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CHAPTER IX
SFEN IN A DREAM.

Weo were young and vigorous. The
girl voas tall, straizht, almost as r;tr(}ng
gs I, und mileafter mile dropped behind
as. Theair bud the crisp, fresh coolness
of a South Carolina winter, like a north-
ern day in actumn. The sun, climbing
str-r_u‘.i!-;; toward tho heavens, shone in
full splendor end in an atinospliere as
puro as that over the sea. Wao could see
far to tan rizht and to the left and be-
fore u: but we saw neither men nor
hessos, just the rolling hills and valleys
and the straggling foresta.

"o miuch the Letter,”' 1 said to Julia,
sifer tho lonelier the country is tho less
obstacle there will be to our flight
Morgan is retreating toward the Broad
river, and us we surely have passed
around Tarleton by this time we ought
to overtake him by night. 1 hopo be
will Luve plenty to eat, for I think that
you and | will miss our dinner.”

*Do you know,'’ said she, ** I begin
to hope that Tarleton will not overtake
Morgno at wll? It would be an awful
geeno, and perhaps «ome of the rebels
ara good men after all.”

“*Pychaps. '’

*Coulin't th> war be ended in some
way withont meve yearsof fighting—by
game soic of compremise? Suppose each
side rhould give up a little.

“We mwight make the proposition,
you aad I, to congress and the king. "’

“Don'r jest. 1'm in earnest.”’

“Then (ha afraid there's no chance
for & comy . uise, and there hasn't been
for foar or . years. Lither we go freq
or we donot  You English like to boast
of your cour’. 2 ond tenseity, and we
mnke tho same oast of ovrselves. It
Las to be fought out to the end, win o1
lose, "'

**1 an sorry.”"

She spoke trmthfully, for she locked
her sudpess, but the wind soon blew if
awuy, uringing back the sparkle to her
eyes and the rose flush to her cheeks.
We steppet nbout noontime to rest, and
Ol Pt naade use of the opportunity to
bunt {or green prass, stopping at timed
tes loods benevoiont!ly at us and to indi-
cato gzt his «tate of nind was content.
W& wers buth bhungry, but we had
nithitiz Letter to do than to watech Old
Put iriltle for his dinner, which he «id
very industetonsly until 1ealled to him
aicd woded Liim it was time to start.

Julin again refased to mount the
Borse, and we strolled on together. I felt
sl now, and, coming to a cabin whoss
owner had been bold enongh to remain
and guard his own, 1 offered to trade
him the fine British coat I wore for any
coust uf his own, however old, provided
it would bold tozether on my shoulders.
Hoe priddneed the coat and made the

trude, Ly which he was a great gainer, |

and asked me no questions, differing
th. rein from the country people of the

porthern regions through which I had |

cz:npaigned so long. Moreover, he look-
ed very curiously at the tall girl with
ma.

**You are Amnierican,’’ he said to me
just before we started

*“¥as

*The lady looks English. *

“She 15 English."

“It is very strange.”

“You are right. It is strangs.

Such wera 1:y thonghts as we walked
swey. The maun who scemed to live
there alone, balf hunter, half farmer,
stood in his eabin door and watched us
uatil we passed out of sight.

I provailed upon the girl to ride for
awhile, but after an hour on herseback
she dismonuted again, saying that she
preferred to wall. Aboat the middle of
the ufternoon wo inet a farmer who con-

firmed 10y belief that Morgan had pass- |

ed on toward the Broad river, thoungh
bo knew nothing of Tarletcn. An hour
laier as wo were passing through thick
woods snme oue cried out to us to halt
I almost sprang up in my astonishment,
and the girl attered o little ery of fright,
for ueither of us supposed any ons to be
near, having scen nothing and heard
pothing, and Old Put, 1 suppose, was
tired or dreaming.

**Stop,”" 1 eaid to Julia
frienda "

Two men on horseback came from a
position emong the dense trees They
wiero dieossed in rongh homespun gray
and looked like Americans, the two
facts together inducing the belief that
they wera militia scouts of Morgan’s.

**An American and his lady,™ said
the foreniost to me. You are a soldier,
are you vot:"’

“Yes ' 1 replied.

‘*And on the wuy to Morgan, too, I
take it. Keep straight to thonorthwest,
and you will coveriake him. We are
gowd patriots too. "

“Thunk you, " Leaid **Morgan seems
to keop o good watch. 1 hope that we
will overtake him before nightfall.”

He hud ndden very close to me.

*1 don't think it, my fine fellow,
be said *“We will take good care of
buth you avd t%e lady, for we are Tarle-
tou's geonts, not Morgan's.”

