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CHAPTER I.

Hush’d were his Gertrude’s lips! but still their bland
And beautiful expression seem’d to melt
With love that could not die! and still his hand
She presses to the heart no more that felt.
s . Gertrude of Wyoming.

THE brief arrangement of the dragoons
had prepared two apartments for the re-
ception of the ladies, the one being in--
tended as a sleeping-room, and situated
within the other. Into the latter, Isabella
was immediatly conveyed at her own
request; and placed on a rude bed by the
side of the unconscious Sarah. When
~Miss Peyton and Frances flew to her as-
sistance, they found her with a smile on
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her pallid lips, and a composure in her
countenance, that induced them to think
her uninjured.

“God be praised !”’ exclaimed the trem-
bling spinster; ‘¢ the report of fire-arms,
and-your fall, had led me into an error.
Surely, surely, there was enough of horror
before, but this has been spared us.”

Isabella pressed her hands upon her
bosom, still smiling, but with a ghastliness
that curdled the blood of Frances, and
said—

“Is George far distant? let him know
—hasten h1m, that I may see my brother
once again.”

" «It is as T apprehended!” shrieked
Miss Peyton; ¢ but you smlle—surely
you-are unhurt.”

“Quite well—quite happy,” murmured
Isabella; ¢ here is a remedy for every
pain.” '

Sarah arose from the reclining posture
she 'had taken, and gazed wildly at her
companion. She stretched forth her own
hand, and raised that of Isabella from her

92
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bosom, where she had continued to hold
it, and exhibited it stained with blood.

¢ See,” said Sarah, ¢ there is blood,
but it will wash awaylove! Marry, young
woman, and then no one can'expel him
from your bheart,. unless,” she added,
whispering and bending over-the other;
‘“ you find another there before you—
then die and go to heaven—there are no
wives in heaven.”

The lovely maniac hid her face under
the clothe\s, and continued silent during
the remainder of the night. It was at
this moment that Lawton entered. In:
ured as he was to danger in all its forms,
and accustomed to the horrors of a parti:
san war, the trooper could not behold the
ruin before him unmoved.  He bent over
the: fragile form of Isabella, .and the
gloomy lowering of his eye betrayed the
extraordinary workings of his soul.

¢ Isabella,”” he at length uttered, I
know you to possess a courage beyond
the strength of woman.” :
B2
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* ¢ Speak,” she said earnestly, “if you
have any thing to say—speak fearlessly.”

" The trooper averted ‘his face as he re-
plied—¢ none ever receive a ball there
and survive.”

" ¢ ] have no dread' of death, Lawton,”’
returned Isabella—¢ I thank you for not
doubting me; I felt it from the first.”” *

“ These are not scenes for a form like
yours,”” added the trooper; ¢ ’tis enough
that Britain calls our youth to the field :
but when such loveliness becomes the
victim of war, I sicken at my trade.”

¢¢ Hear me, Captain Lawton,’” said Isa-
bella, raising herself with difficulty, but
rejecting aid; ¢ from early womanhood
to the present hour have I been an inmate
of camps and garrisons. If was to cheer
the leisure of a father and brother; and
think you I would change those days of
danger and privation for all the luxurious
ease. of England’s palace?” The pale-
ness of her cheek gave place to a flush of
ardour as she continued—¢ No! I have

.
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the consolation of knowing in my dying
moments, that what woman could do in
such a cause, I have done.”

 Who could prove a recreant and wit-
ness such a spirit!” exclaimed the trooper,
unconsciously grasping the hilt of his
sabre. ¢ Hundreds of warriors have I
witnessed in their blood, but never a
firmer soul among them all.”

¢« Ah! ’tis the soul only,” said Isabella;
“ my sex and strength have forbidden me
the dearest of privileges.— But to you,
Captain Lawton, nature has been boun-
tiful : yours are an arm and a heart to
make the proudest of Britain’s soldiers
quail ; and"I know that they are an arm
and a heart that will prove true to. the
last.”’—

“ So long as liberty calls, and Whash-
ington points the way,” returned the
trooper, in the low tone of determination,
and smiling proudly.

“I know it—I know it—and George—
and—"" she paused, her lip quivered, and
her eye sunk to the floor.
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“ AndDunwoodie!” echoed thetrooper;
“would to God he was here to witness
and admire!”

¢ Name him not,” said Isabella, sink-
ing back upon the bed, and concealing

her face in her garments; ¢ leave me,

Lawton, and prepare poor George for
this unexpected blow.”

The trooper continued for a little while
gazing in melancholy interest at the con-
vulsive shudderings of her frame, which
the scanty covering could not conceal,
and withdrew to meet his comrade. The
interview between Singleton and his
sister was painful, and for a moment Isa-
bella yielded to a burst of tenderness;
but, as if aware that her hours were num-
bered, she was the first to rouse herself
to exertion. At her earnest request the
room was left to herself, the captain, and
Frances. The repeated applications of
the surgeon to be permitted to use pro-
fessional aid were steadily rejected, and,
at length, he was obliged. unwillingly to
retire. The rapid approach of death gave
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to the countenance of Isabella a look of
more than usual wildness, her large and
dark eyes being strongly contrasted to
the ashy paleness of her cheeks. Still
Frances, as she leaned over her in sorrow,
thought that the expression was changed. .
Much of the loftiness that formed so
marked a characteristic of her beauty,
had been succeeded by an  appearance of
humility, and it was not difficult to fancy,
that with the world itself there was va-
nishing her worldly pride.

“ Raise me,” she said, ¢ and let me
look on a face that I love, once more.”
Frances silently complied, and Isabella
turned her eyes in sisterly affection upon
George—<¢ It matters but little, my bro-
ther—a few hours must close;the scene.”
. ¢ Live, Isabella, my sister, my only
sister,” cried the youth with a burst of
sorrow that he could not control ; ¢ my
father ! my poor father—"

« Ah! there is the sting of death,”
said Isabella shuddering;  but he is a
soldier and a Christian—Miss Wharton,



s 8

I'would speak of what interests you, while
yet I have strength for the task.”

_“Nay,” said I'rances tenderly, ¢ com-
pose yourself—let no desire to oblige me
endanger a life that is precious to—to—
so many.” The words were nearly stifled
by the emotions of the maid, who had~
touched a chord that thrilled to her in-
most heart.

“ Poor sensitive girl!”” said Isabella, re-
garding her with tender interest; “but
the world is still before you, and why
should I disturb the- little happiness it
may yet afford !—dream on, lovely inno-
cent! and may God keep the evil day of
knowledge far distant.”

“Oh, there is even now little left for
me to enjoy,” said Frances, burying her
facein the clothes; I am heart-stricken
in all that I most loved.”

“No !” interrupted Isabella; ¢ you
have one inducement to wish for life, that
pleads strongly in a woman’s breast. It
is a delusion that nothing but death can
destroy—"" Exhaustion compelled her ta
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pause, and her auditors -continued in
breathless suspense until, recovering her
strength, she laid her hand- on_that: of
Frances, and continued' more mildly—
« Miss Wharton, if there breathes a spirit
congenial to Dunwoodie s, .and worthy of
his love, it is your own.’

A flush of fire passed over the face of
the listener, and she raised her eyes, flash-
ing with an ungovernable look of delight,
to the_;,c_ounténanpe of Isabella; ‘but the
ruin she beheld recalled her better feel-
ings, and again her head dropped upon
the covering of the bed. Isabella watched
her emotions with a smile that partook
both of pity and admiration.

“Such have beenthe feclings that I
have escaped,” she continued; ‘“yes, Miss
Wharton, Dunwoadie is wholly yours.”

““Be just to yourself, my sister,”” ex-
claimed the "youth; “let no romantic
generosity cause you to forget your own
character.” -

_She heard him, and fixed a gaze of
‘Bs
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tender interest on his face, but slowly
shook her head as she replied—

¢« It is not romance, but truth that bids
me speak. Oh! how much I have lived
within an hour! Miss Wharton, I was
‘born under the burning sun of Georgia,
and my feelings seem to have imbibed its
‘warmth—TI have existed forpassion only.”

¢“Say not so—say not so, I imploreyou,”
cried the agitated brother; ¢think how
devoted has been your love to our aged
father—how disinterested, how tender
your affection for me.”

““Yes,” said Isabella, a smile of mild
pleasure beaming on her countenance;
“that is a reflection which may be taken
to the very grave.”

Neither Frances, nor her brother, in-
terrupted her meditations,” which con-
tinued for several minutes; when, sud-
denly recollecting herself, she continued--

¢ I remain selfish even to the last; with
me, Miss Wharton, America and her liber-
ties was my earliest passion, and—"’ again
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she paused, and Frances thought it was
the struggle of death that followed ; but
reviving,she proceeded with a flush on her
face that exceeded the bloom of health,

“ Why should I hesitate on the brink of
the grave! Dunwoodie was my next and
my last. But,” burying her face in her
hands, it was a love that was un-
sought.” - .

s Isabella."”” exclaimed her brother,
springing from the bed, and pacing the
floor in disorder.

““See how dependent we become under
the dominion of worldly pride,” said.the -
dying maiden; it is painful to George
to learn that one he loves, had not feehngs
superior to her nature and education.”

¢ Say no more,” whispered Frances ;
“ you dlstress us both—say no more, I
entreat you.” N
- “Injustice to Dunwoodie I must speak;
and for the same reason, my brother, you
must listen. * In no act or work has Dun-
woodie ever induced me to believe, he

N 4
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wished me more than a friend—nay—Iat-
terly, T have had the burning shame of
thinking that he avoided my presence.”

“Would- he dare!” "said Singleton,
fiercely.

“« Peace, my brother, and listen,” conZ
tinued Isabella, rousing with an effort that
was final; ¢ here is the innocent, the justis
fiable cause. We are both motherless— :
but that aunt—that mild, plain hearted, *
observing aunt, has given you the victory.
Oh! how much she loses, who loses a fe-
male guardian to her youth. I have ex-
hibited . those feelings which you have
been taught to repress. After this, can I
wish to live”” - ‘.

¢ TIsabella! my poor Isabella! you wan-
der in your mind.”

“But one word more—for I feel that
blood which ever flowed too swift, rush-
ing where nature never.intended it to-go.
Woman must be sought to be prized—
her life is one of concealed emotions ;
blessed are they whose early impressions
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make the task free from hypocrisy, for
such only can be happy with men like—
Dunwoodie ;”” her voice failed, and she
sunk back on her pillow in silence. The
cry of Singleton brought the rest of the.
paity to her bed-side, but death was al-
ready upon her countenance; her remain-
ing.strength just sufficed to reach the
hand of George, and pressing it to her bo-
som for a moment, she relinquished her
grasp, and, with a slight convulsion, ex-
pired. - ‘

Frances Wharton had thought that fate
had done its worst, in endangering the life
of her brother, and destroying the reason
of her sister; but the relief that was con-
veyed by the dying declaration of -Isa-
bella taught her that another sorrow had
aided in loading her heart with grief. She
saw the whole truth at a glance ; nor was’
the manly delicacy of Dunwoodie’s for-
bearance lost upon her—every thing
tended to raise him in her estimation ; and
for mourning that duty and pride had
induced her to strive to think less of him,
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she was compelled to substitute regret
that her own act had driven him from her
in sorrow, if not in desperation. Itisnot
the nature of youth, however, to despair,
and Frances knew a secret joy in the
midst of their distress, that gave a new
spring to her existence.

~ The sun broke forth, on the morning
that succeeded this night of desolation,
in unclouded lustre, and seemed to mock
the petty sorrows of those who received
his rays. Lawton had early ordered his
steed, and was ready to mount as the first
bulst of golden light broke over the hills.
His orders were already given, and the
trooper threw his leg across the saddle in
silence ; and, casting a glance of fierce
_chagrin at the narrow space that had fa-
"voured the flight of the SKinner, he gave
Roanoke the rein, and moved slowly to-

wards the valley.

