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CHW% L
A TRYING SITUATION.

1 looked at the prisoner, and 1 was
vexed by doubt. With a battle on one side
of him and a woman on ths other what
is a man to do? She Teturned my gaze
with great, pure eyes, which seemed to
say I was a villain, a monster, yet 1
had been doing my exact duty, that of
a faithful soldier in the cause of the
Continental congress and freedom, while
she, a woman, a girl, had presumed to
tarn from the things for which God
had intended her and to meddle with
war. I was more than vexed—1 was an-
gry, angry at ber for attempting sach a
task and angry at myself for being forced
into a situation so full of troubles

On the right, 1n the fringe of woods
& quarter of a mile away, the last rifle
ghot had been fired, and its echo was
speeding across the far hills The pow-
der flashed no more, and the smoke rose
in lazy coils over the ground on which
men had fought and some had died
The victors, the captured detail with
them, were riding away. 1alinost fan-
cied I could hear the beat of their
horsesa’ hoofa, and the dead, I knew, lay
with their faces upturned to the sun,
waiting there until the last trump called
to them to rise again. And here was I,
an atom, left in the drift of the armies,
out off from my comrades and alone
with this girl.

The horses shifted about uneasily,
stamped their feet, and once mine raised
his head and neighed, as if in truth he
heard the beating boofs of the galloping
detachment. He knew that his com-
rades, too, were leaving bim, though I
cannot say that it was a desertion in-
tended by either horse or man.

The girl's look of reproach turned to
one of inquiry. She sat on a log, her
little riding whip hanging idly in her
hand.  For the first time I took note of
her face—the delicate but firm molding
of each feature; the clear depths of her
dark, blue eyves; the bronze gold of her
hair, clustering 1n tiny curls around her
forehead ; the rose red of her cheeks, like
a flush; her lithe, strong, young figure. |
" Why is it that when God wishes to]
make women especially wicked and
troublesome he makes them beautiful?

YWell, you rebel,’ she said, ‘‘when
do you purpose to set me free?”’

**When you give your word of honor
that vou wiil tell Cornwallis nothing
about the strength of Morgan's forces
and oar present movements

*That I will not do.”’

**Then you remaln my prisoner.”

Yet 1 would have been a fool even to
have tuken her word of honor.  What
woman has any regard for the truth in
mihtary matters” If sho conld find a
chance, she would certainly give infor-
mation that would bring Cornwallis, as
well as Tarleton, on Morgan.

*I think that it is enough for Eng-
lishmen themeelves to fight us without
sending their daughtersalsoagainst us, '’
I sad.

“*My father did not send me, '’she said
quickly. “'I came of my own accord. '

‘Yo much the waorse, "' I replied.

But nothing was to be gained by
standing there and talking. Besides, it
is never well for a soldier to dispute
with his prisoner. It argues an insuffi-
ciency for his position. A captor should
bear himself with dignity and reserve.
: I would show my quality.

' I untied the horses and led them to
! the log on which she was sitting.
*Get up!"’ I said curtly and in a tone
of command.
The natural rose flush of her chewvks
deepened a littlo.
**You speak as if you were my mas-
- ter,” she said
““That is just what I am—for the
* present,’’ I replied. ‘‘Mount your horse
at once. '
v She gave me a sidewise look from eyes
that flashed, but she stood upon the log.
““This log is too low, and the saddle
is too high,'’ she said
I stopped forward and held out my
hand to assist her.
*“Don’'t touch me, you rebell” she
aried and leaped lightly into the saddle.
I felt burt.
“I wish you wouldn't call me a
rebel, *' I said.
llwhy?n
“It’s impolite.”’
‘“But it's true.”’
‘‘Well, perhaps it isin a way, and in

a way, too, I am proud of it. Are you

proud of vour kmg?"

llYes. i 2

*It doesn’t take 1much to arouse Eng-
lish pride.”

**You will think more of him when the
war is over. It will pay you to do so.”’

“Meanwhile we will wait until
then.”’

“What do you purpose to do with
me—Kkeep me a prisoner?’’

It is my misfortune.”’

*The courtesy of a rebel.”

“1 shall take you to General Mor-
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“Then Tarleton will rescne me. Your
Morgan cannot stand before him.”

I was afraid that she spoke the truth.
We were outnumbered, and besides
more than half our force was raw mili-
‘tia. The odds were great against us,
and knowing it I did not reply to her
taunt.

