we may be 

more positive. Nothing can defeat us save the 

fact that he departs from his usual custom, in 

which case the next night will suffice for our 

purpose. All that now remains to be done is 

to acquaint Major Lee with our intentions, and 

have him see to it that horses are ready for us 

on the Jersey shore not later than half an hour 

after midnight.” 

“Acquaint Major Lee!” David repeated.
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“ Why, he is in the American camp; either at 

Pompton or West Point !” 

“Nay, lad, most likely at Dobb’s Ferry, and 

you may have speech with him to-morrow 

morning, if you be diligent on the way.” 

“We may ?” David cried in surprise. “Is it 

your purpose that we go into the American 

camp ?” 

“You have done so more than once, I am told.” 

“ Ay, and can again,” I replied. 

“Then set out at once. Here are six 

shillings in case you should need money during 

the journey; and even though I had more it 

would not be well to increase the amount, since 

should you be overhauled, suspicions might be 

aroused at your being so well supplied with 

funds.” ad 

“Do you mean that we are to leave immedi- 

ately—this afternoon?” David asked, as if it 

were not yet possible for him to understand 

what had been said.
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“ Ay, lad; so soon as you can get away. 

There yet remains four days before the time I 

have set. You should be at the American 

camp to-morrow morning, and can return to 

New York the night after, which will give us 

time to change our arrangements, if it so be 

Major Lee sees any reason for delay.” 

I knew full well that in addition to the 

difficulty of leaving New York would come 

the question of entering the American lines, 

and therefore asked the sergeant what creden- 

tials we might take with us, which would 

admit of our passing the sentinels, once we 

were arrived at the outposts. 

“There is nothing I can do for you in that 

way, Oliver Littlefield,” he said sadly. “Re- 

member, I am considered by all, save the 

Commander-in-chief and Major Lee, as a 

deserter. You must make your way there and 

back as best you can, unless it should chance
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Master Schuster could give you what would 

serve as credentials.” 

“That he cannot do,”David replied quickly. 

“The last time we set out from the city it was 

near four-and-twenty hours before he suc- 

ceeded in so much as getting us a pass to leave 

town, and then he greatly desired we should 

visit some New Hampshire troops, among whom 

he had acquaintances; but claimed he could 

not get the necessary permit.” 

“Then you must depend upon your own 

resources, remembering that by the day after 

to-morrow it is necessary to have returned. 

Let me repeat, as forcibly as may be possible, 

that my name is to be mentioned to no person 

save Major Lee, and then only when you are 

certain none other will hear the words.” 

“ What shall we tell him in addition to the 

plan you propose to carry out ?” 

“That will suffice. Should he ask any ques- 

tions concerning me, answer them as truthfully
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as you can, and forget not the night I have set, 

for unless we have horses on the Jersey side 

awaiting us, we shall never be able to get our 

prisoner within the American lines.” 

It was a blind sort of a journey we were 

called upon to undertake, and without any 

preparation whatsoever; therefore it was that 

I stood looking mutely at David instead of set- 

ting about the work at once, and Sergeant 

Champe asked with much sharpness in his 

tones : 

“Are you expecting time will hang heavily 

on your hands, unless you make a delay here ?” 

“T was thinking how we might best set about 

it, for it is not assimple as you appear to think, 

this journey to and from the American lines.’’ 

“So, at the first show of difficulty, your 

courage deserts you?” he asked in a sneering 

tone. “You who were ready to aid me even 

in the face of death, stand questioning as to how 

you may perform what should be a familiar
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task. Thrice Iam told you have been inside 

the lines, and why shall you waste the moments 

by debating how it may be done the fourth 

time ?” 

The tone of his voice, quite as much as the 

words, nettled me, and turning stiffly after 

motioning David to follow, I gave him what 

might have passed for a military salute, as I said: 

“We will meet you in this place on the day 

after to-morrow.” 

“You had best present yourselves boldly at 

the fort and ask for me there,” he replied 

with a smile, and then it was that I understood 

his harsh words had simply been intended to 

spur Us On. wv 

Nevertheless I did not linger, but with my 

hand on David’s shoulder, walked through the 

inclosure to Lumber Street, cudgeling my brains 

to decide how we might make the journey to 

Dobb’s Ferry within twenty-four hours. 

Not until we had arrived nearly at the
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water’s edge did my comrade venture any 

remark, and then it was to say grimly: 

“JT am free to admit that the sergeant takes 

many chances in thus joining the American 

Deserters’ Legion—for that isthe name by which 

it should be known. Yet at the same time he 

would have it appear as if our part in this 

matter was as nothing. Since he can arrange 

our plan so glibly, it would have been well had 

he told us how we might set about the journey.” 

“ But since he didn’t, David Rhinelander, and 

because we have no mind to fail in the first 

work set us, we must go ahead, blindly trusting 

to chance.” 

“And it will be a chance if you get through 

on time. Were we given two or three days, so 

that we might watch our opportunity for leaving 

the city, then would the case be different; but 

it is proposed that we start immediately, and I 

ask you how that may be done?” 

“We must use the skiff we borrowed the last
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time of Master Taylor, and embark as if bent 

on pleasure.” 

“ And think you we shall be permitted to 

do so in the light of day ?” 

“That we must venture on. It may be the 

very boldness of the attempt will prove friend- 

ly, for the guard could not suppose we would 

set about to visit the American lines without 

trying to disguise our purpose.” 

“Then do you take the lead, and I will fol- 

low wherever you may say. I make no claims 

at being a prophet, but yet venture to predict 

that we shall find ourselves in the gaol, or as 

prisoners within the fort, before the sun sets 

rather than on our way up the river.” 

I was much of David’s opinion, but would 

not admit it just then; for if both of us were 

weak-kneed at the start, then had the venture 

failed before we began, and while I had little 

faith of its success I determined to make it ap- 

pear as if I was valiant and confident.



A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. "9 

CHAPTER IV. 

AN INQUISITIVE STRANGER. 

Davin ventured no further remark. 

One who did not know him as well as I, 

would have said he was disgruntled, if not ab- 

solutely angry, at being sent forth on sucha 

mission; but I understood that his silence came 

from anxiety lest we should fail, and paid no 

attention to what in another lad would have 

been ill humor. 

It was useless for me to try to form any plan 

of action in the limited space of time at our dis- 

posal, and after gazing about me in vain for 

ten minutes or more I said, speaking to myself, 

and not aware that I had raised my voice: 

“We will buy hooks and lines and appear to 

be fishing along the bank, working up-stream
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until, if fortune favors us, we are so far out of 

the city that it may be possible to pull across 

without attracting the attention of the senti- 

nels.” 

It was when David made reply to this that 

I realized I had given words to my thoughts. 

“ Mayhap it is as well to start in that way as 

another, and while it seems impossible we 

should be allowed to leave, there is a chance 

the very boldness of the plan will carry it 

through.” 

“Tt gives me heart to hear you speak like 

that, lad, for it is your old self, and but for the 

fact of what lays behind all this, neither of us 

would be so timorous. If your Uncle Jacob 

had proposed that we make our way to West 

Point to learn what news might be about the 

camp, we, understanding that no one was in 

peril if we failed, should have set about the 

task without thought of danger.” 

“ Very true, and if the redcoats stopped us
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it would bea trifling matter ; whereas now if 

we are delayed it means, perhaps, the undoing 

of all the plot in behalf of which the sergeant 

has ventured his liberty and his life.” 

“Let us forget all that for the time, and have 

only in mind the desire to leave New York. 

I know of a shop hard by where we can buy 

lines, and while I am there you shall go ahead to 

acquaint Master Taylor with the fact that we 

desire his skiff. Get some bait, also; for we 

must play the part of fishermen whether we 

expect to catch anything or not.” 

There was a cheery expression on David’s 

face as he left me, and it had not disappeared. 

when I met him again at the water’s edge half 

an hour later. 

Thad bought the lines and hooks; he had 

seen Master Taylor and gotten a dozen clams, 

wherefore we were equipped for the under- 

taking, and it only remained to embark. 

We were at the foot of Stone Street.
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A short distance away were two redcoats 

coming toward the water in a leisurely fashion, 

and as if bent on pleasure rather than business. 

Anchored in the river less than half a musket- 

shot off was one of the king’s ships, and in mid- 

stream, as if having come from the direction of 

the fort, was an eight-oared barge, in the stern- 

sheets of which sat an officer wearing a cocked 

hat, and so profusely decorated with gold braid 

that there came into my mind thoughts of the 

golden calf which had been set up to be wor- 

shiped. 

Without seeming to look at thesé things we 

saw them all, David and I; but did our best 

to appear indifferent, as if they could in no 

possible way concern us. 

At the time it seemed to me as if I played 

my part well; but I now remember how my 

knees trembled when I stepped on board the 

skiff, and it did not increase my courage to see 

David fumbling nervously in the attempt to
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break open one of the clams, that we might bait 

our hooks. 

If the truth need be told we were both 

frightened, although there was nothing near 

about to cause alarm. 

We gained in courage, however, or at least 

I can say as much for myself, when, entering 

the skiff, we pushed off without seemingly at- 

tracting the attention of any one. 

Had there never been any uprising against 

the king, we could not have had less difficulty 

in setting out on this voyage; but I well knew 

it was one thing to push out into the stream a 

short distance as if to fish, and another to con- 

tinue straight on up the river. 

However, our faces were set in that direc- 

tion, and we should go on until forcibly 

stopped ; but not at a pace which would show 

we were bent on getting to any particular point 

within a certain time. 

We moved leisurely, I working the oars with
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a trifle more than sufficient force to stem the 

current, and David pretending to fish, but mak- 

ing a very poor fist of it, as any one might say 

who was close at hand, for he trembled so vio- 

lently that his line danced up and down in the 

water as if he was churning. 

Inch by inch we crept up the stream, keep- 

ing close watch, as can well be imagined, upon 

all within sight ; but yet no one gave heed to 

our movements. 

My timorousness vanished gradually; David 

ceased to tremble, and when we were abreast 

of Partition Street, I could not refrain from 

saying to the lad: 

“We feared pain before being hurt. It 

seemed certain we should not be allowed to 

embark, and yet here we are started on the 

voyage without hindrance.” 

“Yes, we have started,” David replied doubt- 

fully ; “but yet it is almost a stretch of the 

imagination to say so much as that. We are
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loitering about here in the boat, and it remains 

to be seen how far we may row up-stream be- 

fore some one hails us.” 

“We may as well make the venture thor- 

oughly,” I said, giving more strength to my 

stroke, and the skiff glided over the water with 

reasonable rapidity; but yet no one hailed us. — 

“The next time it is necessary for us to visit 

the American camp, instead of hanging around 

the water-front after midnight for a chance to 

slip off in the darkness, I shall set forth in the 

same bold fashion we have done this day.” 

David made no reply. 

He was ever one who insisted on strong 

proof before being confident of anything, and I 

understood that he was waiting until we should 

have pushed on past the city before giving way 

to joy. 

When we were abreast of Barkly Street, I 

suddenly bethought myself that we would 

stand in sore need of food if it became neces-
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sary to row the skiff all the way to Dobb’s 

Ferry, and made the suggestion to David that 

he go ashore to buy, at a shop which I knew 

was hard by the water-front, such as would 

serve us for at least one meal. 

He objected to making any halt lest by lay- 

ing in stores we should bring suspicions upon 

ourselves; but I laughed at his fears, declaring 

that the redeoats were not grown so alarmed 

as to fall into a panic when two lads purchased 

enough of provisions to supply themselves with 

a supper, and by ridicule persuaded him to do 

as I wished. 

Once ashore he bought such food as would 

have made three substantial meals for us, prob- 

ably arguing that he might as well be hanged 

for a sheep as a lamb, and when we pushed off 

the second time without opposition, both of 

us were confident we would accomplish our 

purpose without difficulty or danger, 

Ten minutes later we were at the outskirts
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of the town, being opposite the rope-walk, and 

at that moment, when all danger seemed to 

have been passed, we were both startled by 

hearing our names called loudly from the 

shore: 

For a full minute I gazed around me in sur- 

prise and fear, and then saw, standing half 

hidden behind some bales of hemp, Ben Stork, 

a brother to that Jethro whom we had met 

in the barracks of the A‘merican Deserters’ 

Legion. 

“We must get rid of him in short order,” 

David said in a half whisper. 

“Ay; but how may that be done? The 

young Tory has hailed us for a purpose; and 

should we not reply might raise an alarm that 

we were fleeing from the city.” 

Then Ben Stork cried out once more, coming 

a few paces nearer the water’s edge, and I, as 

if having seen him for the first time, replied by 

asking what he desired.
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“Where are you lads bound ?” 

“ Fishing, as you can see.” 

“Take me aboard.” 

“The skiff is not large enough for three, and 

besides, we are not inclined for company,” 

David replied quickly. 

Ben Stork knew that we did not look upon 

him as a friend, and never courted his company, 

therefore my comrade’s remark could have been 

no surprise; yet he treated the matter as though 

he was wholly at a loss to understand why we 

should not desire his companionship. 

I had ceased rowing, and was allowing the 

boat to drift with the current, thinking that we 

might thus get rid of him even though we were 

going backward on the journey, when he cried: 

“Tf you are really fishing there is no reason 

why I could not come aboard. If you’re bound 

on some rebel business, as, it is said, you have 

engaged in more than once, then I understand 

why you are not inclined. for my company.”
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This was little less than a threat, and I so 

understood it. 

That we should find ourselves stopped, after 

having passed the most dangerous points, by a 

worthless Tory like Ben Stork was enough of 

vexation to make a fellow gnash his teeth with 

rage, and David came nigh to doing so. 

“The skiff cannot be increased in size what- 

ever business we may be bent on,” I cried, 

thinking to parley with the fellow, for I knew 

full well that it was in his heart to do us a 

wrong turn when an opportunity came. 

“Let me see how many fish you have 

caught?” he demanded rather than asked, and 

it was in my mind to go on shore and flog the 

Tory villain. 

“Since when has it been that we must ac- 

count to you for our doings?” I cried angrily, 

and David said in a whisper : 

“Be careful, Oliver, he has it in his power 

now to undo us both.”
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“And he will work the harm whether we 

give him soft words or harsh.” 

“Ay; but molasses is better for flies than 

vinegar, and by using it you may entangle 

them meanwhile.” 

I was at a loss to understand the meaning of 

David’s remark, and had no time to ponder 

over it, for at the same instant Ben Stork cried 

threateningly : 

“JT shall warn the patrol that you are leaving 

the city to visit the American lines, and per- 

haps by the time they make prisoners of both 

you will understand how long since it had been 

that you must account to me for your doings. 

I have had my eye on you two rebels, and 

don’t intend you shall remain free to carry 

matters with such high hands.” 

“T will go ashore and flog him,” I said, haul- 

ing the boat around, and David whispered, a 

smile coming over his face which told me he 

had some plan in mind.
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“Let me try the molasses first, Oliver, and 

mayhap then you will have a better oppor- 

tunity for doing the flogging. Hold your 

peace while I make talk with the Tory.” 

I nodded my head without understanding 

his purpose, and straightway was astonished to 

hear him cry to the villainous cur on shore: 

“There is no reason why you should set 

yourself to watch us, Ben Stork, for we are not 

now doing any more than we ever have done 

against the king; but if it so please you, come 

aboard.” 

“Now you are knuckling down to that 

Tory,” I whispered angrily. 

“It won’t be for long, Oliver, so don’t get 

your teeth on edge until the proper time 

comes ; but pull in toward the shore.” 

“Where are your fish ?”? Ben demanded, now 

mystified by David’s willingness to take him on 

as passenger. 

“We haven’t got any yet. It is less than
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half an hour since we set out, and the fish are 

not biting hereabouts; but we will have better 

luck further up the river. Are you comiag 

aboard 2” 

“You think to blind my eyes by appearing 

willing to have me for a companion after you 

had once refused.” 

“Tt is better we do so than that you should 

bring our fishing voyage to a close by calling 

on the Britishers,” David said with a laugh. 

“Tt is seldom I have three or four hours to my- 

self for such a purpose, and I am not minded 

to cut it short because of your suspicions. To 

be frank, Ben Stork, we are not inclined to- 

ward you as a companion; but are willing to 

pay the price for a spell, and what is more, 

you shall share in the food which we have 

brought with us.” 

I was inwardly raging at what seemed worse 

than stupidity in David. 

Should we take this Tory aboard the voyage
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must come to an end beyond a peradventure, 

for how could we get rid of him, more partic. 

ularly if matters were made pleasant as my 

comrade suggested ? 

However, it was too late for me to interfere, 

since by this time the boat was at the shore 

and Ben Stork had laid hold of the gun- 

wale. 

He peered around suspiciously, looking here 

and there as if expecting to see that which 

would prove we were about to aid the “rebels,” 

and David said impatiently : 

“We are not minded to come ashore that 

you may overhaul us for your own curiosity. 

If it so be you think we are on other than a 

fishing voyage, come with us; else let go your 

hold there.” 

“TI will do that when I please,” the Tory 
cried defiantly, and I, unable to control my 
anger any longer, rose tomy feet suddenly, 

shouting;
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“You will do it now, you villain, or I'll 

break at least one of the bones in your worth- 

less body !” 

David had hold of me in an instant, literally 

forcing me back on the thwart as he said to 

Ben Stork: 

“My comrade is right in being angry when 

you would thus play the part of customs officer 

without authority. If it so be you choose to 

come on board, as was first proposed, do so at 

once; but attempt to detain us here, and Oliver 

shall work his will.” 

Why David should be eager to take this 

fellow as a passenger I could not understand, 

and the bewilderment, together with anger, 

kept me silent; my mind was in such a state 

of confusion as prevented me from noting the 

Tory’s movements. 

He hesitated an instant as if to let go his 

hold on the boat, and then, most likely enjoy- 

ing his fancied advantage, when it seemed as if
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he had the whip-hand of us, he shoved the skiff 

off, at the same time leaping aboard. 

“Tl go to make certain whether you are tell- 

ing the truth or not.” 

“'That’s the proper way,” David replied in a 

tone of perfect satisfaction, and added to me, 

“ Pull heartily, Oliver, for the day is fast wear- 

ing away, and we shall have no sport if you 

loiter here.” 

There was more in his tone than his words 

to attract my attention, and straightway I under- 

stood that the lad had in his head some cun- 

ningly devised plan which would result in the 

confusion of the Tory; but what it was I could 

not so much as conjecture, for it seemed to me 

we thus lost our last opportunity of leaving the 

city on that day. 

“You said that there was something on 

board to eat,” Ben Stork began with the 

same friendly manner, and Dayid replied 

laughingly :
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« Ay, so there is; but it isn’t to be touched 

until we are where we can get some fish.” 

“How far up the river are you counting on 

going ?” 

“Half a mile or more over cn the other 

shore the fishing is good, and now since we 

have such an ardent Royalist on board there 

can be no reason why we should not venture 

that far from the city,” David replied in a voice 

so mild that one would have thought he was 

speaking to his dearest friend, and so thick- 

- headed was Ben Stork that he did not suspect 

any mischief was intended. 

I began to have an inkling of what my com- 

rade would do, and the thought of it was so 

satisfactory and amusing that I had great diffi- 

culty in keeping my face straight as I furthered 

his plans by pulling the best I knew how up- 

stream, but constantly working, apparently with- 

out purposing to do so, toward the Jersey 

shore.
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Ben’s mind was on the food rather than his 

own position, and after he had asked several 

questions concerning it, David apparently re- 

lented, saying as he brought out the parcel: 

“We will divide this into fair portions so 

there may be enough left for supper, because 

after fishing two or three hours one will need 

a hearty meal.” 

Ben fell-to innocently as any lamb, and I 

pulled on the oars as vigorously as was in my 

power until we were well over toward the 

Jersey shore, so far above the town that we no 

longer had any fear of being interrupted. 

Then it was that for the first time Ben Stork 

began to realize perhaps it was not exactly safe 

for him to venture so far from home in a skiff 

manned by two “rebels,” who had more than 

once plainly showed they felt no love for 

him. 

“See here,” he began blusteringly, when he 

suddenly. discovered how far we were from
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New York, “I shan’t stand anything like this, 

you know.” 

“Anything like what?’ David asked inno- 

cently. 

“This; going so far away. How doI know 

what you fellers are up to?” , 

“That is exactly what you came on board 

for, as I understand it. You intended to learn 

what we were about, and are in a fair way to 

gain the information.” 

“But I don’t intend to go so far. There is 

as good fishing ground on the other side as 

here.” 

“But we preferred to try our luck on this 

shore. Now let us gather up the food lest 

some of it be wasted, and then we'll get the 

lines over.” 

David, who had been sitting aft, stepped on 

the thwart occupied by me and went toward 

Ben, as if expecting the Tory cur would give 

him such of the provisions as remained uneaten.
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“T'll keep what I’ve got, and you may attend 

to turning back. Do you hear me? Put the 

boat-around, for I'll not go any further !” 

David stepped past me, and fearing lest he 

might overset the boat I moved further aft; 

but holding myself in readiness for that which ; 

I knew was about to take place. 

“Now what are you fellows up to?” Ben 

Stork cried in a rage, and probably at that in- 

stant the first suspicion crept into his mind that 

_he had shown himself to be an idiot. 

“ You had better keep your seat or the boat 

will be overturned,” David said quietly. “It is 

our purpose to land on the Jersey shore, and 

since you were so eager to come we shall be 

forced to ask that you remain with us for a cer- 

tain length of time.” 

Never did I see a lad’s face change so sud- 

denly as the Tory’s at that moment. 

Although slow of wit, he could not fail to 

understand that we had him within our power,
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and must have known we should not handle 

him too gently; but yet he tried one more 

game at bullying. 

“Turn this skiff back or TP] lodge informa- 

tion against you at once,” he cried. “ You will 

repent having acted the part of spies.” 

“Try not to lodge information against us 

until you get on shore, Ben Stork,” David said 

laughingly, and the Tory showed that he had 

about as much courage in him as has a cornered 

rat, for he sprang up suddenly, aiming a blow 

full at my comrade’s face. 

If he had known David Rhinelander better 

there would have been no idea in his mind of 

taking the lad by surprise, and hardly had _ he 

struck out before my comrade clutched him by 

the throat. 