The stillness of death pervaded the
road, nor was there a single vestige of the
scenes of the night to tarnish the loveli-
ness of a glorious morn. Struck with the
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contrast between man and nature, the
fearless trooper rode by each pass of dan-
ger, regardless of what might happen,
nor roused Limself from his musings, un-
til the noble charger, proudly snuffing
the morning air, greeted his companions,
as they stood patiently by the sides of
masters, who composed the guard -under

sergeant Hollister.

Here, indeed, was sad evidence to be
seen of the midnight fray; but the trooper
glanced his eye over it with the coolness
of a veteran, and checked his horse as he
gained the spot selected by the cautious
orderly, and slightly returning his salute,
inquired— '

“ Have you seen any thing ?”’

 Nothing, sir, that we dare charge
upon,” returned Holhster, with a little
solemnity.; “but we mounted once at
the report of distant fire-arms.”

“>Tis well,” said Lawton, glooini.ly.
“ Ah! Hollister, I would give the animal
I'ride, to have had your single arm be-
tween the wretch who drew that trigger



16

and these useless rocks, which overhang
every bit of ground, as if they grudged
pasture to a single hoof.” - .

_The dragoons exchanged looks of sur-
prise, and wondered what could have
occurred to tempt their leader to offer
such a bribe. ‘

« Under the light of day, and chargmo
man to man, ’tis but little I fear,”” said
the sergeant, with proud resolution;
“but I can’t say that ’m over-fond of
fighting with them that neither steel nor
lead can bring down.” )

¢ What mean you, silly fellow ?** cried
Lawton, frowning in disdain ; “none live
who can withstand either.” )

«If there was life, it would be easy to
take it;” returned the other; “but blows
and powder cannot injure” him that has
already been in the grave. I like not the
dark object that has been hovering in the
skirt of the wood, since the first dawn of
day; and twice during the 'night the
same was seen r}loving'across the fire-
light—no doubt with evil intent.”
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-1 Ha!” said the trooper, “is it yon
ball of black at the foot of the rock-maple,:
that you mean? By heaven! it moves.”

“ Yes, and without mortal motion,”
said the sergeant, regarding it with awful
reverence ; ‘“it glides along, but no feet
have been seen by any who watch here.”

“ Had it wings,” ‘cried Lawton, it -
is mine; stand fast, until I join.”” The
words were hardly uttered, before Roa-
noke was flying across the plain, and
apparently verifying the boast of his
master. .

“Those cursed rocks !’ ejaculated the
trooper, as he saw the object of his pur-
suit approaching the hill-side ; but either
from want of practice, or from terror, it
passed the obvious shelter they offered,
and fled into the open plain.

< T have you, man or devil "’ shouted
Lawton, whirling his sabre from its scab-
bard. ¢ Halt, and take quarter.”

His proposition was . apparently ac-
ceded to, for at the sound of his powerful
voice, the figure sunk upon the ground,

A}
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exhibiting a shapeless ball of black, with-
out life or motion.

. What have we here ?”’ cried Lawton,
drawing up by its side; “a gala suit
of the good maiden, Jeanette Peyton,
wandering around its birth-place, or
searching in vain for its discomfited mis-
tress?”” He leaned forward in his stirrups,
and placing the point of his sword under
the silken garment, by throwing aside the
covering, discovered part of the form of
the reverend gentleman, who had fled
from the Locusts the evening before, in
his robes of office.

¢« Ah! in truth, Hollister had some
ground for his alarm; an army chaplain
is ‘at apy time a terror- to a troop of
horse.” \

The clergyman had collected enough
of his disturbed faculties to discover that
it was a face he knew, and, somewhat
disconcerted at the terror he had mani-
fested, he endeavoured to rise and offer
some expianation. Lawton received his
apologies good humouredly, if not with
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much faith in their truth; and, after a
short communication upon the state of
the valley, the trooper courteously alight-
ed, and they proceeded towards the
guard. -
“] am so little acquamted sir, with
the rebel uniform, that I really was unable
to distinguish whether those men, whom
you say are your own, did or did not be-
long to the gang of marauders.”

¢ Apology, sir, is unnecessary,” re-
plied the trooper, curling his lips; « it
is not your task, as a minister of God, to
take note of the facings of a coat. The
standard under which you serve is ac-
knowledged by us all.”

“] serve under the ‘standard of his
gracious majesty, George III.,” returned
the priest, wiping the cold sweat from
his brow; ¢ but really the idea of being
scalped, has a strong tendency to unman
a new beginner like myself.”

- ¢ Scalped!” echoed Lawton, a little

fiercely, and stopping short in his walk ;
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then, recollecting himself, he added with
infinite composure— if it is to Dun-
woodie’s squadron of Virginian light dra-
goons that you allude, it may be well to
inform you, that they generally take a
bit of the skull with the skin.”

+ “Oh! I can have no apprehensions of'
gentlemen of your appearance,” said the
divine with a smirk; it is the natives
that I apprehend.”

- “ Natives! I have that honour, I do
assure you, sir.”

+ ¢ Nay, sir, I beg that I may be under-
stood—I mean the -Indians—they who
do nothlng but rob, and murder, and
destroy.”’ ‘

¢ And scalp !

“ Yes, sir, and scalp too,” éontmued
the. clergyman, eyeing his.companion a
little suspiciously; ¢ the copper-coloured,
savage Indians.”

“ And did you-expect to meet those
nose-jewelled gentry -in the Neutral
Ground ?” .
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¢ Certainly,” returned the chaplain,
confidently; ¢ we understand in England
that the interior swarms with them.”

“ And call .you this the.interior of
America?”’. cried Lawton, again halting,
and staring the other in the face, with a
surprise too naturally . expressed to be
counterfeited. i D

“ Surely, sir; I concelve myself to be
in the interior.” SN

‘¢ Attend,” said Lawton, pomtmg to-
wards the east; ¢ seeyou not that broad
sheet of water which the eye :cannot
compass in its range? thither lies the
England you deem worthy to hold do-
minion over half the world. . See you the
land of your nativity?”’ !

¢ "Tis impossible to behold objects at
a distance. of thrée .thousand miles I’ ex-
claimed the .wondering. priest, a little
suspicious of his companion’s.sanity.
".““No! what a pity it is'that the powers
of man are not equal .to:his: ambition.
Now turn your eyes .westward ; observe

/
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that vast expanse of water, which rolls
between . the shores of America and
China.” ‘

«I see nothing but land,” said the
trembling priest; ¢ there is no water to
be seen.”

«*Tis impossible to behold objects at a
distance of three thousand miles!” re-
peated Lawton gravely, and pursuing his
walk; ¢ if it be the savages that you
apprehend, seek them in the ranks of
your prince. Rum and gold have pre-
served their loyalty.”

¢¢ Nothing is more probable than m'y,
being deceived,” said the man of peace,
casting furtive glances at the colossal
stature and whiskered front of his com-
panion ; . but the rumours we have at
home, and the uncertainty of meeting
with such an enemy as yourself, induced
me to fly at your approach.”

“Twas not judiciously determined,”
said the trooper, ¢ as Roanoke has the
heels of you greatly; and flying from
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Scylla, you were liable to encounter Cha-
rybdis. Those woods and rocks cover
the very enemies you dread.” :
¢ The savages!”’ exclaimed the divine,
instinctively placing the trooper in the
rear. -
¢ Ay! more than savages,” cried Law- -
ton, his dark brow contracting to a look
of fierceness that was far from quieting
the apprehensions of the other. ¢ Men,
who under the guise of patriotism, prowl
through the community, with a thirst for
plunder that is unsatiable, and a love of
cruelty that mocks the Indian ferocity :
fellows, whose mouths are filled with -
liberty and equality, and whose hearts are
overflowing with cupidity and gall—gen-
tlemen that are yclep’d the skinners.”

« I have heard them mentioned in our
army,” said the frightened divine, * and
thought them to be the aborigines.”

“ You did the savages injustice,” re-
turnéd the trooper, in hls naturally dry
manner.

They now approached the spot occu-
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pied by Hollister, who witnessed with
surprise the character of the prisoner
made by his captain. Lawton gave his
orders promptly, and the men imme-
diately . commenced securing and - re-
moving such articles of furniture as were
thought worthy of. the trouble ; and the
captain, with his reverend associate, who
was admirably mounted on a mettled
horse, returned to the quarters of the
troop. ) .

It was the wish of Singleton, that the
remains of his sister should be conveyed
to the post commanded by his father,
and preparations were early made to this
effect, as well as a messenger despatched
with the melancholy tidings of her death. -
The wounded British were placed under
the control of the chaplain; and towards
the middle of the day, Lawton saw that
all of the arrangements were so far com-
pleted, as to render it probable, that in
a few hours, he would be left with his.
sinall party in undisturbed possession of
the corners.

~y
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While leaning in the door-way, gazing
in moody silence at the ground on which
had been the last night’s chase, his ear
caught the sound of a horse at speed, -
and the next moment a dragoon: of his
own troop appeared dashing up the road,
as if on’ business of the last importance.
His steed was foaming, and the rider
had the appearance of having done a
hard day’s service. Without speaking,
he placed aletter in the hand of Lawton,
and led his.charger to the stable. The
trooper knew the hand of his major, and
ran his eye over the following :

¢ I rejoice it is the order of Washing-
ton, that the family at the Locusts are
to be removed. above the Highlands.
They are to be admitted to the society
of Captain Wharton, who waits only for

their testimony to be tried. You will , .

comimunicate this order, and with proper

delicacy, I do not doubt. The English

are moving up the river, and the mo-

ment that you see the Whartons in safety,
VOL. III. ' C
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break up and join your troop. There
will be good service to be done when we
meet, as Sir Henry is reported to have
sent out a real soldier in command. Re-
ports must be made to the commandant at
Peekskill, as Colonel Singleton is with-
drawn to head-quarters to preside over
the inquiry upon poor Wharton. Fresh
orders have been sent to hang the pedlar
if we can take him, but they are not from
the commander in chief.—Detach a small
guard with the ladies, and get into the
saddle as soon as possible. ‘
Yours, sincerely,
Peyron Duxwoobik.”

This communication entirely changed
the whole arrangement. There could
be no motive to convey the body of Isa-
bella to a post where her father was not,
and Singleton reluctantly acquiesced in
her immediate interment. A retired
and lovely spot was selected, near the
‘foot of the adjacent rocks, and such rude
preparations were made as their time
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and the situation of the country per-
mitted. A few of the neighbouring in-
habitants collected from curiosity and
interest, and Miss Peyton. and Frances
wept. in sincerity over her grave. The
solemn 'offices of the church were per-
formed by the minister of God, who had
so lately stood forth to officiate in an- .
other and very different duty ; and Law-’
ton bent down his head, as he leaned
upon his sabre, and passed his hand
across his brow, while the words were
pronouncing that for ever shut such fer-
vent feeling and loveliness from the
sight of man.

A new stimulus was given to the Whar-
tons by the intelligence conveyed in the
letter of Dunwoodie; and Cesar, with
his horses, was once more put in requisi-
tion. The relics of the property were
entrusted to a neighbour, in whom they
had confidence, and accompamed by
the unconscious Sarah, and attended by
four dragoons, and all of the American

c2
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wounded, . Mr. Wharton’s pa}ty took
their departure. They were speedily
followed by the. English chaplain, with
his countrymen, who were conveyed to
the water-side, where a vessel was in
waiting to receive them. Lawton joy-
fully witnessed these movements ; and as
soon as the latter were out of sight, he
ordered his own bugle to be sounded.
Every thing was instantly in metion.
‘The mare of Mrs. Flanagan was again’
fastened to the cart;—Dr. Sitgreaves
exhibited his shapeless form once more
on horseback, and .the trooper appeared
in the saddle, rejoicing in his emancipa-
tion.

