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She looked at me, her eyes tull of re-
beilion. | thought she was going to
raise hor Laud to strike me, but women
are 80 changeable and uncertain. In-
stead she heldront her hands meekly.

I bvand her wrists together and no-
ticed that they were white and well
molded. The hanndkerchief was soft and
could not pain her at all, and, besides,
ber hands were bound in front of her
and not behind her.  She need feel no
inconvenience, hat she must realize that
her oppurtunities for mischief were di-
minished vastly. 0ld Put locked at her
with an arr of triuuph, as mach as to
say, "Now, miss, you are beng pun-
1shed, and punished deservedly, for beat-
g me so much.”° That seemed to be
her own understanding of hurself.

We resummed our march, the horses
walking behind as. The rim of the sin
was now meeting the rim of the .
and the western skles were tingaed
ruddy tire.  In the east the misty gruy
of twilizht wus descending on field and
furest, and the chill of night was creep
Ing over evervthing Even 1n our Soutls
Carolina latitudes the nightas are cold 1n
midwinter, and | shivered as a twilight
wind, with a raw vdge to 1L, swept over
the plain.

There was a heavy clunk hanging at
her saddle horn. for she had not ven-
tured upon her journey unprepared. I
took it off and threw 1t over her shoul-
dera It fell telow her waist like a great
ooat, and I buttoned {t securcly around
her neck N

*‘Yon are o barbarian ' she said

““Iknow 1t,”’ I replied, **but I do not
Intend to let yom suffer mare than is
necessary fur your own good. That is
the kind of barbarians we are in this
ocountry. "’

The country was lone and desolate,
for we were on the sterile slopes of the
hills. It was thanly peopled at the best
of times, bat now, ralded incessantly by
Tarleton’s legion, which knew no mercy
v anything. whether animate or inani-
mate, and plondered, too, by wild bands
which claimed to belong to either army,
88 the occasion served, and perhaps be-
longud to peather, the people had fled to
sacurer regions. where one side or the
other was master. Only those who have

_Been i hnow the sufferangs of a conntry |

harried by opposing armes and preda-
tory bands | bad hoped tofind some
friendly farmner bolder than therest with
whom my prisoner and I could find
shelter, or 1if not that, at least some
abandoned house which womld give us
aroof, but I saw no sign of a human
face except our own, and no roof appear-
ed etther 11 the flulds or among the
trees. It wasa salitude bleak and cold,
and the declining sun, now half way
behiind the earth, warned me that 1t
would soon be time to stap, for the
darkness would te upon us and 1na
land of hills, gullies and no roads we
could not travel well without hght.

Despairing of such  shelter as | had
expected, 1 turned omr course toward a
thick grove of trees rising hike a great
castle on the left. When we entered it,
the shadows already made darkness
there, and  the mpght wind moaned
among the ¢y branches of the trees. I
saw the girl shiver, and agun 1 felt
pity for her i spnte of all that she tried
to do, though I lost none of my distrust
and caution

Almost i the center of the grove was
a small open gpace, sheltered from the
rush of cold wr by the great trees which
grew so thic «ly around it. It seemned to
me to be the likelivst spot we could find
for a camp. 1 hitched the harses to
boughs of the trees and took from my
pocket a small flask of that cheer which
a good soldier seldom neglects. I drew
the stopper and handed it to the girl.

‘“Take a little of thig," I said. *' You
maust if you do not expect to catch your
death of cold.”

‘I would if I could,’ she said, ‘‘but
I cannot while my hands are tied. "

‘I had forgotten the handkerchief, '
Ireplied, "“but I don't think we'll need
it any longer. You have been warned
sufficiently.”’

I anbound her wrists and replaced the
handkerchief in my pocket.

““But don 'tforget,’’ I said, ‘‘that this
handkerchief is an evidence that I have
put my mark upon you and that you be-
long to me—that is, you are my prisoner
until such time as I choose to give you

up. "’

Her face flushed.