There was no reason for me to take part in 

the affray. ; 

In fact it was quite necessary I should pay 

all my attention to preventing the skiff from
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being overset, and I jumped here and there to 

counterbalance the movements of the two who 

were struggling in the bow, until David had his 

prisoner so nearly choked that he was under 

subjection. 

“Give me something for a gag, Oliver,” he 

said, “and pass forward that piece of rope 

from the stern. We must truss this fellow 

up in such fashion that he can neither 

move nor give the alarm, else we are not 

safe.” . 

The rope I handed him as he desired; but 

could see nothing out of which a gag might be 

fashioned until I bethought myself of Ben’s 

own coat, and this we stripped from him in a 

twinkling, stuffing a goodly portion of one 

sleeve into his mouth, and fastening it there in 

proper fashion. 

Then I took up the oars, leaving to David 

the task of getting the prisoner into the bottom 

of the boat where he would not be so readily
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seen by those on board passing craft, and asked 

as I rowed: 

“Now that you have caught your fish, 

David, what do you‘count on doing with him 2” 

“There is but one course for us, so far as J 

can see, which is to carry him into the Amer- 

ican camp. Had he been allowed his way we 

should yet be in New York, and if Major Lee 

can’t care for this fellow a few weeks, why 

then the time has come when we must of a 

surety enter the American army so soon as we 

have captured the traitor who is lying under 

Sir Henry Clinton’s wing.”



A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 103 

CHAPTER V. 

THE PRISONER. 

Tue adventure on which we had embarked 

promised all the danger and difficulty that the 

most venturesome could have desired, when it 

was first unfolded to us by Sergeant Champe ; 

but at this moment, while we had a prisoner in 

the skiff and were yet many miles from the 

American lines, it appeared much as if it was 

increasing rapidly in magnitude. 

Should we be overhauled by the Britishers 

while Ben Stork was on board, our position 

would be even more perilous than Master 

Schuster or the sergeant had counted on, and 

even at the moment of our triumph over the 

Tory I grew timorous again.
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When his plan was fully carried out, and the 

Royalist cur lay helpless in the bottom of the 

skiff, David looked at me with a certain 

expression of pride on his face, which he had 

a good right to wear considering how neatly he 

trapped the scoundrel; but as the moments 

~ passed the same thoughts came into his mind 

which had already found lodgment in mine, and 

he began to appear disturbed. 

It was to me as if he had spoken, and I 

answered the question I read in his eyes: 

“We can only trust to chances, David Rhine- 

lander, for now are we so far upon the road 

which may lead to the gallows that there is no 

possibility of turning back.” 

“J understand that full well,” he said impa- 

tiently, “and am not so simple as to think we 

may retreat even though we were so disposed; 

but that which troubles me most just now 

is as to what we are to do with this Tory 

bundle 2?”
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“He must be taken with us, else we may 

make up our minds to taste of life on board 

the prison-ships if we venture into New York 

again.” 

“Once the journey on foot is begun he will 

hinder our movements to such an extent that 

we cannot hope to return according to promise.” 

“Yet must we hold him, unless you are of 

the mind to drop the cur overboard.” 

David’s face grew pale at the idea of taking 

a human life in cold blood, and he answered 

quickly : 

“That would be murder, Oliver Littlefield, 

and neither you nor I would do it, however 

great the stake for which we are playing.” 

“I did not suggest it; but said it is the only 

way by which we can rid ourselves of him. I 

have no question but that Major Lee will see 

to it he is not allowed to enter New York for 

some time; but he cannot always be held a 

prisoner, and we have shut ourselves out from
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our homes so long as the Britishers remain in 

possession of New York.” 

David was silent while one might have 

counted ten, and then cried angrily : 

“T could almost wish we had allowed him to 

prevent our coming up the river !” 

“You do not mean all that. We had our 

duty to perform, and at such a time have no 

right to think of ourselves. It is not well that 

we speak further on the matter while his ears 

are open, lest we make him acquainted with 

our secret. What is done may not be recalled, 

and the only course now is to push forward 

with all speed to carry out the orders given.” 

Then, as the plainest way of putting an end 

to what was a needless conversation, I bent to 

the oars once more, rowing as I had never done 

before, and keeping the skiff well within the 

shadows of the Jersey shore. 

David again took up his station in the stern 

that the little boat might be in better trim, and
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steered with the paddle that our course might 

be the most direct. 

Ben Stork lay on his back unheeded by us, 

and the oars were plied until I was so spent 

with toil that it seemed as if I could not pull 

another stroke. : 

Then David spoke for the first time in half 

an hour, 

“ Let me take your place, Oliver. By spell- 

ing each other we can continue to push ahead, 

and it should not be long now before the 

danger is passed.” 

“T allow that time has already: come, at least 

until we set our faces homeward once more.” 

Then I changed seats with my comrade, and 

he worked the oars with even more vigor than 

IT had done. 

Neither of us gave thought to the provisions 

with which we had proposed to refresh our- 

selves, 

It was as if the presence of our unwilling
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passenger had taken from us all desire or 

thought, save to gain the American lines at the 

earliest possible moment. 

When another quarter of an hour had passed 

I noticed that the prisoner was writhing as if 

in agony, and instantly came the fear that he 

might be stifling to death because of the gag, 

which may not have been properly fixed in his 

mouth. 

“We must give him some attention,” I said 

to David, after explaining what was in my 

mind; but he was not disposed to spend time 

in aiding Ben Stork. 

“Tf he should stifle his death would be at 

our door as surely as if we had thrown him 

overboard,” I said sharply, and then made my 

way forward regardless of the possibility that 

by so doing I might overset the light skiff. 

_ It was but the work of a few seconds to take 

the coat-sleeve from the cur’s mouth, and then I 

knew he had been very near death.
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He gasped for breath, his face was of a dark 

hue, and the eyeballs protruded from their 

sockets. 

My exclamation of fear brought David to his 

senses, and hastily drawing in the oars he joined 

me in the effort to give the Tory relief, although 

while thus trying to aid an enemy he cried 

nervously : | 

“Tt is destined the Tory villain shall bring 

trouble upon us, for even while saving his 

worthless life the redcoats may come !” 

“Tt cannot be helped,” I replied recklessly as 

I dashed water into the fellow’s face. “ Almost 

anything is better than that a murder be done 

by us.” 

Not until five minutes had passed did Ben 

Stork show signs of returning consciousness, 

and then David insisted that he should be 

dragged further aft, for while two of us were 

in the bow it was next to impossible to propel 

the boat.
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“Lay the cur where we can have an eye on 

him without changing positions,” he said, as he 

suited the action to his words. “ We must not 

loiter here for such as he.” 

After this had been done David began 

rowing again, and I watched the Tory until he 

was recovered sufficiently to speak. 

“You are bent on killing me!” he cried, and 

there was terror in his tones. : 

“ We would do so rather than allow you to 

interfere with our plans,” I answered, minded 

to have him believe we were really blood- 

thirsty. “You have taken it upon yourself to 

do the king’s work and must not grumble if at 

times it causes pain or discomfort.” 

“Tt would be better to set me ashore, than 

do murder.” 

“Of that I am not so certain. However, 

there will be no murder done so long as you 

obey such orders as we may give.” 

“Why should I do anything of the kind?”
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he cried angrily, grown bolder now it appeared 

that he was not to be killed off-hand. 

“ Because we are the masters now, and don’t 

count on your spoiling our plans.” 

“Set me ashore or J will bring you to the 

gallows before this year has come to an end !” 

he screamed, and David cried sternly : 

“Put the gag back in his mouth. We can’t 

have him yelling at this rate, and must take 

the chances of his stifling.” 

This reduced Ben to submission instantly, 

and he cried for mercy, promising he would 

obey us strictly and to any length, if the torture 

was spared him. 

“So long as you hold your peace, and do 

not attempt to so much as whisper, your mouth 

shall be left free,” I said, not minded to run 

the chance of killing the cur. “If you make 

ever so little noise the coat-sleeve will be put 

in place again, not to be removed however near 

you may be to death.”
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I could see that this decision of mine did not 

please David. 

He believed our safety demanded that Ben 

Stork be rendered powerless for harm of any 

kind, and mayhap he was in the right, yet I 

had not the heart to inflict needless torture 

on a prisoner. 

After nearly half an hour more had passed, 

during which time not a word was spoken by 

either of us, David yielded up the oars to me, 

taking my place in the stern-sheets. 

The night was now rapidly approaching, and 

with the coming of darkness the danger less- 

ened. 

In fact, I believed we no longer had any 

reason to fear meeting the Britishers, and counted 

that it was now only a question of endurance. 

until we should gain that portion of the 

American lines where it was believed Lee’s 

Legion was encamped. 

The Tory had not so much as yipped from .
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the moment I threatened to replace the gag if 

he made the slightest outcry, and I felt certain 

we would have no trouble with him unless we 

suddenly came upon a party of redcoats, when 

I doubted not but that he would use his lungs 

to the best possible advantage. 

There is no reason why I should set down 

here all we speculated upon in our minds, or 

spoke of during the hours which followed, for 

nothing of moment occurred until we were come 

to a point where we could see on the New York 

side of the river what both David and I believed 

were the camp-fires of our army. 

Then we pulled quickly across; but before 

arriving within an hundred yards of the shore 

the sentries hailed us. 

“We are but just come from New York, and 

would have speech with Major Henry Lee!” I 

cried, thinking to lose as little time as possible 

if it so chanced we were not yet come to the 

place where the Legion was encamped.
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“What have you to do with him?” a voice 

from out the darkness asked, and it angered me 

that there should be in the Continental Army a 

man so stupid as to think a message of any 

nature whatsoever might be bawled from one 

to another at such a distance. 

“We have business of the utmost importance 

with him, and I beseech you to give us speedy 

information of his whereabouts.” 

“ Come ashore and let me have a look at you !” 

I was about to make a hasty answer to this 

unsoldierly demand, when David raised his hand 

to command silence. 

His ears, quicker than mine, had heard a 

voice reproving the sentry in sharpest tones, and 

an instant later some one whom I fancied was 

an officer cried : 

“Major Lee is at this point !” 

Fortune was most certainly beginning to 

smile upon us at last, and in such hearty fashion 

that I began to doubt if it could be possible we
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had blundered upon the very place we most 

wished to find. 

“You may come ashore and state your busi- 

ness,” the same voice cried, impatient because 

of my delay in answering. 

“Very well, sir,” David replied, and then he 

pulled toward the shore, for it was his trick 

at the oars. 

We were met at the water’s edge by an 

officer and two men, and, motioning for David 

to keep his place in the boat, I leaped ashore, 

asking to speak privately with him who wore a 

sword. 

When we had stepped a few paces away 

from the privates, I whispered that we had but 

just come from New York with a message of 

the utmost importance for Major Lee, and while 

getting away from the city had been forced to 

take a Tory prisoner. 

The officer would have asked for more in- 

formation ; but I implored him to lose no time
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in speaking with the major, and urged that that 

gentleman be requested to come to the shore, at 

least until I might make him acquainted with 

certain matters which should receive attention 

before we left the boat. 

The officer was not disposed to grant what 

was an unusual request, if not downright impu- 

dence; but I pleaded earnestly, representing 

that David and I had more than once before 

risked our lives to bring information within 

the lines, until he finally consented, ordering 

the sentry to keep every one away from our 

eraft until his return. 

The major, who as a matter of course was 

momentarily expecting word from Sergeant 

Champe, answered the summons hastily on 

being informed that certain lads wished to 

speak with him, and from the moment of his 

arrival all our danger was passed for the time 

being. 

I had but to whisper in his ear the name of
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the man who had sent us, in order to insure his 

attention, and before opening the matter with 

which we had been charged, I. begged that Ben 

Stork be carried into camp and kept securely 

until we could tell our story. 

All was done as I desired, and then David 

and I, freed from the companionship of the 

hated Tory, followed Major Lee to his quar- 

ters, where in a very few moments we had 

repeated the message from the sergeant. 

As was but natural, the major insisted on 

our telling him who we were, and I introduced 

David and myself by explaining what we had 

already done to aid the cause, referring him to 

General Sullivan as to the truth of the story. 

This appeared to satisfy the gentleman as 

to our trustworthiness, and he questioned us 

closely regarding the sergeant’s doings. 

After giving him down to the minutest 

detail all we had heard or what we ourselves 

saw, he was pleased to say :
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“You lads have taken upon yourselves a 

dangerous task; but I can promise you rich 

reward if it be successful.” 

“We have not entered into the business for 

the sake of what profit may come out of it, 

but to serve the Continental Army; and now 

that Ben Stork knows somewhat of our work I 

venture to say our necks are in nearly as much 

danger as the sergeant’s.” 

“You need have no present fear of him. I 

will undertake to keep the Tory where he can 

do no mischief until this work be completed 

and your safety is assured.” 

Then the major would have us repeat again 

the plan which the sergeant had proposed to 

carry out, and when I had told for the second 

time how it was proposed to capture the traitor, 

he said: 

“You may tell him that I myself will be on 

the Jersey side of the river with such an escort 

as will insure the traitor’s being brought into



A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 119 

our camp. I shall wait there for him until 

daylight, and if it so chance his plan miscarries, 

he must send word as to when the next attempt 

is to be made.” 

“That would cause a delay of at least three 

more days, sir,” I ventured to suggest. “Would 

it not be well to say you would come to the 

rendezvous on the next night also, unless word 

should be brought to the contrary meanwhile.” 

“Ay, lad, that is a happy thought, and we 

will so arrange it. You say the sergeant has 

been forced to enlist ?” 

“He believed the plot would be more certain 

of success if he did so, and signed the rolls 

yesterday morning.” 

“Well, what is done cannot be undone,” the 

major said after a brief pause. “I do not think 

there need be more said between us. You are 

to remain in camp until morning, and then 

make your way to the city. I will remind you 

of the fact, although there is little need lads of
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your experience should be warned, that the 

sergeant’s name is not to be spoken here.” 

I made bold to ask if none of his comrades 

suspected the true state of affairs, and was told 

that among all the men none had the slightest 

idea but that the sergeant had gone over to the 

enemy in good truth. 

“Tt is of course to be regretted that so gal- 

lant a soldier should be dishonored in the eyes 

of his comrades even for a brief period,” the 

major said regretfully ; “but if all goes well in 

the city the truth can be made known in a few 

hours, and he will have no reason to complain 

of his reception when he takes his place in the 

Legion once more.” 

I fancied Major Lee would be pleased if the 

interview was brought to a speedy close now 

the business was concluded, and that he talked 

thus kindly with us through courtesy rather 

than from desire, therefore suggested that we 

had best take our leave.
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To this he assented by calling a soldier to 

provide us with quarters during the night, and 

soon we were lying on the straw in a sort of 

shed which had been put up as a shelter for 

the troops at this point. 

However sleepy we might be, there was no 

opportunity for rest until we had satisfied the 

curiosity of the men who were awakened by 

our entrance, after they learned from him. who 

conducted us that we had lately arrived from 

New York, and it seemed to me before the 

questioning was brought to an end that the 

day must have fully come. 

However, we found time for a nap ’twixt 

then and morning, and at sunrise were making 

ready to set our faces homeward. 

Generous rations were served us, and we 

were yet at breakfast when summoned to Major 

Lee’s quarters. 

As was shown, this had been done simply 

through courtesy, and as he bade us farewell,
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promising that both David and I should be 

given a place in his troop whenever we de- 

cided to enter the army, I asked to see our 

prisoner, explaining that I simply wanted 

to be certain he could not readily make his 

escape. 

“With so much at stake you may rest easy 

that he will not be given a chance to leave us,” 

he said with a smile, and at the same time 

gave orders that we be taken to where the 

Tory was confined. 

Ben Stork was in a small building which 

served the purpose of guardhouse, having been 

once used, I should guess, as a woodshed, and 

although there were no less than two soldiers 

on guard, it did not appear to me that he was 

any too secure. 

We made no attempt to speak with the cur; 

but after looking in on him went at once to our 

boat, and when we were rowing down the 

river David said questioningly :
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“Jt is in your mind that the Tory may get 

away ?” 

“Tf I was in his place I should not stay in 

that shanty four-and-twenty hours.” 

“So that strict guard be kept I fail to see 

how he might give them the slip.” 

“One who bent all his energies to the task 

could accomplish it, of that I feel confident,” 

was my reply, and then I fell to speculating 

as to what might come to David and me, 

if Ben Stork should suddenly appear in 

New York while we were yet engaged in the 

plot. 

My comrade had greater faith in the security 

of the makeshift for a jail than I and there 

was no good reason why I should try to shake 

his faith, for under such belief he was content 

in mind, and it was better he had no additional 

cause for worriment. 

As we pulled leisurely down stream, reserv- 

ing our strength in case it should suddenly
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become necessary to out-row the enemy, we 

decided that it would be safest to leave the 

skiff a mile or more above the ropewalk, and 

make our way across the country until arriving 

at the Boston Road. 

Approaching the city from that direction 

there would be less reason for suspicion on the 

part of those we might meet than if we had 

been within the American lines. 

We were right secure in mind, for since 

having been halted by Ben Stork fortune had 

favored us so grandly that it seemed certain 

we should complete this portion of our task 

without mishap, and pulled toward the city as 

if bringing a pleasure-trip to a close. 

When, at about noon, we were arrived near, 

by where it had been proposed to land, and I 

was looking around for a favoring place in 

which to conceal the skiff, we saw a boat put 

out from the shore as if to meet us. 

I was at the oars, and, therefore, could not
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see what was ahead without turning; but 

David warned me of all he saw. 

“Ts it a redcoat ?” I asked nervously. 

“T cannot say—he wears no coat.” 

“We surely have no need to fear one man 
) 

” 
  anc 

David’s face paled so suddenly that I ceased 

speaking and rowing at the same time, while I 

stared at him in alarm. 

“What has come over you, lad?” I asked 

as he remained silent, much as if having lost 

all power over his tongue. 

“He who is putting out from the shore 

can be none other than Jethro Stork !” 

Instantly I pulled the boat around three or 

four points, in the vain hope we might pass 

him, and asked in a whisper: 

“Has he taken note of us, do you 

think 2?” 

“Ay, and is rowing this way. Ben’s par- 

ents have become alarmed because he did not
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return home last night, and Jethro is out 

searching for him, most likely.” 

“ He can have no idea we know aught con- 

cerning the cur.” 

“T would we were certain of that! Who 

shall say we were not observed when he came 

on board ?” 

This suggestion was enough to send the cold 

chills of fear down my spine, and I turned my 

head ever so slightly to look at one who 

might prove a more dangerous enemy than 

ever Ben could be.
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CHAPTER VI. 

SUSPENSE. 

Iv needed but one glance at this represen- 

tative of the Stork family to convince me he 

had put out from the shore for the sole pur- 

pose of intercepting us, and my courage sud- 

denly oozed away at my fingers’ ends as I 

realized he must have learned something of our 

meeting with Ben the day previous, else he 

would not be approaching with such a con- 

fident manner. 

“We are undone,” David said hopelessly, 

and I could have echoed the words, but did not, 

lest by so doing I should discourage myself. 

To continue on down the stream in the hope 

of avoiding Jethro Stork would be folly, since 

he could easily cut us off, and it would have
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been a confession of guilt to have deliberately 

run away, therefore it only remained for us to 

meet him with as good grace as possible, which 

was much the same as none at all. 

“Which of you lads is called Oliver Little- 

field ?? young Stork asked while he was yet 

a dozen yards or more away, and I determined 

to put a brave face on the matter, however 

cowardly I might be at heart, as I replied: 

“Tam he.” 

“ Where did you leave Benjamin ?” 

For an instant I was tempted to deny having 

seen his brother, and then, luckily, came the 

thought that since he knew my name so well 

it must be he had gotten definite information 

concerning our movements of yesterday, and I 

made answer without apparent delay: 

“Up the river a short distance.” 

“Why did he not remain with you 2” 

“Because we wouldn’t sail the boat to please 

him, I suppose.”
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“Do you know he hasn’t returned at his 

home 2” 

By this time Jethro was alongside, and I 

forced myself to look surprised as I repeated : 

“ Not returned home !” 

- “Know you aught of him since yesterday ?” 

and young Stork looked me sharply in the 

face. 

“T know he wished to join us in a fishing 

excursion; but shortly after we started from 

the ropewalk he insisted on being put ashore.” 

Thus far I had answered his questions 

without telling that which was false, although 

I must confess to have acted the lie; but it 

was necessary if we would save our own lives, 

or so it seemed to meat the moment, and I was 

prepared to go even to greater length than I had 

done, 

Fortunately, however, Jethro Stork took it 

into his head to bully us, not as I now think 

because he had any idea we were keeping
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certain matters secret, but it was his disposition 

ever to override those weaker than himself. 

“Be careful what kind of a story you tell 

me, because I am in a position to make matters 

very uncomfortable if you attempt to deceive,” 

he began with a swagger, and I looked him full 

in the eye without replying. 

Silence was the best course at this time. _ 

“Why did you tempt my brother to embark 

on this craft?” he cried furiously, and I replied, 

speaking earnestly now because it was the 

absolute truth: 

“Tt was not in my mind that he should do 

so. David and I both were opposed to having 

a passenger on board so small a craft; but he 

insisted, declaring he would give notice that we 

had left the city to enter the American lines, 

unless we did as he desired. Therefore, rather 

than lose an opportunity for fishing, we took 

him on, and it was with positive relief I saw 

him go ashore.”
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“But where is he now?” Jethro persisted, 

losing, however, some of his swagger. 

“That he can best tell. We had no further 

concern regarding him after he left us.” 

“How far up the river have you been 2” 

“Perhaps two miles.” 

“Where did you sleep last night ?” 

“Tn a hut by the riverside.” 

“ And you have neither seen nor heard any- 

thing of Benjamin since you started down the 

river ?” 

“No,” I replied, decidedly, not thinking it 

necessary to state that just before setting out 

we had seen the villainous Tory. 

Young Stork had his hand on the gunwale 

of our boat, and after this last reply of mine 

remained silent two or three minutes as_ if 

revolving some plan in his mind, thus causing 

us much mental anxiety. 