The word to march was given; and
Lawton, throwing a look of sullen fero-
city at the place of the Skinners’ con_
cealment, and another of melancholy re-
gret towards the grave of Isabella, led
the way, accompanied by the surgeon,
in a brown study; while sergeant Hol-
lister and Betty brought up the rear,
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leaving a fresh southerly wind to whistle
through the open doors and broken win-
dows of the* Hotel Flanagan,” where
the laugh of hilarity and the Jjoke of the
hardy partisans had so lately echoed in
triumph,’ : '
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CHAPTER II.

¢ No vemal blooms their torpid rocks array,

But winter, lingering, chills the lap of May s

No zephyr fondly sues the mountain’s breast,

But metcors glare, and stormy glooms invest.”
Y Goldsmith.

It was only after the establishment of
their independence, that the American
people seemed to consider themselves as
any thing more than sojourners in the
land of their nativity. Before that era,
their inventions, their wealth, and their
glory, centered in the isle of Britain, as
unerringly as the needle pointed to the
pole. Forty years of self-government has
done for them what a century and a half
of dependence was unable to achieve.

The uneven surface of West-Chester
was, at the period of which we write, in_
tersected -with roads in every direction,
it is true, but they were of a character
with the people and the times. None of
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those straight, tasteless paths which, with
premeditated convenience, running di-
rectly from one point of the country to .
the other, abound in our newly settled
territory, were to be found under the
ancient regime ; unless in extraordinary
instances, where a river curbed their va-
garies on one side, and a mountain on
the other. Instead of these direct and
shortened passages, with the few excep-
tions we have mentioned, the highways
dniformly discovered that classical taste,
which is only cherished under the institu-
tions that partake of the poetry of life—
the two forming no unapt illustration of
the different institutions to which we have
alluded. On one side is the result of
accident and circumstances, embellished
with the graces of art, so as to render
- pleasing what is not always convenient
and on the other, a straight-forward rea-
son, that tends directly to the object,
leaving the moral of applicability to atone
for what it may want in beauty and in-
terest. . .
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Whatever evidence of a parallel be-
tween the roads and the governments our
- ingenuity mzfy devise, Caesar Thompson
found in the former nothing but transi-
tory pleasures aud repeated dangers. So
long as one of those lovely valleys, which
abound in the interior of the county
lay before him, all was security and ease.
Following the meanderings of the stream,
that mvanably wound througu the bot-
tom, the path lingered to the last moment
among the rich meadows and pleasant
pastures ; or, running off at a right angle,
shot up the gentle ascent to the foot of
the hill that bounded the vale, and,
sweeping by the door of some retired
dwelling, again sought the rivulet and
the meadow; until every beauty was ex-
hausted, and no spot, however secluded,
had escaped the prying curiosity of the
genius of the highway : then, as if eager
to visit another place of sylvan beauty,
the road ran boldly to the base of a bar-
rier that would frighten a spirit less ad-
venturous; and, regardless of danger and
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difficulties, kept its undeviating way un-
til the summit was gained, when, rioting
for a'moment in victory, it as daringly
plunged into the opposite vale, and re-
sumed its meandering and its sloth. In
getting over a highway of such varied
characteristics, Ceesar necessarily expe-
rienced a diversity of emotions. The
cumbersome chariot that. he directed
moved at an even pace over the level
ground, and, perched on the elevated
box, the black felt no little of the dignity
of his situation; but the moment of as-
cension was one of intense anxiety, and
the descent one of terror. As soon as
the foot of a hill was discerned, Ceesar,
with a reasoning derived from the Dutch
settlers of the colony, commenced dpply-
ing the whip to his venerable steeds, and
accompanying the blows with a sngmﬁ-
cant cry, thelr ambition was roused to .
the undertaking. The. space between
them and the point of struggle was flown
over with a velocity that shook the crazy
vehicle, and excessively annoyed its oc-
cod
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cupants; but the ‘manceuvre sufficed to
obtain an'impetus’that carried the steeds
" up the ascent one third of the way with
glory. By this time their wind was
gone—their strength enfeebled—and the
heaviest difficulties remained to be over-
come. Then, indeed, it was often a mat-
ter of doubt which were to prevail in the
dispute—the chariot or the horses. But
the lash and the cries of the black stimu-
lated the steeds to unwonted efforts, and
happily they prevailed in each of these
well contested points. Short breathing-
time was allowed on gaining, what in truth
might be termed, the ‘“debateable land,”
before a descent, more dangerous, if less
difficult ‘than the ascent, was to-be en-
countered. ‘At these moments Cesar
would twine the reins round his body, in
a ‘manner of remarkable ingenuity, and
lead them over his head in such a-way, as
to make that noble member sustain the
labour of curbing his horses. With either
“hand grasping 'a side of ‘his dangerous
““perch, and'with a countenance showing

s
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a double row of ivory, and eyes glistening
like diamonds set in ebony, he abandoned
every thing to the government of the an-
cient proverb of ‘“ thie devil take the hind-
most.”> The vehicle, with the zeal of a
new made convert, would thrust the
horses to the conclusion of the argument,
with a rapidity that was utterly discomfit-
ing to the philosophy of the African. But
practice makes perfeét ; and by the time
that evening had begun to warn the tra-
vellers of the necessity of a halt, Casar
was so much accustomed to these critical
ﬂ1ghts, that he encountered them with
incredible fortitude. We should not have
ventured thus to describe the unprece-
dented achievements of Mr. Wharton’s
coach-horses on this memorable occasion,
did not numberless instances still exist of
those dangerous pinnacles—to which we
fearlessly -refer as vouching for our ve-
racity—a circumstance the more fortu-
nate for us, when we consider, that in
almost every instance inviting passes are

t
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open, where alterations might long since
have been made, that would have en-
tirely deprived us of this indisputable
testimony. o ‘

While Caesar and his steeds were thus
contending with the difficulties we have
recorded, the inmates of the carriage
were too much engrossed with their own
cares to attend to those who served them.
The mind of Sarah had ceased to wander
so wildly as at first ; but at every advance
that she made towards reason she seemed
to retire a step from animation—from
being excited and flighty, she was gra-
dually becoming moody and melancholy.
There were moments indeed when her
anxious companions thought, with ex-
tacy, that they could discern marks of
recollection ; but the expression of ex-
quisite woe that accompanied these tran-
sient gleams of reason, forced them to
“the dreadful alternative of wishing, at
times, that she might for ever be spared
the agony of thought. The day’s march
was performed chiefly in silence, and the
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party found shelter for the night in dif-
ferent farm-houses.

The following morning the cavalcade
dispersed. The wounded diverged" to-
wards the river, with the intention of
taking water at Peeks-kill, and thus be
transported to the hospitals of the Ame-
rican army above. The litter of Singleton
was conveyed to a part of the highlands
where his father held his quarters, and
where it was intended that the youth
should complete his cure.  The carriage
of Mr. Wharton, accompanied by a wag-
gon, conveying the housekeeper and what
baggage had been saved and could be
transported, resumed its route towards
the place where Henry Wharton was held
in duresse,and where he only waited their
arrival to be put upon trial for his life. -

The country which' lies between the
waters of the Hudson and Long-Island
Sound, is, for the first forty miles from
their junction, a succession of hills and
dales. The land bordering on the latter
then becomes less abrupt, and gradually



38

assumes. a milder appearance, until it
finally melts into the lovely plains and
meadows of the Connecticut. But asyou
approach the Hudson the rugged aspect
increases, until you at length meet with
the formidable barrier of the Highlands.
It was here the Neutral Ground ceased.
The royal army held the two points of
land that commanded the southern en-
trance of the river into the mountains;
but all of the remaining passes were
guarded by the Americans.

We have already stated that the pic-
quets of the Continental army were some-
times pushed low into the country, and
that the hamlet of the White Plains was
occasionally maintained by parties of
.troops. At other times, their advanced
guards were withdrawn -to the northern
extremity of the county, and the inter-
mediate country abandoned entirely to
the ravages of the miscreants who plun-
dered between both armies, serving nei-
ther.

. The road taken by our party was not
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‘the one that communicates between the
two principal cities of the state, but was
a retired and unfrequented pass, that to
this houris but little known; and which,
entering the hills near the eastern bound-
ary, emerges into the plain above, many
miles from the Hudson.

It would have been impossible for the
tired steeds of Mr. Wharton to drag’ the
heavy chariot up the lengthened and
steep ascents which now lay before them,
and a pair of country horses were pro-
cured, with but little regard to their
owner’s wishes, by the two dragoons who
still ‘continued to accompany the party.
With their assistance, Caesar was enabled
to advance, by slow and toilsome steps,
into the bosom of the hills. Willing to .
relieve her own melancholy by breathing
afresher air, and also to lessen the weight,
“Frances alighted as they reached the foot
of a mountain, and found that Katy had
made similar preparations, with the like
intention of walking to the summit. It
was near the setting of the sun, and from
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the top of the mountain, their guard had
declared thatthedesired end of their jour-
neymight bediscerned. The maid moved
forward with the elastic step of youth,
and, followed by the housekeeper at a
little distance, they soon lost sight of the
sluggish carriage, that was slowly toiling
up the hill, occasionally halting, to allow
_the animals that drew it to breathe.

«Oh! Miss Fanny, what dreadful times

- these be!”” said Katy, when they paused
for breath themselves; ¢ but I know’d
that calamity was about to befall, ever-
sin the streak of blood was seen in the
“clouds.”
¢ There has been blood upon earth,
Katy,” returned the shuddering Frances,
¢¢ though but little, 1 imagine, is ever
seen in the clouds.” ‘

. % Not blood in the clouds!”” echoed
the housekeeper;  yes, that there has,
often—and’ comets with fiery smoking
tails. Didn’t people see armed men in
the heavens the year the war begun?
And the night before the battle of the
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Plains, wasn’t there thunder, just like the
cannon themselves? Ah! Miss Fanny,
I’m fearful that no good can follow re-
bellion against the Lord’s anointed.” -

¢« These events are certainly dreadful,”
returned the maid, *“and enough to sicken
the stoutest heart : but what can be done,
Katy? Gallant and independent men are
unwilling to submit to oppression; and I
am fearful that such scenes are but too
common in war.’

“ If I could but see any thmg to ﬁght
about,” said Katy, renewing her walk as
the young lady proceeded, I shouldn’t
mind it so much: ’twas said the king
wanted all the tea for his own family, at
one time ; and then, agin, that he meant
the colonies should.pay over to him all .
their arnins. Now this is matter enough
to fight about ; for I’m sure that no one,
howsomever he may be a lord or a king,
has a rlght to the hard arnins of another.
Then it was all contradicted, and some
said Washington wanted to be king-him-
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self; so that, between the two, one
doesn’t know which to believe.”

“ Believe neither—for neither are true.
I do not pretend to understand, myself,
all the merits of this war, Katy,” said
Frances, pausing, and blushing with the
consciousness of whence it was that she
had derived her opinions; “ but to me
it seems unnatural that a country like
this should be ruled by another so distant
as England.” ‘

 So I have heard Harvey say to his
father that is dead and in his grave,” re-
turned Katy, approaching nearer to the
young lady, and lowering her voice.—
$¢ Many is the good time that I’ve listened
to them talking, when all the neighbours
were asleep; and sich conversations, Miss
Fanny, that you can have no idee on.
Well, to say the truth, Harvey was a
mystified body, and he was like the winds
in the good book—no one could tell
whence he came or whither he went.”

Frances glanced her eye at her com-
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panion with an interest altogether new
to her, and with an apparent de51re to
hear more, observed,

“ There are rumours abroad, relative
to the character of Halvey, that I'should
‘be sorry were true.”