‘*I will not endure such talk,' she
said, ‘‘from a rebel who within six
months may be hanged by his outraged
king for treason.”’

‘“You can’'t escape it,” I gaid, “and
the king can't hang me before he
catches me. It’s a long way from Lon-
don to South Carolina, and I hear the
king is fat and lazy and suffers from
seasickness. >’

But she drank the whisky, just a lit-
tle of it, though enough to put more
sparkle in her eye, and handed the flask
to me without a word of thanks. Then
she aat down on a fallen tree and looked
idly in front of her as if she had no in-
terest whatever in anything.

I gathered up armfuls of the dry
brashwood and tossed them intoa heap,
to which I sget fire with the flint and
steel I always carried. The fire blazed

. up rapidly and snapped asit bit through

the wood. Itsmerry crackling drowned
the desolate moan of the wind, and the
long “red ribbons of flame and the fast
forming bed of live coals threw dut a
kindly heat that fended off the chill of
the night. Even the girl, angry and hu-
miliated as she seemed to be, felt the
influence of the light and warmth and
edged along the log until she was much
closer and, the fire conld shine direotly
upon her face. Old Put was frank in
his appreciation, coming to the full
length of his tether and wagging his

3 Minumannerwhiohsaid_ to 1me as

en the stupid brown hack nnderstood
and imitated Old Pnt’s example,
Higher rose the firs and drove back
the shadows, but the darkness was now
rolling up to the circle of light, and
beyond the sparkie of the flames began
to rse like a wall The sun was gone,
and a faint, fading pink tint in the
west marked the way his flight had
taken him. Over all the world the twi-
light drooped, and the winter wind
mourned the dead day.

** Are therv ghosts in the forest?' snd-
denly asked the girl

**None that 1 ever heard of,*’ | said.

**It is so unlike England.”

“How?''

**So much wilder. "

1 bad heard of their forests there, or
rather what they call forests—some acres
of trees, with the undergrowth cut
away and the lawns shaven, every rod
patrolled by keepers or waorkmen, a mere
playthinug of a forest—but here in
America are the real forests, just as
pature made them, the desolate wilder-
ness through which the wild animals
howl, while the lune wind plays its
sopg on the branchus or leaves of the
trees. This 1s the real forest, a place in
which man becomes about as big as a
curk on the sea Never the lone Liunter,
though 50 years his home, fails to feel
its immensity and desulation. The gnrl
drew the oedges of her cloak a little
mory tightly and moved as close to the
fire a8 the end of the log would allow
her.

**1f yom will permit me, 1 said, ‘1
will give you a better seat by the fire
than that. =’

She ruse withont a word, and I rolled
the log well within the warmth of the
blaza She resumed ber seat, and the
firelight flickered and played over her
facu, tinting her cheeks with deep red
and spabgling her bromwe gold haix
with patches of scarlet and crimson.
The lhittle red cap had been pulled se-
curely down on her head, and, sitting
thers in the alternate light and dark-
ness, her figure lithe and strong, she
tooked like some Saxon vrood nymph.

Buot I did not cease my good deeds.
call myself a forethoughttul trooper,
and from the saddlebags I carried across
my saddle bow I took a oold chicken, a
piece of cold boiled bam and s.ine hard
biscuits, a dinner fit for a prinoce, or
rather an hanest American citizen,
which was better, in these hard times
of war. To this royal collection 1 added
A canteen well filled with water, ro- i
membered the stout little flask 1n my !
breast pocket, and the repast wus com- '
plete, all but the serving.

“Her éyed Sparkicd ot the sight of the’
good things,. Wood nymphs, Saxon or |
other, wmust eat.