I doubted not but that he was deliberating 

whether it would be well to carry us before a
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magistrate on the charge of being concerned in 

his brother’s disappearance, which would have 

been almost as bad as to have accused us of 

being spies. 

I dared not attempt to leave him lest he 

should understand how eager we were to part 

company ; but sat there inwardly quaking as I 

looked him full in the face, until he finally said 

threateningly : 

“T shall know where to find you, Oliver 

Littlefield, in case Benjamin does not return 

home this day.” 

“And in case he does not, how are we 

to be held responsible? He was never a 

friend of ours, and since it must have been 

that some one saw him take passage with 

us, the same person can tell you how un- 

willing we were to make him one of the 

party.” 

It was evident from the expression on Stork’s 

face that he was already aware of such fact, and
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instead of continuing his threats he asked 

sharply, looking toward David: 

“ What is the name of your comrade ?” 

Before I could reply my companion answered 

readily as an innocent lad should: 

“ David Rhinelander.” 

Then the bully loosened his hold on our 

skiff, and it could plainly be seen that he 

was perplexed, 

I rowed leisurely away from young Stork, 

not daring to bend all my strength to the oars 

lest he should grow suspicious, and it was with 

a sense of deepest relief that I saw him head 

his boat up the river. 

Not until we were separated by a great 

stretch of water did either of us two speak, and 

then David said grimly : 

“We are like to come to grief through these 

promising members of the Stork family, since 

if one does not appear to charge us with carry- 

ing him into the Continental camp a prisoner,
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the other will accuse us of having done some 

bodily injury.” 

“The day is rapidly approaching when our 

mothers will urge that we enlist, instead of 

objecting to our doing so,” I said with a laugh 

in which there was no mirth, for it seemed that 

we were being so compassed around by enemies 

as to render it impossible we could aid the 

sergeant in his plot. 

This same thought was in David’s mind 

also, for he said half to himself: 

“To-morrow night is the time fixed for the 

sergeant’s work, and it is well the hour be so 

near at hand.” 

“Whether the attempt is a success or a fail- 

ure, we had best not be found in the city on 

the morning of the 6th of November, and in 

that case it is necessary we make our arrange- 

ments for departure at once, since there is like 

to be little time to-morrow for our own 

matters.”
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In reading over what I have just set down it 

appears much as if I had utterly failed in thus 

trying to describe our position, although per- 

haps it is of little consequence, since in the 

plot conceived by the commander.in-chief our 

parts were so small that they could have been 

readily performed by almost any one. 

However, the situation seemed to us of 

greatest moment, and we gave little heed to 

the more important work as we strove to 

devise some way out of the tangle into which 

we had been plunged. 

Because of the coming of Jethro Stork we 

landed further down on the shore than was at 

first intended, pulling our skiff amid the bushes 

hardly a quarter of a mile above the ropewalk, 

and then set out at full speed across the coun- 

try, hoping to gain Master Schuster’s office 

before he should have gone home for the night. 

In this last we were happily successful, 

although it taxed our powers of endurance to
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the utmost, for not a halt was made as we sped 

across the island. 

The sun was yet half an hour high in the 

heavens when we presented ourselves to 

David’s uncle, and learned from the expres- 

sion on his face that he was by no means 

pleased because of our coming. 

“You have returned from up the river?” he 

asked in a whisper, motioning that we should 

go from the office into the wareroom toward 

that corner, where once before we had been 

secreted from view of any who might enter. 

“We are just come back,” David made reply, 

and then he would have told of what had be- 

fallen us but that Master Schuster interrupted 

impatiently : 

“ And did you perform your mission 2” 

“Ay, sir,” I replied, quivering with impa- 

tience because he delayed us in the telling of 

our story. “Listen to David, Master Schuster, 

for it is important you should hear at once that
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which he has to tell, and then we will depart, 

leaving you to decide on our future course.” 

I fancy at that moment the worthy merchant 

regretted most deeply he had ever concerned 

himself in this plot to make a prisoner of the 

traitor, for he betrayed fear in every movement 

and gesture. 

David gave no heed to this, however, but 

straightway plunged into the story, telling it 

with the fewest words, yet at the same time 

making plain all the dangers which menaced 

us. 

If Master Schuster had been troubled before 

he was certainly in great distress of mind when 

the tale had been concluded, and such evidence 

of uneasiness on his part did not tend to render 

David and I more courageous. 

When the position of affairs was such that 

he, who was in little danger as compared with 

us, was seriously alarmed, we might well be 

excused for displaying the greatest terror.
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It pleases me, however, to be able to say that 

timorous although we both were, Master 

Schuster could .never have guessed it from 

our faces as we stood before him waiting for 

his advice. 

“Tt is a most perplexing business,” he finally 

said. “At present I can see in it but one 

course, which is for you to return to the Ameri- 

can lines as soon as may be, and there enlist.” 

“Of course you mean, sir, after we have done 

what we may toward aiding the sergeant in his 

work ?” I ventured to say, and to my great sur- 

prise Master Schuster replied impatiently: 

“T mean that it is necessary to leave the city 

without delay. I can repeat to the sergeant 

what you have told me, which will suffice for 

him. You must take measures for your own 

safety.” 

“That we cannot do, sir, until after complet- 

ing the task in which we engaged,” I said with 

more of courage in my voice than was in my
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heart, yet at the same time was I determined 

to carry out the work regardless of the hazard 

to ourselves. 

“You can be of little assistance if Jethro 

Stork lodges information against you, as doubt- 

less he will.” 

“But the time is set for to-morrow night, 

and he can hardly accomplish very much 

toward our undoing ’twixt now and_ then,” 

David added. 

_ Master Schuster suddenly looked around him 

as if fearing some enemy was about to appear 

and work harm; but seeing none he turned 

again to us as if we had offended seriously. 

“You shall go your own way, and get out of 

the difficulty as best you can, if my advice be 

not heeded.” 

“No, sir,” I ventured to remonstrate. “ You 

are bounden to aid us so far as you may, since 

we embarked in the adventure through your 

counsel.”
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“ And how can I render aid when you are 

determined to go your own way ?” 

“That may be done, sir, by acquainting our 

mothers with the full reasons why we must 

enlist, for I question whether we would be safe 

in visiting our homes this night. If you are 

pleased to do that, sir, we will take care of the 

rest so far as we may.” 

I believe the worthy merchant was greatly 

relieved at learning that we demanded no more 

of him, for he readily promised to do as I had 

requested, agreeing to visit our mothers within 

the hour. 

But he offered neither money nor advice 

when we took our leave of him to go in search 

of Sergeant Champe. 

“Uncle Jacob is credited with having much 

love for the cause,” David said grimly when we 

were out of the merchant’s office, walking 

toward Broad Way; “but I question if 

his love for self be not far greater. He is
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ready to serve the American people when he 

may do so without fear of injuring Jacob 

Schuster either in a private or a_ business 

way.” 

It was not seemly for me to say anything in 

disparagement of my comrade’s uncle, although 

his was the right to do so, if he pleased, and I 

held my peace, turning over in mind meanwhile 

such plans as could be devised on the moment 

for our own safety while we carried out our 

portion of the plot. 

When we were come near the ruins of Trinity 

Church I saw the sergeant, who I had no 

doubt was abroad with the hope of meeting us, 

and instantly he turned into the churchyard 

where we had once before conversed in safety, 

I knew we were observed. 

“Now we shall speedily settle this portion 

of our work, and mayhap have time for attend- 

ing to our own matters,” I said to David in as 

cheery a tone as I could muster, and he, not to
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be outdone by my pretense of carelessness, 

replied with a laugh: 

“We shall be cared for in some fashion or 

other before many hours have passed.” 

Then we were near to the sergeant, who 

gazed at us with earnest inquiry in his eyes. 

“We have carried your message, and bring 

the reply that all will be done as you request. 

At the same time we took it upon ourselves to 

say that if the adventure failed to-morrow night, 

your friends should be at the rendezvous the 

next evening, unless in the meantime other 

word had been sent them.” 

“Tt was well thought of, although I fear 

much that if it miscarries this time we shall 

have little opportunity of making a second 

attempt, for the American Legion is under 

orders to begin the southern campaign without 

loss of time.” 

“Do you mean that Arnold is like to leave 

the city soon?’ I cried incautiously loud, and
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the sergeant silenced me with a gesture as he 

replied : 

“ Ay, lad, as soon as may be, so it is said in 

the barracks; but we will not look further 

ahead than tomorrow night. Have you other 

news to tell me? If not, we had best separate 

to meet again in this place two hours after sut- 

set to-morrow.” 

“ All that we have of information concerns 

ourselves, and because we repeat it now do not 

think that either of us is of the mind to turn 

back from the work agreed upon. It is well 

you should know how we are threatened, since 

it may cause some change in your own 

plans.” 

Then I told him the story of the journey up 

the river, and of the meeting with Jethro Stork, 

whereat he was instantly plunged into deep 

thought, not after the same fashion as Master 

Schuster, but with the air of one who racks his 

brain to devise how he may be of assistance.
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“You must enter the army at once,” he finally 

said, and David replied with a laugh: 

“ Ay, sir, that much we know, and are of the 

mind to set forth before sunrise on the sixth day 

of November. It is on what we shall do in the 

meanwhile that we should have advice.” 

“Master Schuster should be able to counsel 

you in that matter.” 

“Uncle Jacob should be able to; but he is not 

willing. We have just come from him, and even 

though he be my relative, I have no hesitation in 

saying that he would wash his hands of the 

whole business if it were possible, so cowardly 

has he grown with this new danger threatening.” 

“T am not surprised,” Sergeant Champe said 

half to himself. “The worthy merchant has 

never seemed to me like one ready to venture 

much if it so be his property or person might 

be injured thereby, yet the keeping of two lads 

for four-and-twenty hours should not have caused 

him great annoyance or distress.”
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Then he would have us repeat to him the 

conversation we held with the merchant, and 

when we had done so, said with a confident 

air, which heartened me wonderfully : 

“Tt is fortunate that we have one other here 

of stronger stuff, upon whom we may call. I 

told you in explaining the situation of affairs 

that I was recommended to two persons, one of 

whom I did not name. It is Master Baldwin 

of Newark with whom I am to have speech 

this night, unless it so chance fortune goes 

against us. It appears to me you lads can do 

no better than remain in hiding near about this 

ruin until one shall approach who speaks the 

word ‘Newark. Such a man you may be 

certain is our friend, and he will take it upon 

himself to look after your safety until the time 

agreed upon to rendezvous here. If, however, I 

should fail in meeting him, then may you expect 

to see me again this night.” 

The sergeant did not spend further time in
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explanations, but hurried away like one bent 

on carrying out his own purposes, and much of 

the anxiety was instantly gone from David’s 

mind and mine because of the heartiness with 

which the Virginian had espoused our cause. 

“T would that to-night had been set for the 

attempt to capture the traitor,’ David said 

when we were alone. “Imperiled as we are, 

and about to incur yet greater danger, the 

suspense is worse than action.” : 

“Yet it must be borne, and instead of allow- 

ing ourselves to dwell upon that which can only 

tend to make cowardly, let us picture what we 

will do after becoming members of the Con- 

tinental Army.” 

“The picture had best be drawn when we 

are concealed from view,” David said with a 

laugh. “Tam not minded to stay here in the 

open lest the patrol take us in hand.” 

There was no lack of opportunities for con- 

cealment, and once we were where it was
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possible to have a view of any one who might 

approach from either street we comforted and 

encouraged ourselves by speaking of the future 

when we had enlisted, and never allowing the 

conversation to venture on any nearer time 

than that. 

When we left the skiff in the woods just 

above the ropewalk, I stuffed in my pocket that 

which was left of the food David purchased 

the day previous, and now it formed our supper. 

After the meal had been eaten, and when we 

had speculated upon our possible military 

careers until the subject was grown stale, we 

relapsed into silence, and it seemed to me the 

morning must be come before any one ap- 

proached our hiding-place. 

Then it was that, as nearly as could be dis- 

tinguished in the faint light of the moon, a 

gentleman of middle age, with a long beard, 

came toward the ruins, looked about cautiously, 

and as if satisfying himself there was no one in
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the vicinity, spoke the single word “ Newark,” 

sufficiently loud for us to hear him. 

Whereat David and I uprose, thankful that 

the time of waiting had come to an end, what- 

ever of evil might be in store, and the manner 

in which this stranger greeted us seemed all the 

more warm as compared with the reception we 

had received from Master Schuster. 

He did not display petulance because we were 

run into danger, nor counsel that we flee the 

city without attempting to do what had become 

our duty, but asked if we were cold or hungry. 

“We might be warmer, sir,” I replied, feel- 

ing instinctively that this was one who could be 

depended upon as a friend; “but our hunger 

has been more than half-appeased by that 

which we brought with us.” 

“Tam told you lads have always lived in the 

city 2” 

“ Ay, sir; we were born here,” I replied. 

“Then it may be you can lead the way to
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Orange Street nearabout the tanyards on the 

Boston Road ?” 

“That we can, sir, if it so be your pleasure 

to go there.” 

“ Say rather if it be your pleasure, lad, for I 

would secure shelter for you with one who may 

be relied upon, and who lives on thatstreet. Iam 

told it is not well for you to venture home.” 

“So it seems to us, sir; but peradventure 

you think we are over-timid regarding what 

Jethro Stork may do, we are willing to make 

the venture, for, as you may suppose, we had 

rather be under our mothers’ roof than any 

other.” 

“T think more than like the brother of your 

prisoner would seek you out ’twixt this and 

. morning, therefore, that you may be spared for 

to-morrow night’s work, it will be well to 

follow me, at as smart a pace as you can-set, for 

the night is grown late, and the gentlemen of 

the patrol are given to much curiosity.”
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CHAPTER VII. 

UNWELCOME TIDINGS. 

Master Batpwin gave us to understand we 

were to lead the way to Orange Street, from 

which I guessed he was a stranger in the city, 

although it seemed odd that one who lived so 

near at hand should not be thoroughly well ac- 

quainted with all the streets in New York. 

However, that was of no moment, and David 

and J, on either side of the gentleman, walked 

up Broad Way to the Common, where we took 

a short cut across, not so much to save dis- 

tance as to avoid meeting unwelcome travelers. 

It was as if the Britishers had no patrols out 

this night, for although on the alert constantly 

from the time of leaving the ruins of Trinity
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Church until arrived at this house where he 

said his friend lived, we saw nothing more dis- 

agreeable in the form of a redcoat than a few 

soldiers who were lounging about the streets, 

evidently without purpose, and had one of us 

been Sir Henry Clinton himself we could not 

have made our way with less impediment. 

Master Baldwin was not so reckless as to 

engage us in conversation while we were in the 

open air, and we continued the walk in silence. 

Once arrived at the house of which he spoke 

we entered without ceremony, and it seemed 

much as if our coming had been anticipated. 

David and I were introduced to the master 

of the premises, whose name was Ledyard, a 

brother, so I have since been told, to that 

Ledyard who owned the pottery nearabout the 

Common, and he immediately bade us welcome 

as if we had been old friends. 

Master Baldwin made no hesitation about 

asking for supper, and whiie the meal was
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being prepared we three were given a room 

to ourselves, Master Ledyard explaining that 

it might be well we did not remain with the 

family lest peradventure some of the neighbors, 

of whom many were Tories, should enter un- 

expectedly. 

Therefore it was that while thus waiting for 

the meal we had an opportunity of conversing 

upon the matter in hand, and it seemed to me 

only natural Master Baldwin should ask for an 

account of the doings which had brought us 

into such peril. 

There was no reason why we should not 

explain everything down to the minutest detail, 

knowing as we did that the gentleman was 

such a friend to the cause that he had been 

trusted with the secret of Sergeant Champe’s 

coming, and surely we might confide in him our 

poor secret. 

“Save for the fact that it will cause your 

mothers distress of mind, I see no good reason



A TRAITOR'S ESCAPE. 152 

why you lads should be downcast,” the kindly 

gentleman said in an encouraging tone after 

our story had been told. “It is almost certain ~ 

the brother of that lad whom you made prisoner 

will lay charges against you, since Benjamin 

was probably last seen in your company; but 

the time for the grand plot is so near at hand 

that you may safely take part in it, and yet 

have ample opportunity to make your escape. 

More than that, in case the plot be successful, 

then is the way plain for you to join the 

American forces. If it fails, row up the river 

as you did before, and I cannot see why you 

should give yourselves any uneasiness concern: 

ing the matter, save on behalf of your mothers. 

Is Master Jacob Schuster one who will speak 

the right word at the right time when he goes 

to your homes ?” 

“Under different circumstances I would say 

he might, sir,” was my reply; “but now he is 

grown so timorous, fearing lest the slight share
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he has had in the plot may prove his undoing, 

that I fear he will set the matter in such light 

as to make it appear more serious than really is 

the case.” 

“That much at least may be remedied, and 

at once. If it be your pleasure I will go to 

your homes this night and do what I may 

toward comforting those who are sorrowing 

without great cause.” 

There was nothing the gentleman could heve 

said to give me greater pleasure than this, for 

he had so heartened David and me that I knew 

his visit would bring cheer to the widows who 

were most likely by this time mourning the 

loss of their only sons. 

I would have been glad could he have set 

out at once in order to arrive there before the 

night should be well advanced; but we could. 

not well ask him to sacrifice his supper in our 

behalf, therefore were forced to content our- 

selves until the proper time should come,
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although it seemed as if the women folks in 

Master Ledyard’s home were wonderfully slow 

about their work. 

Then it was that Master Baldwin told us 

how it chanced he had been concerned in this 

plot which was being carried out by Sergeant 

Champe. | 

He had made the acquaintance of Major 

Henry Lee at a time when it was possible for 

him to render signal service to the cause, 

and thus proved himself a friend of the colo- 

nies, therefore the major had first applied to 

him, and afterward to David’s uncle. 

“Tam surprised that Master Schuster should 

grow so faint-hearted before there is any great 

danger, considering the fact that he eagerly 

snatched at the bait which was offered, and 

while I accepted the same terms, it was not 

wholly because of the money and property to 

be received that I agreed to do what might be 

within my power.”
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“Was Uncle Jacob to be paid for aiding 

Sergeant Champe?” David asked in surprise, 

and I was dumfounded to think that the man 

who had claimed to be such a friend to the 

cause should have agreed to take payment for 

his services, however arduous they might 

be. 

“Ay, that he was, lad, for I repeated at 

Major Lee’s request the same proposition which 

was made me, and it is no secret. If the plot 

succeeds each of us is to receive one hundred 

guineas in lawful coin, five hundred acres of 

land, and three negroes—not a small amount 

for what service you say should be rendered 

without thought of payment.” 

“Tt is large, indeed !” David exclaimed, as if 

bewildered by the magnitude of the amount. 

“One hundred guineas, five hundred acres of 

land, and three negroes! Why, Uncle Jacob 

need not have begrudged us the shelter of his 

wareroom a few hours.”
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“True, lad, true; but Master Jacob Schuster 

is a careful man, and when learning you had 

run your noses into difficulty, or that it so 

seemed, he immediately feared harm would 

come to him through you. I venture to say at 

‘the moment it was as if his house or his lands 

were already being taken away from him in the 

name of the king because of disloyalty. How- 

ever, there is no reason why we should discuss 

that now. Doubtless you are well satisfied with 

the reward promised you?” 

“There was no mention of such a thing, sir,” 

I said sharply. “I question whether we had 

been so hot to do the work if anything had 

been promised.” 

“But your portion was to be what I fancy 

lads like you are most eager to have—rapid 

promotion in the army so soon as you shall 

have learned the trade of a soldier.” 

“Who promised such a thing?” David asked 

sharply.
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“Major Lee. I repeated his words to your 

Uncle Jacob.” 

“ But yet he made no mention of it to us.” 

“Perhaps he wanted the better to prove your 

loyalty.” 

“ Perhaps he did,” David replied with a curl- 

ing lip, and I knew there was in his mind 

thoughts concerning Master Schuster like unto 

those which I entertained; but we had no 

opportunity just then for comparing notes, 

because at that moment Master Ledyard 

entered the room to say that our supper was 

prepared. 

Despite the fact that we were in danger of 

losing our liberty, perhaps our lives—despite 

the sorrow into which we knew our mothers 

were plunged because of us, we thoroughly 

enjoyed the meal in Master Ledyard’s home. 

It was generous in quantity, cooked nearly as 

well as if my mother had superintended it, and 

of such variety that to David and me it seemed
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even more of a feast than that which we had 

enjoyed at the sign of the Black Horse. 

While we were busy at the table, and the 

master of the house kept us in countenance by 

seeming to eat also, I am ashamed to confess 

that there was little in my mind save the satis- 

faction of the present moments, and even at this 

date, after having sat at more bountifully spread 

but not more hospitable boards, I look back on 

that meal given in charity as one of the most 

pleasant half-hours of my life. 

When the supper was ended Master Baldwin 

set forth on his errand of mercy, and David and 

I went at once to the chamber which had been 

prepared for us, since it was not safe, as we had 

before been assured, to remain where the neigh- 

bors might by chance have come upon us. 

As has already been set down, our sleep on 

the previous night was not prolonged, and 

during six-and-thirty hours we had had such 

exercise and passed through such experiences as



160 A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 

had fatigued us, consequently we fell asleep 

even while saying to ourselves that we would 

remain awake until Master Baldwin should 

return. 

Therefore, not until the sun had risen next 

morning did we learn of the gentleman’s doings 

in our behalf. 

As we had supposed, he found our mothers 

in great grief, both of them in my home, where 

Mrs. Rhinelander had come for sympathy in her 

trouble, and it was his opinion that Master 

Schuster acted the part of one who bears evil 

tidings, rather than a friend who would search 

in his mind for words of consolation. , 

I can well fancy how cheered these two grief- 

stricken widows were after Master Baldwin had 

set forth the facts in the case, belittling the 

danger and enlarging upon the advantages 

which would be ours from enlisting at such a 

time. 

Certain it is he did not fail to set great stress
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upon the probability that we ourselves might, a 

few months later, if checked now, insist upon 

entering the army, when the opportunities for 

advancement would be far less than if we went 

hot-foot from this plot which had been con- 

ceived by the commander-in-chief. 