I suw then that the appearance and
manner of the men had deceived me,
but no thovught of surrender to them eg-
tored my mind. I snatched at my pistol.
The man, who was 88 wary as a pan-
ther, saw tho movewent, and, drawing
hix own weapon, we fired almost at the
s ue time. I saw him reel in his sad-
din, but net fall, and I was conscious
ot a thrill of pain in 1y head, followed
by a beavy, crushing sensation, as if 1
hud been struck by a hammer. I stag-

red, falling to the ground upon my
hinads and kuces. Consciousness left me
antirely for a few minutes and then
cams back dimly, just enough for me
to drcam and to creato events for my-
sell.

In this dream I saw a girl with tawny
gold hair and blue eyes raise a pistol
and firo at the second man, who bad

It may be

drawin a cavalry saber. The man, shout- |

ing with pain, dropped his saber, clap-
pe:d his other hand to bis shioulder and
gnilopad after his comrade, whose horse,

frightened Ly the shots, was running |

away with him,

& minute or two watching, the empty

v :
pwtol in ber hand, seenzed to fecl sure | her into your hands, colun:l. nie

that they wonld not come back, for she
rushed to the wounded man on the | the camp of Morgan is only three miles
ground aud raised his head in herarms. | back. There are some American women

1 watched her with a carious inter-
est, this blomd girl who Iiad been so
bitter of speech and yet so much the
mastcr of hevself, man h=d risen

ta his knees once, but had fallen back

v
iy LFE

WX E ]| from weakness, His eyes C"mﬁedé‘“&"sh
his fuce bLecmme very white, anc ere | that 1 like to hear from a man.
I ]_Y CAPTI ¢ | was blood on his bair. She raised his “Have no fear.” he said

head and kissed his face, once, twice |

and more, and begged him not to die.
“Livel Live for yourself and for me,
Philip, for I love you, wmy hero!” sLa
said, and a great bay horse stood look-
ing snd listening. Then she flew toa
little brock shesaw flowing through tho |
wood, and bringing water in her cap |
poured it mpon the man’s face, while

the horse nodded approval. Then she

washed the blood out of his hair and

bound up the wound with something 1
white. **No, Put, I will never leave
him,' she said, 1 will never leave
him, for he has saved me from death |
and worse, and I love him—TI tell you £
love him!”’ whereupon the great horse
nodded hisapproval with extreme vigor.

1 came to myself, and I wassorry that
the drcam was over. It had been pleas- |
ant, very pleasant, and I was willin: to |
dream on. 1 had & headache, but when |
I put my hand to the spot which :!.F‘!l(-.'d
I know that the wound was not scrious;
that it was nothing but a trifle. A bal- |
| let, clipping under the skin, had gl;nm_;ml
| along my skull and passed on, inflicting
a slight concussicn, like a heavy blow |
from a man’s fist, bt that was all. I
had seen 20 men who had suffered simi- |
| lar wounds in battle and were as good
| as ever tho next day.

“You are not going to die, are you,
Mr. Marcel?'’ tearfully asked the most
modest and demure of blond English |
maidens, standing before me. |

LIy inteantions are the precise oppo- |
| site,”” I replied. *‘I have so much to
live for. "

It is curions how rapidly the feelings |
| develop under the stress of great hard-
| ships nnd danger. The day and a half
| that I bad been with her were equal to
| a year and a half of ordinary time.

*“Would you bring me a little of that
cool water to drink in your cap?” I
asked. ‘1 see that the cap is wet al- '
ready, and it won’t hurt it.”’ :

She brought the water, and I drank. |
It was as cold as ico and as refreshing |
| as nectar as it ran down my throat. I
have geen men lying on the battletield
begging for water as if it were the one
‘ great gift of heaven to man.
| I felt twice the man that I wasa
[ minute before. The girl was strangely
| guiet, even shy, and more than ever L
| felt as if it were my chief duty to pro-
| tect her.
| “Ne, Julia,” I gaid; *‘this rebel |
against the king means to live. So far
from dyipg, 1 baven't had anything
more than a knockdown which lhas loft
a sore spot cn wmy bead and a little
ache inside it, but [ can travel as well
as ever. IHere, Old Put is waiting for |
| you. (et up and ride.”’
|  But she declined with indignacion.
1 will not do that,”" she said. **Yon |

! may be a rebel—in fact, I know you |

are—but you shall not walk while you |
| are wounded. You must ride. "
{  As I was still a little dizzy I yielded |
| at last, thongh 1did not like to doit,
and rode for a eouple of hounrs. Then,
feeling as strong as ever, 1 dismounnted
and made Julia take her turn on horse-
back. But at the end of an hour she, too,
dismounted, aud wo walked on together,
as before, not talking much, but happy.
The sun was azain retreating before the
night, and the western skies were afiame.
The light feil full upon the girl's face,
and her beauty, splendid and glowing
befere, was tender and spiritnal now.
**Wae shall be in Morgan’'scamp soon,
Julia,’* I said, ‘*and I will have to re-
sign my prisoner."’
**1 shall consider myself your prisoner
until I am retaken by the English, ’’$he

Both disappeared in | better than I thought
the wood, and the girl, who stood for |

said.