‘*Let me carve the chicken, ' she said

**You have neither a table, plates nor
a knife,”" I sud. '

**This log will serve as a table, some
of thase clean dry leaves as plates, and
you could lend me a knife !’ |

“*How could I lend you a knife, a |
weapon, after all the tricks you have
tried to play upon me? Youdon't forget '
this. do you*”’

I took the little toy pistnl with
which she had tricd  to shoot me ont of |
my pucket and beld it ap before her, '
but she laughed. Waomen don’t seem to
have any conscience, or at least they
forget their erirnes, which is convenient |
for thetr peace of mnd. '

*Giave e the hmife, '’ she said, **and !
don’t waste time. I'm hungry

I dirtivinted her as much as ever, even
mare, it 1 oponed the blade of my !
clasp hrafe nnd handed it to her.

A very good kmife, "' ghe said, “but!
I bave un doulit it was stolen from an |
Engli~hman  Ah, here it is—the name
of an 'nghsh maker on the blade!"

dignautly
at tie battle of Menmouth, where he
fell wto my hands.'’ g

**That. 1 suppose, is 8 good enough
title for a rebel,” she said and began |
to carve the chicken. ‘

It war 4 fine, fat chicken, beautifally !
roasted, and she showed that slmkncw.!
how to carve, for she deftly clipped off a
leg, which rhe held up before mae. |

*“That looks fat and good to eat,'’ she
said, “*and it's a fine chicken, but I've
no doubt it was stolen from a loyal sub- |
ject of King George. "' |

*‘It's not true!"" 1 exclaimed in some
wrath. ** He was a Tory farmer, Iadmit,
but I did not steal the chicken. I took
it befure his eyes, and he never said a
word. " X

‘*Afraid, 1 suppose, but it doesn't'
make any difference to yon. It will |
taste just as good to a rebel. Here, take
your piece on this big, clean leaf and
eat.”’

I took the piece and ate. She carved
off a portion for herself, too, and ate
with a good uppetite. Then I handed
her the canteen of water and told her to
take a drink.

““Don’'t be afraid,” I said. *‘I took
that water out of a clear brook in the
wilderness, and the land through which
it flowed belonged to God, not to any
Englishman or Tory.”

‘‘But how about the canteen?’ she
asked. ‘‘Did you steal that from any
English soldier or take it by viclence,
which is worse?’’

I showed her the name of the maker,
a Boston man, upon it

.‘‘ A vile rebel town, the worst of them
all,’’ she said.

But she took a good drink out of it,
and when she handed it back to me I
imitated her example. Then, while the:
fire crackled and blazed higher and the'
circle of light widened and the darkness
beyond it thickened, we ate and drank,
and I grew cheerful 1 had defeated all
her attemipts, abd tomorrow I would
find Morgan and give her into other
hands and be rid of all my troubles, yet |
I was compelled to admit once again
that she was very beautiful with the
firelight flickering and playing over her
face and hair, but all the world knows,
as I bave said, that the handsome wom-
en are the most dangerous, the most
cunning, and I was on my guard agsinst
any new attempt of hers to escape
Still, when I looked around at the|

blacknoss of the might mud heard the |

lin as day, *Yon bave donswelk.” {4

MY CAPTIVE

. she had complimented me even in that

! Despite my sense of caution ard the ef-

kliog of the fire, ¥ didnot think thatshe
would dare to attempt it I knewno
woman, who wonld venture slone axa

winter night into that uncanny wilder
sess, and, kpowing ig, I felt easy.

CHAPTER [V.
SUPFPER AND SONG.
The horses locked jealously at our

supper. | was sorry for them, especially
for O}d Put, whose great, intelligent
eyes said in the purest English, **, too,
am hungry, master.”” But 1 counld d¢
nothing. I had zo provender for howses
and so 1 told bim to wait as best he
‘could until morning and 1 would find
something for him if I had torob a pa
triot farmer todo 1t He bowed his heaa
in resignation like the wise horso bu
was, while the brewn hack, not so wel
bred, tugged at his bridle rein ang
thrashed about until 1 threatened him
with a big stick.