In short, Master Baldwin assured us, and I 

had no question as to the truth of the statement, 

that he had left our mothers in a reasonably 

cheerful frame of mind, and he repeated to us 

their parting words, for it was decided we should 

not return home before leaving the city. 

It can well be imagined how much more 

comfortable in mind David and I were after 

hearing this news, and the future now looked as 

bright as it had dark. 

It was decided that we should remain in this 

place of refuge until after sunset, Master Bald- 

win taking it upon himself to have speech with 

Sergeant Champe before the day was come to 

an end, when we would know if any change
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was to be made in the proposed order of 

events. 

Then we were left alone, since even in the 

hours of daylight it was not considered safe for 

us to take the chances of being seen by any of 

the neighbors, and until late in the afternoon 

we saw no person, save when dinner was ~ 

brought in to us. 

Then Master Baldwin appeared, and before 

he so much as opened his mouth I knew he 

brought unwelcome tidings. 

I feared they were concerning my mother, 

and never so much as thought of Jethro or Ben 

Stork, for during the past twelve hours it had 

been to me as if they never had an existence. 

“You bring us bad news, Master Baldwin,” 

I said as if unable to wait until it should be his 

pleasure to speak. 

“You have a keen eye, lad, if you can read it 

in my face, for there is yet a doubt whether it 

be bad, although it cannot be good. Ben
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Stork has escaped from the camp near Dobb’s 

Ferry.” 

“ iscaped !” I exclaimed in dismay. 

“Ay, lad. Last night at about eleven 

o’clock it was learned that he had in some 

way, whether by assistance from such of our 

people as are traitorously inclined, or some one 

on the outside, it is impossible to say, broken 

jail, and so cleverly was it done that no trace 

could be found of him.” 

“Then we are undone indeed !” I exclaimed, 

overwhelmed by the information, for once that 

Tory cur reached New York he would lay be- 

fore Sir Henry Clinton all he knew of our 

being in communication with the American 

Army, and the hue and cry must be raised 

immediately afterward. 

“T debated some time as to whether it would 

be well to tell you this thing, lads,” Master 

Baldwin said thoughtfully ; “but after giving 

the matter due reflection I said to myself that
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these boys are brave, and a brave man is best 

armed when he knows all that awaits him. I 

fail to see how the escape may affect you, since 

it has already been agreed upon that you were 

to join the army this night.” 

“But we may be taken in custody even as 

we leave the house,” I interrupted. 

“T question if there be any danger of that, 

since no one can know where you are, and the 

only risk to be run is while crossing the city. 

Surely to lads who are well acquainted here- 

abouts that should be a reasonably simple 

matter.” 

“But one of us must go above the ropewalk 

to get the boat, and Jethro Stork may, by 

watching, have learned that we landed at that 

point.” 

“The same idea has come into my mind, and 

been provided for. Because of the prisoner's 

escape the plans for this night are changed 

somewhat. I have brought a boat to the foot
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of Crown Street, where she is now made fast. 

David has simply to get on board and keep her 

afloat until our coming. It was proposed for 

you to stand guard in the alley, where several 

palings of the fence have been so far detached 

that a slight blow will throw them off, while I 

was to lay in wait with the sergeant to seize 

the traitor. Now, however, the parts are to be 

reversed ; you taking mine and I yours.” 

“ Am I to aid in seizing General Arnold ?” I 

cried in astonishment. 

“ Are you afraid 2?” : 

“ Not of what can come to me; but that I 

may not be equal to the task.” 

“T venture to say you will perform it as well 

as I. If all goes as we hope, he must be taken 

by surprise, and the sergeant should be able to 

manage the matter alone, were it necessary. 

Now, as has just been arranged, you two lads 

will remain here until ten o'clock, when you 

are to go to the foot of Crown Street, where
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David is to remain in the boat, and you, 

Oliver, make your way to the garden in the 

rear of the traitor’s lodgings. At that point 

Sergeant Champe may be found. Do you 

understand the plan fully ?” 

I repeated the brief instructions to make 

certain there was no mistake, and Master Bald- 

win buttoned his coat around him as if to take 

his departure. 

“ Do you go so soon, sir?” David asked. 

“There are many possibilities to be guarded 

against, and it is well I be stirring.” 

“Before going will you kindly tell us how 

you learned that Ben Stork had made his 

escape 2” | 

“Tt was a simple matter. I have been in 

communication with Major Lee for some time, 

and instantly he learned that the prisoner was 

missing a messenger started for my home that 

I might bring you the news.” 

“But you were not there, sir.”
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“True; my wife, who is known to be a good 

patriot, received the messenger in my stead, 

and immediately visited New York as if to sell 

chickens and eggs. Fortunately I met her on 

Bowling Green, where she was staring about as 

if struck with admiration of all she saw, and a 

few words sufficed to put me in possession of 

the facts. Now, lads, nothing remains for the 

success of the plot but to guard against a possi- 

ble failure. Remain here until the time set; 

do not allow yourselves to dwell upon the 

disagreeables which may happen, for such 

thoughts only serve to dispirit you. Say that 

we shall succeed; keep your courage up, and 

when the hour arrives set forth full in the 

belief that we shall ferry the arch traitor across 

to the Jersey side this night.” 

Then the good man took us each by the 

hand, after which he went his way; but. despite 

the advice he had given we could not prevent 

ourselves from indulging in gloomy thoughts.
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How we passed the hours from the time he 

left us until Master Ledyard announced that 

the clock was on the point of striking ten, I do 

not know. 

My mind was in such a whirl that I could 

hardly have said whether a full day had not 

been spent, so wearisomely did the moments 

drag. 

It was a blessed relief to know the time was 

at last come when we should be at work, and 

we sprang to our feet joyously. 

During the tedious waiting we had decided 

how we might best reach our posts of duty, 

and this simple plan we hit upon: 

We were to make our way from the corner 

of Orange Street to the Boston Road. Then 

through the negroes’ burying-ground, and from 

there down the upper part of Broad Way until 

we were come to Veseys Street, after which the 

course would be along the water-front. 

Leaving David in the boat, I was to make
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my way as best I might to the rendezvous, and 

here we were both convinced the greatest peril 

threatened ; but it could not be avoided, and 

must be met bravely. 

It was a grewsome tramp through the bury- 

ing-eround, and mayhap but for the many other 

disagreeable matters in our minds, we might 

have feared to venture among the graves, for it 

was said more than one ghost had been seen in 

that place. 

Terrifying though the spectacle might be, I 

felt then that we would be safer in the pres- 

ence of a disembodied spirit than standing face 

to face with Jethro Stork, and in that I believe 

David was agreed. 

However, we saw neither one nor the other, 

and, thanks to the lateness of the hour and the 

unfrequented streets through which we passed, 

we. met no person until we were on Veseys 

Street, when two drunken sailors lurched this 

way or that on a course such as I was convinced
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would speedily bring them into the arms of the 

patrol. 

On the water-front we were nearly as fortu- 

nate. At all events, no person challenged our 

right to be abroad, and we gained the boat 

without mishap. 

It was well she should be kept afloat in case 

we were pursued after our work was done, or 

had miscarried, and I aided David in pushing 

off from the shore, after which, without. one 

single word of farewell, for I could not trust 

my voice to speak, I left him. 

Now there was no longer opportunity for me 

to skull around. 

I was forced to take my chances, knowing full 

well that the Storks, and most likely half a 

dozen soldiers, were searching the city for 

me. 

As I figured it there was little to be gained, 

and much risk run, in dodging from one corner 

to another in the attempt to avoid passers-by
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since he who saw me co-maneuvering might be 

certain I was bent on mischief, and thus I 

should find myself in difficulties when none 

would have existed had I gone in a straight- 

forward. fashion. 

Hence it was, after leaving David I walked 

boldly through the streets as if I wasone of the 

king’s most loyal subjects’; but it may be set 

down for a fact, however, that I did not court 

companionship, and when I saw two or three 

approaching, crossed to the other side of the 

street, whenever it could be done secretly. 

Many times I was forced to pass some citizen, 

or a soldier clad in a red coat, and then my 

heart literally stood still until [found it difficult 

to breathe; but no mishap befell me, and I 

gained the alley without having been recog- 

nized, however many may have been searching 

for me. 

At that end of the passage nearest the water 

I saw standing in the shadow a dark form, and
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approaching it boldly was arrested by Sergeant 

Champe’s hand on my shoulder. 

“You are come in good time, lad. Where is 

your comrade 2?” 

“Tn the boat.” 

“Then we may as well take our stations,” 

and the sergeant spoke quietly, as if he had 

been engaged in some simple duty rather than 

that of attempting to steal from beneath the 

very eyes of Sir Henry Clinton the traitor who 

would have sold his country. 

“ Where is Master Baldwin?” I ventured to 

ask, 

“ Somewhere abroad in the city; never fear 

but that he will be here on time. Follow me, 

and from this moment do not so much as 

speak.” 

The sergeant led the way up the alley until 

we were come to that portion of the fence where 

the palings had been partially removed, and 

after taking one off we crawled through, he
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replacing the board once we were on the other 

side. 

As proof that he had made good use of his 

time, my companion went through the garden 

with the air of one who knows exactly the 

point he wishes to gain, and forced his way into 

the midst of a clump of shrubs which grew 

midway from the house to the lower end of the 

inclosure. 

Here he crouched upon the ground, motion. 

ing for me to do the same, and then there 

was nothing for us but to wait until the rene- 

gade should appear, as he had done every night 

since arriving in New York.
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CHAPTER VIII. 

FLIGHT. 

Never, either before nor since, have I spent 

two such long, fearsome hours as on that night 

of the 5th of November when we crouched 

amid the shrubbery straining our ears to catch 

the lightest sound as we awaited the coming of 

the arch traitor, and thinking of what would be 

our fate if he should succeed in alarming the 

guard while we were trying to make him pris- 

oner. 

‘Once when I would have whispered to Ser- 

geant Champe, he pressed his hand over my 

mouth in token that I must remain silent, and 

as the moments wore on, bringing no change in 

the situation, it seemed as if I must ery aloud, 

So grievous was the tension upon my nerves.
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Finally we heard footsteps in the alley just 

outside the garden, and when, from the sound, 

we knew they had passed and re-passed. several 

times that portion of the fence where the palings 

~ had been loosened, we understood that Master 

Baldwin had begun his portion of the task 

which, at that moment, seemed to me could lead 

nowhere else than the gallows. 

From our hiding-place I could see indistinctly 

the windows in the rear of the house, and those 

I watched, believing we should see the reflection 

of a light when the traitor returned from hob- 

nobbing with the Britishers, as it was said he 

did nightly, although it was common gossip in 

the city that there were many wearing the 

king’s uniform who refused to sit at the same 

table with one who had sold his honor for gold 

and a commission. 

IT noted the fact that Sergeant Champe also 

looked from time to time at the windows, and I 

believed he too was watching for the light as
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a token that the time for action was nigh at 

hand. 

Now and then in the distance we heard the 

measured tread of men which told that the 

patrol was passing; but save for that a most 

distressing silence reigned, and I would have 

sacrificed much of safety could I have broken 

that fearsome stillness. 

My legs became cramped with remaining in 

one position, but only when I could endure the 

pain no more did I venture to move ever so 

slightly, while as for the sergeant, I question if 

he so much as lifted a finger during two of the 

longest hours that can well be imagined. 

Although the seconds passed so slowly, I was 

surprised almost into an exclamation, when by 

the ery of the watch we knew the hour of mid- 

night was at hand. 

It had been believed that by this time the 

work would be finished, and yet there was
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nothing to betoken that the traitor had returned 

to his lodgings. 

From the rustling of the dry leaves I believed 

my companion was trembling violently, and I 

stretched out my hand to touch him. 

He was crying! 

Inever would have believed so determined 

and soldierly a man could give way to tears 

had I not felt them on my hand, and now I un- 

derstand it was vexation and disappointment, 

rather than grief, which caused such a display 

of weakness. 

When the first flush of surprise had passed 

away I began to realize that he believed some 

unlucky chance was to prevent the accomplish- 

ment of the design, and regardless of possible 

noise I moved four or five paces toward the 

house to make certain there were no signs of life 

to be seen from the windows. 

All was gloom and silence as if I stood 

before an uninhabited dwelling.
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Returning to the sergeant’s side I motioned 

toward the building,and he shook his head sadly. 

It was much as if he said he no longer even 

hoped we might be successful. 

He yet remained motionless, save when now 

and then a stifled sob shook his body, and I 

mentally counted each sixty seconds that I 

might have some idea of the passage of time, 

but soon lost my reckoning when I got well 

into the thousands. 

The watch had not yet called the hour of 

one when we heard the scuffling of feet on the 

alley just outside the garden fence, and Ser- 

geant Champe understood that Master Baldwin 

was trying to attract his attention. 

I made no effort toward leaving the hiding- 

place when my companion rose cautiously to 

his feet, believing I was to remain there while 

he spoke with Master Baldwin, but the pres- 

sure of his hand on my arm told that I was 

expected to follow.
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At this hour of the night there was little 

danger of our attracting the attention of 

enemies, save from the building, and we went 

toward the fence at a reasonably rapid pace. 

Master Baldwin was near the palings, his 

face turned toward Broad Way that he might 

not be taken by surprise from that direction, 

and Sergeant Champe presented himself boldly 

at the opening in the fence through which we 

had entered. 

“Tt is useless to remain here longer to-night,” 

he said in a whisper, and Master Baldwin 

replied : 

“Something has prevented him from returning 

home, else he would have been here before this.” 

“We will hope for better fortune to-morrow 

night. The boys must not remain in the city, 

‘and it is for you to see that they have a safe 

hiding-place.” 

“I know of one which will serve their pur- 

pose, but it is on the opposite shore.”
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“ee that they are taken to it, and manage 

to speak with me during the forenoon, even 

though you are forced to come to the barracks. 

We cannot afford to lose another opportunity, 

for the legion is to be sent away very soon.” 

Master Baldwin nodded; the sergeant clasped 

- my hand ‘warmly after he came through the 

fence, and then we separated, he going toward 

Broad Way, while Master Baldwin and I went 

where David was in waiting, 

I could well fancy how nervous the lad was 

by this time, for the hours must have seemed 

as long to him as they had to me, and I urged 

my companion to his best pace in order that 

David’s suspense might be the sooner ended. 

We saw no person on the streets. It was as 

if we walked through a deserted city; but yet 

we dared not speak regarding that matter 

which was nearest our hearts lest an enemy be 

in hiding among the shadows. 

David was on the alert, as I knew he would
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be even though we had been away four-and- 

twenty hours instead of three, and I could 

guess much of what was in his mind when a 

dry sob choked his voice as he would have 

asked why we came alone. 

“There is nothing to be done this night,” 

Master Baldwin said, as he stepped into the 

boat and took the oars from the lad’s hands, 

and until he had rowed a long distance from 

the shore neither of us three so much as 

whispered. 

Then I explained to my comrade that the 

traitor had failed to come into the garden for 

the first time since his arrival in the city, and 

added in conclusion, to give him heart : 

“He will surely be there to-morrow night, 

and so that our purpose is finally accomplished, 

we can well afford to give him a little more of 

our time.” 

“But what of ourselves? Close watch will 

doubtless have been set for us by that time.”
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“You shall go to an old hiding-place of 

mine, and remain till I come for you after dark 

to-morrow,” Master Baldwin said. “I can an- 

swer for your safety there, and when you ven- 

ture into the city again it will be so late in the: 

night there is little chance of your being recog- 

nized, for the Storks cannot remain upon the 

streets constantly. We shall surely succeed in 

our work on the second attempt.” 

“T had prayed it might be finished this 

night,” David said tremulously, and I under- 

stood how great had been the strain upon him 

as he sat in the boat all that while, starting at 

every sound, even as I had done in the garden. 

From that moment we held no converse until. 

after having gained the opposite shore and 

hauled the boat up amid the bushes. 

“Now keep close at my heels, lads, and I’ll 

lead you to a hut which might contain more to 

make men comfortable; but could not afford a 

safer hiding-place.”
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Perhaps we walked straight back from the 

river, as it seemed to me in the darkness, dur- 

ing nearly half an hour, and then the journey 

was come to an end. 

We were arrived at a log hut in the thicket, 

built as stoutly as a fort, and into this Master 

Baldwin led the way. 

As soon as might be a blaze was kindled in 

a fireplace formed of clay, and grateful indeed 

was the warmth, for the night was biting cold, 

although until now we had given such fact but 

little thought because of our anxiety of mind. 

Two benches and a rough table made of 

hewn boards comprised all the furnishings ; 

but we were not distressed because of this. 

The knowledge that we were safe from those 

whom Jethro or Ben Stork might send in pur. 

suit of us was more gratifying than the great- 

est luxuries could possibly have been. 

From a cunningly-contrived cupboard behind 

the fireplace Master Baldwin drew forth some
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dried beef and salt fish, and from such thirst 

inspiring food we made a hearty meal as we 

talked freely concerning the disappointments 

of the night. 

Tn less than half an hour from the time we 
arrived all three of us were stretched at full 

length on the floor with our feet toward the 
fire, and I was hardly more than in this posi- 
tion before my eyes were closed in slumber, 

only to be opened next morning when Master 
Baldwin shook me by the shoulder. 

“The moment has come when I must set 
forth for the city,” he said, speaking hurriedly 

like one in great haste. “You two are to 

remain here without so much as venturing out 
of doors until I return, no matter how long I 

may be absent. The keg is filled with water; 
you know where is stored the supply of food, 
and it only remains to be patient, otherwise the 
hours will seem doubly long.” 

Then he was gone, and I said to myself that
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if we were to stay there in hiding it would be 

wise to spend all the time we could in sleep, 

therefore I rolled over with the hope of finding 

a softer spot as I closed my eyes again. 

Additional repose was denied me, however, 

for having once been aroused my mind went 

‘instantly to the work which remained to be 

done, and slumber fled very far from my eye- 

lids. 

“Tf you can sleep any more you have a 

stouter heart than I,” David said grimly, as he 

arose to his feet and began pacing to and fro. 

“The wonder in my mind is how I could 

have lost consciousness when we lay down 

here.” s 

Then we fell to talking of what had hap- 

pened during the past four-and-twenty hours, 

he telling me of his fears as he sat in the boat 

awaiting our coming and expecting each instant 

to hear those sounds which would tell that we 

had been discovered and were pursued, and I
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depicting my sensations as we crouched amid 

the shrubbery in the garden waiting for the 

coming of the traitor. 

During this long day we ate whenever our 

stomachs craved the oversalt food; talked 

much of thé past, and speculated long regard- 

ing the future when we should be members of 

the Continental Army, for of course we under- ; 

stood full well that we eould not return to our — 

homes again until after the redcoats had been 

driven out of New York. 

It was not yet dark when we were-startled 

by the sound of footsteps approaching the hut, 

and I seized a billet of firewood with which to 

defend myself, for I fully expected the enemy 

had tracked us to this place, but the poor 

weapon was suddenly dropped when, the door 

opening, Master Baldwin appeared. 

One glance at his face and I understood that 

evil fortune had befallen us. 

For the instant I believed Sergeant Champe’s
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purpose had been discovered, and he put under 

arrest, which caused me to cry: 

“How could they have suspected him ?” 

“Suspected whom, my lad ?” Master Baldwin 

asked in a tone of exceeding sadness. 

“The sergeant. Is he in prison ” 

“No; but there is no longer any hope we 

can make a prisoner of the traitor.” 

“What?” David and I cried in concert, 

“The time for the legion of deserters to 

embark was nearer at hand than we supposed. 

It is possible something has occurred in the 

south to render it necessary that exceedingly 

honorable body of men be sent forward at once, 

or that Arnold fears they may desert again if 

he allows them to remain too long in the city.” 

“ Are they to leave soon ?” I cried, impatient 

because Master Baldwin was so long in telling 

what should have been a short story. 

“ Arnold did not return to his quarters last 

night because he slept on board the transport
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which is to carry the legion southward, and he 

will not lodge there again for many months, if 

ever.” 

“But Sergeant Champe?”’ I cried yet more 

impatiently. 

“T went to seek him this morning after learn- 

ing what was being done. His orders were that 

I present myself at the barracks, if I failed to 

see him on the street, and there I went.. The 

sergeant was among those sent aboard the 

transport shortly before sunrise this morning.” 

“Why, there is danger he may be obliged to 

sail with them!” I cried in horror, as I pictured 

to myself one who loved the cause forced to 

take his place in the ranks of the Britishers. 

“ May be obliged! Lads, he has already 

gone! The transport sailed at one o'clock. this 

afternoon, and. the Virginian must now serve 

the king, or acknowledge that which cannot fail 

of taking him directly to the gallows.” 

There was so much of evil fortune in Master
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Baldwin’s disconnected story that some mo. 

ments elapsed before I could fully understand 

all which had come upon us, and then I saw the 

picture. 

The traitor escaped from us, who could have 

trapped him so readily, by the merest chance, 

and the brave youth from Virginia, wearing the 

uniform he hated, receiving orders from that 

man above all others in these united colonies to 

be most despised ! 

It was indeed a sorry ending to the adventure, 

and for the moment I believed fate would have 

been more kindly to the gallant sergeant had 

it brought him speedy death. 

Master Baldwin was not disposed to give 
us overmuch time in which to dwell upon the 

matter, however. 

“You lads are, of all those connected with the 

plot, in the greatest danger, although I can 

understand full well how desperate is the ser- 

geant’s position. The boy you took prisoner
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- has returned to the city; his story, added to and 

embellished until you would hardly recognize it, 

is in the mouths of all the gossips, and a reward 

of five pounds is offered for the capture of each. 

I doubt not but that this side of the river will 

speedily be searched, for the promise of ten 

pounds will make of many a man who has pro. 

fessed to love the cause, a loyal subject to his 

majesty, and you must be on your way toward 

our lines within an hour.” 

“Did you see Master Schuster?” I asked, 

failing for the moment to realize fully the 

danger which menaced us. 

“Ay; but he was too much alarmed to 

venture on speech with me. Never before have 

I seen a man so thoroughly frightened, and I 

dare wager he would deny ever having seen 

either of us three, if the question was put to him 

by one wearing a red coat.” 