I did not reply, but I was willing to
accept my responsibilities.

Old Put, who was walking slowly
behind us after his custom, raised his
head and neighed. It was not a whinay,
but a loud, sonorous neigh that could be
heard afar. It was fall of meaning too.
And a quarter of a mile ahead of us on
one of the open ridges | saw the canse—a
troop of a dozen horsemen riding toward .
us uf o half gallop. Old Pur neighed
again, long, loud and promptly.

“*Ouvght we not to escape into the
woed?”’' exclaimed Julia in alarm.
**There is time yet. Those trcopers may
be Euglish.”

She did not seem to notice the strange-
ness of a suggestion from her that she
| hide from the English, but¢ I was con- |
fident.

““They are not English,” I said.
“They are Amecricans. Old Put
Enows his friends. Trust him.”

In truth, the horse uttered his lomd
and joyous neigh a third time, and I |
had not the slightest apprehension, for
it was impossible to deceive 0ld Put
when he was wide awake.

The horsemen saw us and quickened
their pace to a gallop. As they ap-
proached I could recognize the Conti-
nental buf and blue, and, telling Julia
that it was a1l right, we walked grave-
ly on to meet them. Old Put, his dem-
onstrations of joy made, followed after
with equal scbricty.

They were dashing riders, those men,
and their curiosity must have been
aroused by the sight of the girl, for they
came on at the long, swinging gallep of
[the gocd cavalryman and quickly in-
| olosed us.
| ““Good evening, colonel,” 1 said to
| the leader, saluting. *‘I am happy to
| see you again and to join your com-
1 nmd- "

It was Colonel William Washington,

'. the distant cousin of our great com-
{ mander in chief, ono of the finest cav-
| alry commanders of cur time, a fine,
| open faced man of about 80.

“Why., Marcel—Fuil Marcell”
cried in surprise.  ‘‘Is it you?”

“*Yes, it is I, colonel.”’

**And the lady?”

“*The lady is my prisoner, colonel,
| an English spy!"”
|  *Did she give you that wound om
your head?"’

*I said a lady, colomel. ™

Every hat came off, and there was
admiration as well as rospect in the bow
that each trooper made.

““The lady carricd the news of our
| most important movements,’' 1 said,

“and 1 was compelled to hold her a
i prisoner. '
““You have done well, Mr. Marcel, **
‘| said my colonel.

I thought so too. Perhaps I had done

he

“N'ow that 1 bave brought the pris-
| oner in,”” I said, **1 will h

*“It will be but for a brief space, for

'] there who will take care of her, "

(1} 2 e 3
| 'But I wish to remind you of onme
thing, colonel.*
*“*Wheat is that>

**A lady cannct be shot or hanged as

& spy, even though she be a spy. ™
He laughed the deep, hearty laugh

“*We are
Americans. ™'

Then he laughed again that deep, res-
onant langh which I like

“1 will send two men back with you
and the prisoner, but I am on a scount to
find Tarleton and ascertain when he is
likely to attack ns.”*

Do we mean to make a stand?’ |
asked.

For the third time he langhed.

“Why. boy.” he said, ““vyou don't
expect Morgan, who was with Arnold,
the hero of Saratoga, to run away, do
you? Heonly wanted a little time to
drill his men and get his grip on them,
and now he’s ready to welcome Tarleton
to the fray. ™

“Then you will have Tarleton by
morning, "’ 1 said, and 1 explained all
that | bad heard or learned otherwise
in my flight with the prisoner, to which
be listened with an icterest that indi-
cated its importance and made me feel
mine

*Good! Good, Marcel!'” he exclaimed
more than once *‘This is precizely
what we wanted to Enow. And so Mr
Tarleton is hot on cur heels and will
attack in the morning? Well, Philip
Marcel, I think you will gee tomorrow
as protty a little battle as was ever
fought on this continent, and neither
Colonel Tarleton por I nor any other
can tell yer what the result will be. *’

Julia was standing by me, and her
old spirit suddenly flumerd up

**1 can," she said, **and | only bope |
| that instead of falling in the battle you
will be taken a prisoner, fur tomorrow |

pight your army will not exist.”
**Miss Howard, ™" said Colenel Wash-

ington, bowing—1 had given her name

—**we have more admiration for the

| ladies than confidence in their military | all our homes

predictions. ™'

CHAPTER X
IN MORGAN'S CAMP.