While we were talking she sat in the
gaddle with the easy seat of a good

by the bridle. She was twiddling the
wvhip in her banda Suddenly she leaned
‘over and lashed my horse across the
eyes with her whip. The blow was
\given with 4All her might, and the
&ltartsled horse reared, jerked- the bridle
out of my hand and ran away.
“*Goodby, Mr. Rebel!'’ she shouted,
jand drawing her whip across her own
‘hvorse galloped off in the opposite direo-
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horsewoman. I held my horse loosely.

I beliove I swore. Y was
slermed, too, for this girl, with het
mnessages and accurate news abont us,
was o formidable enemy, sscaped, and
might cause the destyuction of the en.
tire army of the somth and the loss af
all the southern colonies. I drew a pis
tol, it being my idea o kill the horse,
but it was a shot that I could not risk
I thrust the pistol back in my pocket
and ran after my harse. He was 30 o
40 yards away, half mad with rage and
pain, his bridle swinging beside him.

I am a very good runner, but I do not
claim to be as swift as a horsa. Never-
theless I made speed as I ran after him,
and I whistled and shouted with a vigor
that must have convinced him of my
intentions. I looked back once, and the
girl and the horse she rode were growing
smaller as they sped over the desolate
and unfenced fields. My needof aborse,
too, was growing more pressing. Mount-
ed, there was hope: afoot, there was
aone,

I wb,lstled all the calls that a friend-
1y and well trenic harse should know
and meantime did not neglect to run
after bim with the best speed thatl
could command. kresently heseemed to
anderstand and to remember that 1 was
not responsihle for the blow. He slack-
ened his pace, looked back over his
shboulder at me and whinnied. I whis-
tled encouragingly, he whinnied again,
and, remembeuring who 1 was, his best
friend, came to a full stop, for he was a
most intelligent horse. In a half a min-
ute I overtook him, leaped into the sad-
dle and turned his head the other wav.

**Now, uld horse,”’ I cried, **yuu cap
gallop, but you gallop my way."’

I wore my spurs, and 1 gave hima
touch of the steel. That was enough,
for he was always ambitions and proud
of his spved, and away we flew over the
fields after the disappearing girl She
was a full quarter of & mile away, and
her figure wus growing dim on the hori-
gon. Another quarter of a mile and
she would be in the woods, where the
concealment of the trees would enable
her to elude my pursnit. Moreover,
these English girls are often daring
horsewomen, and even at the distanos 1
could see that she rode like a trooper.
But | knew the country, and she did
not, and I hoped to secure from it some
chance that would enable me to over-
talke her.

1 encouraged my horse. I did more
than encourage—1 appealed to his pride
and his senge of gratitude. | reminded
him how I had ridden him all the way
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paseed most of his life bikohed tom st

ler's wagon will be delivered into our
hands?'

Old Put fairly neighed, his first real
expression of trinmph. He was as sare
of the victory now as 1 was, and I had
sonfidence in the judgment of my old
somrade.

‘*Stop, stop!”’ I shouted to the girl
“1f you don't stop, 1’1l shoot!"

I had a long barreled horse p:ﬁ‘tglg
which I had drawn and was flourishir
magunificently. I was within hearing
though not shooting rangse, and I trusted
that I would beahle to frighten her into
yielding.

But she did not st She had worn
her whip into , and thin red
streams of blood zigzagged across the
borse's sides, but she pounded on with
the stump. [ felt a genuine pity for her
horse, hack though he was, but none
for her. ,

CHAPTER IL
EKEEPING A PRIBONER.

No more gullies thrust themselves
across the way, and she was within 20
feet of the wood, She took another hur-
ried look at me, and seeing my rapid
gain alarim appeared cn her face. She
drew a little toy pistol from the cloak
she wore and leveled it at me. or at
least that seemed to be her inteition. I
call it a toy pistol, becanuse L a full
grown soldier, would have felt deep
shame had I been caught with such a
weapon in my possession. She pulled
the trigger, and the bullet ocut-the un-
complaining air somewherse, but' not in
my neighborhood. This bombardment
cost her at least 20 feot of gain, but she
thrust the terrible weapon back in her
cloak and galloped on, with Old Put
thundering at her heels. Then she was
into the wood, and I was not far be-
hind, shounting to her to stop; that I
wounld surely overtake her and she was
merely wasting the breath of both ownr
borses and our own. B8till she paid no
heed, guiding ber horse between the
trees and through the bushes with can-
siderable skill.