“ ’Tis a disparagement every word
on’t,” cried Katy, vehemently; ¢ Har-
vey had no more dealings with Belzebub
than you or I had. T’'m sure if Harvey
had sold himself, he would take care to
be better paid; though, to speak the
truth, he was always a wasteful and"dis-
regardful man.” :

“ Nay, nay,” returned the smiling
Frances, ¢ I have no such injurious sus-
picion of him: but has he not sold him-
self to an earthly prince, one good and
amiable, I allow, but too much attached-
to the interests of his native island to be
always just to this country?” Y

“ To the king’s majesty!” replied
Katy: ¢ Why, Miss Fanny, your own
brother, that is in ' gaol, -serves king
George.” :
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“ True,” said Frances, ¢ but not in
secret—openly, manfully, and bravely.”

“’Tis said he is a spy; and why a’n’t
one spy as bad as another?”

¢ >Tis false!” exclaimed Frances, her

eyes lighting with extraordinary anima-
tion, and the colour rushing to her face,
until even her fine forehead’ glowed with
fire; ‘¢ no act of deception is worthy
of my brother, nor of any would he be
guilty, for so base a purpose as gain or
promotion.”
o ¢ Well, ’'m sure,” sald Katy, a little
appalled at the manner of the young lady,
* «¢ifabody does the work, he should be paid
for it. Harvey is by no means particular
about getting his lawful dues, and I
dar’st to say, if the truth was forthcoming,
king George owes him money this very
minute.”

“Then you acknowledge his connexion
with the British army,” said Frances;
“ I confess there have been moments
when I have thought differently.”

“ Lord, Miss Fanny, Harvey is a man
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that no calculation can be made on.
Though I lived in his house for a long
concourse of years, I-have. never known
whether he belonged above or below.
The time that Burg’yne was taken, he
came home, and there was great doings
" between him and the old gentleman ; but
for-the life T couldn’t tell if ’twas joy or
grief. Then, here, the other day, when
the great British general-—I'm sure I have
been so flurried with losses and troubles,
that I forget his name—" ) ‘

¢« André,” said Frances, in a melan-
choly tone.

“ Yes, Ondree; when he was hung
acrost the Tappaan, the old gentleman
was near hand to going crazy about it,
and didn’t sleep for night nor day till
Harvey got back ; and then his money
was mostly golden guineas; but. the
Skinners took it all, and now he is a beg-
gar, or what’s the same thing, dispiseable
for poverty and want.” :

To this speech Frances made noreply,
but continued her walk up the hill,deeply |
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engaged in her own reflections. The al-
Iusions to André had recalled her thoughts
to thesituation of her own brother. Hope
is a powerful stimulus to enjoy;nent, and
though arising from a single cause, sel-
dom fails to mingle with every emotion
of the heart. The dying declarations of
Isabella had left an impression on the
mind of Frances that influenced her whole
deportment.  She locked forward with
confidence to the restoration of Sarah’s
intellect, and even now, as she mused on
the condition of Henry, there was a se-
cret presentiment of his acquittal, that
pervaded her .thoughts, which sprang
from the buoyancy of youth, but for
which she would have been at a loss to
account. .

They now reached the highest point in
their toilsome progress to the summit,
and Frances seated herself on a.rock to.
rest and to admire. .Immediately at her
feet lay a deep dell, but little altered by
cultivation, and dark with the gloom of
a November sun-set. Another hill rose

’
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opposite to where she sat, at no-great
distance, along whose rugged sides no-
thing was to be seen but shapeless rocks,
and oaks whose stinted growth proved
the absence of soil. : ‘
To be seen in their perfection, the
Highlands must be passed immediately
after the fall of the leaf. The picture is
then inits chastest keeping; for neither
the scanty foliage which the summer
lends the trees, nor the snows of winter,
are present to conceal the minutest ob- °
jects from the eye. Chilling solitude is
the characteristic of the scenery, nor is
the mind at liberty, as in March, to look
forward to a renewed vegetation that is
soon to check, without improvingthe view.
The day had been cloudy and cool,
and thin fleecy clouds hung around the
horizon, often promising to disperse, but
as frequently disappointing the maid of a
parting beam from the setting sun.” At
length a solitary gleam of light struck on
the base of the mountain on which she
was gazing, and moved gracefully up its
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side, until, reaching the summit, it stood
for a minute, forming a crown of glory to
the sombre pile-beneath. So strong were
_the rays, that what was before indistinct
now clearly opened to the view. With a
feeling of awe at being thus unexpectedly
admitted, as it were, into the secrets of
that desert place,the maid gazed intently,
until among the scattered treesand fantas:
tic rocks, something like a rude structure
was seen. It was low, and so obscured
by the colour of its materials, that but
for its roof, and the glittering of a win-
~ dow, it must have escaped her notice.—
While yet lost in the astonishment cre-
ated by discovering a habitation for man
in such a spot, Frances, on moving her
eyes, perceived another object that in-
creased her wonder. It.apparently was
a human figure, but of singular mould
and unusual deformity. It stood on the
edge of a rock, but a little above the hut,
and it was no difficult task for our heroine
to fancy.it was gazing at the vehicles
that were ascending the side of the moun-
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tain beneath her. The distance, how-
ever, was too great for her to distinguish
with precision. * After looking at it a
moment in breathless wonder, Frances
‘had just come to the conclusion that it
was ideal,” and that what she saw was
part of the rock itself, when the object
moved swiftly from its position, and
glided into the hut, at once removing
any-doubts as to the nature of either.
Whether it was owing to the recent con-
versation that she had been holding with
Katy, or some fancied resemblance that
she discerned, Frances thought, as the
figure vanished from her view, that it
bore'a marked likeness to Birch, moving
under the weight of his pack. She con-
tinued to"gaze in breathless silence to-
wards the mysterious residence, when
the gleam of light passed -away, and at
the same instant the tones of a bugle
rang through the glens and hollows, and
were re-echoed in every direction. Spring-
ing on her feetin alarm, the maid heard
-the trampling of horses, and directly a
VOL. IIIL. D

-
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party, in the well-known uniform of the
+ Virginians, came sweeping around a point
of rock near her, and drew up at a short
distance from where she stood. Again
the bugle sounded a lively strain, and
before the agitated girl had time to rally
her thoughts, Dunwoodie dashed by the
party of dragoons, threw himself from his
charger, and advanced to the side of his
mistress.

.- His manner was earnest and interested,
but in a slight degree constrained. In
a few words he explained to Frances,
that he had been ordered up, with a party
of Lawton’s men, in the absence of the
captain himself, to attend the trial of
Henry, which was fixed for the morrow,
and that anxious for their safety in' the
rude passes of the mounfam he had rid-
den a mile or two in quest of the travel-
lers. Frances explained, with blushing
cheeks and trembling voice, the reason
of her being in"advance, and taught him
to expect the arrival of her father mo-
‘mentarily. The éons!:raint of his manner
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had, however, unwillingly on her part,
communicated itself to her own deport-
ment, and the approach of the chariot
was a relief to both. “The major handed
her in, spoke a few words of encourage-
ment to Mr. Wharton and Miss Peyton,
and again mounting, led the way towards
the plains of Fishkill, which broke on
their sight on turning the rock, with the
effect of enchantment. A short half
hour brought them to the door of the
farm-house, where the care of Dunwoodie
had already prepared for their reception,
and where Captain Wharton was anxiously
expecting their arrival.

D2
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CHAPTER III.

¢ These limbs are strengthen’d with a soldier’s toil,

Nor has this cheek been ever blanch’d with fear—

Baut this sad tale of thine, enervates all

‘Within me, that I once could boast as man—

Chill, trembling agues seize upon my frame, ~

And tears of childish sorrow pour apace

Through scarred channels, that were mark’d by wounds.”
Duo.

Tre friends of Henry Wharton had
placed so much reliance on his innocence,
that they were unable to see the full dan-
ger of his situation. As the moment of
trial, however, approached, the uneasi-
ness of the youth himself increased ; and
after spending most of thé night with his
afflicted family, he awoke, on the follow-
ing morning, from a short and disturbed
slumber, to a clearer sense of his condi-
tion, and a survey of the means that were
to extricate him from it- with life. The
rank of André, and the importance of
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the measures he was plotting, together
with the powerful intercessions that had
been made on his behalf, occasioned his,
execution to be stamped with greater
notoriety than the ordinary events of the
- war. But spies were frequently arrested,
and the instances that occurred of sum-
mary punishment for this crime .were ’
numberless. These were facts that were,
well known to both Dunwoodie and the
prisoner; and to their experienced judg-
ments the preparations for the trial were
indeed alarming. Notwithstanding theil
apprehensions, they succeeded so far in
concealing them, that neither Miss Pey-
ton, nor Frances, was aware of their ex-
tent. A strong guard was stationed in
the out- buildings of the farm-house where
the prisoner was quartered, and several
sentinels watched the avenues that ap-
proached the dwelling—one was con-
stantly near the room of the British
officer. A court was already detailed. to
examine into the circumstances, and upon
their decision the fate of Henry rested.
The moment atlength arrived, and the

’
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different actors in the approaching in-
vestigation assembled. Frances expe-
rienced a feeling like suffocation, as, after
taking her seat in the midst of her family,
her eyes wandered over the group who
were thus collected. The judges, three
in number, satby themselves, clad in the
martial vestments of their profession, and
‘maintained - a grayify worthy of the occa-
sion, and becoming in their rank. In
the centre was a man of advanced years,
but whose person continued rigidly erect,
and whose whole exterior bore the stamp
of early and long-tried military habits.
This was the president of the court, and
Frances, after taking a hasty and un-
satisfactory view of his associates, turned
to his benevolent count'enance,' as the
harbinger of mercy to her brother. There
was a rp'elting and subdued expression
in the features of the veteran, that, con-.
trasted with the rigid decency and com-
posure of the others, could not fail to
attract notice. His attire was strictly in
conformity to the prescribed rules of the
service to which he belonged ; but his
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fingers trifled, with a kind of convulsive
and unconscious motion, with the crape
that entwined the hilt of the sword on
which his body partly reclined, and which,
like himself, seemed arelic of older times.
There were the workings of an unquiet,
soul within; but his commanding and mar-
tial front blended awe with the pity that
its exhibition excited. His associates were
officers selected from the eastern troops
who held- the fortresses of West-Point
and the adjacent passes—they were men
who had attained the meridian of life,
and the eye sought in vain the expression
of any passion or emotion, on which it
might seize as an indication of human
infirmity. There wasa mild, but a grave
intellectual reserve. If there was no fe-
rocity or harshness to chill, neither was
there compassion or interest to attract.
They were men who had long acted
under the dominion of a prudent reason,
and whose feelings seemed trained to a
perfect submission to their judgments.
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Before these arbiters of his fate Henry
Wharton was ushered, under the custody
of ‘two armed men. A profound and
awful silence succeeded his entrance,
and the blood of Frances chilled in her
veins. There was but little of pomp in
the preparations to impress her imagi-
nation, but the reserved, business-like
air of the whole scene seemed indeed as
if the destinies of ‘life awaited on the
_ judgment of these men. Two of the
judges sat in grave reserve, fixing their
inquiring eyes on the subject of their’
investigation ; but the president con-
tinued gazing around in uneasy convul-
sive motions of the muscles of the face,
that indicated a restlessness foreign to
his years and duty.—It was Colonel
Singleton, who, but the day before, had-
learnt the fate of Isabella, but who-
proudly stood. forth in the discharge of
a duty that his country required at his’
hands. The silence and the expectation
in every eye, at length struck him, and,

of
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making an effort to collect himself, he
spoke in the deep tones of one used to
authority—

‘ Bring forth the prisoner.”

The sentinels dropped their bayonet
points towards, the judges, and Henry
Wharton advanced. with a firm step
into the centre .of the apartment. All
was now anxiety and eager curiosity.
Frances turned for a moment, in grateful
emotion, as the deep and perturbed
breathing of Dunwoodie reached her
ear ;" but her brother again concentrated
all her interest into one feeling of in-
tense care. In the back ground were
arranged the inmates of the family who
owned the dwelling, and behind them
again was a row of shining faces of ebony,
glistening with pleased wonder at the
scene. Amongst these was the faded
lustre of Caesar Thompson’s countenance.