After the chicken the girl served the
cold ham and drank from the . canteen
again. ldid likewise Moreaver, I urged
her to weot bher lips at che flask o seconc
time as a farther precaution against cold,
which she did literally and no teore. )
was liberal rather than literal, for [ wos
a soldier and knew 1ts value I took my
blanket from my saddle bow and urged
her to wrap it aroand herself, but she
gaid **No,;" that her heavy cloak was
sufficient, and she would not deprive me
even if I was a misguided rebel. 1 saw
that she spoke truly, as her cloak was
of the most ample character, and eo.
baving no farther compunection, I wrap-
ped tho blanket around me, Indian style,
and, sitting down on the dry leaves in
tront of the fire, leaned my head against
the log. She sat on the log at the other
end, leaning her head agminst a dead
vough which was thrust straight up in

<@ air. I had put the remains of the
drovisions back in my saddlebaga.

Triamphant, warm. well fod, my
cheerfulness, my satisfaction with my-
self, increased. I stared into the bed of
red coals and saw figures, piotures,
there. Near the center of the bed the
coals had fallen into such shaps that I
conld trave distinotly the epaulets of a
general, and 1 knew that thoso epaulets
were for me. The coals crumbled into
new shapes and built the house which
was to be mihe when the war was vio-
toriously over and I was ready to retire
to it with my hunors. She, too, seemed
to be enguged in the same business, for
she was staring with half olosed oyes
into the dreamy coals

“Why arve you a rebel?’ she asked.
»'1s it from pure perverseness, for they

and shuffied abont: but, sangry
idle alarms, I commanded him ronghly
to keep quiet, and ho obeyed.

The girl was humming softly to her-
self as if she were thinking of her far
away English home. 1 supposod she was
lonely and homesick, and again some
pity for her crept into my heart.

‘*Are you singing of you® swoet-
hoaxt?’ I asked, meaning t cheer hex
up. , : )
**1 have none,” she replied,

*“Not now perhaps, bat you will have
some day.’"

**That is a different mattor.”*

‘*What kind of a sweotheurt wonld
yon choose?”

‘* A soldier, a gallant English soldier,
one loyal to his king throogh all.”

She continued to hum her little song,
whatever {t was. Something gtirred in|
the wood, and Old Put, despite my pre-
vious command, whinnied and stamped
hic foet. )

‘“Confound that boast, whatover it
may bo!"* 1 said. *‘It must be & wilduat
attracted by the light of our fire.**

‘“Let the wildcat go,” she maid.
**Listen and I will sing you a song that
will tell you what my future betrothed
and husband shall ba. I¢'s an old Scoteh
song of dovotion and loyalty, but we
English sing it, too, aud like it as well
ts the Scotch. *Dumbarton’s Droms’ we
wll ie"

‘Then she sang:
*PDumbarton ‘s drnxns baat bonnie O,
‘When they mind me of my dear Johnnie Q!
How happyem 1
When my soldier i3 by,
While he kisses and blesses hta Annte Q)
“Tis & soldier alone can dalight me O,
¥or his graceful looks do invite me O,
While guarded in hia arms
I'll teer no war’s alarma,
Neither x(i;'nm wor death shall o'er fright
me

*“My lowe ia & handsome laddie O,
Genteel, but ne'er Lappleh nor gaudy Ol
Though cammissions are dear,
Yet I'll buy him one this year,
For he’ll serve no longer a cadio Of
A soldier has honor and bravery O,
Unasxjuaninted with rogtes and their knav-
ey Ol
He minds no other thing
But tho ladies ar the klnf.
For cvery other care is but alavery Q!