Then we proceeded to the encamp-
ment, and Colonel Washington hiniself
went with os, his plans being changed
by my news. My head was buzzing
with excitement We were going to
fight Tarleton at last, though with all
the odds against us, numbers, discipline
and arms, while "Tarleton himself had
won his reputation as the ablest and

| most successful cavalry commmander in

the British service We might agzain
experience the disgrace and disaster of
Camden, but Morgan was no Gales, and
perbaps, on the otiier hand, we might
equal the explott of the wild borderers
at King's Monntain, thongh it was a
little tco much to hope for that DBut
still we would fight, aud to a young
man 1t alwayaseems better €o fighs than

| L0 ram

**0Old comrade, ” 1 said to my horse,
**we fight the enemy tomorrow !"

He podded jovousiy and then locked
gravely at the bundage arcund my head.

**It is nothing, ' | said
it off tonmight My head 1s weil ™

Ie podded again, as if all his troun-
bics were over

The wife of Captain Dunn of the
Sounth Carolina militia was ia the camp,
a lady whom | knew, my distant kins-
womzn, and Julin was given into her
charge.

**Taka good care of her, Cousin An-
na, | said *"Hemember that she is my
prisoper

**Your prisoper, is ghe?"’ she replied
enigmatically ** But remember, Philip,
that the captor often becomes the cap-
tive. ~

*Cousin Anna. * | said indignantly,
‘1 hope you are not goiug fo preach our
defeat by Tarleton on the very eve of
battle. 1t will have a discouraging ef
fect ™

**1 said nothing about the battle. Go
and attend to your work, Puhp 1 will
take care of the girl. ”

To Julia | suid

“We fight tomorrow, and I may not
see you ugain.”

Then I bent down and kissed ker lips

She replied very simpiy and earnestly:

“May you live threugh it, Philip!™’

Cousin Anpa's back was turned, and
she did not see or hear

I turned away and began to examine
the camp and this ficld, destined to be
the scere of a memoratle battle which
was itself the opening of one of the
preatest, most skillfui and successful
campaigns ever couducted on the soil of
our coutinent.

We were on a long slope, consisting
of several Lills rising above each other
like the seats of an amphitheater,
though at a much greater elevation, as
the slope was soslight that it offered no
impediment to the galiop of a horse.
The men were gathering up old rails,
which they were using for the camp
fires, and I noticed many old tracks of
the feet of animuls. Tomy question one
of the men gaid:

‘““Wo are going to fizht where the
cows pastured. Don’t you know that
this army is camped on the cow pens of
a very worthy man named Hannah? And
these rails are the last that are left of
his pens. "

Behind us flowed the wide, deep and
unfordable Broad river, refreat thus be-
ing cut off in case of defeat. lasked the
meaning of this strange military ma-
nenver which meant either victory or
destruction, and again the explanation
was ready:

““More than half of our men are mili-
tia, and youn can uever tell whether
militia will run like rablits or fight
like devils All early signs fail, and
General Morgan says it's cheaper to
have the river behind os and male ‘em
fight than to sittion regulars in the
rear to shoot down the cowards. ™

Presently 1 saw General Morgan him-
self passing among the men and prepar-
ing for the expected attack in the niorn-
ing. This was one of cur real heroes, a
fighter and leader and no peliticlan, a
man whom the great Washington es-
teemed and loved to reward. 1 had seen
him at Saratoga and elsewhere, and his
figure as well as his name always drew
attention. Over six feet high and builg
in proportion, with a weight of 200
pounds, and a large, fine, open face, he
was a type of the true American, the
best of all men in mind and body.

There was plenty of provender in the
camp, and I gave Old Put the first solid
meal that hed come te him in several
days. I wanted him to be in good trim
for the morrew, for he and 1 were to
take onr proper place with Washing.
ton's cavalry, to which we belonged,
only a handful of men, but able ‘aud
true and capable of deoing great things
in the nick of time. There had been
some question about the bandage on my
head, which 1 wore as & precaution
against tuking celd in the scalp wound,
but I showed that it was only a trifle,
and Colone! Washincton rightfully re-

1 will take |

marked that snch a slight wound v
only increass a maa's eilicien:
battlefield. Then he presen

a fine saber, wkich 1 ne

told me to lie duwn ot

go to sleop, 'mtl o

then, ard with tix

nial armies | roar= “oonl ! Hral
ment.

The eampfires i e cold
January darkness o o0t u sat around
them. talking and playing cards with
old greasy cards or singing the songs
of the hills and tie woods Sovme of the
soldiers were asleep on their blankets
| or the bare ground, for we were always
a ragged and unhoused army at the
best, and only a few of the officers had
tents

A sherp breeze came from across the
river, and the flames bent to it, their
light flickering over wiid, brown faces

that kvew ouly the open air, wind,
rain, hail cr whatever came. DMost of

them still carried their curved aud
carved powderhorns end their bullet
pouches, inseparable companions, over
their shonlders, and their long, slender
barreled rifies, so unlike the British
muskets, lay at their sides.