“T suppose his cowardice is so great that he 

will not so much as think of going to my mother,”
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David said bitterly, and his eyes grew moist as he 

understood that there was no longer the slightest 

chance he could see his best friend until after 

many months—perhaps years—had passed. 

“The same thought was in my mind, and I 

went to your homes that there might be no 

more anxiety in that quarter than is absolutely 

necessary. Both the good women believe your 

escape is the same as accomplished, and I will an- 

swer for it their hearts are not so heavy as yours.” 

“The sadness in my heart is not wholly be- 

cause I must flee,” I replied quickly. “It 

grieves me that the plot has failed signally; 

but most of all because Sergeant Champe is in 

such sore straits.” 

“Jt is best to think of nothing save what 

lays before you,” Master Baldwin said kindly, 

and then he began explaining how we had best 

proceed in order to gain Major Lee’s camp. 

I do not think he gave this advice because he 

thought it necessary, but rather to hearten us
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by leading our thoughts to the future, and in 

this last he succeeded. 

When the moment had come he conducted 

us to the water’s edge, where was concealed his 

boat, and promising to visit the camp before a 

month passed, actually pushed us into the cratt. 

Hugging the Jersey shore closely, that we 

might have an opportunity of taking to our 

heels in case of pursuit, we rowed as when that 

villainous cur, Ben Stork, had been an unwilling 

prisoner aboard, watching closely meanwhile, as 

may well be imagined, for any sign which might 

give token that we were being pursued. 

To my mind there was little cause for fear. 

I could not believe that Jethro Stork or his 

precious brother Ben would have any suspicion 

we had passed nearly twenty hours on the 

New Jersey shore; but fancied they were at 

that very moment watching intently every craft 

which put out from New York, in the hope of 

intercepting us.
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Because of this unfounded, and perhaps un- 

reasonable, belief, I was not as cautious as 

should have been a lad whose life was in the 

greatest peril. 

To me, at the time, it was as if we had 

escaped all danger, and that there remained for 

us no more than to row so far as the encamp- 

ment of Major Lee’s Legion, when we could 

snap our fingers at the Stork family. 

Davi'ds mind was concerned with little else 

save our future, and as he pulled vigorously at 

the oar the dear lad talked regarding that time 

when we, wearing the Continental uniform, 

would do for our country something more than 

spy around New York to gather such poor in- 

formation as might come our way. 

Thus it was that instead of keeping sharpest 

watch, at the very hour when we should have 

been most keenly on the alert our minds 

wandered from what should have been the one 

important duty.
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Perhaps five minutes had passed without my 

having searched with my eyes the river as well 

as was possible in the gloom of the fast-coming 

night, when suddenly the sound of oars brought 

me to a realization of what should ever have 

been present in my thoughts. 

David heard it almost at the same instant, 

and whispered : 

“Whoever may be in that on-coming craft 

must already have heard the sound of oars, for 

we have been exceedingly careless.” 

“Pull for the shore. We will take our 

chances on land rather than the water.” 

The skiff was headed for the Jersey side of 

the river as soon as might be thereafter, and, 

rowing cautiously now, since all the mischief 

had been done, we pulled at our best speed, 

which was far inferior to that of the other craft, 

while we knew beyond a peradventure that 

these newcomers were in pursuit. 

It needed not the fragments of conversation
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which we overheard just before reaching the 

shore, to tell us who was so close at hand. 

“They can be none other than the traitorous 

rebels, and if we are so minded neither of them 

shall escape.” 

It was Ben Stork who said this, as I well 

knew from the tone of his voice, and his brother 

Jethro replied : 

“ Have no fear, lad, that they can give us the 

slip. Stand ready to shoot instantly you have 

a fair target, for it matters little whether we 

take them dead or alive—the reward of ten 

pounds holds good in either case.” 

Now I realized fully to what extremities our 

carelessness had led us, for it seemed more 

than likely they could so far gain in the chase 

as to be able to bring one or both of us down 

with a bullet, and for the moment my heart 

was as lead, heavy in my breast, for I believed 

that indeed was the end near at hand.
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CHAPTER IX. 

CAPTURED. 

From the time I became convinced our cap- 

ture was certain, until David and I leaped 

ashore, no more than forty seconds had elapsed. 

The two Storks, thinking rather of the ten 

pounds which had been offered as reward for 

our capture than that they might be benefiting 

the king, or wreaking a private vengeance, were 

so near the landing when I sprang from the 

boat as to appear no more than fifty yards 

away, and it needed not the sight of Benjamin 

rising to his feet suddenly with a musket in his 

hands, to tell me that I could not too soon get 

under cover. 

“Have a care to yourself, David,” I said 

sharply, as we two ran with all speed toward
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the thicket which bordered this side of the ~ 

river. “Have a care to yourself, for the Tory 

cur is about to fire !” 

‘The words had no sooner been spoken than 

the report of a musket rang out, and I heard 

the hissing of the bullet as it cut its way 

through the foliage nearer my head than was 

agreeable. 

The night was so nearly come that the dark- 

ness sheltered us once we were within the 

thicket, and had it been possible for us to 

have run at full speed without making any 

noise whatsoever, then might we readily have 

given our pursuers the slip. 

Unfortunately, however, as we floundered on 

in the darkness, making twice as much of a dis- 

turbance as if we had been thoroughly ac- 

quainted with the way, the enemy could follow 

us readily, and our only hope lay in outstrip- 

ping the Tories in the flight. 

There was no longer any reason to fear they
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might attempt to shoot us down, because we 

were completely screened from view, and thus 

was the fear of a sudden death taken from us 

for the time being. 

“Come to a standstill, or I'll fire!” Jethro 

cried, after having followed us perhaps a couple 

of hundred yards. 

There was no reason why I should waste 

breath in replying to this demand, unless it 

might be to let him know I was not a fool who 

could be thus frightened; but he who is 

pursued plays a simple part when he spends 

his wind in vain, and I held my peace. 

How long we two ran in silence, one at the 

other’s heels, I cannot say of a surety; but it 

seemed to me it was hardly more than five min- 

utes since we left the boat when David began 

to slacken pace somewhat, and I urged him for- 

ward in whispers : 

“T cannot do it, Oliver,” he replied, speaking 

with difficulty because of his labored breathing.
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“T am nearly blown already. Do you keep on, 

and let them make a prisoner of me. Thus 

your escape will be insured. My capture is 

certain.” 

“Do you believe I would leave a comrade 

behind in the enemy’s hands ?” I asked sharply, 

hurt because David had judged me so 

meanly. 

“But if it is possible for you to escape, and I 

am out of the race, why give them two prisoners 

when one will suffice?” 

“ Because I do not choose to have it laid at 

my door that I deserted a friend. Run as far 

as you can, and then we will measure strength 

with them.” 

I spoke hopefully at this time to cheer my 

friend; but knew only too well that it was a 

foolish speech. 

These two Storks were armed, and would 

perhaps be better pleased at carrying us back 

to New York dead than alive, therefore when
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the instant. came that David must halt we were 

the same as prisoners. 

There was time, perhaps, for me to have 

counted twenty before the dear lad, almost at 

the verge of exhaustion, tripped over a haif- 

decayed log and fell heavily, remaining motion- 

less as if death had come to spare him further 

suffering. | 

It was only by catching at the nearest tree 

that I prevented myself from falling headlong 

across his body, and then as soon as possible I 

leaned over him, fearing the poor lad had re- 

ceived dangerous injury. 

“ How is it with you?” I asked anxiously, and 

he replied as well as he might because of his 

thick, rapid breathing: 

“Tam at the end of my rope. Leave me— 

save yourself.” . 

Here in the thicket it was so dark one could 

not see an object at the distance of half a dozen 

paces away, and I crept around blindly for
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something which would serve as a weapon, but 

not finding so much as a stout stick. 

From the rear, that is to say in that direc- 

tion where ran the river, could be heard the 

two Storks as they floundered on through the 

underbrush, and instantly there came into my 

mind the hope that now we were still they 

might perchance pass us in the gloom, and thus 

we have an opportunity of doubling back on 

them. 

There was no such good fortune in store for 

us as that these traitorous curs should miss 

their prey, and the two were not more than 

half a dozen yards from me when I heard 

Jethro say as he came to a standstill : 

“Look out for yourself, Benjamin. The 

rebels have halted hereabout, and we must not 

miss them in the darkness. Be ready to shoot, 

and take care of your aim, for there is no reason 

why we should run any risks.” 

I believe my conscience never would have
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troubled me in-the future if, it being possible, 

I had killed that Tory where he stood. 

He was speaking of David and I much as he 

might a couple of foxes who, being run down, 

had best be shot dead than that the hunter 

take the chances of receiving a scratch. 

I literally held my breath, hoping even now 

they might pass us by, and having decided in 

my own mind that it would be worse than 

folly, unarmed as we were, to attempt any 

resistance when they demanded our surrender. 

There was no need to warn David of what I 

hoped to do, for he still remained where he 

had fallen, his face pressed among the de- 

caying leaves until the noise of his heavy 

breathing was stifled. 

The Tories came, of course by chance, 

directly toward us, and had my comrade been 

on his feet I believe of a verity we might have 

stepped aside and so let them pass. 

As it was, however, such a plan could not
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have been carried into effect save at the expense 

of too much noise, and I was forced to stand 

still until Jethro Stork had advanced within 

three or four paces, the muzzle of his musket 

hardly more than that many inches distant from 

my chest. 

Then suddenly he saw me, and cried in a 

loud voice: ; 

“Surrender, you rebel, or Pll shoot you as I 

would a cur !” 

“When an unarmed man is directly in front 

of a loaded weapon without means of defense, 

it would seem as if there was no need 

of demanding his surrender,” I replied with 

a laugh which had in it very little of 

mirth. 

“Do you yield 2” he cried. 

“T see no other course. If there was half a 

show of succeeding in case of making a resist- 

ance, you may be sure I would not be thus 

humble.”
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“Have done with so much talk! Where is 

the other rebel ?” 

“Find him if you count on gaining the 

reward; but do not think I am to search at 

your bidding.” 

By this time Ben had stumbled across 

David’s body and come nigh to falling, where- 

upon he clubbed his musket viciously. For a 

moment I felt certain it was his purpose to 

brain my comrade, as indeed he might have 

done without fearing to be punished therefor, 

because we were the same as outlaws. 

- “His death will be on your head if you 

strike, Ben Stork!” I cried. “There has been 

no resistance made by either of us, and should 

you take our lives it will be none other than 

a cold-blooded murder !” 

“You choose rather to go back and be 

hanged, do you?” the villainous cur asked, with 

a laugh that strongly tempted me to try conclu- 

sions with him, even though the odds were so
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absolutely against me. “I have no desire to do 

the king’s butchering, but a few days later can 

sit at my leisure and see the executioner stretch 

his neck.” 

Then Ben lowered his musket and kicked 

David viciously, ordering him to stand up. 

While my comrade obeyed, Jethro Stork, 

lowering his weapon, stepped forward, com- 

manding me to hold up my hands, after which 

he proceeded to search my garments as if 

believing I had weapons concealed. 

Having satisfied himself on this score he 

took from his pocket a piece of stout hempen 

cord, and with it tied my wrists together, 

drawing the bonds so tightly as to cause me no 

slight amount of pain. 

While this was being done Ben followed his 

brother’s example in the treatment of David, 

and the two of us were soon tied together in 

such a fashion that we could not have made 

much progress toward escape even had our
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Tory captors given us free permission ta 

run. 

At the moment we were thus helpless all 

hope deserted me, and I could see in my mind’s 

eye, at not such a very long distance in the 

future, the outlines of the gallows on which 

David and I would be hanged, or a squad of 

soldiers who were to put us to death in a more 

humane fashion. 

That there were many days of life yet 

remaining to us I did not believe. 

The Storks would, so I argued, deliver us up 

to the Britishers in New York before midnight. 

We should be tried within forty-eight hours, 

most likely, for aiding and abetting the so- 

called rebels, and both of us well knew the 

penalty. : 

All this was in my mind on the supposition 

that we would be taken directly to the city, in 

order that the Tories might handle the promised 

reward as soon as possible.
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Therefore it was that I felt a certain amount 

of surprise, which came near to verging into 

hope, when Ben said: 

“T have no stomach for pulling across the 

river to-night with these rebels. They must 

have friends on the shore below here, where 

they remained hidden yesterday ; and who shall 

say that our movements were not observed 

when we landed for the chase? 

“These two have not so many friends here- 

about that we can be bested, armed as we 

are,” Jethro said, with a certain display of care- 

lessness, yet I knew that in his cowardly heart 

he was giving no slight weight to his brother's 

suggestion. 

“We might not be bested,” Ber hastened. to 

add; “but there is a chance our prisoners could 

be taken from us, and it would make me sore 

to lose the ten pounds which are now so near 

our pockets.” 

“By all of which you mean—to do what?”
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“Stay where we are until daybreak. After 

the sun has risen I venture to say there are no 

rebels hereabout who would dare make an 

attack upon us once we were in our boat.” 

Jethro threw himself upon the ground as if 

to consider the matter more at his leisure, and 

David pressed my hands, which were nigh to 

his because of the cord, much as if he would 

say that there was yet good reason for hope. 

How it might be that we, fettered and un- 

armed, should get the best of these two Tories 

I had not so much as the ghost of an idea, but 

it was in my mind that if they delayed return- 

ing to New York it was not impossible we 

could free ourselves. 

Jethro, who ordinarily would not have 

stopped to argue with his younger brother, 

now invited Ben to state in more detail why 

he considered it imprudent to venture on the 

river after nightfall, and thus the two showed 

their cowardice.
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For my part I did not believe there were 

any friends of ours who could aid us at this 

time in case the Tories went directly back to 

the city. 

I fancied it would be safer for them to do 

so, if indeed there was anything like danger 

attached to their side of the enterprise, in the 

night rather than the day, and as the matter 

turned, it was proven to me of how little value 

my own judgment might be. 

When Ben had come to an end of explaining 

that we must have friends nearabout, because 

of the fact that we had remained hidden cer- 

tainly during the day just passed, Jethro pro- 

fessed to be satisfied with the reasoning and 

consented, as if in thus acting he was confer- 

ring a favor upon his brother, to remain in the 

thicket until sunrise. 

Even this precaution was not all the coward 

Ben desired. 

He feared some one might have followed on
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his trail, after having seen us land, and was 

even now coming through the thicket. 

In order to throw a possible pursuer off the 

scent, he suggested that we be taken a quarter 

of a mile or more further up-stream, where 

perchance a better camping-place might be 

found. 

To this Jethro also agreed, and we were 

ordered to march forward as best we might 

while standing face to face, our four wrists 

pinioned together, while the valiant Tories, 

their weapons ready for instant use, followed 

close in our wake. 

As may be supposed, we could not walk 

rapidly, David and I, and after ten minutes of 

awkward movement, during which time I be- 

lieved we had not gained two hundred yards in 

distance, Ben called a halt, saying to his brother 

that the spot where we then were afforded a 

fairly comfortable place for a camp. 

We were in a depression of the land sheltered
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from the wind, and amid a thicket of spruce 

trees which would provide material for a bed, 

were one at liberty to make use of it. 

David and I were ordered to sit down, one 

either side a small sapling, to which our fettered 

hands were tied securely. 

The only comfort to be found in the situation 

for us was that we might hold converse together 

in whispers, and could stretch our legs now and 

then, although there was good reason to believe 

our arms would be cramped before the morning 

sun gave these cowards sufficient heart to ven- - 

ture on the journey across the river. 

I have said that hope came to me when the 

curs who had so nearly earned the ten pounds 

reward proposed to remain on that side all 

night; but after thus learning how they in- 

tended to guard against our escape I gave way 

once more to despair. 

The two Storks threw themselves down 

on the ground half a dozen feet in front of
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us, and Ben took from his coat pocket a 

supply of food, which showed that they had set 

out in pursuit of us believing the chase would 

be a long one. 

Now they could regale themselves at their 

leisure, and I venture to say both had all the 

more pleasure in this meal because of the belief 

that they were tantalizing us by eating when 

it might well be supposed we were hungry. 

David pressed his hands against mine now 

and then as if to hearten me, and I clasped his 

fingers as best I might to let him think I had 

not yielded to despair, although the shadow of 

the scaffold was hanging heavily upon me. 

We made no attempt to speak one with the 

other, lest the Tories should check us, and I 

was not minded to give them even that pitiful 

satisfaction. 

After perhaps no more than half an hour, 

although it seemed to me fully a third of the 

right must have been spent, Ben Stork gave
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himself up to slumber while his brother acted 

the part of sentinel. 

Then, in time, lulled by the silence, which 

was profound save for the soughing of the 

gentle wind through the trees, Jethro’s heavy 

breathing told that he had also had so far for- 

gotten his duty as to yield to the influences of 

the night. 

“Ts there no way we may best them even 

now?” David whispered cautiously, bending 

forward that he might speak directly in my 

ear, and I replied, striving to prevent the sorrow 

in my heart from being apparent in the words : 

“JT know not what we can do, fettered as we 

are, A dozen times have I tried to work my 

fingers so far as to undo the knots of this cord; 

but all in vain. Unless you have greater 

freedom we must remain prisoners until it shall 

please these curs to give up to the Britishers.” 

“The rope is drawn so tightly that my 

fingers are numb, and even if a  
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He ceased speaking very suddenly, for at that 

instant we both heard.what sounded like the 

breaking of dry twigs under a heavy weight, and 

I believed there were wild beasts prowling 

around, even though it did not seem probable 

any such had their lairs near by. 

We listened intently while one might have 

counted ten, the blood bounding in our veins 

until it seemed as if the pulsations of our hearts 

must waken the Tories, and then there was no 

question but that a man or an animal was 

stealthily approaching. 

David showed himself to be quicker-witted 

than I, for he instantly suspected the truth of 

the situation, and leaning forward whispered 

eagerly in my ear: 

“Tt is Master Baldwin! He saw the pursuit 

on the water, and has followed that he may do 

us a good turn.” 

“Tt could not have been that he watched our 

boat so long,” I replied, refusing to believe such
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good news because at the time it seemed improb- 

able. 

Yet even as I denied the correctness of my 

comrade’s statement all fear’ of wild beasts 

was gone from me, and I listened intently 

to trace in the sounds of what was now a 

regular approach something which should 

betoken that they were caused by a human 

being. 

“Tt must be him,” David repeated, as if to 

stimulate his own courage. “It must be him, 

and we are saved !” 

Even though my comrade was in the right, 

we were not safe unless perchance Master 

Baldwin was armed ; but the fact that he might 

be near gave me such cheer as I never expect to 

experience again. 

Then came an instant when I was startled, 

although almost expecting it, by the pressure of 

a hand on my shoulder, and turning as nearly 

as I might while held in position by the rope, I
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saw a dark mass against the foliage which told 

me a friend was near at hand. 

“Tt is I—Baldwin,” came a whisper as gentle 

as the breathing of the night wind. “Where 

are the Tories ?” 

“Directly in front of us, asleep,” David re- 

plied cautiously. 

“ How are they armed ?” 

“Both have muskets, and had as soon kill us 

as to take us into the city alive, the reward 

being the same.” 

“How are you fettered 2” 

I explained in a few words, when he, first 

passing his hand over the rope to make certain 

of its position, drew across the strands the keen 

edge of a knife, and we were free so far as 

concerned our limbs.
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CHAPTER X. 

TURNING THE TABLES. 

Wirnovut being told, I knew that Master 

Baldwin was unarmed save for the knife with 

which he had severed our bonds, otherwise, so I 

judged, he would have approached with more 

boldness, for from what he had already shown 

of himself I knew he was by no means a tim- 

_ orous man. 

After cutting the rope he stepped back into 

the thicket as if of the mind that we should 

follow him, and I understood that it was his 

purpose we slip away from our captors rather 

than make any attempt at disarming them. 

Neither David nor I were minded to go 

away thus, leaving those scoundrelly Tories be-
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hind to follow on our trail so soon as they 

were awakened, and by our hesitation it was 

much as though each gave words to the same 

thought. 

Now that we were free to move as we 

pleased it did not seem either a dangerous or a 

difficult task to creep upon our late captors, 

and should this be done successfully the work 

of disarming them would be comparatively 

light. 

On the contrary, if they awakened while we 

were making the attempt, I argued with my- 

self that we were but little worse off, since 

coming from out the heavy slumber suddenly 

they would be confused, and we might take 

leave of them at our will. 

It was not with the idea of risking this 

last chance that I halted to learn what scheme 

David might propose. 

There was no question in my mind as to the 

possibility of doing as I desired, and it seemed
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as if my comrade was of much the same opinion. 

Because we hesitated to follow him Master 

Baldwin advanced once more until he could lay 

his hand upon my shoulder, and as he thus 

clutched me it was much the same as though 

he had asked why we delayed. 

I pointed toward the sleepers, trusting he 

would understand the gesture by the sense of 

hearing, since the night was now come so dark 

that his eyes were of but little avail, and I was 

not mistaken. 

He increased the pressure upon my shoulder, 

thus giving me to understand he disapproved of 

the plan; but there was in my mind the thought 

that it were better to take a few chances here 

while the Tories were asleep than run the dan- 

ger of being pursued before we had well gotten 

away, for however timorous these two Storks 

might be, that reward of ten pounds would go 

far toward screwing up their courage. 

There was no need David Rhinelander and I
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should exchange a single word so far as under: 

standing each other was concerned. 

He knew exactly what I proposed to do, for 

there could be but one reason for thus turning 

back when we might have made good our 

escape, and he stood close by my side, awaiting 

the signal. 

I gave it by pressing his hand, and together 

we stole forward, without heed to what Master 

Baldwin might do. 

If either Jethro or Ben Stork had been versed 

in woodcraft we could not have crept up on 

them as we did, for he who has spent much 

time in the forest learns to sleep lightly, and 

instinctively wakens at the slightest unusual 

noise. 

As we advanced more than once did a twig 

break under our feet, for we were, as you might 

say, moving at random since it was impossible 

to see anything before us, and yet the heavy 

breathing of the Tories continued undisturbed.
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Once we were come near to where I believed 

they were, it was necessary to stoop and grope 

around with our hands, lest we should actually 

step upon them, and while thus engaged I came 

upon the butt of a musket. 