But, seeing the wood thicken pres-
ently, I was tempted to laugh. It was
obvious now that the end of the raoe
had come and I was the winner. The
wopd became so denss, the bushes clus-
tering in thickets and the vines inter-
lacing from tree to tree, that it formed
an impenetrable wall. What I had fear-
ed would help her had been my best
ally.

from the Hudson when I came south
with GGreene; how | had tended him and
cared for bim and fed him, often when
I was compelled to go huangry myself.
I appealed to bim now not to let that

She étzopped short and eat etiﬂly an |

tekon of eymapatily ¢

appeal in her eyes, ami her walk showed
weariness. She seafied to have forgot-
ten that her hair woa Joose down her
back, for she let it hang in long ocurls
of gold, bummished where the sunshine
fell upan it, dark in the shadow. .

The yellow of the sun was deepening
into red, a sign that tho afternogh was
waning, and I was anxions about the
future, for which, like a good soldier,
I felt it my duty toprovide. She must
have geen the care in my face, for she
asked:

“Are you thinking how-we shall
reach General Maxgan?"

*‘General Morgan of some one else.*

*Is it far to his camp?'

*I cannot say. I do not know where
he is. " The American camp just now is
of a shifting charaoter, "

“To keep out of Tarleton’s way, I
suppose?’

“Either that or to ind him.*»

Then she seemed to repent of her gibe
at our running away from the British.

*But General Morgan is a brave man,
I have hoard, "’ she siid.

That warmed my heart,

“He is a brave man,’’ I sid, ‘‘and,
what is more, he is'a fine soldier and
general."

*“What a pity heis not on the right
gidet*”

“Let's not quarrel about that again. ™

I thought I counld afford to be ganer-

ous. My sitoation was so superior to
hers. .
After that we walked along in silence
for several minutes, The red tint of the
sun deepened; faint shadows appeared
in the blune welvet of the eky.

‘I want to ask yom one question,*
she said presontly.

“There is nothing to prevent your

it.”?

“But ] want an answer, direct and

t’- n

“If it does not intertm with the

of the campaign. '

“I don’t think it will do that. ™

“What is it?*

*What is your pame?”’

I laughed. It had never ocoourred to
me before to tell her.

“It {8 true,’’ I said, ‘‘that we have
not had an introduotion, though we are
sesing n good deal of each other's so-
cioty, but it is not too late. My name is
Philip Marcel."

" Why. that sounds liko anoh andlJ

her horse, her back turned to me. I
wandered if she would draw out that
amazing pistol again and threaten me:
with it, bat she made no such atcempb.

girl escape when so much depended on

evidently having arrived at wisdom at

ber capture. when I would be eternally | last. She dropped the stump of her |
disgruced, and he with me, 1f we per-} gwitch on the ground and kept the back

mitted ourselves to be tricked and out. |
witted at such a time by one red cheeked
English girl.

He was a sensible horse, and he un-
derstood. He said nothing, not even a
little snort, but his stride lengthened,
and the swift and regular beat of his
hoafs on the tarf was music.

“*Good horse, Old Put, good lad!"'1
said 1 had named him Put after Old
Put, the famous old Connecticut gen-

eral. becouse he was so relinble and el g little pity for her despite her per- | i

steady  He shook his ears slightly asa |
sign that he would do s best for me, !
having no time to say more, and he ran

a little faster I kept a sharp watch for |
stones and holes 11 the ground, bhaving !
no mind to rirk a fall which might ruin
all, and nursed my comrade's strength,
for on land as well as sea a stern chase
is a long one

The figure of the girl and the harse
she rude was growing larger, good proof '
that I was gaining, which was not
enough. however, for I might continue

of her head toward me. Some boams of

. sunshiné came through the tall trees

and gleamed across the long curls of
tawny gold, tingeing them far the mo-
ment as if with fire.
I rode up by her side, and then, as she
seemed to reprove me, 1 asked Old Put
o take mo around in front of her.
'I‘hem I could see ber face. It was pale, |
sad and reproachful, and a tear ran’
- down either cheek. For the moment I

varse nature and all the trouble she had
given me.

‘I am sorry I have to do this,”’ I gaid.

**Sorry for what?'' she asked.’

I saw that I bad made a mistake.
One should always be polite to a wom-

. an, but never apologetic.