Smoke rose from the fires and blew
in the faces of the men, deepening the
brown and giving them another shade
of the Indian A corse mingled now
and then with the singing and iae talk
of the card players, and from the bor-
ders of the cunp came the stamp of the

horses and an oceasional peigh  In the
darkness, half highted by the :.cling

| fires, the camp became a camp of wild
men, whose taces the wavering light
| molded into whatever grotesque lmages
it chose.
) We were but a little army, only 900
strong, but many of us bad come great
{ distances and from places wide apart
| An arcof 1,000 miles would scarce cover

South Carclinians and Georgians, raw
troops, whom one can ugver trust; then
the little remnant of tbe brigade that
De Kalb had led on the fatal day of
| Camden, splendid secldiers whose line
| the whole Britist army conld not break,
| the survivors pow eager to avenge the
disgrace their brethren suffered on that

ay; then the stanchb Virginia troops,

| them our two or three se¢ore of cavalry

men ooder Washington —a lictle army,
| L say agawa, but led by sach leaders as
| Morgan, Washington, Howard and
| Pickens! Down the slopes the sentinels
| were on watch, but there was no fear of
a surprise, for the scouts were just
| bringing in word that Tarleton could
| not come before daylight, and then,
| owing to the slope asd the open groand,
| his approach would be seen for a great
distance.

The new men talked the most, some
about the coming battle, eagerly, volu
bly. others about things the farthest
from it, but 1n the same eager, voluble,
unreal tone The veterans were silent
| mostly, and already with the calm and
| hardibood of long usage were seeking
the rest and sleep which they knew
they would need. A tall, thin man,
with a wild foce, whom | tock
one of the preachersat the great revival
meetings so commen on the border,
rose 17 the midst of the camp and be-
gan to speak Some listened. and some
| went on with the talking and card play-
jing. Icould hear the rustle of t':we paste-
;‘buard as the cards wers shufiled. He
l was a fighting preacher, for he exhorte?d
them to strike with 211 their stre. =
in the coming battle and if tiov
dio to die like Clhristian k-
prayed to God for the so

arms, then stepped o

stump cn which he e .

| appeared from my si- i i
the front line cof 1 shina

militia the next day

I songht my own piac : oar troop
and lay down upon cne balf of my
blanket, with the other half aliove moe.
J1d Put gnawed at some fodder beside
me.

“Wake me up in the morning when
you sec tho first red gleam of the Brit-
ish coats, old comrade,’ 1 said, and,
knowing that he wounld do it. I closed
my Cyes.

But sleep would not come just yet,
and I openesd my eyes again to see that
the fires were sinking and the darkness
was coming down ncarer io the earth
Half the men were asleep already; the
others were quict, sceking sleep, and
the steady breathing of near 1,000 men
in a close space made a strange, whis-
tling noise like that of the wind. A
flaring blaze would throw a streak oi
light across a sleeping eoldier, showing
only a head or 2 leg or an arm, asif
the man bad been disjointed. 1 would
hear the faint rattle of a sentry’s fire-
lock and the heavy hocf of a horse as he
crowded his comrades for soom. An
officer in dingy uniform would stalk
across the field to sce that all was right,
and over us all the wind moaned and
the darkness gatlered close up tc the
edge of the dyingz fires. Weakness over
powcered my excited brain and nerves.
and I slept.

CHAPTER XL
THE BATTLE.
I was awakencd in the morning by
the sboving of Old Put's cold nose,

my master, and prepare for the ene
my.'" Most of the other men were up
and the canpcooks Liad breakfast ready,
bread, meat and coffee. | threw off my
| blanket and began to eat with the oth
ers.

It was the misty region between
night and day. but the scouts had come
(in, telling us that the DPritish would
|soon be at hand, and by the time the
| breakfast had been dispatched the rim
| of the sun cppeared in the east, and the
| day was coming. Then the gencral

took his appoinied place.

On the first rise of the slope stood the
South Caroiina and Georgia militia, the
raw troops, in a line about a sixth of a
mile long, ander the conimand of the
iron nerved Pickens. They were ex-
pected to give way before the charge of
the enemy, but Pickens was ordered to
hold them in line antil they could de-
liver at least two volleys with the pre-
cision in firing which all these farmer
boys possessed. Then they were to retire
behind the veteran regulars, ander How-
ard, who were on thke second slope 150
yards in their rear. An equal distance
behind the second rise sat we cavalry-
men on our horses, commanded to pull
on our reins and wait the moment upon
which the fate of the battle shonld torn.