The weapon was most likely lying by the 

side of its owner; yet I took the chances of 

withdrawing it without changing my position, 

determined to treat them, should they awaken, 

even as they would have treated us, providing I 

first succeeded in getting control of the musket. 

It was like playing at a game of jack-straws 

in the darkness, and although the odds were 

desperately against the attempt, it went through 

so admirably that the current of the sleeper’s 

breathing was not changed. 

Then I would have handed the weapon to 

David, and tried the same method with the 

second Tory, but that I soon understood the 

dear lad was following my example. 

To shorten an -over-long story, I had best
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content myself by saying that in less than five 

minutes from the time Master Baldwin severed 

our bonds we were standing over the Stork 

brothers, prepared for anything they might 

attempt to do. 

The tables had been turned most beauti- 

fully, and instead of our being carried back to 

New York that the villainous Tories might 

finger ten pounds of the king’s gold, we would 

give them a most urgent invitation to accom- 

pany us to the encampment of Lee’s Legion. 

However, there was possible danger to be 

apprehended before our task was fully com- 

pleted, for when we had aroused them in the 

darkness it was not unlikely one or the other 

might strike a cowardly blow with a knife, and 

our joy be turned to mourning. 

“Step over your man so you may clutch him 

by the throat, and do not be afraid of putting 

too heavy a pressure upon it,” I whispered 

softly to David, and in another instant those
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who had triumphed a few hours previous were 

suddenly awakened to find themselves gasping 

for breath. 

“ At the first show of resistance I shall act as 

you threatened us!” I cried in Jethro’s ear, for 

he it was over whom I kneeled. “We have 

taken possession of the muskets, and propose 

to go in another direction than New York.” ~ 

As I spoke the sound of rapid footsteps from 

the rear told that Master Baldwin, apprised of 

our success, was coming forward to lend what- 

ever aid might be in his power, and David 

cried : 

“ Have we nothing with which to truss them 

up so that it may not be necessary to keep so 

strong a hold upon the curs ?” 

“You are choking me to death,” Ben gasped, 

speaking only after the greatest difficulty, and 

David replied, with a note of satisfaction in his 

tones: 

“Tt would give me solid pleasure to do so,
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but that I might afterward be ashamed of 

having killed such a wretch.” 

“Here is what will serve to tie them,” 

Master Baldwin said, as he crept around in the 

darkness to learn how we were situated, and I 

cried warningly : 

“Be careful lest they strike with a knife, 

although should such an attempt be made it 

would be their last on this earth, for I am not 

minded to treat these villains with any ap- 

proach at kindness after our late experience 

with them.” 

So thoroughly frightened was the cowardly 

Jethro that he made no effort even to speak, and 

dexterously did Master Baldwin tie his hands, 

using, as I afterward learned, the fragments of 

cord which had been severed from our wrists. 

I have taken longer in the telling than was 

really required to render these Tories helpless, 

and when it had been done David and I rose 

to our feet with a sense of deepest relief.
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Now we were free, indeed, and what was 

more, would carry to Major Lee two prisoners 

who might possibly be made to serve as barter 

for some of our unfortunate friends who were 

confined in the prison ships. 

“Will you go back to the hut?’ Master 

Baldwin asked, and I replied promptly, having 

decided in my own mind what we should do 

unless it so chanced my comrade was opposed 

to the plan: 

“We'll push on to the river. I am not afraid 

to venture forth in the night, and would be at 

at the American camp as soon as may be 

possible.” 

David was of the same opinion, and gave 

token of it by ordering Ben to rise. 

“Are you going to carry me, who have never 

done you any wrong, to that wretched place 

again?” young Stork asked in a quavering 

voice, and David replied with a laugh: 

“Your memory is treacherous when you
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speak of never having done us a wrong, for not 

more than an hour ago you proposed to shoot 

us down in cold blood. The best we could 

have hoped from you was to have been con- 

ducted to the scaffold. I shall not hold out 

any such promises as that, but this I vouch for 

right heartily: There won’t be a second turn- 

ing of the tables this night, and you may not 

find escape as easy when you make a second 

attempt.” 

Now that his brother had spoken Jethro 

found his tongue, and he cried pleadingly—I 

believe the cowardly cur would have gotten on 

his knees before me had he dared to make the 

slightest movement: 

“The threats we made were more in jest than. 

earnest, and surely you will not take us prison- 

ers to the American camp ?” 

“The threats were so much a jest that already 

in your mind had you fingered the ten pounds 

reward,” I said, angered that he should prove
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so arrant a coward, and then the fellow begged 

and whimpered like a child, until I could have 

struck him, prisoner though he was. 

“ There is no reason why we should delay for 

such converse as this,” Master Baldwin said im- 

patiently. “These two were searching for you, 

and unquestionably there are others of the same 

kidney who would earn the reward by carrying 

you to the gallows. Nothing is gained by loi- 

tering, and much may be lost thereby. I can 

lead the way to the river even though it be 

dark, and the sooner you have set out on your 

journey the better.” 

I was of the same mind; and, after threaten- 

ing Jethro with a blow if he did not cease his 

whining, I was ready to follow the guide. 

Master Baldwin went as straight through the 

thicket as if it had been broad day, bringing us 

out within fifty yards of where the two boats 

had been beached. 

Once clear of the foliage, the night was not
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so dark but that we could make our way up the 

river without difficulty ; and David took it upon 

himself to embark the prisoners, while I held a 

short conversation with the gentleman who had 

proven himself such a devoted friend, beginning 

it by asking how he chanced to come upon us 

so opportunely. 

“You had hardly gotten out of earshot when 

I saw those Tories coming up the river,” he 

said. “It did not require much thought to 

decide that they were in search of you, and 

it was then too late to give a warning. I could 

only hope to be of assistance by following at a 

distance. But for the fact that I was unarmed, 

you two would not have been prisoners even 

for a moment. As it was, however, I only 

hoped to render aid later, as really happened. 

It must be your care, since you have decided to 

carry them to the American camp, that they do 

not escape, for I doubt not that I have been 

recognized; and once they were to return to
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New York, I could no longer be of service to 

the cause.” 

“JT will answer for their safe-keeping, even 

though I stand guard over them myself. Shall 

you go into the city soon again 2” 

“You ask hoping to send your mother some 

word 2” 

“That is my desire, if it can be done without 

danger to yourself, sir.” 

“Tt shall be done, lad. I will see her to- 

morrow.” 

“And tell her by that time we shall have 

enlisted in Lee’s Legion, If David’s uncle re- 

. covers from his alarm there should be an 

opportunity for her to send us a message 

through him in due course of events.” 

“J will explain everything you would say, 

my boy: Have no fear as to that, and now get 

you gone, for it is better you were not on the 

river after daylight.” 

David had placed his prisoners in the stern-
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sheets of the boat, and was standing ready to 

push her off. 

There was nothing to delay our departure. 

After a hearty hand-clasp with this true 

friend to the cause, we embarked, and until he 

was lost to view in the darkness I saw Master 

Baldwin standing on the shore watching: to 

make certain no further mishap befell us. 

Once we were well on our way up the river 

Jethro Stork began to plead for liberty; but 

David put an end to his whining by threaten- 

ing him with a gag unless his mouth was 

speedily closed, and during the next hour I 

question if he so much as opened his lips to 

breathe. 

“Tt was not so much of a misadventure after 

all, this being overhauled by our Tory friends,” 

my comrade said when we had been rowing 

steadily for an hour or more, and I, thinking 

what might befall Master Baldwin in case these 

two Tories should be exchanged for American



A TRAITOR’S ESCAPE. 231 

prisoners, or otherwise find their way into New 

York again, said doubtfully : 

“That remains to be seen, David. We will 

not call the day fair until the sun be set, and 

while these cowards are alive there is always 

a possibility of treachery.” 

We talked but little, David and I, during 

this pull up the river, for strength was needed 

at the oars, and we were not minded to waste 

our breath on such conversation as could safely 

be indulged in while we had as prisoners the 

two Storks. 

It was after daybreak when we were hailed 

by the sentinels at Major Lee’s camp ; but this 

time there was no delay in making known to 

the commander our arrival, and as soon as 

might be after the boat’s bow grated on the 

sand we were detailing to the major the un- 

happy ending of the plot to capture a traitor. 

His sorrow at Sergeant Champe’s disagreeable 

if not dangerous, position can well be fancied.
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I could see that he was more disturbed in 

mind than he would have us believe, but after 

some time he made as if to dismiss the subject 

by saying: 

“Tt is the fortune of war, lad, and those who 

have embarked in this struggle against the king 

know that their lives are staked on the hazard. 

Champe would suffer less amid all the horrors 

of the prison ships than he will while obeying 

the commands, as he must perforce do, of that 

arch traitor, Benedict Arnold. However, our 

regrets and speculations can avail him but little. 

We had best think only of ourselves.” 

“ And in so doing I venture to add, with all 

due respect, that it is necessary closer guard 

be kept over these prisoners than was exer- 

cised when Ben alone was in camp, for should 

they succeed in returning to New York Master 

Baldwin’s life would speedily be sacrificed be- 

cause of the part he has played in this affair.” 

“T will see that they are forwarded to head-
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quarters at once with a detailed report of the 

capture, and now you lads will consider your- 

selves as having the liberty of the camp. Do 

whatsoever pleases you, and if I can contribute 

in the slightest degree to your comfort or happi- 

ness, it is only necessary for you to say the 

word.” 

At this point the story of our attempt to 

capture the traitor has been told, and there 

can be no question but that he who reads it is, 

as were we two, sad at heart because that which 

promised to be a brave adventure came to 

naught. 

As a matter of course Major Lee readily 

gave us an opportunity to enlist in his troop; 

and we were yet with the legion on that day 

in North Carolina when Sergeant Champe, 

having after many a long, weary day, escaped 

from his commander the traitor, came into camp, 

to the intense surprise of all save Major Lee, 

David Rhinelander, and myself.
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I would there was time for me to set down 

the details of his reception when all the story 

had been told the men, while they were drawn 

up in line, with the sergeant, David, and I facing 

the ranks. 

- However, it may be that at sometime in the 

future, when we shall have given the redcoats 

a few doses such as we administered to Lord 

Rawdon’s troops the day after the sergeant 

came into camp, the opportunity will come for 

me to set down in better fashion than I have 

been able to do in this tale all that was said 

and done when the men of Lee’s Legion under- 

stood that their sergeant-major had never been 

in truth a deserter, but one who risked every- 

thing for the cause. 

THE END.
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panies the family to Paris at the crisis of the Revolution. Im- 
prisonment and death reduce their number, and the hero finds 
himself beset by perils with the three young daughters of the 
house in his charge. After hairbreadth escapes they reach Nan- 
tes. There the girls are condemned to death in the coffin-ships, 
but are saved by the unfailing courage of their boy protector. 
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A story of Venice at a period when her strength and splendor 
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The hero, a young English lad. after rather a stormy boyhood, 
emigrates to Australia, and gets employment as an officer in the 
mounted police. A few years of active work on the frontier, 
where he has many a brush with both natives and bushrangers, 
gain him promotion to a captaincy, and he eventually settles 
down to the peaceful life of a squatter. 
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A story of the days when England and Spain struggled for the 
supremacy of the sea. The heroes sail as lads with Drake in the 
Pacific expedition, and in his great voyage of circumnavigation. 
The historical portion of the story is absolutely to be relied upon, 
but this will perhaps be less attractive than the great variety of 
exciting adventure through which the young heroes pass in the 
course of their voyages. 
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The author has woven, in a tale of thrilling interest, all the de: 
tails of the Ashanti campaign, of which he was himself a witness, 
His hero, after many exciting adventures in the interior, is de- 

tained a prisoner by the king just before the outbreak of the war, 
but escapes, and accompanies the English expedit on on their 
march to Coomassie. 

““Mr, Henty keeps up his reputation as a writer of boys’ stories. ‘ By Sheer 
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In this story Mr. Henty traces the adventures and brave deeds 
of an English boy in the household of the ablest man of his age— 
William the Silent. Edward Martin, the son of an English sea- 
captain, enters the service of the Prince as a volunteer, and is em- 

ployed by him in many dangerous and responsible missions, in the 
discharge of which he passes through the great sieges of the time, 
He ultimately setties down as Sir Edward Martin. 

“ Boys with a turn for historical research will be enchanted with the book, 
while the rest who only care for adventure will be students in spite of them- 
selves.”"—St. James’ Gazette. 
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@. A. Henry. With full-page Illustrations by GoRDON 

Browne. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

No portion of English history is more crowded with great events 
than that of the reign of Edward III. Cressy and Poitiers; the 

destruction of the Spanish fleet; the plague of the Black Death; 
the Jacquerie rising; these are treated by the author in ‘' St. 
George for England.”” The hero of the story, although of good 
family, begins life as a London apprentice, but after countless ad, 
ventures and perils becomes by valor and good conduct the squire, 
and at last the trusted friend of the Black Prince. 

“Mr. Henty has developed for himself a type of historical novel for boys 
which bids fair to supplement, on their behalf, the historical labors of Sir 
Walter Scott in the land of fiction.”—The Standard. 

Captain’s Kidd’s Gold: The True Story of an Adventurous Sailor 

Boy. By JAMES FRANKLIN Fitts. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

There is something fascinating to the average youth in the very 
idea of buried treasure. A vision arises before his eyes of swarthy 
Portuguese and Spanish rascals, with black beards and gleaming 
eyes—sinister-looking fellows who once on a time haunted the 
Spanish Main, sneaking cut from some hidden creek in their long, 
low schooner, of picaroonish rake and sheer, to attack an unsus- 
pecting trading craft. There were many famous sea rovers in 
their day, but none more celebrated than Capt. Kidd. Perhaps 

the most fascinating tale of all is Mr. Fitts’ true story of an adven. 
turous American boy, who receives from his dying father an 
ancient bit of vellum, which the latter obtained in a curious way. 

The document bears obscure directions purporting to locate a cer- 
tain island in the Bahama group, and a considerable treasure 
buried there by two of Kidd’s crew. The hero of this book, 
Paul Jones Garry, is an ambitious, persevering lad, of salt-water 
New England ancestry, and his efforts to reach the island and 
secure the money form one of the most absorbing tales for our 
youth that has come from the press,
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A frank, manly lad and his cousin are rivals in the heirship of a 
considerable property. The former falls into a trap laid by the 
latter, and while under a false accusation of theft foolishly leaves 
England for America. He works his passage before the mast, 
joins a small band of hunters, crosses a tract of country infested 
with Indians to the Californian gold diggings, and is successful 
both as digger and trader. 

‘‘Mr. Henty is careful to mingle iustruction with entertainment; and the 
humorous touches, especially in the sketch of John Holl, the Westminster 
dustman, Dickens himself could hardly have excelled.”—Christian Leader. 

For Name and Fame; or, Through Afghan Passes. By G. A. 
Henry. With full-page Illustrations by GoRDON BROWNE. 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
An interesting story of the last war in Afghanistan. The hero, 

after being wrecked and going through many stirring adventures 
among the Malays, finds his way to Calcutta and enlists in a regi- 
ment proceeding to join the army at the Afghan passes. He ac- 
companies the force under General Roberts to the Peiwar Kotal, 
is wounded, taken prisoner, carried to Cabul, whence he is trans- 
ferred to Cundahar, and takes part in the final defeat of the army 
of Ayoub Khan. 

‘““The best feature of the book—apart from the interest of its scenes of ad- 
venture: -is its honest effort to do justice to the patriotism of the Afghan 
people.”— Daily News, 

Captured by Apes: The Wonderful Adventures of a~Young 
Animal Trainer. By Harry PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, $1.00. 
The scene of this tale is laid on an island in the Malay Archi- 

pelago. Philip Garland, a young animal collector and trainer, of 
New York, sets sail for Eastern seas in quest of a new stock of 
living curiosities. The vessel is wrecked off the coast of Borneo 
and young Garland, the sole survivor of the disaster, is cast ashore 
on a small island, and captured by the apes that overrun the 
place. The lad discovers that the ruling spirit of the monkey 
tribe is a gigantic and vicious baboon, whom he identifies as 
Goliah, an animal at one time in his possession and with whose 
instruction he had been especially diligent. ‘The brute recognizes 
him, and with a kind of malignant satisfaction puts his former 
master through the same course of training he had himself ex- 
perienced with a faithfulness of detail which shows how astonish- 
ing is monkey recollection. Very novel indeed is the way by 
which the young man escapes death. Mr. Prentice has certainly 
worked a new vein on juvenile fiction, and the ability with which 
pone a difficult subject stamps him as a writer of undoubted 
skill,
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completely fallen into oblivion as those of the Earl of Peter. 
borough. This is largely due to the fact that they were over- 
shadowed by the glory and successes of Marlborough. His career 
as general extended over little more than a year, and yet, in that 
time, he showed a genius for warfare which has never been sur- 
passed. 

“Mr. Henty never loses sight of the moral purpose of his work—to enforce 
the doctrine of courage and truth. Lads will read ‘ The Bravest of the Brave' 
with pleasure and profit; of that we are quite sure.”—Daily Telegraph. 

The Cat of Bubastes: A Story of Ancient Egypt. By G. A. 
HeEnty. With full-page Illustrations. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
A story which will give young readers an unsurpassed insight 

into the customs of the Egyptian people. Amuba, a prince of the 
Rebu nation, is carried with his charioteer Jethro into slavery. 
They become inmates of the house of Ameres, the Egyptian high- 
priest, and are happy in his service until the priest’s son acci- 
dentally kills the sacred cat of Bubastes. In an outburst of popular 
fury Ameres is killed, and it rests with Jethro and Amuba to 
secure the escape of the high-priest’s son and daughter. 

‘““The story, from the critical moment of the killing of the sacred cat to the 
perilous exodus into Asia with which it closes, is very skillfully constructed 
and full of exciting adventures. It is admirably illustrated.’’°—Saturday 
Review. 

With Washington at Monmouth: A Story of Three Phila- 
delphia Boys. By JAMES Or1s. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Three Philadelphia boys, Seth Graydon ‘‘ whose mother con- 
ducted a boarding-house which was patronized by the British 
officers;” Enoch Ball, ‘“‘son of that Mrs. Ball whose dancing 
school was situated on Letitia Street,” and little Jacob, son of 
‘Chris, the Baker,” serve as the principal characters. The 
story is laid during the winter when Lord Howe held possession 
of the city, and the lads aid the cause by assisting the American 
spies who make regular and frequent visits from Valley Forge. 
One reads here of home-life in the captive city when bread was 
scarce among the people of the lowerclasses, and a reckless prodi- 
gality shown by the British officers, who passed the winter in 
feasting and merry-making while the members of the patriot army 
but a few miles away were suffering from both cold and hunger. 
The story abounds with pictures of Colonial life skillfully 
drawn, and the glimpses of Washington’s soldiers which are given 
show that the work has not been hastily done. or without con- 
siderable study.
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For the Temple: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. By G. A. 
HeEntTy. With full-page Illustrations by S. J. Souomon. 12mo, 
cloth, price $1.00. 
Mr. Henty here weaves into the record of Josephus an admirable 

and attractive story. The troubles in the district of Tiberias, the 
march of the legicns, the sieges of Jotapata, of Gamala, and of 
Jerusalem, form the impressive and carefully studied historic 
setting to the figure of the lad who passes from the vineyard to 
the service of Josephus, becomes the leader of a guerrilla band of 
patriots, fights bravely for the Temple, and after a brief term of 
slavery at Alexandria, returns to his Galilean home with the favor 
of Titus. 

“Mr. Henty’s graphic prose pictures of the hopeless Jewish resistance to 
Roman sway add another leaf to his record of the famous wars of the world.” 
—Graphic. 

Facing Death; or, The Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A Tale of 
the Coal Mines. By G. A. Henry. With full-page Tllustra- 
tions by GorDON Browne. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“Facing Death” is a story with a purpose. It is intended to 

show that a lad who makes up his mind firmly and resolutely that 
he will rise in life, and who is prepared to face toil and ridicule 
and hardship to carry out his determination, is sure to succeed. 
The hero of the story is a typical British boy, dogged, earnest, 
generous, and though ‘‘ shamefaced” to a degree, is ready to face 
death in the discharge of duty. 
“The tale is well written and well illustrated, and there is much reality in 

the characters. If any father, clergyman, or schoolmaster is on the lookout 
for a good book to give as a present to a boy who is worth his salt, this is the 
book we would recommend.” —Standard. 

Tom Temple’s Career. By Horatio AtcEer. 12mo, cloth, 
price $1.00. 
Tom Temple, a bright, self-reliant lad, by the death of his 

father becomes a boarder at the home of Nathan Middleton, a 
penurious insurance agent. Though well paid for keeping the 
boy, Nathan and his wife endeavor to bring Master Tom in line 
with their parsimonious habits. The lad ingeniously evades their 
efforts and revolutionizes the household. As Tom is heir to 
$40,000, he is regarded as a person of some importance until by 
an unfortunate combination of circumstances his fortune shrinks 
to a few hundreds. He leaves Plympton village to seek work in 
New York, whence he undertakes an important mission to Cali- 
fornia, around which center the most exciting incidents of his 
young career. Some of his adventures in the far west are so 
startling that the reader will scarcely close the book until the last 
page Shall have been reached. The tale is written in Mr. Alger’s 
most fascinating style, and is bound to please the “ery large class 
of boys who regard this popular author as a prime favorite.
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Maori and Settler: A Story of the New Zealand War. By 
G. A. Henry. With full-page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

The Renshaws emigrate to New Zealand during the period of 
the war with the natives. Wilfrid, a strong, self-reliant, coura- 
geous lad, isthe mainstay of the household. He has for his friend 
Mr. Atherton, a botanist and naturalist of herculean strength and 
unfailing nerve and humor. Intheadventures among the Maoris, 
there are many breathless moments in which the odds seem hope- 
lessly against the party, but they succeed in establishing them- 
selves happily in one of the pleasant New Zealand valleys. 

‘“Brimful of adventure, of humorous and interesting conversation, and 
vivid pictures of colonial life.’”-—Schoolmaster. 