‘“ You are said,” continued the pre-
sident, “to be Henry Wharton, a Cap-
tain in his Britannic Majesty’s 60th Te-
“giment of foot ?” -

= D 5"\‘».15,_
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“I am-.’\’

« T like your‘candour, sir; it partakes
of the honourable feelings of a soldier,
and cannot fail to impress your judges
favourably.”

“ It would be prudent,” said one. of
his companions, “ to advise the prisoner
that he is bound to answer no more than
he deems necessary; although we ate a
court of martial law, yet, in this respect,
we own the principles of all free govern-
ments.” = _

A nod of approbation, from the silent
member, was bestowed on this remark ;
and the president proceeded with cau-
tion—referring to the minutes he held in
his hand.

« It is in accusation against you, that,
being an officer of the enemy, on the
20th of October last, you passed the
picquets of the American army at the
White Plains, in disguise, whereby you
are suspected of views hostile to the
interests of America ; ‘and have subjected
yourself to the punishment of a Spy.”

-



59

The mild but steady tones of the
speaker’s voice, as he slowly repeated
the substance of this charge, sunk to the
hearts of many of the listeners. The ac-
cusation was so plain, the facts so limited,.
the proof so obvious, and the penalty so -
well established, that escape at once seem-
ed impossible. But Henry replied, With '
earnest grace— -

¢ That I passed your p1cquets, in dlS-
guise, is true, but”—

‘¢ Peace,” interrupted the president ;
“ the usages of war are stern enough, in

. themselves; you need not aid them to
your own condemnation.” :
¢ The prisoner can retract that decla-
ration, if he pleases,”” remarked another
judge. ¢ His confession, which must be
taken, goes fully to prove the charge.”

I retract nothing that-is true,” said
Henry, proudly.

The two nameless judges heard him in
silent composure, yet there was no exultd-
tion mingled with their gravity. The

president now appeared, however, to take
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new interest in the scene ; and, with an
animation unlooked for in his years, he
cried— - .

‘“ Your sentiment'is noble, sir. I only
regret that a youthful soldier should so
far be misled by loyalty, as to lend him--
self to the purposes of deceit.”

““Deceit!” echoed Wharton; ¢“Ithought
it pludent to guard aO‘amst capture from
my enemies.’

"« A soldier, Captain Wharton,” ex-
" claimed the veteran, in proud exultation,
s should never meet his enemy but open-
ly and with arms in his hands. For fifty
years have I served two kings of England
and now my native land; but never did
I approach a foe, unless under the light of
the sun, and with honest notice that an

enemy was nigh.” ;

“You are at liberty to explain what
your motives were, in entering the ground
held by our army, in disguise ;" said the
other ‘judge, with a slight movement of
the muscles of his mouth.

I am the son of this aged man, before,
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you,” continued Henry. ¢ It was to visit
him that I encountered the danger. Be-’
sides, the country below is seldom held
by your troops, and its very name implies
aright to either party to move at pleasurel
over its terrltory

¢ Its name, as a Neutral Ground, is.un-
authorised by law ; and is an appellation
that-originates with the condition of' the
county. But wherever an army goes, it
carries its rights along, and the first is,
the ability to protect itself.”

¢« T am no casuist, sir,”” returned the
youth, earnestly ; ¢ but I feel that my
father is entitled to my affection, and
would encounter greater risks to prove it
to him, in his old age.”

«“ A very commendable spirit,”” cried
the veteran ; * come, genﬂemen, this bu-
siness brightens. I confess, at first, it
was very bad ; but no man can censure
him for desiring to see his parent.”

“ And have you proof that such only
was your intention ?”’

A
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¢ Yes—here,” said Henry, admitting
aray of hope ; ¢ here is proof—my father,
my sister, Major Dunwoodie, all know it.”

‘ Then, indeed,’’ returned his immove-
able judge, “ we may be able to save you.
It would be well, sir, to examine further
into._this business.” C

¢ Certainly,” said the president with

alacrity ; ¢ let the elder Mr. Wharton
~ approach and take the oath.”

The father made an effort at compo-
sure, and advancing with a feeble step,
complied with the necessary forms of the
court. ' ,

¢ You are the father of the prisoner ?”’
“ said Colonel Singleton, in a subdued voice,
after pausing a moment in respect to the
agitation of the witness, .

“ He is my only son.” -

«“ And Wha{t, sir, do you know of his
visit to your house, on the 29th day of
October last 7’ .

¢ He came, as he told you, sir, to see
me and his sisters.”
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% Was he in disguise ?”’ asked the other
judge. -

¢« He did not wear the aniform of the
60th.” .

“To see his sisters too !”” said the pre-.
sident, with great emotion. ¢ Have you
daughters, sir ?”

¢ I have two—both are in this house

¢ Had he a wig?”’ continued the offi-
cer. . '

¢ There was some such thing, I do be-
lieve, upon his head.”

¢« And how long had you been sepa-
rated ?’ asked the president.

“ One year and two months.”
- ¢« Did he wear.a loose great coat of
coarse materials ?’ inquired the officer,
referring to the paper that contained the
charges.

¢ There was an over-coat.”

¢ And you think that it was to see you,
only, that he came out?”

¢ And my daughters.”

¢« A boy of spirit,” whlspered the pre-
sident to his silent comrade. ‘I see but
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little harm in such a freak—’twas impru-
dent, but then it was kind.” ,
. % Do you know that your son was
entrusted with no commission from- Sir
Henry Clintonand that’the visit to you
was not merely a cloak to other designs.”
¢ How can I know it ?”’ szid Mr. Whar-
ton, in alarm ; “ would Sir Henry entrust
me with such a business?”’

¢« Know you any thing of this pass?”*
exhibiting the paper that Dunwoodie had
retained when Wharton was taken.

+ ¢ Nothing—upon my honour, nothing,”
_cried the father, shrinking from the paper-
as from contagion. _

‘¢ But, on your oath ?”

¢.Nothing.”"

« Have you other testimony ?—this
does not avail you, Capfain Wharton.
+/You have been taken in a situation where
. your life is forfeited—the labour of pro-
ving your innocence rests with yourself';
take time to reflect, and be cool.”

- There was a frightful calmness in the
manner of this.judge that appalled the

N
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prisoner. In the sympathy of Colonel
Singleton, he could easily lose sight of
his danger ; but the obdurate and collect-
ed air of the others, was ominous of his
fate. He continued silent, casting ex-'
pressive glances towards his friend. Dun-
woodie understood the appeal, and offered
himself as a witness. He was sworn, and
desired to relate what he knew. - His’
statement did not wmaterially alter the
case, and Dunwoodie felt that it could
not. To him personally but little was:
known, and that little rather militated
against the safety of Henry than other-
wise. His account was listened to in’
silence, and the significant shake of the
head that was made by the silent mem-
ber, spoke too plainly what effect it had
produced. ) :
¢ Still you think that the prisoner had
no other object than what he has avow-.
ed?” said the president, when he had

ended.
“ None other, I will pledge my. hf'e,

cried the major, with fervour.
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-« Will you swear it > asked the im-
moveable judge.

. “ How can I? God alone can tell the
heart ; but I have'known this gentleman
from a boy ; deceit never formed part of
his character. He is above it.”

. “ You say that he escaped, and was
retaken in open arms?” said the presi-
dent.

“ He was; nay, he received a wound
in the combat. You see he yet moves
his arms with difficulty. Would he,
think you, sir, have trusted himself where
be could fall again into our hands, unless
conscious of his innocence ?”

“ Would André have deserted a field
of battle, Major Dunwoodie, had he en-
countered such an event near Tarry-
town ?”> asked his deliberate examiner.

~ ¢« Is it not natural to youth to seek
glory ?” -

“ Do you call this glory ?” exclaimed

. the major, ¢ an ignominious death, and
a tarnished name ?”
¢« Major Dunwoodie,” returned the
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other, still with inveterate gravity, < you
have acted nobly; your duty“has been
arduous and severe, but it has been faith-
fully and honoulably dxschamed-——ours
must not be less so.’

During this examination, the most in-
tense interest prevailed amongst the hear-
ers. With that kind of feeling which -
could not separate the principle from the
cause, most of the auditors thought that
if Dunwoodie failed to move the hearts
of Henry’s judges, no other possessed
the power. Ceesar thrust his misshapen
form forward ; and his features, so ex-
pressive of the concern he felt, and so
different from the vacant curiosity pic-
turéd in the countenances of the other
blacks, caught the attention of the silent
judge. For the first time he spoke—

« Let that black be brought forward.”

It was too late to retreat, and Caesar
found himself confronted with a row of
the rebel officers, before he knew what
was uppermost in his thoughts, The
others yielded the examination to the
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one who suggested it, and using all due
deliberation, he procceded accordingly—

“ You know the prisoner ?”’

«J tink I ought,” returned the black,
in a manner as sententious as his ex-
aminer’s.

« Did he give you the wig, when he
threw it aside ??

«I don’t want *em,” grumbled Caesar ;
¢ got a berry good hair he’self.”’

“ Were you employed in carrying any
‘letters or messages, while Captain Whar-
ton was in your master’s house ?”’

‘I do what a’ tell me,” returned the
black.

“ But what did they tell you to do

¢ Sometime a one ting—sometime an-
oder.” )

¢ Enough,” -said Colonel Singleton,
with dignity ; ¢ you have the noble ac-
knowledgment of a gentleman, what
more can you obtain from this slave?
Captain Wharton, you perceive the un-
fortunate impression against you? Have
you other testimony to adduce ?”

To Henry, there now remained but
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little hope ;-his confidence in his security
was fast ebbing, but with an indefinite
expectation of assistance from the love-
‘liness of his sister, he fixed an earnest
gaze on the pallid features of® Frances. '
She arose, and with a 'tottering step
'moved towards the judges ; the paleness
of her cheek continued but for a mo-
ment, and gave place to a flush of fire,
and with a light but firm tread, she stood
before them. Raising her hand to her
polished forehead, Frances threw aside
her exuberant locks, and displayed a
beauty and innocence to their view, that
was unrivalled. The president shrouded
his eyes for a moment, as if the wildly
expressive eye and speaking countenance
recalled the image of another. The move-
ment.was transient, and recovering him-
self proudly, he said, with an earnestness
that betrayed his secret wishes—
“To you, then, your brother com-
municated his intention of paying your
family a secret visit -
- “No!—no!” said" Frances, plessmg
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her hand on her brain, as if to collect
‘her thoughts ; “he told me nothing—we
knew not of the visit until he arrived ;
but can it be necessary to explain to gal-
" lant men, that a child would incur hazard
to meet his-only parent, and that in times
like these, and in a situation like ours ?”’

¢ But was this the first time? Did he
never even talk of doing so before ?*’ in-
quired the colonel, leaning towards her
‘with paternal interest. -

« Certainly—certainly ! cried Fran-
ces, catching the expression of his own
benevolent countenance. ¢ This is but
the fourth of his visits.”
~ ¢ I knew it!” exclaimed the veteran,
rubbing his hands with delight; *“an ad-
venturous warm-hearted son—I warrant
me, gentlemen, a fiery -soldier in the -
field. In what disguises did he come ?”’

¢ In none, for none were then neces-
sary ; the royal troops covered the coun-
-try, and gave him safe passage.”

¢« And was this the first of his visits,
out of the uniform of his regiment?”



71

asked the colonel in a suppressed voice,
avoiding the looks of his companions.

¢ Oh! the very first,” exclaimed the
eager girl ; “ his first offence, I do assure
you, if oﬂ'ence it be.” :

¢ But you wrote him—you urged the
visit ; surely, young lady, you wished to
see your brother?”” added the impatient
colonel.

¢ That we wished it, and prayed for
it—oh ! how fervently we prayed for it—
is true; but to have held communion
with the royal army, would have endan-
gered our father, and we dare not.”

¢« Did he leave the Louse until taken,
or had he intercourse with any out of
‘your own dwelling

¢ With none—not one, excepting our
neighbour, the pedlar Birch.”