Thus stood our little army, awajting
the rush of the battle which, es 1 have
said, was to be one of the most impor-
tant and decisive of our war. [ stroked
Old Put's neck and bade him be cocl,
but he was as calm as I and needed no
such encouragement. The man on my
left, Dick Patterson, a Marvlander, sud-

There were the militia, |

| that we knew would never fail, and aear |

to be |

formed the line of battle, and each of us |

I :;h; you hear that faint rumbling
Phil? That’s the hoof beats of

‘:;li-.{ence there!" called the cq!nnel.

No one spoke again; but, bending my
ear forward, 1 could bear the far drum
of the horses’ hoofs, and 1 knew that the
English army was coming. Old Put
raised his head and snuffed the air. A
red gleam appeared upon the horizon
and broadened rapidly A thrill and a
deep murmur ran the length and breadth
of our army. )

“Qh, if those militi~nen will only
stand until the genera’ “ids them re-
tire!’" groaned the colaacl

That he believed tbey would mot I
knew, since it is a hard thing for new
men to stand the rush of a seasoned
army superior in ut .bers and equip-
mend.

The sun was just swinging clear of
the earth and betckencd a brilliant
morning, yet it was cold with the raw
damp that often creeps iutoa South
Carolina winter, and 1 for one wisked
that the men could see a little more of
the day and loosen their muscles a little
better before they fought

The whole British ariny now appear-
ed in the plain, cavalry, infantry and
| fieldpicces in a great red sguare. |
could plainly ses the officers giving
their orders, and 1 knew that the attack
would come in a few mingies

* Eleven hundred of them aud po raw

| know that esactly from oor scouts |
think our cavairy will have somethiug
| to do today "'
Qne officer, in the gayest of uniforms,
1 took to be the
| British leader whom we hated most of
| all, for, with all his soldierly qualities,
| he was a barbarizn, as most of his
! brother British officers themselves say
I wanted to seo the fuces of those
' farmer boys down there on the slope
who were to receive the first and fiercest
'rush of the enemy und to check it 1

| troops, ** said Colonel Washington. ‘“*We |

to retreat lest they should be flanked.
Again the British cheer boomed ouf
when they saw the regulars giving
ground, for now they were sure that
Victory was theirs, thongh more hardly
Won than they had tlhought But the
retreat of the regulass was only a feint
and to give time for the militiamen be
bind them to come again into action
General Morgan gulloped toward us,

waving bis sword to Washington, and‘

| every one of us knew that our moment

barian Tarleton, the |

| knew that many of them were whito to |

| the eyes, but their backs were toward |

| me, and | could not see.

l “They don't appear to move, '’ whis-
pered Patterson **Their line Jooks as

| firm as if 1t were made of iron. "’

“‘Like untempered iron, | zmess, ™ 1
replied- ‘‘break like gluss at the first
shot. "

A bugle sounded in the frout of the
| British lines, and its notes, loud and

mellow, came to us, but from our ranks
| rose only the heavy breathing and the
shuflling of mea and horses.

The tron:pet call was followed by a
{cheer from moere than s thousid
| throats, and iken the British rusued
upon us. The brass freldpicces on their
| ianks opened with the thuender that be-
tokens the artillery, and mingled with
their roar were the rattle of the smail

{ abott over

| muscular

kad come.

“Forward!" was the single command |

of our leader, and the reins and the sa-
bFra swang free as we swept in a semi-
circle around the line of our friends
and then at the enemy. At the same
moment the regulars, ceasing to yield,
t_:hur;;ml the astcmished foe and poured
In a volley at close range, while the
militiamen threw themselves in a solid
mass apon the British flank

‘We of the cavalry were but 80 strong,
With 50 more mounted volunteers be-
bind us under Major McCall, but we
\\‘(-Fﬂ a compact body of strong horses
and strong horsemen, with shortened
rlf_!z;s' and flashing sabers, and we were
driven straight at the heart of the ene-
my like the cold edge of a chisel.

We slashed into the British, already
recling from the shock of the Continen-
tals and the militiamen, and they
crompled ap before us like dry paper
before a fire. Qur rifles were emptied,
and the sabers were doing the silent bus
wore deadly work  Amid ail the wild

“Tt is troe, ﬂ-.l'." I M u.&ﬂ: ,m
BOE ed st her. Sbe smiled and

He looked
recdened
stan by, and he nod-
Old Put was standing e had liked
from the first. el 0
. Your daughter is to be my wife,” I
continued, with emphasis, end g
are to live with us and like ns.

These were resounding boasts for.ﬁ
young soldier to make, but they
came true after Yorktown.

THE END.