Julian Mortimer: A Brave Boy’s Struggle for Home and Fortune. 
By Harry CAsTLEMON. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
Here is a story that will warm every boy’s heart. There is 

mystery enough to keep any lad’s imagination wound up to the 
highest pitch. The scene of the story lies west of the Mississippi 
River, in the days when emigrants made their perilous way across 
the great plains to the land of gold. One of the startling features 
of the book is the attack upon the wagon train by a large party of 
Indians. Our hero is a lad of uncommon nerve and pluck, a brave 
young American in every sense of the word. He enlists and holds 
the reader’s sympathy from the outset. Surrounded by an un- 
known and constant peril, and assisted by the unswerving fidelity 
of a stalwart trapper, a real rough diamond, our hero achicves the 
most happy results. Harry Castlemon has written many enter- 
taining stories for boys, and it would seem almost superfluous to 
say anything in his praise, for the youth of America regard him 
as a favorite author. 

“Carrots: Just a Little Boy. By Mrs. MoteswortH. With 
Illustrations by WALTER CRANE. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents, 
““One of the cleverest and most, pleasing stories it has been our good for- 

tune to meet with for some time. Carrots and his sister are delightful little 
beings, whom to read about is at once to become very fond of.”—Hxaminer. 

“A genuine children’s book; we’ve seen *em seize it, and read it sreedily. 
Children are first-rate critics, and thoroughly appreciate Walter Crane’s 
illustrations.”— Punch. 

Mopsa the Fairy. By Jean InceLow. With Eight page 
Illustrations. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“Mrs. Ingelow is, to our mind, the most charming of all living writers for 

ehildren, and ‘ Mopsa’ alone ought to give her a kind of pre-emptive right to 
the love and gratitude of our young folks. It requires genius to conceive & 
purely imaginary work which must of necessity deal with the supernatural, 
without running into a meve riot of fantastic absurdity; but genius Miss In- 
gelow has and the story of ‘Jack’ is as careless and joyous, but as delicate, 
as a picture of childhood.’’—Eclectic.
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A Jaunt Through Java: The Story of a Journey to the Sacred 

Mountain. By Epwarp §. Exxis. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

The central interest of this story is found in the thrilling ad- 
ventures of two cousins, Hermon and Eustace Hadley, on their 

trip across the island of Java, from Samarang to the Sacred Moun- 

tain. In a land where the Royal Bengal tiger runs at large; 
where the rhinoceros and other fierce beasts are to be met with 
at unexpected moments; it is but natural that the heroes of this 
book should have a lively experience. Hermon not only dis- 
tinguishes himself by killing a full-grown tiger at short range, 
but meets with the most startling adventure of the journey. 
There is much in this narrative to instruct as well as entertain the 
reader, and so deftly has Mr. Ellis used his material that there is 

not a dull page in the book. The two heroes are brave, manly 
young fellows, bubbling over with boyish independence. They 
cope with the many difficulties that arise during the trip in a fear- 
less way that is bound to win the admiration of every lad who is 
so fortunate as to read their adventures. 

Wrecked on Spider Island; or, How Ned Rogers Found the 

Treasure. By JAmMEs Oris. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

A *‘down-east” plucky lad who ships as cabin boy, not from 
love of adventure, but because it is the only course remaining by 
which he can gain a livelihood. While in his bunk, seasick, 
Ned Rogers hears the captain and mate discussing their plans for 
the willful wreck of the brig in order to gain the insurance. Once 
it is known he is in possession of the secret the captain maroons 
him on Spider Island, explaining to the crew that the boy is 
afflicted with leprosy. While thus involuntarily playing the part 
of a Crusoe, Ned discovers a wreck submerged in the sand, and 
overhauling the timbers for the purpose of gathering material 
with which to build a hut finds. considerable amount of treasure. 
Raising the wreck; a voyage to Havana under sail; shipping there 
a crew and running for Savannah; the attempt of the crew to 
seize the little craft after learning of the treasure on board, and, 
as a matter of course, the successful ending of the journey, all 
serve to make as entertaining a story of sea-life as the most 
captious boy could desire. 

Geoff and Jim: A Story of School Life. By Ismay THorN. II- 

lustrated by A. @. WALKER. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“This is a prettily told story of the life spent by two motherless bairns at 

& small preparatory school. Both Geoff and Jim are very lovable characters, 
only Jim .s the more so; and the scrapes he gets into and the trials he en- 
au wi. no doubt, interest a large circle of young readers.’’—Church 

mes. 
“This is a capital children’s story, the characters well portrayed, and the 

book tastefully bound and well illustrated.”\—Schvolmaster. 
“The story can be heartily recommended as a present for boys.”’~- 

Standard.
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The Castaways; or, On the Florida Reefs. By Jams OTIS. 

12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

This tale smacks of the salt sea. It is just the kind of story 
that the majority of boys yearn for. From the moment that the 
Sea Queen dispenses with the services of the tug in lower New 

“ York bay till the breeze leaves her becalmed off the coast of 
Florida, one can almost hear the whistle of the wind through her 
rigging, the creak of her straining cordage as she heels to the 
lveward, and feel her rise to the snow-capped waves which her 
sharp bow cuts into twin streaks of foam. Off Marquesas Keys 
sh? floats in a dead calm. Ben Clark, the hero of the story, and 
Jalke, the cook, spy a turtle asleep upon the glassy surface of the 
water. They determine to capture him, and take a boat for that 
purpose, and just as they succeed in catching him a thick fog 
cut; them off from the vessel, and then their troubles becin. 
They take refuge on board a drifting hulk, a storm arises and they 
are cast ashore upon a low sandy key. Their adventures from 
this point cannot fail to charm the reader. As a writer for young 
people Mr. Otis is a prime favorite. His style is captivating, and 
never for a moment does he allow the interest to flag. In ‘‘ The 
Castaways ” he is at his best. 

Tom Thatcher’s Fortune. By Horatio ALGER, JR. 12mo, 

cloth, price $1.00. 

Like all of Mr. Alger’s heroes, Tom Thatcher is a brave, am- 
bitious, unselfish boy. He supports his mother and sister on 
meager wages earned as a shoe-pegger in John Simpson’s factory. 
The story begins with Tom’s discharge from the factory, because 
Mr. Simpson felt annoyed with the lad for interrogating him too 
closely about his missing father. A few days afterward Tom 
learns that which induces him tostart overland for California with 
the view of probing the family mystery. He meets with many ad- 
ventures. Ultimately he returns to his native village, bringing con- 
sternation to the soul of John Simpson, who only escapes the con- 
sequences of his villainy by making full restitution to the man 
whose friendship he had betrayed. The story is told in that en- 
tertaining way which has made Mr, Alger’s name a household 
word in so many homes. 

Birdie: A Tale of Child life. By H. L. CoH1LDE-PEMBERTON. 
Illustrated by H. W. Ratnry. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“‘The story is quaint and simple, but there is a freshness about it that 

makes one hear again the ringing laugh and the cheery shout of children at 
play which sharmed his earlier years."-—New York Express. 

Popular Fairy Tales. By the BrorHers Grimm  Profusely 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“From first tolast, almost without exception, these stories are delightful.” 

—Atheneum.
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With Lafayette at Yorktown: A Story of How Two Boys 
Joined the Continental Army. By JAMES OTIS. 12mo, cloth, 

price $1.00. 

The two boys are from Portsmouth, N. H., and are introduced 
in August, 1781, when on the point of leaving home to enlist in 
Col. Scammell’s regiment, then stationed near New York City. 
Their method of traveling is on horseback, and the author has 
given an interesting account of what was expected from boys in 
the Colonial days. The lads, after no slight amount of adventure, 
are sent as messengers—not soldiers—into the south to find the 
troops under Lafayette. Once with that youthful general they 
are given employment as spies, and enter the British camp, 
bringing away valuable information. The pictures of camp-life 
are carefully drawn, and the portrayal of Lafayette’s character is 
thoroughly well done. The story is wholesome in tone, as are all 
of Mr. Otis’ works. There is no lack of exciting incident which 
the youthful reader craves, but it is healthful excitement brim- 
ming with facts which every boy should be familiar with, and 
while the reader is following the adventures of Ben Jaffreys and 
Ned Allen he is acquiring a fund of historical lore which will 
remain in his memory long after that which he has memorized 
from text-books has been forgotten. 

Lost in the Canon: Sam Willett’s Adventures on the Great 

Colorado. By ALFRED R. CALHOUN. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

This story hinges on a fortune left to Sam Willett, the hero, 
and the fact that it will pass to a disreputable relative if the lad 
dies before he shall have reached his majority. The Vigilance 
Committee of Hurley’s Gulch arrest Sain’s father and an associate 
for the crime of murder. Their lives depend on the production 
of the receipt given for money paid. This is in Sam’s possession 
at the camp on the other side of the cafion. A messenger is dis- 
patched to get it. He reaches the lad in the midst of a fearful 
storm which floods the cafion. His father’s peril urges Sam to 
action. A raft is built on which the boy and his friends essay to 
cross the torrent. They fail to do so, and a desperate trip down 
the stream ensues. How the party finally escape from the hor- 
tors of their situation and Sam reaches Hurley’s Gulch in the very 
nick of time, is described in a graphic style that stamps Mr. Cal- 
houn as a master of his art. 

Jack: A Topsy Turvy Story. By C. M. CraAwLEy-BoEVEY. 
With upward of Thirty Illustrations by H. J. A. MILEs. 

12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“The illustrations deserve particular mention, as they add largely to the 

interest of this amusing volume forchildren. Jack falls asleep with his mind 
full of the subject of the Ben pon and is very much surprised presently to 
find himself an inhabitant of Waterworld, where he goes though wonderful 
and edifying adventures. A handsomeand pleasant book.”—Literary World.



14 A. L. BURT’S PUBLICATIONS. 

  

Search for the Silver City: A Tale of Adventure in Yucatan. 

By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Two American lads, Teddy Wright and Neal Emery, embark 
on the steam yacht Day Dream for a short summer cruise to the 
tropics. Homeward bound the yacht is destroyed by fire. All 
hands take to the boats, but during the night the boat is cast upon 
the coast of Yucatan. They come across a young American 
named Cummings, who entertains them with the story of the 
wonderful Silver City, of the Chan Santa Cruz Indians. Cum- 
mings proposes with the aid of a faithful Indian ally to brave 
the perils of the swamp and carry off a number of the golden 
images from the temples. Pursued with relentless vigor for days 
their situation is desperate. At last their escape is effected in an 
astonishing manner. Mr. Otis has built his story on an historical 
foundation. It is so full of exciting incidents that the reader is 
quite carried away with the novelty and realism of the narrative. 

Frank Fowler, the Cash Boy. By Horatio ALGER, JR. 12mo, 

cloth, price $1.00. % 

Thrown upon his own resources Frank Fowler, a poor boy, 
bravely determines to make a living for himself and his foster- 
sister Grace. Going to New York he obtains a situation as cash 
boy in a dry goods store. He renders a service to a wealthy old 
gentleman named Wharton, who takes a fancy to the lad. Frank, 
after losing his place as cash boy, is enticed by an enemy toa 
lonesome part of New Jersey and held a prisoner. This move re- 
coils upon the plotter, for it leads to a clue that enables the lad to 
establish his real identity. Mr. Alger’s stories are not only un- 
usually interesting, but they convey a useful lesson of pluck and 
manly independence. 

Budd Boyd’s Triumph; or, the Boy Firm of Fox Island. By 

WILiIAM P, CHIPMAN. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

The scene of this story is laid on the upper part of Narragansett 
Bay, and the leading incidents have a strong salt-water flavor. 
Owing to the conviction of his father for forgery and theft, Budd 
Boyd is compelled to leave his home and strike out for himself. 
Chance brings Budd in contact with Judd Floyd. The two boys, 
being ambitious and clear sighted, form a partnership to catch 
and sell fish. The scheme is successfully launched, but the un- 
expected appearance on the scene of Thomas Bagsley, the man 
whom Budd believes guilty of the crimes attributed to bis father, 
leads to several disagreeable complications that nearly caused the 
lad’s ruin. His pluck and good sense, however, carry him through 
his troubles. . In following the career of the boy firm of Boyd & 
Floyd, the youthful reader will find a useful lesson—that industry 

and perseverance are bound to lead to ultimate success.
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The Errand Boy; or, How Phil Brent Won Success. By 

HoRATIO ALGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, price’ $1.00. 

The career of ‘“‘ The Errand Boy” embraces the city adventures 
of a smart country lad who at an early age was abandoned by his 
father. Philip was brought up by a kind-hearted innkeeper 
named Brent. The death of Mrs. Brent paved the way for the 
hero’s subsequent troubles. Accident introduces him to the 
notice of a retired merchant in New York, who not only secures 
him the situation of errand boy but thereafter stands as his 
friend. An unexpected turn of fortune’s wheel, however, brings 
Philip and his father together. In ‘‘The Errand Boy” Philip 
Brent is possessed of the same sterling qualities so conspicuous in 
all of the previous creations of this delightful writer for our youth. 

The Slate Picker: The Story of a Boy’s Life in the Coal Mines 

By Harry PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

This is a story of a boy’s life in the coal mines of Pennsylvania. 
There are many thrilling situations, notably that of Ben Burton’s 
leap into the ‘ lion’s mouth ”—the yawning shute in the breakers 
—to escape a beating at the hands of the savage Spilkins, the 
overseer. Gracie Gordon isa little angel in rags, Terence O'Dowd 
is a manly, sympathetic lad, and Enoch Evans, the miner-poet, is 

a big-hearted, honest fellow, a true friend to all whose bur- 
dens seem too heavy for them to bear. Ben Burton, the hero, had 

a hard road to travel, but by grit and energy he advanced step by 
step until he found himself called upon to fill the position of 
chief engineer of the Kohinoor Coal Company. 

A Runaway Brig; or, An Accidental Cruise. By JAmMEs OTIS. 

12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

«A Runaway Brig” is a sea tale, pure and simple, and that’s 
where it strikes a boy’s fancy. The reader can look out upon 
the wide shimmering sea as it flashes back the sunlight, and 
imagine himself afloat with Harry Vandyne, Walter Morse, Jim 
Libby and that old shell-back, Bob Brace, on the brig Bonita, 
which lands on one of the Bahama keys. Finally three strangers 
steal the craft, leaving the rightful owners to shift for themselves 
aboard a broken-down tug. ‘The boys discover a mysterious 
document which enables them to find a buried treasure, then a 

storm. comes on and the tug is stranded. At last a yacht comesin 
sight and the party with the treasure is taken off the lonely key. 
The most exacting youth is sure to be fascinated with this enter. 
taining story. 

Fairy Tales and Stories. By Hans CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. 

Profusely Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“Tf I were asked to select.a chiid’s library Ishould name these three volumes 

‘English,’ * Celtic,’ and ‘Indian Fairy Tales,’ with Grimm and Hans Ander- 
sen’s Fairy Tales.”—Independent.
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The Island Treasure; or, Harry Darrel’s Fortune. By Frank 

H. ConvERSE. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Harry Darrel, an orphan, having received a nautical training on 
a school-ship, is bent on going to sea with a boyish acquaintance 
named Dan Plunket. A runaway horse changes his prospects. 
Harry saves Dr. Gregg from drowning and the doctor presents his 
preserver with a bit of property known as Gregg’s Island, and 
makes the lad sailing-master of his sloop yacht. A piratical hoard 
is supposed to be hidden somewhere on the island. After much 
search and many thwarted plans, at last Dan discovers the 
treasure and is the means of finding Harry’s father. Mr. Con- 
verse’s stories possess a charm of their own which is appreciated 
by lads who delight in good healthy tales that smack of salt 
water. 

The Boy Explorers: The Adventures of Two Boys in Alaska. 
By HARRY PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Two boys, Raymond and Spencer Manning, travel from San 
Francisco to Alaska to join their father in search of their uncle, 
who, it is believed, was captured and detained by the inhabitants 
of a place called the ‘‘ Heart of Alaska.” On their arrival at 
Sitka the boys with an Indian guide set off across the mountains. 
The trip is fraught with perils that test the lads’ courage to the 
utmost. Reaching the Yukon River they build a raft and float 
down the stream, entering the Mysterious River, from which they 
barely escape with their lives, only to be captured by natives of 
the Heart of Alaska. All through their exciting adventures the 
lads demonstrate what can be accomplished by pluck and resolu- 
tion, and their experience makes one of the most interesting tales 
ever written. 

The Treasure Finders: A Boy’s Adventures in Nicaragua. By 
JAMES OTIS. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
Roy and Dean Coloney, with their guide Tongla, leave their 

father’s indigo plantation to visit the wonderful ruins of an ancient 
city. The boys eagerly explore the dismantled temples of an ex- 
tinct race and discover three golden images cunningly hidden 
away. They escape with the greatest difficulty; by taking advan- 
tage of a festive gathering they seize a canoe and fly down the 
river. Eventually they reach safety with their golden prizes. 
Mr. Otis is the prince of story tellers, for he handles his material 
with consummate skill. We doubt if he has ever written a more 
entertaining story than ‘‘ The Treasure Finders,” 

Household Fairy Tales. By the BRoruers Grimm. Profusely 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
* As a collection of fairy tales to delight children of all ages this work 

ranks second to none.”—Daily Graphic.
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Dan the Newsboy. By Horatio AuGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, 
price $1.00. 
The reader is introduced to Dan Mordaunt and his mother living 

in a poor tenement, and the lad is pluckily trying to make ends 
meet by selling papers in the streets of New York. A little 
heiress of six years is confided to the care of the Mordaunts. At 
the same time the Jad obtains a position in a wholesale house. 
He soon demonstrates how valuable he is to the firm by detecting 
the bookkeeper in a bold attempt to rob his employers. The 
child is kidnaped and Dan tracks the child to the house where 
she is hidden, and rescues her. The wealthy aunt of the little 
heiress is so delighted with Dan’s courage and many good qualities 
that she adopts him as her heir, and the conclusion of the book 
leaves the hero on the high road to every earthly desire. 

Tony the Hero: A Brave Boy’s Adventure with a Tramp. By 
Horatio ALGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Tony, a sturdy bright-eyed boy of fourteen, is under the control 
of Rudolph Rugg, a thorough rascal, shiftless and lazy, spending 
his time tramping about the country. After much abuse Tony 
runs away and gets a jobas stable boy ina country hotel. Tony is 
heir to a large estate in England, and certain persons find it nec- 
essary to produce proof of the lad‘s death. Rudolph for a con- 
sideration hunts up Tony and throws him down a deep well. Of 
course Tony escapes from the fate provided for him, and by a 
brave act makes a rich lriend, with whom he goes to England, 
where he secures his rights and is prosperous. ‘The fact that Mr. 
Alger is the author of this entertaining book will at once recom- 
mend it to all juvenile readers. 

A Young Hero; or, Fighting to Win. By Epwarp §. Exits. 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
This story tells how a valuable solid silver service was stolen 

from the Misses Perkinpine, two very old and simple minded 
ladies. Fred Sheldon, the hero of this story and a friend of the 
old ladies, undertakes to discover the thieves and have them ar- 
rested. After much time spent in detective work, he succeeds in 
discovering the silver plate and winning the reward for its re- 
storation. During the narrative a circus comes to town anda 
thrilling account of the escape of the lion from its cage, with its 
_Tecapture, is told in Mr. Ellis’ most fascinating style. Every 
boy will be glad to read this delightful book. 

The Days of Bruce: A Story from Scottish History. By GRAcE 

AGUILAR. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“There is a delightful freshness, sincerity and vivacity about all of Grace 

Aguilar’s stories which cannot fail to win the interest and admiration of 
every lover of good reading.’’—Boston Beacon.
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Tom the Bootblack; or, The Road to Success. By Horatio 
ALGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
A bright, enterprising lad was Tom the bootblack. He was 

not at all ashamed of his humble calling, though always on the 
lookout to better himself. His guardian, old Jacob Morton, died, 
leaving him a small sum of money and a written confession that 
Tom, instead of being of humble origin, was the son and heir of 
a deceased Western merchant, and had been defrauded out of his 
just rights by an unscrupulous uncle. The lad started for Cin- 
cinnati to look up his heritage. But three years passed away 
before he obtained his first clue. Mr. Grey, the uncle, did not 
hesitate to employ a ruffian to kill the lad. The plan failed, and 
Gilbert Grey, once Tom the bootblack, came into a comfortable 
fortune. This is one of Mr. Alger’s best stories, 

Captured by Zulus: A story of Trapping in Africa. By Harry 
PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, price $1.60. 
This story details the adventures of two lads, Dick Elsworth 

and Bob Harvey, in the wilds of South Africa, for the purpose of 
obtaining a supply of zoological curiosities. By stratagem the 
Zulus capture Dick and Bob and take them to their principal 
kraal or village. ‘The lads escape death by digging their way 
out of the prison hut by night. They are pursued, and after a 
rough experience the boys eventually rejoin the expedition and 
take part in several wild animal hunts. The Zulus finally give 
up pursuit and the expedition arrives at the coast without further 
trouble, Mr. Prentice has a delightful method of blending fact 
with fiction, He tells exactly how wild-beast collectors secure 
specimens on their native stamping grounds, and these descrip- 
tions make very entertaining reading. 

Tom the Ready; or, Up from the Lowest. By RANDOLPH 
Hii. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
This is a dramatic narrative of the unaided rise of a fearless, 

ambitious boy from the lowest round of fo:tune’s ladder—the 
gate of the poorhouse—to wealth and the governorship of his 
native State. ‘Thomas Seacomb begins life with a purpose. While 
yet a schoolboy he conceives and presents to the world the germ 
of the Overland Express Co, At the very outset of his career 
jealousy and craft seek to blast his promising future. Later he 
sets out to obtain a charter for a railroad line in connection with 
the express business. Now he realizes what it is to match him- 
self against capital. Yet he wins and the railroad is built. Only 
an uncommon nature like Tom’s could successfully oppose such a 
combine. How he manages to win the battle is told by Mr. Hill 
in a masterful way that thrills the reader and holds his attention 
and sympathy to the end.
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Roy Gilbert’s Search: A Tale of the Great Lakes. By Wm. P. 
CHIPMAN. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

A deep mystery hangs over the parentage of Roy Gilbert. 
He arranges with two schoolmates to make a tour of the 
Great Lakes on a steam launch. The three boys leave Erie on 
the launch and visit many points of interest on the lakes. Soon 
afterward the lad is conspicuous in the rescue of an elderly gentle- 
man and a lady from a sinking yacht. Later on the cruise of the 
launch is brought to a disastrous termination and the boys nar- 
rowly escape with their lives. The hero is a manly, self-reliant 
boy, whose adventures will be followed with interest. 