*“Thon I'll be the oxptain's Iady OI
Farewell, all my friends and my daddy O?
I' wait no more at homs,
But I'll follow with the drum,
And wheno'er that beats I'll bo ready Ot
Pumbarton's drums scund bonnie Of
They aro sprightly 14ko my doar Johnnie Ot
Row happy shall I be
When on my soldier's knvoe,

gay all you Americans aro 502"
**They say many things about us in

E}]gl(md that are not truy, R § Sﬂid, * As the mel(.)dy rose and fou in the ),OBG-

*‘and this is one of them. The English
themselves have often been robels, and
their present royal family, one of the
worst they have ever had, and they
have had the Stuarts, was placed on the
throne by a just-rebellion.’’

**You must know, '’ she replied, *‘that
in England the character of the sov-
ereign is nothing. It is the sovereign

| principle.  The worea the sovereign the

better the court hikes him."

We relapsed into silence and omr
study of the red conls. Old Put whin-
nied gently, rused his head and looked
beynnd the fire, as if he snw something
in the darkness impenetrable to all bat
horse eyes.

*‘I'd better seo to that,’' I said. '*0Old
Put iz not going to give o warning for
nothing. He has a character to lose.”

‘*A wildeat may be,'’ she suggested. |

*Perhaps, but I'll see.’’ ,

I rose, still keeping my blanket wrap- .
ped around me, and ordered her to stay |
where she was under pain of being

" bound again. She promised, and I be- | Whom th y kicked cut of their country,
“It was not stolen!" I exclaimed in- ) lieved that she would not stir from her ; With so much romance and charm when
“I took it from him fairly : position on the log. The darkmess and , 811 history shows they were an utterly

the desolation wers not inviting.
I walked out into the black bank of[
the night, but could neither ses nor find
anything. I made a complete cirouit !
around the oasis of light from the fire,
and all was peaceful and quiet. I re-

turned totha log, ready tao scold 014, defiance, half & smile, and sang:

Put for giving a false alarm, but re-
frained, reflecting that he might be
nervous and irritable owing to his lack
of food.

‘* What did you find?’’ asked the girl,
looking at me with bright eyes

*‘Nothing. "'

“I thought you wounldn't. It was a
wildcat or maybe a harmless little
squirrel. "’

‘‘Aren’t you afraid of the wild ani-
mals?"’

‘*Not with sach a brave rebel as you
near me. "’

I opened riy eyes a little wider and
looked at per. It was the first time that

half handed way, and I wais surprised.

*“I thought you did not allow me the
possession of any desirable quality what-
soever,’’ I said.

‘“You are improving,”’ she replied.
‘‘Perhaps it is due to my society. I may
yet make yon: a loyal follower of King
George and save yon from the hang-
man. "

I had my doubts about the ‘‘loyalty, *’
which is a term devised for the protec-
tion of sovereigns in their crimes, but 1
said nothing just then. She, too, smid
nothing more. The heap of coals grew
and glowed in the depths with deep
crimsons and scarlets, throwing out a
generous heat and wooing 1me to sleep.

forts of my will, my eyelids drooped.
The castles in the coals became more
indistinct and wavered as if they were
made of red mist.

Old Put whinnied again and raiged
his head high in the air like one wha
listens. I wig wide awake i an itistang
and on my feet again.

“Put,”’ I said, “*if I find that you
have given a false alarm a second time
you shall have nothing 60 eat in the
morning.’’

“I wouldn’t bother about if,”” siid
the girl. “It’s only a squirrel or a rub-
bit. Any horse wonl,dnﬁtioe the passing
of sach an animal. Their scnses are
keener than oura.”

| false prophist, having éiijoyed “RuGH"W)

BRE UCOD tnu

old war ballad us musio

in my ear

{ roality he was wite awake - iy
dressed in the uniform of a onptain inj. o

| Sing, " lsald ]

Aftor meeting sioh-h 414
relief to me & ook anoy

w0 who had cagtored me.