W.H.
HESTER!
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din of the shouting and the musketry ‘
and the blurof the smoke and the flame Ea rth
| I knew little that 1 was doing except e

hack, back, and 1 was glad of it 1!

could Lear steel gritting on bone, and

|
the smell of leather and smoke and| x

blood arose, but the smoke was still in

my eyes, and [ could only see enough |
We |

17 strike and keep on striking

Virsemen. 130 strong. were still a solid | and get his prices.

compnet body, o long gleaming line like
a fword blzde thrast through the mar-
row of the enc iy, We had eat our way
lireetly to the beart of the English
army, and roelr broken sgonares were
falling nsoudes 28 our line of steel
lashed and tors  The red army reeled
clopss like & man who
wr erer bis limbs, I struck
Rt @ trooper o ray left, but he disap-
prared, and a second trooper on Iy
rizht raissd his saber to cnt ms dowr.
I had no £ime to “end of the blow, apd

bas lost po-

Prices cut fo a cash Lasis. Czl

A complete
stock. New goodsarriving every
day. Bring me your produce

rnd gét eash for it.

| Old Man Clower still on hand.
|

The Bean

in one swifl imstuat [ cznected to take
my place with the fallen. but a lopg
Lrown neck shot omt. two

{rows of powerful white tecth inclosed
the man's sword arm, and he screamed |

arms, the throh of the droms aod the |
| clamoroas hoof beats of their numerous |

| cavairy.

The face of their red line blazed with
fire, their red aniforms glowing threnzh
it like a bloody gleam, while the pul-
ished baycrnots flashed ia front.

““They are firing teo soon am! coming
|too fast,”’ said Colonel Washington.
| “By God, lock at those militiamen!
They are standing like the Massacha-
setts farmers at Bunker RilL™

It was so. The raw line of plowboys
| never wavered
| was still as stroighs

and strong ason

iron bar. The plowbaye Enelt down,
-4 a8 the PEritish cheer rose and the

It bent nowhere and

aloud in pain and frighs

"“Yes, yes, for God's sake
off !I'" he shouted
but not a
bors¢ at the =ame time "

“Let himgo,” | said o Old Pot, and,
the horse nnclasping kis teeth, tho marp
gave up his sword

take him
*1 can fight a map,

|

|

Do you survender?”” 1 eried. !
|

- . I
The smoke was liftinz and clearing

away somewhat, and the fire of the
rifles had declined from a stordy erackls
to jets and spurts. A dozen of the mili-
tiamen had seived cne of the brass field-
pieces of the Brirish, and Howard's Con-
tinentals already held the other. Every-
where crivsof “*1 sorrender, 1 sarremder!
Quarter, guarter!” aro<e froin the Erit-
is)1 horse and foot, whe were throwing
down their arms to receive from ws that

| quarter which wea willicgly zave, bat

une famiog in froot swept nearer, |

+]» went the long barreled border rifies.

commmaend to fire, bt 1 did not, and
then all the rifles aleug a line a sixth
iof a mile leng were fired so closo to-
gether that the dascharge was like the
| explosion of the grestest canncn in all
| the world.
The sincke rose ina thick black eleund,
{ which a moment later fivaied s dozeu
| feet above the earth and revealed the
| British squares, shattered and stopped,
the groond in {ront of thom red with
the fallen, the ofiicers shoating and re-
forming their lines, while cur own plow
| lads, still as steady as the hills, were

steady hands
We cavalrymen raised a great shout

| riso in front of us took up and repeated
A wsecond volley was all that we had
asked from tie militiamen, and it was
sure now Even as oor cheer wuas echo-
ing it was delivered with all the cool-
ness and deadly precision of the frst

fiery Tuarleton, and they came ou a third

their own dead and dying
“The battle is won already, ** shonted
Colonel Washirgton, **and it's the

| farmer btoys of Sovth Carolina and

Georgia who have won it!’"

Never did veteran troops show more
gallantry and tenacity than those same
farmcr boys on that day. Two volleys
were all that were asked of them, yet
not merely once or twice, but many
times, they poured in their deadly vol-
leys at close range, again and again

: hurling back the British veterans, whe
which said as plain as speech, **Rise,

doubled them in number and were sup-

| ported by artillery and many cavalry,

while we old scldiers in the two lines
behind stood silent, not & gun or a sa-
ber raised, and watched their valor.
They retired at last, not broken, but
in perfect order and at the command of
Pickens, that we who stocd behind them

might have the chance to do cur part of
the day’s work.

half hid eithersvmy, British and Amer.
ican. A brillient sun above pierced
through it in places and gleamed on
clumps of men, some fallen, some still
fighting.
a place with the curses and shouts,

the militiamen retiring before them,
they thought it was a battle won, oand
they charged with fresh courage and
vigor, pouring forward in a red ava-
lanche. But the regulars, the steady
old Continentals, who now con{ronted

| them, received them with another vol-

ley, and more infantrymen fell down in
the withered grass, more riderless horses
galloped away.