The Young Scout; The Story of a West Point Lieutenant. By 
Epwarp 8. Exuis. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

The crafty Apache chief Geronimo but a few years ago was the, 
most terrible scourge of the southwest border. The author has 
woven,ina tale of thrilling interest, all the incidents of Geronimo’s 
last raid. The hero is Lieutenant James Decker, a recent graduate 
of West Point. Ambitious to distinguish himself so as to win 
well-deserved promotion, the young man takes many a desperate, 
chance against the enemy and on more than one occasion nar- 
rowly escapes with his life. The story naturally abounds in 
thrilling situations, and being historically correct, it is reasonable 
to believe it will find great favor with the boys. In our opinion 
Mr. Ellis is the best writer of Indian stories now before the 
public. 

Adrift in the Wilds: The Adventures of Two Shipwrecked 
Boys. By Epwarp §. Exuis. 12mo, cloth, price, $1.00. 

Elwood Brandon and Howard Lawrence, cousins and school- 
mates, accompanied by a lively Irishman called O’Rooney, are en. 
route for San Francisco. Off the coast of California the steamer 
takes fire.. The two boys and their companion reach the shoré 
with several of the passengers. While O’Rooney and the-lads 
are absent inspecting the neighborhood O’Rooney has an excit- 
ing experience and young Brandon. becomes separated from. his 
party. Heis captured by hostile Indians, but is rescued by an 
Indian whom the lads had assisted. This is a very entertaining 
narrative of Southern California in the days immediately preced- 
ing the construction of the Pacific railroads. Mr. Ellis seems to 
be particularly happy in this line of fiction, and the present story 
is fully as entertaining as anything he has ever written. 

The Red Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW LANG. Profusely 

Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
‘*A gift-book that will charm any child, and all older folk who have been 

porta te enough to retain their taste for the old nursery stories.”’—Literary 
orld, 

—
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The Boy Cruisers; or, Paddling in Florida. By Sr, Groren 

RATHBORNE. 12mo, cloth, price, $1.00. 

Boys who like an admixture of sport and adventure will find 
this book just to their taste. We promise them that they will 
not go to sleep over the rattling experiences of Andrew George 
and Roland Carter, who start on a canoe trip along the Gulf 
coast, from Key West to Tampa, Florida. Their first adventure 
is with a pair of rascals who steal their boats. Next they run 
into a gale in the Gulf and have a lively experience while it lasts. 
After that they have a lively time with alligators and divers 
varieties of the finny tribe. Andrew gets into trouble with a 
band of Seminole Indians and gets away without having his 
scalp raised. After this there is no lack of fun till they 
reach their destination. That Mr. Rathborne knows just how to 
interest the boys is apparent at a glance, and lads who are in 
search of a rare treat will do well to read this entertaining story. 

Guy Harris: The Runaway. By Harry CasTLemMon. 12mo, 

cloth, price $1.00. 

Guy Harris lived in asmall city on the shore of one of the 
Great Lakes. His head became filled with quixotic notions of 
going West to hunt grizzlies, in fact, Indians. He is per- 
suaded to go to sea, and gets a glimpse of the rough side of life 
in a sailor’s boarding house. He ships on a vessel and for five 
months leads a hard lite. He deserts his ship at San Francisco 
and starts out to become a backwoodsman, but rough experiences 
soon cure him of all desire to be a hunter. At St. Louis he be- 
comes a clerk and for a time he yields to the temptations of a 
great city. The book will not only interest boys generally on 
account of its graphic style, but will put many facts before their 
eyes in anew light. This is one of Castlemon’s most attractive 
stories. 

The Train Boy. By Horatio ALGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, price. 

$1.00. 

Paul Palmer was a wide-awake boy of sixteen who supported 
his mother and sister by selling books and papers on one of the 
trains running between Chicago and Milwaukee. He detects a 
young man named Luke Denton in the act of picking the pocket 
of a young lady, and also incurs the enmity of his brother Ste- 
phen, a worthless follow. Luke and Stephen plot to ruin Paul, 
but their plans are frustrated. Ina railway accident many pas- 
sengers are killed, but Paul is fortunate enough to assist a Chicago 
merchant, who out of gratitude takes him into hisemploy. Paul 
is sent to manage a mine in Custer City and executes his com- 
mission with tact and judgment and is well started on the road 
to business prominence. This is one of Mr. Alger’s most attrac- 
tive stories and is sure to please all readers.



A. L. BURT’S PUBLICATIONS. 21 

  

Joe’s Luck: A Boy’s Adventures in California. By Horatio. 

ALGER, JR. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

Without a doubt Joe Mason was a lucky boy, but he deserved 
the golden chances that fell to his lot, for he had the pluck and 
ambition to push himself to the front. Joe had but one dollar in 
the world when he stood despondently on the California Mail 
Steamship Co.’s dock in New York watching the preparations in- 
cident to the departure of the steamer. ‘lhe same dollar was 
still Joe’s entire capital when he landed in the bustling town of 
tents and one-story cabins—the San Francisco of ’51, and inside 
of the week the boy was proprietor of a small restaurant earning a 
comfortable profit. The story is chock full of stirring incidents, 
while the amusing situations are furnished by Joshua Bickford, 

from Pumpkin Hollow, and the fellow who modestly styles him- 
self the ‘‘ Rip-tail Roarer, from Pike Co., Missouri.” Mr. Alger 
never writes a poor book, and ‘‘Joe’s Luck” is certainly one of 

is best. 

Three Bright Girls: A Story of Chance and Mischance. By 

ANNIE BE. ARMSTRONG. With full page Illustrations by W. 

PARKINSON. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

By a sudden turn of fortune’s wheel the three heroines of this 
story are brought down from a household of lavish comfort to 
meet the incessant cares and worries of those who have to eke out 
a very limited income. And the charm of the story lies in the 
cheery helpfulness of spirit develuped inthe girls by their changed 
circumstances; while the author finds a pleasant ending to all 
their happy makeshifts. 
“The story is charmingly told, and the book can be warmly recommended 

as a present for girls.”—Standard. 

Giannetta: A Girl’s Story of Herself. By RosA MULHOLLAND. 

With full-page Illustrations by LockHART Bo@LE. 12mo, 

cloth, price $1.00. 

The daughter of a gentleman, who had married a poor Swiss 
girl, was stolen as an infant by some of her mother’s relatives. 
The child having died, they afterward for the sake of gain sub- 
stitute another child for it, and the changeling, after becoming 
aclever modeler of clay images, is suddenly transferred to the 
position of a rich heiress. She develops into a good and accom- 
plished woman, and though the imposture of her early friends is 

finally discovered, she has gained too much love and devotion to 
be really a sufferer by the surrender of her estates. 

“ Extremely well told and full of interest. Giannetta is a true heroine— 
warm-hearted, self-sacrificing, and, as all good women nowadays are, largely 
touched with enthusiasm of humanity. The illustrations are unusually good. 
One of the most attractive gift books of the season.”—The Academy.
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Margery Merton’s Girlhood. By AticE CorKRAN. With full- 

page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 12mo, cloth, price 

$1.00. 
The experiences of an orphan girl who in infancy is left by her 

father—an officer in India—to the care of an elderly aunt residing 
near Paris. The accounts of the various persons who have an 
after influence on the story, the school companions of Margery, 
the sisters of the Conventual College of Art, the professor, and 
the peasantry of Fontainebleau, are singularly vivid. There isa 
subtle attraction about the book which will make it a great favorite 
with thoughtful girls. 

“* Another book for girls we can warmly commend. There is a delightful 
piquancy in the experiences and trials of a young English girl who studies 
painting in Paris.’"—Saturday Review. 

Under False Colors: A Story from Two Girls’ Lives. By 
Saraw DoupNEY. With full-page Illustrations by G. G. Kin- 

BURNE. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

A story which has in it so strong a dramatic element that it 
will attract readers of all ages and of either sex. The incidents 
of the plot, arising from the thoughtless indulgence of a decep- 
tive freak, are exceedingly natural, and the keen interest of the 
narrative is sustained from beginning to end. 
‘Sarah Doudney has no superior as a writer of high-toned stories—pure 

in style, original in conception, and with skillfully wrought-out plots; but 
re have seen nothing equal in dramatic energy to this book.”—Christian 
Leader. 

Down the Snow Stairs; or, From Good-night to Good-morning. 
By ALICE CoRKRAN. With Illustrations by GoRDON BROWNE. 
12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

This is a remarkable story: full of vivid fancy and quaint 
originality. In its most fantastic imaginings it carries with it a 
sense of reality, and derives a singular attraction from that com- 
bination of simplicity, originality, and subtle humor, which is so 
much appreciated by lively and thoughtful children. Children 
of a larger growth will also be deeply interested in Kitty’s strange 
journey, and her wonderful experiences. 
‘Among all the Christmas volumes which the year has brought to our 

table this one stands out facile nrinceps—a gem of the first water, bearing 
upon every one of its pages the signet mark of genius. . . . All is told 
with such Bap, and perfect naturalness that the dream appears to be a 
solid reality. It is indeed a Little Pilgrim’s Progress.” —Christian Leader. 

The Tapestry Room: A Child’s Romance. By Mrs. MoueEs- 

WORTH. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. 12mo, cloth, price 

75 cents. 
‘Mrs. Molesworth is a charming painter of the nature and ways of children; 

and she has done good service in giving us this charming juvenile which will 
delight the young people.” —Athenceum, London,
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Little Miss Peggy: Only a Nursery Story. By Mrs. Mouzs- 
wort. With Illustrations by WALTER CRANE. 12mo, cloth, 
price 75 cents. 

Mrs. Molesworth’s children are finished studies. She is never 
sentimental, but writes common sense in a straightforward man- 
ner. A joyous earnest spirit pervades her work, and her sym- 
pathy is unbounded. She loves them with her whole heart, 
while she lays bare their little minds, and expresses their foibles, 
their faults, their virtues, their inward struggles, their concep- 
tion of duty, and their instinctive knowledge of the right and 
wrong of things. She knows their characters, she understands 
their wants, and she desires to help them. 

Polly: A New Fashioned Girl. By L. T. MEADE. Illustrated 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
Few authors have achieved a popularity equal to Mrs. Meade 

as a writer of stories for young girls. Her characters are living 
beings of flesh and blood, not lay figures of conventional type. 
Into the trials and crosses, and everyday experiences, the reader 
enters at once with zest and hearty sympathy. While Mrs. 
Meade always writes with a high moral purpose, her lessons of 
life, purity and nobility of character are rather inculcated by 
example than intruded as sermons. 

Rosy. By Mrs. Mo.esworra. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. 
12mo, cloth, price 75 cents, 
Mrs, Molesworth, considering the quality and quantity of her 

labors, is the best story-teller for children England has yet 
known. This is a bold statement and requires substantiation. 
Mrs. Molesworth, during the last six years, has never failed to 
occupy a prominent place among the juvenile writers of the 
season. 
“A very pretty story. . . . The writer knows children and their ways 

well. . . . The illustrations are exceedingly well drawn.”’—Spectator. 

Little Sunshine’s Holiday: A Picture from Life. By Muss 
Mutocx. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. 12mo, cloth, price 
75 cents. 

“ This is a pretty narrative of baby life, describing the simple doings and 
Sayings of a very charming and rather precocious child nearly three years 
old.” —Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘‘ Will be delightful to those who have nurseries peopled by ‘ Little Sun- 
shines’ of their own.”—Athenceum. 

Esther: A Book for Girls. By Rosa N. Carey. Illustrated, 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“She inspires her readers simply by bringing them in contact with the 

‘characters, who are in themselves inspiring, Her simple stories are woven 
in order to give her an op ortunity to describe her characters by their own 
conduct in seasons of trial.”"—Chicago Times.
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Sweet Content. By Mrs. MoLeswortu. Illustrated by W. 
RaInEy. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

“Tt seems to me not at all easier to draw a lifelike child than to draw a 
lifelike man or woman: Shakespeare and Webster were the only two menof 
their age who could do it with perfect delicacy and success. Ourown age is 
more fortunate, on this single score at least, having a larger and far nobler 
proportion of female writers; among whom, since the death of George Eliot, 
there is none left whose touch is so exquisite and masterly, whose love is so 
thoroughly according to knowledge, whose bright and sweet invention is so 
fruitful, so truthful, or so delightful as Mrs. Molesworth.”°—A. C. SWINBURNE. 

One of a Covey. By the Author of ‘‘Honor Bright,” ‘ Miss 
Toosey’s Mission.” With Numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. 
Mies. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“Full of spirit and life, so well sustained throughout that grown-up readers 

may enjoy it as much as children. This ‘Covey’ consists of the twelve 
children of a hard-pressed Dr. Partridge. out of which is chosen a little girl 
to be adopted by a spoilt, finelady. . . . Itis one of the best books of the 
season.” —Guardian. 
‘We have rarely read a story for boys and girls with greater pleasure. 

One of the chief characters would not have disgraced Dickens’ pen.”— 
Literary World. 

The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. MEADE. Illus- 
trated, 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 
“This is one of the prettiest books for children published, as pretty as a 

pond-lily, and quite as fragrant. Nothing could be imagined more attractive 
to yours people than such a combination of fresh pages and fair pictures; 
and while children will rejoice over it—which is much better than crying for 
it—it is a book that can be read with pleasure even by older boys and girls.” 
—Boston Advertiser, 

Honor Bright ; or, The Four-Leaved Shamrock. By the Author 
of ‘“‘One of a Covey,” ‘‘ Miss Tovosey’s Mission,” etc., etc. 
With full-page Illustrations, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“Tt requires a special talent to describe the sayings and doings of children, 

and the author of ‘Honor Bright,’ ‘One of a Covey,’ possesses that talent 
in no small degree.”—Literary Churchmdn. 

‘*A cheery, sensible, and healthy tale.’—The Times. 

The Cuckoo Clock. By Mrs. MoteswortH. With Illustra- 
tions by WALTER CRANE. 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

‘‘A beautiful little story. It will be read with delight by every child into 
whose hands it is placed. . . . The author deserves all the praise that has 
been, is, and will be bestowed on ‘The Cuckoo Clock.’ Children’s stories are 
plentiful, but one like this is not to be met with every day.”—Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Girl Neighbors; or, The Old Fashion and the New. By Saran 
TyYLER. With full-page Illustrations by C. T. GARLAND. 
12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

‘‘ One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Miss Tytler’s stories, 
‘Girl Neighbors’ is a pleasant comedy, not so much of errors as of preju 
dices got rid of, very healthy, very agreeable, and very well written.”— 
Spectator.
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The Little Lame Prince. By Miss Muuock. Illustrated, 

cloth, price 75 cents. 
‘*No sweeter—that is the proper word—Christmas story for the little folks 

could easily be found, and it is as delightful for older readers as well. There 
is a moral to it which the reader can find out for himself, if he chooses to 
think.”—Herald, Cleveland. 

The Adventures{of a Brownie. As Told to my Child. By 

Miss Munock. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

‘The author of this delightful little book leaves it in doubt all through 
whether there actually is such a creature in existence as a Brownie, but ake 
makes us hope that there might be.’—Standard, Chicago. 

Only a Girl: A Story of a Quiet-Life. A Tale of Brittany. 
Adapted from the the French by C. A. JonEs. Illustrated, 

12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
.. “We can thoroughly recommend this brightly written and homely narra- 
rative.’’—Saturday Review. 

Little Rosebud ; or, Things Will Take a Turn, By BEATRICE 

HARRADEN. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

“A most delightful little book. . . . Miss Harraden is so bright, so 
healthy, and so natural withal that the book ought, as a matter of duty, to 

be added to every girl’s library in the land.”—Boston Transcript. 

Little Miss Joy. By Emma Marsuauu. Illustrated, 12mo, 

cloth, price 75 cents. 
“A very pleasant and instructive story, told by a very charming writer in 

such an attractive way as to win favor among its young readers. The illus- 

trations add to the beauty of the book.”—Utica Herald. 

Little Lucy’s Wonderful Globe: By CuartoTre M. YonaE. 

Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 5 

“This story is unique among tales intended for children, alike for pleasan' 

instruction, quaintness of humor, gentle pathos, and the subtlety with which 

lessons ORAL and otherwise are conveyed to children, and perhaps to their 

seniors as well.”—The Spectator. 

Joan’s Adventures at the North Pole and Elsewhere. By 

ALIcE CoRKRAN. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price 75 cents. 

“ Wonderful as the adventures of Joan are, it must be admitted that they 

are very naturally worked out'and very plausibly presented. Altogether 

this is an excellent story for girls.’—Saturday Review, 

Count Up the Sunny Days: A Story for Boys and Girls. By 

C. A. Jones. With full-page Illustrations, 12mo, cloth, price 

%5 cents. 
“ An unusually good children’s story.”—Glasgow Herald. 

‘Sue andI, By Mrs. O’ReILLy. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price 

75 cents. 
“A thoroughly delightful book, full of sound wisdom as well as fun;"— 

Atheneum. : -
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Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. By Lewis Carrow. 
With 42 Ilustrations by Joun TENNIEL. 12mo, cloth, price 
75 cents. 
“From first to last, almost without exception, this story is delightfully 

arall humorous and illustrated in harmony with the story."—New York 
apress, 

Celtic Fairy Tales. Edited by Josmru Jacozs. Illustrated by 
J.D. Barren. 12mo, cloth, preic $1.00. 
“CA stock of delightful little narratives gathered chiefly from the Celtic- 

speaking peasants of Ireland.”—Daily Telegraph. 
‘A perfectly lovely book. And oh! the wonderful pictures inside. Get 

this book if you can; it is capital, all through.”—Pall Mall Budget. 

English Fairy Tales. Edited by JoszpH Jacozs. Illustrated 
by J. D. Batten. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“The tales are simply delightful. No amount of description can do them 

supine: The only way is to read the book through from cover to cover.”— 
‘Magazine and Book Review. 

‘The book is intended to correspond to ‘ Grimm’s Fairy Tales,’ and it must 
be allowed that its pages fairly rival in interest those of the well-known re- 
Pository of folk-lore.”—Sydney Morning Herald. 

Indian Fairy Tales. Edited by JosrrH Jacozs. Illustrated by 
J.D. Barren. 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“Mr. Jacobs brings home to us in a clear and intelligible manner the enor- 

mous influence which ‘ Indian Fairy Tales’ have had upon European litera- 
‘ture of the kind.”—Gloucester Journal. 

‘‘ The present combination will be welcomed not alone by the little ones for 
whom it is specially combined, but also by children of larger growth and 
added years.”—Daily Telegraph. 

The Blue Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW Lana. Profusely 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 

., “The tales are simply delightful. No amount of description can do them 
queue The only way is to read the book through from cover to cover.”— 

agazine and Book Review. 

The Green Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW Lana. Profusely 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
‘‘The most delightful book of fairy tales, taking form and contents to- 

gether, ever presented to children.”"—E. S. HarTLANp, in Folk-Lore. 

“The Yellow Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW Lana. Profusely 
illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“ As a collection of fairy tales to delight children of all ages ranks second 

to none.” —Daily Graphic (with illustrations). 

‘Through the Looking Glass, and What Alice Found There. 
By Lewis CaRROLL. With 50 Illustrations by Joun TENNIEL. 

=» “A delight alike to the young people and their elders, extremely funny 
bcth in text and illustrations.”—Boston Express,
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The Heir of Redclyffe. By CHarLorTeM. Yonge. Illustrated, 
12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
‘‘ A narrative full of interest from first to last. It is told clearly and in a 

straightforward manner and arrests the attention of the reader at once,-so 
that one feels afresh the unspeakable pathos of the story to the end.”— 
London Graphic. 

The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest. By CHARLOTTE M. YonGE. 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“Among all the modern writers we believe Miss Yonge first, not in genius, 

but in this, that she employs her great abilities fora high and noble purpose. 
‘We know of few modern writers whose works may be so safely commended 
as hers.”.—Cleveland Times. 

A Sweet Girl Graduate. By L. T. Mmapz. Illustrated, 12mo, 
cloth, price $1.00. 
“ One of this popular author's best. The characters are well imagined and 

drawn. The story moves with plenty of spirit and the interest does not flag 
until the end too quickly comes.”.—Providence Journal. 

The Palace Beautiful: A Story for Girls, By L. T, MmApDE, 
Illustrated, cloth, 12mo, price $1.00. 
“A bright and interesting story. The many admirers of Mrs. L. T. Meade 

in this country will be delighted with the ‘Palace Beautiful ’ for more reasons 
than one.”—New York Recorder. 

A World of Girls: The Story of a School. By L. T. MEADE, 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
‘One of those wholesome stories which it does one good to read. It will 

afford pure delight to her numerous readers."—Boston Home Journal. 

The Lady of the Forest; A Story for Girls. By L. T. Mmapn, 
Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“This Seory is written in the author’s well-known, fresh and easy style. 

All girls fond of reading will be charmed by this well-written story. It is 
told with the author’s customary grace and spirit.”—Boston Times. 

At the Back of the North Wind. By Gror@z MACDONALD. 
Illustrated by GEORGE GROVES, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
‘‘A very pretty story, with much of the freshness and vigor of Mr. Mac- 

donald’s earlier work. . . .~ It is a sweet, earnest, and wholesome fairy 
story, and the quaint native humor is delightful. A most delightful volume 
for young readers.”—Philadelphia Times. 

The Water Babies: A Fairy Tale fora Land Baby. By CHARLES 
Krne@siEy. Illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“The strength of his work, as well as its peculiar charms, consist in his 

description of the experiences of a youth with life under water in the luxu- 
riant wealth of which he revels with all the ardor of a poetical nature.”— 
New York Tribune.



 



 



 