**That I had to overtake you,’’ I said.
**Yours is the better horse, '’ she gaid,
wiping away the tears with an angry
little brush of the hand. *'I like to ride,
- and I always enjoy a good race. That
was the reason I challenged you to it,

to guin, and yet she could elude me in' though I did not know you bad such a
the woods unless I was close npon her! good horse. '

when she reached them. Her long hair
had fallen down and was streaming be-
hird her like a ribbon of spray with the
sunshine on it, but 1 felt like giving
that yellow hair a jerk just then could
I have put my hands upon it.

‘*Steady, Put!’' I said to my faithful
comrade. ‘‘Do you see that girl with
the yellow hair? Yes? Well, note the
horse that she isriding, a common troop
horse, clumsy, ill bred, no pedigree.
Are you going to let yourself be beaten

This was a new view of the case, but
I had a thought, or, rather, a reflection.

‘1t was a good race,’’ Isald, ‘*but
wasn't that a false start?”’

** How so?'’

““Didn’t you take an advantage?’’

‘1 was entitled toit. Iam a woman."

**So women expeot to carry that rule
even into warfare?’’

*‘Certainly. "’

I was glad that I had never been
forced to wage war with a woman be-

by himn?"’

His ears wagged violently, and he,

ran a foot to the second faster. We'
struck a piece of beautiful turf, evident-
1y an old field left to itself until it counld
recover its fertility, and with the roft
grass deadening and easing his footfalls
Old Put raced for life. I could almost
count the yards that we gained, and
still she was not in the forest. She had
not looked back until then, and it was
a hasty glance, followed by a quick
lashing of her mount. I judged that
she, too, had noticed the gainand would
now be unmerciful to her horse. 1 was
exnltant, willing to boast of {t, andl
dhared my feelings with Old Pat.

‘¢ Notice that yellow haired gir] again,
Put,”’ 1 said. “*When we catch her thie
time, we will take care that she does
not serve us such a trick again. If we
cannot trust an Englishman, Put. how
on earth can we put any faith-in an
English woman?"’

Put had received a slight slash oneé
from the saber of an Englishman whe
had offered to surrender to me and then
tried to back out of it, and he knew
what I meant. For the first time he ut-
tered a slight snort, called one new
mauscle into play, and we steadily short-
ened the distance between us and the
girl.

She would have got into the wood a
few moments later, but she abruptly
reined in ber horse, turned him hailf
about and galloped off to the left. I
guegsed the trouble at once. The heavy
rains often wash great gullies in our
South Carnlina soil, and a kind provi-
dence, wishing to oblige me, had placed
one of these in her way. It wasequal to
» gain of 200 feet without an effort, and
1 turned Old Put at once into the course
she was taking.

“DO!I"G yon we’ Pﬂt, L) I mid, l‘mt
the Lord is ‘on our side' and she snd
$has burnt mm sob of hazp shat haaf

fore and hoped never to meet the neces-
sity again. One likes to stick to the
rules in military matters, and then he
has some idea what to expect.

‘“The horses are very tired,”’ I said.

**They look like it, '’ said she.

The poor animals were panting, and
their coats were damp. I took the reins
of her horse from her hand and held
them firmly in mine.

‘*What are you going to do?” she
asked.

‘I think I'd better hold the reins of
both,’’ I said. ‘‘Will you please dis-
mount?’

I set her a good example by jumping
down myself. She could not say that
the prisonmer was compelled to walk
while the captor rode. I stepped for-
ward to &ssist her, but again she refused
my help and sprang to the ground unas-
sisted.
-“Old Put gazed angtily at the girl who
had struck him. Then he snorted with
trimmph and looked contemptuocusly at
the horse at his side. The latter seemed
to be ashamed of himself, and his atti-
tude was apologetic, but he had done
his best and therefore should not have
been blamed. "

““Come, "’ I said, ‘““we will get out of
this wood and walk back across the
fields. Walk by my stde. I will watch
you, as I do not want any more treach-
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I spoke with great stemness, as the
mite of pity I felt when I saw the tears
had gone. She obeyed with surprising
ineekness and walked beside me, while I
led the Horses, holding both bridles in
one hand. I was glad that I had been
80 sharp with her, and I saw now it
was the proper way with rebellious
women. A man has only to show to-
ward sthem s stern, unyielding temper, |
snd they submit at. once She wai

 and the name Marcel used to be French,
. Iam of French descent partly, and I

i may have British blood, too, though I}

shall not boast of it. Thore are many of
us in South Carolina, *’

| “But I thonght you wero northern,

You said you had been serving in the
northern army of the rehels’'—

*The patriots.”’