Tke Lattle bad rolled a step nearer to
us, bot we cavalrymen, who formed the
third line, wero still silent and sat with
tight reins, while directly in frent of us

| Tose a huge bank of flame and smoke in

which friend and enewr strugeled and
fought Even Old Pot, witﬁghis iron
nerves, fretted and pulled on the reins

| ped the Continentals, who:

The long line of the British overlap-

m they cut-
numbered three to one, and the ge’;:ernl,

whose gigantic figure | could
£ SeE
through the haze of smoke, ordered then

-

reloading their rifles with swift and | ed thronzh the supericy speed of Lis |

Again the Eritish line recled and stop- | and almost their entire army lay upon
ped, but they were veterans, led by the | the field, dead and wonnded, or stood

The smoke hung low in clouds and |

of approval, which the regulars on tho |

time, only to meet the third of thoss!
deadly volleys, which swept down their |
front lines and blocked the way with '

| the decisive beginning of the great cam- i| :

| it was now, just as the histories, both
{ English and American, tell it to you
| All honor and glory to the gallant plow-
| boys of Soath Carolina und Genrgia who

received the first shock of the Dritish {

which the bleady Tarleton had so often
tenied to gur mon
I conld searce believe what [ eaw.

: > e - | The whole British zriny seemed to be
i fancied that 1 cenld hear Pickens' | killed, wounnded or taken The muoskets

and lsayoners, the swords sad pistols,
rattled as they threw them upon the
ground. Whole companies serrendered
bodily. An officer, - kis gay mniform
splashed with mud ard blood, daslied
me, lashing bis korse at cvery
jump [t was Tarleten himsell, and be-
hind lim ceame Washington pursuing
with all his viger and looging at the

;\u«!

| Fe -
fiecing Eeglish leader with a bayouet | C, E k d L
fustened at a rifie’s end.  He returned | » S r‘ 5 e
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| promptly arnd neatly done.

John P. Bean

after awhile without Tarleton, but there |

was blood on his bayonet.
thongh wennded in the shoakder, escap-

the others 2t Yorktown.

Tarleton. |

|

|

horse, to e taken with Cormwallis and i
|

|

The goners! raised his sword and
cricd to s to &top firing and striking,
for tho
was ovor, and he spoke truly.
away sbowed the red backs of some of
the Frrlish feeing at the full speed of
their borses, bot they were only a few,

there cur priscuers. The defeat that eo
many of us feared bad proved to be the
most brilliant little victory in our his
tory, a muasterpiece of tactics and valor,

paign which won us back the sounthern

colonies, oue of the costliest of all ber |
1

battlesto England. | have told you kow

army and broke it so bravely! Of the |
1,100 British veterans who attacked us |
only 200 escaped from the field, and we
tock ull their capnan, banusoe, nmma-
pition and small aros, evon of those
who escaped, for they threw thom away |
in their flight. Tho killed, woniuded
and taken just equaled the nombers of
our eatire army, and we had only 12 |

| Before vou have any Blacksmith-

ficld wus won and the battle | | _
Far |ing done. He does all kinds of

repair work. All work executed

ton short notice and in fisst-ciass

'style. Horse and mule shoeing
‘a spesialty. 1 have a good cne-
! horse wagon for sale. The best
is always the cheapest,

You had better
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CHAPTER XIL

LOOKING AHEAD,
1 returned toward the Broad river,
where, under the lee of a -little hill, a |

tent had held six or seven ﬁil'htllyn

women. Julin came out, her faco-still

The place to buy
BOOKS, STATIONERY.

pale, for she bad beard all the crash |SCHOOL SUPPLIES& ETC,

and tumult of the battle.
Shrieks and groans strove for |

“4J¢ is over, Julia, "’ 1 said—I had hid !

army no longer exists.’

“ And the victory is yours! Yesterday
I thought it impossible. '

“Yonr countrymen make the same
mistake over and over again, but they
pay the price.”

We walked toward the field, and we
met some men bringing in a gray haired
prisoner, a tall, fine looking officer.
Julia, crying alond in ber joy, ran for-
ward and embraced him. He returned
the embrace zgain and again with the

tast tenderuess

s« Father,’’ said Julia, “*we are now

ners together.”’
pﬂls?mtched them for a few minutes,
and then I stepped forward and said:

“Good morning, Major Howard. ™

He stared at me in the icy way of the
Englishman who bas been addressed by
& stranger )

«1 do not know you, sir,”” he said

“My name is Philip Marcel, and I
am your fature son-in-law.”’

He was now unable to sposk,

' my bloody sword—"and the British | '__HA' L' GRAYSON
Again rose the British cheer from
the throats of all those who stood, for, |

e
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