¢« With whom ?” exclaimed the colo-
nel, turning pale, and .shrinking as from
the sting of an adder.

Dunwoodie groaned aloud, and strik-
ing his head with his hand, cried in

4
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piercing tones, * He is lost !”
“from the apartment.

“ But Harvey Birch,” repeated Fran-
ces, gazing wildly at the door through
which her lover had disappeared.

“ Harvey Birch!” echoed all .the
judges. The two immoveable members
.of the court: exchanﬂed significant looks,
and threw many an inquisitive glance
-at their prisoner.

“To you, gentlemen, it can be no new

intelligence to hear that Harvey Birchis
suspected of favouring the royal cause,”
said ‘Henry, again advancing before his
judges ;. for he has already been con-
"demned by your tribunals to the fate
that I now see awaits myself. I will,
‘therefore, explain, that it was by his as-
sistance that I procured the disguise,
~and passed your picquets; but, to my
dying moment, and with my dying
breath, I will avow, that my intentions
were as pure as the innocent being be-
fore you.”

and rushed
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¢ Captain Wharton,” said the presi-

dent solemnly, ¢“the enemies of ‘Ame-
rican liberty have made lmo'hty ana
subtle efforts to overthrow our power.
A more dangerous man for his means
and education is not ranked among our
foes 'than this pedlar of VVest-Chester.
He is a spy—artful, delusive, and pene-
trating, beyond the abilities of any of his
class. Sir Henry could not do better
than to associate him with the “officer in
his next attempt.—He would have saved
him André. .Indeed, young man, this is,
a connexion that may prove fatal to
you.”” ' -
* The honest indignation that beamed
on the countenance of the aged warrior
as he spoke, was met by a satisfied look
of perfect conviction on the part of hlS\
comrades. -

« | have rumed Inm 1 'cned Frances,
clasping her hands in’terror ; 5 "« do you
desert us? then he is lost indeed.”

¢ Forbear !—lovely innocent—forbear!”

* VOL. IIL E
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cried the Colonel with strong emotion ;
“ you. m_]ure none, but distress us all.”

¢ Is it then such a crime to possess
hatmal affection ?” said Frances wildly;
“ would ‘Washington—the noble— up-
rxo'ht—lmpartlal ’Washmgton, judge so
harshly ? delay but till Washington can
hear his tale.”

L “Itis 1mpos51ble, said the president,
covering his eyes, as if to hide her beauty
from his view.

¢ Impossible! oh! but for a week sus.
pend your Judgment —On my knees I
entreat you; as you will expect mercy
yourself where no human power can
avail you, give him but a day.”

“ It 1 is impossible,” repeated the Co-
lonel, in a voice that was nearly choked;
“our orders are peremptory, and too
long delay has been given already.”

. He turned from the kneeling suppliant,
but could not, or would not, extricate
the hand that she grasped with frenzied
fervour.
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« Remand your prisoner,” said one of
the judges, to the ‘officer who was in
charge of Henry. ¢ Colonel Singleton,
shall we withdraw ?”

‘ Singleton! Singleton !” echoed Fran.
ces, ‘‘ then you are a father, and know
how to pity a father’s woes ; you cannot,
will not, wound a heart that is now nearly
crushed. Hear me, Colonel Singleton ;
as God will listen to your dying prayers,
hear me, and spare my brother!”

¢ Remove her,” said the Colonel,
gently endeavouring to extricate his
hand; but there were none who ap-
peared disposed to obey. Frances eagerly
strove to read the expression of his
averted face, and resisted all ‘his efforts
to retire. , '

¢« Colonel Singleton—how lately was
your own son in suffering and in danger!
under the roof of my father he was
cherished—under my father’s roof he
found shelter and protection. Oh'! sup-
pose that son the pride of your age, the
solace and protector of your orphan chil- -

E2
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dren, and then pronounce my brother
guilty, if you dare!”

“ What right has Heath to make an
executioner of me!” exclaimed the ve-
teran fiercely, rising with a face flushed
like fire,- and every vein and artery
swollen with suppressed emotion. ¢ But
I forget myself—come, gentlemen, let us
mount, our painful duty must be done.”

“ Mount not!—go not!’ shrieked
Frances; ¢ can you tear a son from his
parent? a brother from his sister, so
coldly? Is this the cause I have so
ardently loved? Are these the men that
I have been taught to reverence? DBut
you relent, you do hear me, you will pity
and forgive.”

¢ Lead on, gentlemen,” motioning
towards the door, erecting himself into,
an air of military grandeur, in the vain
hope of quieting his feelings. ,

“ Lead not on, but hear me,” cried
TFrances, grasping his hand convulsively;

" ¢ Colonel Singleton you are a father!—
pity—mercy—mercy, for the son—mercy. |

-
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for the daughter! Yes—jyou had: a
daughter. On-this bosom_ she. poured
out her last breath; these hands closed
her eyes; these very hands, that are now
clasped in prayer,. did those offices for
her, that you now condemn my poo\i:,
poor brother to require.”

One mighty emotion the veteran strug-
gled with and quelled, but with a groan
that shook his whole frame. ., He even
looked around in conscious pride at his
victory; but a second burst of feeling
conquered.—His head, white with the
frost of seventy winters, sunk upon the
shoulder of the frantic suppliant. The
sword that had been his companion in so
many fields of blood, dropped from his
nerveless hand, and as he cried—

¢ May God bless you for the deed!”
he wept aloud.

Long and violent was the indulgence
that Colonel Singleton yielded to bhis
feelings. On recovering, he gave the
senseless Irances into the arms of her
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aunt, and turning with an air of fortitude
to his comrades, he said—

‘ Still, geﬁtlemen, we have our duty
as officers to discharge ;—our feelings as
men may be indulged hereafter. What
is your pleasure with the prisoner ?”’

One of the judges placed in his hand a
" written sentence that he had prepared,
while the Colonel was engaged with
Frances, and declared it to be the opi-
nion of himself and his companion.

It briefly stated, that Henry Wharton
had been detected in passing the lines of
the American army as a spy, and in dis-
guise. That, thereby, according to the .
laws of war, he was liable to suffer death,
and that this court adjudged him to the
penalty—ordering him to be executed,
by hanging, before nine”o’clock on the
following morning. ,

It was not usual to inflict” capital pu-
nishments even on the enemy, without
referring the case to the Commander-
in-chief, for his approbation; or, in his
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absence, to the officer commanding for
the time being. ' But, as \Vabhmgton
held his head- -quarters at New-Wmdsor,
on the western bank of the Hudson; suf-
ficient time was yet before them-to re-
ceive his answer. . '

¢« This is short notice,” said the vete-
ran, holding the’pen in his hand, in"a
suspense that had no object ; “not a day
to fit one so young for heaven ?*

“ The royal.officers gave Hale but an
hour,” returned his comrade ; «“ we have
extended the usual time. But Washing- -
ton has the power to extend it, or to par-
don.”

“Then to Washington will I go,” cried
the Colonel, returning the paper with his
signature ; “and if the services of an old
man like me, or that brave boy of mine,
entitle me to his ear, I will yet save the
youth.” ‘

So saying, he departed, full of his gene-
rous intentions in favour of Henry Whar-
ton. .

The sentence was communicated with

\
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proper tenderness to the prisoner; and
after giving a few necessary instructions
to the officérin command, and despatch-
ing a courier to head-quarters with their,
report, the remaining judges mounted,
and rode to their own quarters, with the
same unmoved _exterior, but with the
same_ dispassionate integrity, they had
maintained throughout the trial.
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CHAPTER 1V.

“ Have you no countermand for Claudio yet,

But he must die to-morrow 2*

‘ Measure for Measure.

A rEw hours were passed by the con-
demned prisoner, after his sentence was
received, in the bosom of his family.
Mr. Wharton wept in hopeless despond-
ency over the untimely fate of his son,
and Frances, after recovering from her
insensibility,» experienced an anguish of
feeling to which the bitterness of death
itself would have been comparatively
light.  Miss Peyton alone retained a ves-
tige of hope, or presence of mind to
suggest what might be proper to be done
under their circumstances. The com-
pz}rative composure of the good spinster
in no degree arose from any want of in-
terest in the welfare of her nephew, but

ES
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was founded in a kind of instinctive de-
pendence on the characterof Washington.
He was a native of the same colony with
herself, and although his early military
services, and her frequent visits to the
family of her sister, and subsequent esta-
blishment at its head, had prevented their
ever meeting, still she was familiar with
his domestic virtues, and well knew that
the rigid inflexibility for which his public
acts were distinguished, formed no part
of his reputation in private life.. He was
known in Virginia as a consistent but just
and lenient master, and the maiden felta
kind of pride in associating in her mind,
her countryman with the man who led
the armies, and; in a gfeat measure, con-
trolled the. destinies of America. - She
knew that Henry was innocent of the
crime for which he was condemned to
suffer; and with that kind of simple faith,
that is ever to be found in the most in-
genuous and innocent characters, could
not concéive of-those constructions and
interpretations of law, that inflicted pu-
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nishment without the actual existence of
crime. But even her confiding hopes
were doomed to meet with a speedy ter-
mination. Towards noon, a regiment
that was quartered on the barks of the
river, moved up to the ground in front of
the house that held our heroine and her
family, and deliberately pitched their
tents with the avowed intention of re-
maining until the following morning, to
give solemnity and impression to the
execution of a British spy.

Dunwoodie had performed all that was
required of him by his orders, and was at
liberty to retrace his steps to his expect-
ing troops, who were impatiently awaiting
his return to be led against a detachment
of the enemy, that was known to be slowly
moving up the banks of the river, to cover
a party of foragers in their rear. He was
accompanied by a small party of Lawton’s
troop, under the expectation of their tes-
timony being required to convict the
prisoner, and Mason, the lieutenant, was
in command. But the confession- of
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Captain Wharton had removed the ne-
cessity of examining any witnesscs on
behalf of the people. The Major, from
an unwillingness to encounter the distress
of Henrjr’s friends, and a dread of trust-
ing himself within its influence, had spenit
the time we have mentioned, in walking
by himself, in keen anxiety, at a short
distance from the dwelling. Like Miss
Peyton, he had some reliance on the
mercy of Washington, although moments
of terrific doubt and despondency were
continually crossing his mind. To him
the rules of service were familiar, and he
was more’ accustomed to consider his ge-
neral in the capacity of a ruler, than as
-exhibiting the characteristics of the in-
dividual. A dreadful instance had too
recently occurred, whick- fully proved
that Washington was ‘above the weakness .
of sparing another in mercy to hlmself
While pacing with hurried steps through
the orchard, labourmg under these con-
stantly recurring doubts, enlivened by
transient rays of hope, Mason approach-
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ed him, accoutred completely- for the
saddle. .~ ‘

« Thinking you m1ght have f01 gotten
the news brought- this morning from be-
low, sir, I have taken the liberty.to order
the detachment under arms,” said the
Lieutenant, very coolly, cutting down the
mullen tops with his sheathed sabre that
grew within his reach. -
“ What news ?”* cried the Major, start-
ing. ' /
¢ Only that John Bull is out in West-
Chester, with a train of waggons, which,
if he fills, will compel us to retire through
these cursed hills, in search of provender.
These greedy Englishmen are so shut up
on York island, that when they do venture
out, they seldom leave straw enough to
furnish the bed of a yankee heiress.”

« Where did the express leave them,
did you say? The intelligence has en-
tirely escaped my memory.”

“ On the heights above Sing-Sing,”
returned the Lieutenant, with no little
amazement. ¢ The road below looks like
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a hay-market, and all the swine are sigh-
ing forth their lamentations, as the corn
passes them towards Kingsbridge. George
Singleton’s orderly, who brought up the
tidings, says that our horses were holding
consultation if they should not go down
without their riders, and eat anothcr
meal, for it is questionable with them
whether they can get a full stomach
again. If they are suffered to get back
with their plunder, we shall not be able
to find a piece of pork, at Christmas, fat "
enough to fry itself.” .