“Truss him np good,' mid one
“These rebels arenot tobe trasted oyen:
when theyare ¢ied™ - = ¢

I gave careful notion to the man who
spolke, evidently the leador of thepa
Ho was of middlesize, middly age i
traculent features. His most noticesbls |
characteristio was his drooping eyelids, | -
which would induce thammf. sual observex + *
to think he was fist agldep, th.x%:xh in}

W

-the-British-anmys

himself, all dressed im British soldinrs') *
uniforms and rathor wild of fook: -
They bound me securcly and set me
with my back to the log and my face to]
the fire, mmuvh in the positian that1 hac
ocoupied while the girl waw singiig

bad zo doubt now that she had seen the
went into the wood to seaxch for the

ment. .
**That was a complets joh, Miss How:

ard, "' said the leader, *'well done by ev-

m. and your paxt is the best done}

hands of a rebel, Oeptain Orowder, " she.
replied, ‘‘and I am back with my awr}
people, for both of which ¥ thank you.*""
I thought it was time for me to sy
something. . i
‘It is true you have trapped me be.
tween you, Uaptain Crowder, for s0 1| o
hear the lady oall you,” X seid, **but X1’
wonldn’t exnlt, besuase the next chancs

foelings for me to pay you back.” .
1 don’t know about any noxt chanoe
for you,'* he said, "bocaume here in the i
sout we gencrally bang rebals.* 1
1 did not reply to his thicat, thinking
head away. My glanoe fell now upon |.
Old Put. His eyes were fullof réproach | ™
to me. The I told you sooxprosion was| ¢o
there, sud the X am sorry for you and

ly night my eyes ped again and my
brain becams dim withadvanoing slum-
bers like m child soothed to sloep by the
song of his mother. Xswas as tired as a
dog. 1 had ridden long and far and hnd

-worked much, and overy nerve and

musale in me orled alond for rost, but I

roused myself a8 she finished and thei

last note of her song died in the dark-
nessr

‘“That is a proper military song," I
said, ‘‘and nobly sung, but I object to
the sentiments of your hero. He minds
no other thing but the ladies or the
king. The ladies avreall right, but no
king! Leave the king out!”

0ld Put was stamping his foet again

*That's right, Put," I sald. *‘Ap.
plaud the sorg, for it was well sung,

cans, don’t altogether like the senti-

wents. That, I take it, is an old aongl

of loyalty to the Stnarts. Itisa singular
thing to me how wholesome minded
English people can invest the Stnarts,

debased 1ot, and nobody knows it better
than the English themsalves."

*“Tho sentiments of the song, king
and all, are perfootly correct, and I'll
sing that verse to you again,”’

She looked at me with a look half of

aled hao)

Captain Crowda, having 'ssised.m

also sefred my camp, avidently with
. intention of spending thﬁ’nizfﬁ'f

and ho posted ono sentinel, while

others sat around the fire, making

solves oomfortadble, The girl ooe

her old seat on the trea. trink,
againat the projooting bongh.

Do you know where-

. Captain Crowder?' she agkec

“'With Tarleton, he tepHi

“And where 14 Tarleton?'*-

‘“Hot on the chawe of the xebe §

and his men,” R
“Oan wo ovextakes Tarleton by noos |

tomorrow?”’ I EERUPRIT F
““Undoubtodly, for he hni to'go rather |

is, Ho dooin’t want to ymupest the "
‘l gamo. Morgsn'shord too(iég: bot whei'

,thongh you and I, who are good Amerl- | Tarloton once comes up with “him |’ -

the olosest attentin and continued £o ] . ‘g,
listen whilo he desoribed Tarlotan’s| pag