*Woell, tho patriots, then, ander Mr.
Washington,"

“General Washington!"

*'Well, General Washington.”

“Yes, I have been serving in the
northern army of the patriots under
General Washington, but ho has sent
me south with General Greeng and the
others, mostly southerners themsclves,
to redeom this part of the country from
the Britieh raiders. But I am a South
Qarolinian. *'

8he rolapsed jnto silenoe again, and 1
imitated her example. I had enough of
importance anyhow to think about
without talking to a girl, an enemy,
but presently I recollected.

“Pardon me,’’ Isaid, ‘‘but you have
forgotten somothing too."

“'What is it?"’

*You havo not told moe your name.’’

“That is troe, and the introduction
cannot be completo until I do.”’

“Certainly not. "

“My name {s Howard.”” *

“Howard ! What Howaxrd?”’ ‘

‘Julia Howard. My father isJohn}
Sinclalr -

land, and I am here with my father,
having nobody else to look after me,
until such time as these rebellious col
onies are put down and restored in their
allegiance to their lawful sovereign,
QGeorge II1, king of England, Scotland,
‘Wales and Ireland, God bless him i**

I thought that God oould find some-
thing better to do than to waste his
time blessing King George, a fat Ger-
man blockhend, but X kept the thought
to myself just then.

Howard of Devoushire, England,” I
said, ‘‘you have come here to stay.”

“I den’t believeit,*’

“It is a prediction;
true. >’

Her look was full of mnbolicf, and we
relapsed intosilenco again. The shadows
grow in the sky. The sun blazed like
fire, and my old trouble abouc the future
came back.

The horses ceased to pant and walked
now with springy steps, their weariness
gone. Old Put thrust his nose under my
arm and whinnied gently. He was talk-
ing in the langnage that we two ander-
stood. I rubbed his soft nose,

“Yes, old fellow,”* I said fo him,
‘‘you have done your duty well, as you
always do. We’ll stop soon, and then
I'll find you something to eat.”’

He whinnied again and rubbed his
nose oh my slweve, for he understood.

“He looks like a good horse,” said
the girl.

“Never better,”” I replied and with
emphasis.

“ like a good horse,*’ she said,

“So do 1 That s the reason I'm so
| fond of Old Pi.

it will ocome

with me?’

“3 don’t know. Be usually Tikes old |
riends best, but stil] Old Put is a horse
f fine taste.”’

Her evident admiration of Old Put ap-
pealed to me, and I thought I would
givo her the litéle compliment, Worien
like such things, snd again I felt as ;ﬁ

I conld afford to be generons,

mupinmxm
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whom waiwmm nished, :
Hu-heud , there wet atzsint

‘ arlmea-ahoisofm”

“Both are tme.r I amanAmenozm 1

Howard;- majer—in—Tarletan's-
legion. I was born in Dovonshire, Eng.

*Then, mark my words, Miss Julia
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and he knows it "o i&ﬂnm

charagter, And now he wan puiting.

trust in thim English gisl, who- b
shown hemeXt to be unworthy
trust whatever, PoarOld Pat!

marched on, his 4 lky non =
olotely against her arm, and mean
thesmn was sinking and the M
wero deepening and lengthenin ngs .
1 do not think it is  For v
to walk any xaore,” [ said, **Theh
are now thoronghly rested from:

whioh is to cany ©s.’*
She Xooked at her ugly brown hwlt
in some dimy

' rathor walk,’® she mid.
Ho oortainly had & most imegular,

make him an

course. Horses were not running loose
around us for mo to catoh.

ap.” .

She walked zteadily oy,
be glad to ridoe again, **
I maid, “‘and ot yon ride Old Pt
ha.d 5,?"‘1"“ me for the moment.. .
and timidly.
upon tho character of. Qld Put, oneof
insinuate that he wonld hehave bndly
with a lady on his baok.

“No man excopt myself bk tiddm

woman hsus evor riddtm him at all, but

“Bat I m afraid,** lhe

keep her at your foot.
“Nonscnse!”: I said, a Iittle muly
*Wo'll stop talking about thisnd do it
" &t onoe, ™’
Ihalted the horma snd cmgea
enddlos, while she looked doubtfally on,
014 Put submitted like an axijel, and.
drow the girth tight, Then T mid
“Now, if you- wonlq know-

jum%’ ap thers,” e
ill you holp me¥”* .
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