¢ Peace, with all this nonsense of Sin-
gleton’s orderly, Mr. Mason,”” cried Dun-
woodie, impatiently; “let him learn to
wait the orders of his superiors.”

“I beg pardon in his name, Major
Dunwoodie,” said’the subaltern; ¢ but
like myself, he was in error.. We both
thought it was the order of General
Heath, to attack and molest the enemy
whenever he ventured ‘out of his nest.”

« Recollect yourself, Lieutenant Ma-
son,” said the Major, fiercely, ¢ or I'may

-«
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have to teach you that your orders pass
through me.’ =

. “Iknowit, Major Dunwoodle—I k‘now
it,”” said Mason, with a look of reproach ;
“and I am sorry that your memory is so
bad, as to forget that I never have yet
hesitated to obey them.” '

“ Torgive me, Mason,” cried Dun-
woodie, taking both his hands, “ I do
know you for a brave and obedient sol-
dier; forget my humour. ~But this busi-
ness—Had you ever a friend ?” .

“ Nay, nay,”” interrupted the Liéuten-
ant, ¢ forgive me and my honest zeal. I -
knew of the orders, and was fearful that
censure might fall on iy officer. But
remain, and let a man breathe a syllable
against the corps, and every sword will
start from the scabbard of itself—besides
they are still moving up, and it is a long
road from Croton to Kingsbridge. Hap-
pen what may, I see plainly that we shall
be on thelr heels, bef'ore they are housed
again.”
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«“ Oh! that the courier was returned

from head-quarters!” exclaimed Dun-

woodie. ¢ This suspense is insupport-
able.”

“ You have your wish,” cried Mason ;
“ here he is coming at the moment, and
riding like the bearer of good news—God
send it may be so; for I can’t say that I -
particularly like, myself, to see a brave
young fellow dancing upon nothing.”

—— Dunwoodie heard but very little of this
feeling declaration; for, ere half of it was
uttered, he had leaped the fence and stood
before the messenger. .

““ What news have you?”’ cried the Ma-
jor, the moment'that the sold1er stopped
this horse.

““Good!” exclaimed the man; and
feeling no hesitation to entrust an officer
$0 well known as Major Dunwoodie, he
plaued the paper in his hands, as he added,
“‘But you can read it, sir, for yourselﬂ”

Dunwoodie’paused nottoread; butflew,
with the elastic spring of youth and joy,

Ny
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to the chamber of the prisoner. The sen-
tinel knew him,:and he was sufféred to
pass without question. . ,

,“Oh! Peyton,” cried Frances as he
entered the apartment ; “you look like a
messenger from heaven: bring you ti-
dings of mercy ?”’ -

¢“ Here, I'rances—here, Henry—here,
"dear cousin Jeannette,’” cried the youth,
as with trembling hands he broke the
seal; ““here is the letter itself, di-
rected to the captain of the guard. But
listen”’—

All did listen, with intense anxiety;
and the pang of blasted hope was added
to their misery, as they saw the glow of
delight which had beamed on the coun-
tenance of the Major on his entrance
give place to a look of astonishment and
terror.”. The paper contained the.sen-
tence of the court, and underneath was
written these simple words—,

¢ Approved—George Washington.”

¢ He’s lost—he’s lost !’ cried Frances,



90

1
in the piercing tones of despair, sinking
into the arms of her aunt.

“My son—my son"’f sobbed the fa-
ther, ¢ there is mercy in heaven, if there
is none on earth, May Washington
never want that mercy he thus denies to
my innocent child.”

¢ Washingtoﬁ 1” echoed Dunwoodie,
gazingaround him invacanthorror. “Yes,
’tis the act of Washington himself; there
are his characters—his very name is here
to sanction the dreadful deed.”

“ Cruel, crue1|Washino"ton I’ cried Miss
Peyton ; “how has familiarity with blood
changed his nature !’

“Blame him not,” said Dunwoodle,
“it is the General, and not the man: my
“life on it, he feels the blow he is com-
pelled to inflict.” ‘.

“I have been deceived in him,” cried .
Frances. ¢ He is not the saviour of his
country ; but a cold and merciless tyrant.
Oh! Peyton, Peyton! how have you mis-
led me in his character "
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“ Peace; dear Frances; peace,for God’s
sake! use not such language,” cried her
lover. <« He is but the guardian of the
law.” .

“You speak the truth, Major Dun-
woodie,” said Henry, recovering from
the shock of having his last ray of hope
extinguished, and advancing from his seat
by the side of his father. I, who am

suffer, blame him not. Every in-
dulgence has been granted me that I can
ask. On the verge of the grave, I cannot
continue unjust. At ‘such a moment, ,
with so recent an instance of danger to
your cause from treason, I wonder not
at Washington’s unbending justice. No-
thing now remains, but for me to prepare
for that fate which so speedily awaits me.
To you, Major Dunwoodie, I make my
first request.” s

“ Name it,” said the Major, giving ut-
terance with difficulty.

Henry turned and pointed impressively
at'the group of weeping mourners near
him, as he continued—
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“Be a son to this aged man—help his
weakness, and defend him from any usage
to which the stigma thrown upon me may
subject him. He has not many friends
amongst the rulers of this country; let
your powerful name be found among
them.” )

. «Jt shall,” said Dunwoodie, fervently
pressing the hand of his friend.

¢¢ And- this helpless innocent;” con-
tinued Henry, pointing to where Sarah
sat, in unconscious melancholy. ¢ Ihad
hoped for an opportunity to revenge
her wrongs,” a momentary flush of ex-
citement passed over his pallid features;
“but such thoughts are evil—1I feel them
to be wrong. -Under your care, Peyton,
she will find sympathy and refuge.”

. “She will,” whispered- Dunwoodie,
unable to speak aloud.

¢This good aunt has claims upon you
already ; of her I will not speak; but
here,” taking the hand of Frances, and
dwelling upon her countenance with an
expression of fraternal affection, ¢ here
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is the choicest gift of all. Take her to

your bosom, and cherish her as you -

would cultivate innocence and virtue.” -
The Major could not repress the eager-
ness with which he extended his hand to
receive the precious boon; but Frances, -
shrinki‘ng from his touch, hid her face in
the bosom of her aunt, as she murmured--
“No, no, no—none can ever be any
thing to me, who aid in my brother’s de-
struction.” - : o
Henry continued gazing at her in -
tender pity for several moments, before
he again resumed a discourse that all felt
was most peculiarly his own. -
¢] have been mistaken, then. . I did
think, Peyton, that your worth, your
noble devotion to a cause that you have
been taught to revere, that your kindness
to our father when in imprisonment, your
friendship to me, inshort, that your cha-
racter was understood and valued by my
sister.” ‘,
¢TIt is—it is,”” whispered Frances, bury-
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ing her face still deeper in the bosom of
her aunt. '

“I believe, dear Henry,” said Dun-
woodie, ““this is a subject that had better
not be dwelt upon now.”

“You forget,” returned the prisoner,
‘with a faint smile, ¢ how much I have to
do, and how little time is left to do itin.”

I apprehend,” continued the Major,
with a face of fire, “that Miss Wharton
has imbibed some opinions of me, that
would make a compliance with your re-
quest irksome to her—op1n1ons that it is
now too late to alter.”

¢« No, no, no,” cried Frances, quickly;
““you are exonerated, Peyton—with her
" dying breath she removed my doubts.”
« Generous Isabella!” murmured Dun-
woodie, with a glow of momentary rap-
ture; ¢ but still, Henry, spare your swter
now ; nay, spare even me.’

¢« I cannot spare myself,” returned the
brother, gently removing Frances from the
arms of her aunt. ¢ What a time is this
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to leave two such lovely females without
- a protector !—Their abode is destroyed,
and misery will speedily deprive them of
their last male friend,” looking at’ his
father; “can I die in peace, with the
knowledge of the danger to which they
will be exposed ?”’ K

“You forget me,” said Miss Peyton,
shrinking herself at the idea of celebra-
ting nuptials at such a moment.

“ No, my dear aunt, I forget you not,
nOr_ shall I, until I cease to remember;
but you forget the times and the danger. .
The good woman who lives in this house
has already despatched a messenger for
a man of God, to smooth my passage to
another world ;—ZFrances, if you would
wish me to die in peace—to feel a secu-
rity that will allow me to turn my whole
thoughts to heaven, you will let this cler-
gyman unite you to Dunwoodie.”

Frances shook her head, but remained
silent. _

¢ I ask for no joy—no demonstration
of a felicity that you will not, cannot feel
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for months to come.—But obtain a right
to his powerful name—give him an un-
disputed title to protect you—"’ )

Again the mald made an 1mpress1ve
gesture of denial. :

“ For the sake of that unconscious
sufferer—’’ pointing to Sarah, * for your
sake— for my sake—my sister—’

- “ Peace, Henry, or you will break my
heart,” cried the agitated girl ; “not for
worlds would I at such a moment engage
in the solemn vows that you wish.—It

would render me miserable for life.””

“ You love him not,” said Henry, re-
proachfully. “ I cease to importune you
to do what is against your inclinations.”

Frances raised one hand to conceal the
countenance that was overspread with
crimson, as she extended the other to-
viards Dunwoodie, and said earnestly—

« Now you are unjust to me—before
you were unjust to yourself.”

¢ Promise me, then,’”’ said Wharton,’
musing awhile in silence, « that so soon
as the recollection of my fate is softened,

\
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* you will give my friend that hand for

life, and I am satisfied.” :

"« T do promise,” said Frances, Wlth-
(irawing the hand that Dunwoodie deli-
cately rehnqmshed without even pressmg
it to his lips. . ‘

“Well, then, my good aunt,” continued
Henry, ¢ will you'leave me for a short
time alone with my friend. I have a
few melancholy commissions. with which
to intrust him, and would spare you and
my sister the pain of hearing them.”

“ There is yet time to see Washington
again,” said Miss Peyton, moving towards
the door; and then speaking with extreme
dignity; she continued— I will go my-’
self; surely he must listen to a woman

from his own colony?—and we are in

some degree connected with his family.”
 “ Why 'not ‘apply _to Mr. Harper?”
said Frances, recollectif]g the parting
words of their guest for the first. time.
« Harper 1* echoed Dunwoodle, turn-
ing towards her with the swiftness of light-
VOL. III. F
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ning; what of him? do you know
him 7’

¢“It'is in vain,” said Henry, drawmg
him aside ; ; ¢ Frances clings to hope with
the fondness of a sistér—retire, my love,
and leave me with my friend.”

But Frances read an expression in the
eye of Dunwoodie that chained her to
the spot. After struggling to command
her feelings, she continued—

¢« He staid with us for two days—he
was with us when Henry was arrested.”

¢«. And—and—did you know him?”

¢ Nay,” continued Frances, catching
her breath as she witnessed the intense
interest of her lover, ¢ we knew him not
‘—he came to us in the, night a stranger,
and remained with us during the severe
storm; but he seemed to'take an interest
in Henry, and promised him his friend--
ship.”

¢ What!” exclaimed . the youth in
astonishment ; “¢ did he know your ‘bro-
ther ?” ’ '

A
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¢ Certainly ;—it was at his request that
Henry threw aside his disguise.””.

¢ But—" said Dunwoodie, turning
pale with suspense, ¢ he knew him'not
as an officer of the royal army?”

¢ Indeed he did,”” cried Miss Peyton;
“and cautioned against this very danger.”

Dunwoodie caught up the fatal papér,
that still lay where it had fallen from his
own hands, and studied its characters
intently. Something seemed to bewilder
his'brain.—He passed his hand over his
forehead, while each eye was fixed on
him in dreadful suspense—all feeling
afraid to admit those hopes anew, that
had once been so sadly destroyed.

¢ What said he >—what promised he?”’
at length Dunwoodie asked with feverish
impatience.