' there'l be au end (o one rebo} &
I lstenod to this oonversation:

movements, fores snd equipnient.  If X
could ezoape him and the hirigman’s}
rope with which ho had threatenied me,
| this information would be. of grom

valoo th k. I was glad thai, , -
sake of precantion I hsd torn upthe
girl’s letters and other writteri tavts
! about us when X captared_her, ow
she oould rely only upon
waited for her €o t61} Oro

but sho sald nothing apon

Lj

*“My love i1 & handsomo laddie O,
Genteel, but ne'er fopplsh nor gaudy O}
Though commisxions are dear,
Yot I'll buy him ono this year,
For he'll serve no longer a cadis Ol
A eoldier has hoenor and bravery O,
Unacqumgtled with rogues and their knay-
[:} .
Herg:indn a0 othor thing
But the ladioes or the king,
Por every other care i3 but a alavery O"
She sang it still more softly and gen-
tly than before, and, though my eyelids
drooped again, 1 turned my eyes from
the bed of coals to her face. The fire-
light played raddily over her eyes and
cheeks, and the expression there seemed
tender and faraway, as if her thoughts
had gone from this dark might and the
war torn fields of S8ocuth Oarolina to the
green English meadows and peaceful
sunshine. .
When she finnished, I raised my bands
and clapped them together. , .
““Well done!”’ I gaid. **Well donel”
“Done well enough for us,” said
sgome one, and strong hands reached
over the log and grasped me by the
wrists, My languor and my sleepiness
were gone in an instant, and I madea
powerful effort to wrench mysclf loose,
but I had been taken too- saddenly.
Three or four men flung theniselves
upon me, and I was crushed wunder a
‘great weight, while the firm grip was
still on my wrists. Imanmaged to deal
somebody a heavy kiock apd heard a
grunt of pain, but in a few seconds 1
was overpowered and, like a wise man,
ceased to struggle further,
Singilarly enough, one ¢f my early
thoughts in that moment was of relief.
that Old Fut should prove not to bom |

good character in that respect #o long.
T had been a foolnot totake his warning
more seriously. Then I wondered why
the girl did not cry out at the sight of
straggling men, and the sound of oaths
and blows, s violemt medley usally
very terrifying to women. I canght one

glimpse of her, gud ghe was sitéing oo
o forusk |

the log, her back against the

and Ttoflectixt  that - her”
natural, asshe wonld wan
information herself:
thussecuxe all the cked
ting tho goerrills,
Toast holf of it. . . (.
‘Two o the mon” disspeared-
wood and retuznél In & few momiedk
lending the horses of £ hick
they tethered to the ‘ttoss-ned ,
guessed that they hnd - seen
our Yire &t a distance ot
horses there had cropt upon e
“You will excuse us, Miss Howar
while we eat and drink & Hitle,"
Crowder. "We*veriddenfarioday|
T
cir sppearanss was saffictent indlaf
cation that they neoded food
for the grimo of travel wa
them. They fummmsged
and saddebags and 1o
ment, which they hegan t
They were atworbed 1ik
in their ropast and pad
apything elss. . .
The girl voss aud walksd
Reacking down, shé sejzo
my silk handkeschief, whicl
Jecting from 1oy pobket, Mid. ]
forth, She threw it in a fir
watched it birn; the xod hehf grippi
the delicate silke aud ‘converting 1t in.a1
moment toashes. Thenshe burmed apon | ¢
me & face of flame,. - -y ”,
*You dared to biad me,’* sh

“you & ¥ebel and 1.an English s
the daughter of & loy: whd
You dared fo insulin

* And I predcisi

you butt the hian
- ¥ ound-y:
“Yeq !

of tarning I eap
burz: me, t00; A8 Lind
the handkerchied, 0¥
you deserved 6.7 '3

' Shy wa# klend,
oy rod g mtzx‘af

bough, leaning

aporx §6 A8 “1ag

partisan chiof on a small aoale. e had| SPME
five comyxades, castin the samemold.as}

©onfound her for lulling away my cons | 7 »
tion and suspicions in saoha manuer! 3

red uniforms of the British when fivss ¥} 7 7

cause of the naise. I wis & fool tolet] ¢ o

“You have rocued me from the Ho

might be mine, and it would hurt your | y¢y

that I had sald enough, and turned iny {50

slowly, not knowiug Just'where Morgan | L
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