“ He bid Henry apply to him when in
danger, and .promised to requite to the
son the hospitality of the father.”

¢ Said ‘he this, knowing lum to be a
British officer ?”” '

F2
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“ Most certamly ;> and with a view to
this very. danger

¢ Then—"’ cried the youth aloud, and
yielding to his rapture, ¢ then you are
safe—then will I save him—yes, Harper
will never forget his word.”

. ““ But has he the power?” said Frances;
 Can he move the stubborn purpose of
. Washington ?” .

«Can he! if he cannot—’ shouted
the youth, in uncontrollable emotion,
“if he cannot, who can ?—Greene, and
Heath, and young Hamilton, are as no-
thing.compared to this Harper.—But,”
rushing to his mistress, and pressing her
hands convulsively, ¢ repeat to me—you
say you have his promise ?*’

¢ Surely—surely — Peyton ;—his . so-
lemn, deliberaté promisé, knowing all of
the cncumstances

¢« Rest easy—"" cried Dunwoodle, hold-
ing her to his bosom for a moment, ¢“rest
easy, for Henry is safe.”

He waited not to explain, but darting

b
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from the room, he left the family in amaze-
ment. They continued in silent wonder,
until they heard the feet of his charger,
as he dashed from the door with the
speed of an arrow.’

A long time was spent after this abrupt
departure’ of the youth, by the anxious
friends he had left, in discussing the pro-
bability of his success. The confidence .
of his manner had, however, communi-
cated to his auditors something of its own
spirit. Each felt-that the prospects of
Henry were again bfightening, and, with
their reviving hopes, they experienced a
renewal of spirits, which in all but Henry
himself amounted to pleasure ; with him,
indeed, his state was too awful to admit
of trifling, and for a few hours he was
condemned to feel how much more in-
tolerable was suspense, than even the
certainty of calamity. Not so with
Frances. She, with all the reliance of
affection, reposed in security on the as-
surance of Dunwoodie, without harass-
ing herself with doubts, that she possessed

.
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not the means of satisfying; but believing,
her lover able to accomplish every thing
" that man could do, and retaining a vivid
recollection of the manner and benevolent
appearance of Harper, the maid aban-
doned herself to all the felicity of re-
novated hope.

The joy of Miss Peyton was more so-
bered, and she took frequent occasions
to reprove her niece for the' exuberance
of her spirits, before there was a certainty
that their expectations were to be rea-
lized. * But the slight smile that hovered
around the lips of the spinster, -contra-
dicted the very sobriety of feeling. that
she inculcated.

“ Why, dearest augt,” said Frances
playfully, in reply to one of her frequent
reprimands, “would you have me re-
press the pleasure that I'feel at Henry’s -
deliverance, when.you yourself have so
often declared it to be impossible, that
such men as ruled in our country could
sacrifice an innocent man ?” ‘

. Nay, I did believe-it impossible, my



103 - .

child, and yet think so; but still there
isa discretion to be shown in joy as well,
as in sorrow.’ : o

Frances recollected the (declarations
of Isabella, and turned an eye filled with,
tears of gratitude on her excellent aunt
as she replied—

“ True; but there are feelmos that“
will not yield to reason. —Ah! there are
those monsters, who have come to-wit-.
ness the death of a fellow creature,,
moving around yon field, as if this life-
was to them but a milita:ry show.” .

-« It is but little more to the hireling,
soldier,” said Henry, -endeavouring to
forget his uneasiness.

“ You gaze, my love, as if you thought .
a military show of some importance,”
said Miss Peyton, observing her niece
to be looking from the window with a-
fixed and abstracted attention.—But:
Frances.answered not.

“ From the window where she stood .
the pass that they had travelled through
the highlands was easily to be seen ; and
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the mountain which held on its summit
the mysterious hut was directly before’
her. Its side was ruwged.énd barren ;
huge and apparently 1mpassable barriers
of rocks presenting themselves ‘through’
the stunted oaks, which, strlpped of their
f'ohacre, were scattered over its. surfwce
The base of the hill was not half a mile
from the house, and the object which at-
tracted the notice of Frances, was the
figure of a man emerging from behind a
rock ‘of remarkable formation, and as
“suddenly disappearing. This manceuvre
was several -times repeated, as if it were
the intention of the fugitive, (for such
by 'his air he seemed to be) to recon-
noitre the proceedings of the soldiery,
,and assure himself of the position of
things on the plain. Notwithstanding
the distance, Frances inétantly imbibed
the Opinioﬁ that it was Birch. Perhaps
thisi 1mpressnon was partly owing to the air
and figure of thé man, and in some mea-
sure to the idea that presented itself on
formerly beholding- the object: at the
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summit of the mountain.—That they
were the same figure she was confident,’
although this wanted the appearance,
which in the other she had taken for the
pack of the pedlar. Harvey had so con-
nected himself with the mysterious de-
portment of Harper within her imagina-
tion, -that under circumstances of less
agitation than those in which she had
laboured since her arrival, she would
have kept her suspicions to herself.
Frances, therefore, sat ruminating on
this second .appearance in silence, and
endeavouring to trace in her thoughts,
what possible connexion this extraordi-
nary man could have with the fortunes
of her own family. He had certainly
saved Sarah, in some degree, from the
blow that had partially, alighted on her,
and in no instance had he proved himself
to be hostile to their interests.

“ After gazing for a long time at the
point where she had last seen the ﬁgure,‘
in the vain’expectation of its re-appear-
ance, she turned to her friends in tbe

) ‘ Fo
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apartment. - Miss Peyton was sitting by
Sarah, who gave some slight additional
signs of noticing what passed, but who
still continued insensible to either joy or
grief.

“ I suppose by this.time, my" love,
that you "are well .acquainted with the
manceuvres of a regiment,” said the
spinster, smiling at her niece. “ It is
no bad quality in a soldier’s wife, at all
events.”

“ ] am not a wife-yet,” said Frances,
colouring to the eyes; ¢ and we have
no reason to wish for another wedding
in our family.” ' -

s¢ Frances!” exclaimed her brother,
starting from his seat, and pacing the
floor in violent agitation, ¢ touch not
that chord again, I entreat you. While
my fate is yet so uncertain; I would wish
to be at peace with all men.” (

¢ Then let the uncertainty cease,”
cried Frances, springing to the door;
“ for here comes Peyton with the joyful
intelligence of your release.”
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‘The words were hardly uttered before
the door opened, and the Major entered.
In his air there was neither the appear-
ance of success nor defgat; but there
was a marked display of vexation. He
took the hand that Frances in the fulness
of her heart extended towards him, but
instantly relinquishing’it, threw himself
into a chair, in evident fatigue.

“ You have  failed,” said Wharton,
with a bound of his heart, but an ap-
pearance of composure. k

“ Have you seen Harper?’ cried
Frances, turning pale. )

¢ I have not—I crossed the river in
one boat as he must have been coming
to this side in another. I returned with-
out delay, and traced him for several
miles into the Highlands by the western
pass, but there I unaccountably lost him.
I have returned here to relieve your un-
easiness; but see him I will this night,
and bring a respite for Henry.”

“ But saw you Washington?” asked
MISS Peyton.
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" Dunwoodie- gazed at her a moment in
“abstracted musmg, and the ques’uon was
repeated He answered gravely, ‘and
with some reserve—

“ The Commander-in- chlef' had left

his quarters.”
- ¢ But, Peyton,” “cried Frances, in re-
turning terror, * if they should not see
each other, it will be too late. Harper
alone will not be sufficient.”

Her lover turned his eyes slowly on her
anxious countenance, and dwelling a mo--
ment on her features, said, still musing—

“ You say that he promised to assist
Henry.”

¢ Certainly, of his own accord, and in
requital for- the hOSpltaht) that he had
received.”.

‘Dunwoodie shook his head, and began
‘to look extremely grave. 5

“ I like not that word hosp1ta.hty—-1t

‘has an empty sound—there must be
something more reasonable to tie Har-'
“per. I dread some mistake—repeat to
me all that passed.”
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Frances, in a hurried. and’ earnest
voice, complied with his request. She
related particularly the manner of his
arrival at the Locusts, the reception that
he received, and the events that passed,
as minutely as her memory would supply
her with the means. As she alluded to
the conversation that occurred between
her father and his' guest, the Major
smiled, but remained silent. She then
gave a detail of Henry’s arrival, and the
events of the following day. She dwelt
upon the part where Harper had desired
her brother to throw aside his disguise,
and recounted with wonderful accuracy
his remarks upon the hazard of the step
that the youth had taken. She even re-
membered his remarkable expression to
her brother, ¢¢ that he was safer from
Harper’s knowledge of his person than
he would be without.it.”” Frances men-
tioned, with the warmth of her youthful
admiration, the benevolent character of
his deportment to herself, and gave a
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minute relation of his adieus to the
whole family.

Dunwoodie at first listened with grave
attention—then %evident satisfaction fol-
lowed. as she proceeded. When she
spoke of herself in connexion with their
guest, he smiled with pleasure, and as
_she concluded, he exclaimed, with per-
fect delight—

¢ We are safe—we are safe.”

But he was interrupted, as we will
show in the following chapter.
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CHAPTER V.

>

¢ The owlet loves the gloom of night,
The lark salutes the day,
, The timid dove will coo at hand—
But falcons soar away.”
Song in Duo.

In a country settled like these states,
by a people who fled their native land,
and much-loved fire-sides, victims to their
tender consciences and religious zeal,
none of the decencies and solemnities of
a christian death are dispensed with, when
circumstances will admit of their exercise.
The good woman of the house was a strict
adherent to the forms of the church to.
which she belonged ; and, having herself
been awakened to a sense of her de-
pravity, by the ministry of the divine
who harangued the people of the adjoin-
ing parish, she thought that it was from
his exhortations only, that salvation could
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be meted out to-the short-lived hopes of *
Henry Wharton. Not that the kind-
hearted matron was so ignorant of the
doctrines of the Teligion which she pro-
fessed, as to depend, theoretically, on
mortal aid for protection; but she had,
to use her own phrase, ¢ set so long un-
der the preaching of good Mr, ———,”
that she had unconsciously imbibed a
practical reliance on his assistance for
that, which her faith should have taught
her, could come from the Deity alone.—
With her, the consideration of death was:
at all times awful ; and the instant that
the sentence of the prisoner was promul-
gated, she despatched Ceesar, mounted
on one of her husband’s best horses, in
quest of her clerical monitor. This step
had been taken without consulting either
Henry or his friends, and it was only
when the services of Caesar were required
upon some domestic emergency, that she
‘explained the nature of his absence. The
“ youth heard her, at first, with an uncon-
querable reluctance ‘to admit of such a

\
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spiritual guide; but as our view of the
things of this life becomes less vivid, our
prejudices and habits cease to retain their
influence ; and a civil bow of thanks was
finally given in requital of the considerate:
care of the well-meaning woman.

. The black returnedearly from his ex-
pedition, and as well as could be gathered
from his somewhat incoherent narrative,
a minister of God might be expected to
arrive in the course of the day. The
interruption that we mentioned in our
preceding chapter, was occasioned by the
entrance of the landlady.” At the inter-
cession of Dunwoodie, orders had been
given to the sentinel who guarded the
door of Henry’s room, that the members
of the prisoner’s family should, at all
times, have free access to his apartment:
Caesar was included in this arrangement,
as a matter of convenience, by the officer
in command ; but strict inquiry and exa-
mination ‘were made into the errand of
every other applicant for admission. The
Major had, however, included. himself
/
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among the relatives of the British officer;
and one pledge, that no rescue should be
attempted, was given in his name for
them all. A short conversation was pass-
ing between the woman of the house and
the corporal of the guard, before the door
that the sentinel had already ‘opened in
anticipation of the decision of his non-
commissioned commandant.

¢ Would you refuse the consolations
of religion to a fellow-creature, about to
suffer death?”’ said the matron, with ear--
nest zeal. <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>