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H. W. RICKEY, formerly of Chestertown, Md.

SECTIONAL

FOR LIBRARIES
and
OFFICES.

Cree~Dickson.

For Convenience, Con-
struction and Finish they
have no equal. The ad-
vantage of the Cree-Dick-
son over all others is that
each section is a complete
and 1ndependent book
case, but adapted to be
grouped or assembled,
thereby forming a sec-

tional case of any required
capacity.,

Write to-day for ou
Illustrated Catalogue.
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\ \l ¢ "?ﬁ | Don’t put off for
I \ | / 1 00 to-morrow what
Y | l’ 'l |/ you might have
| ” f e / il done day before
| i Ripa | yesterday. Avoid
, \\ | l[{ f"'f Il | the influx of Holi-
/ /; day trade. We
| | ; } have been busy and
/ et will be more so
, l ;' |/ 'I nearer the holi-
' 1\ days. There’s a
) good assortment
I eft yet in
| | |
| | Men’s and Boys’

(vercoats

Giiffon. .
sBrayg and Suits.

But they will soon
dwindle, judging from present demands. HATS AND !CAPS,
GLOVES, NECKWBAR, UNDERWEAR, and all the small weara-
bles complete now. But come early.

respectfully,
Moody & Lusby
Directfully Opposite Court House Chestertown, Md.
GEORGE W. SMITH. HARRY R. GRAHAM.
P
~ S
.~ READY-MADE HARNESS,
and sell at the smallest margins. Also make a specialty of
Also all kinds of strap work, collars, bridles, traces, and all furnish-
ings used on the farm,
A splendid line of Robes, Horse Blankets and
Al Kinds of H
All Kinds of Horse Goods.
LOADED SHELLS for Gunners and Sportsmen.

Ské Leather Eeltihg and Léce Leather. ¢
OIS O AT, IXITINIDSS.
SLEDS that steer—the greatest Sleds of
the time. Strong and durable,
Pumps of the most approved pattern. A large quantity of
Fodder Yarn, Corn Baskets,
and everything necessary to husband the crop, or that is

useful on the farm.
SMITH& GRAHAM,
Eriason BUILDING, CHESTERTOWN, Mbp

| Washington the situation.
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CHAPTER 1,

(’WHRIEIH.\E moruing of 1776,
i beani.iig Lright and frosty on

sparkling suow and glistening
icicies all over the northern
American colonies, might seem to mock
with its splendor the patriots’ trust in
God's approval of their cause, for
never did glorious winter day so strik-
ingly suggest a smiling heaven, and
never looked heaven on a patriot cause
i such sore need as that championed
by General Washington and his men.
The rrincipal theater of the war had
shifted to the banks of the Delaware.
On Dec 8§ Washington, hotly pursued
by Cornwallis and Knyphausen, had

crossed thar river in boats. He had
barely 3,000 men. Cornwallis and his
Hessians and British and colonial

loyalists, having no boats, for Wash-
ington had seized all im sight, were
obliged to remain on the New Jersey
side until the river should be sufficient-
ly frozen to allow them to c¢ross on the
ice. Congress, doubting that Wash-
ington could save Philadelphia when
that should be done, had fled from that
city to Baltimore. DBut the great com-
mander had not lost heart. He calmly
awdaited the coming of General ILee
with 3,000 more men from Morristown,
firmly trusting that they would arrive
at the river and outwit the enemy in
effecting a crossing before the Iice
should get strong enough to hold up
large bodies of marching troops. He
had his boats ready for their transpor-
tation.

On that bright and frosty Christmas
morning a stout built, blue eyed and
rosy cheeked young man of about
twenty-five and of middle height, in
the uniform of a British colonel, walk-
ed briskly down the main street of the
village of Trenton, ~vhose few taverns
and their vicinity were crowded with
Hessian troops, just arrived. XNear the
Church of IKngland house of worship
at the end of the street stood the eom-
fortable two story cottage of the pas-
tor, thie Rev. Dr. Wilson, where also
dwclt the boasted beauty of the New
Jersev c¢olony, his lovely daughter
Ann, whose tall and graceful form,
dark eves and hair of gold were toast-
ed often and again even in faroff Eng-
land, to which land her father often
took her when visiting his old friends
of Oxfowd, where he got his doctor de-
gree, The young oflicer entered the
pastor’'s door.

Soon there sounded a light step in
the hall, and sweet Ann Wilson, love-

| a3 : 3
lier than ever, burst upon his vision.

“Thank God for your safety first and
next for your renown, report of which
has reached us and the reward of
which I proudly see!"” she said.

And now shuffled in the bent and
gray old doctor, carrying blessing, wel-

come and congratulation on his with- |

ered, outstretched hands.

o

“Made a captain at Long Island and

a colonel at Harlem
the old man, weeping with pure de-
light. “Thrice welcome, and God bless
you!”

“And behold,” cried the young man
exultingly, turning to him, *“l1 bring
you tidings of greater joy!” He re-
luctantly released the hands of fair
Ann for those of her parent,
selected,” turning to her again, “for
the glorious trust of effecting the cap-
ture of the arch traitor.”

“(George Washington!”
both his listeners.

“Yes, this very Christmas night! 1
know that I am as safe in telling that
here as I was in suggesting the plan to
General Cornwallis himselt.”

exclaimed

| a withered rose branech,

“You have cherished this,” he said
tenderly, advancing to her with it
“May I hope that its condition is not a
slgn of withered regard?’ He smiled
confidently.

“Indeed, dear Edward, were it to
symbolize my continued friendship for
you fitly it should blossom now out of

its barrenness even as did the rod of |

Aaron.” Her eyes shone with repressed
tears.

“Friendship!” he repeatedly testily,
plucking moodily at the withered
leaves and throwing them on the floor.
“l1 had your friendship, Ann. Was it
merely to maintain it that I diced with
death a hundred times since this
gay branch was in full flower that I
might shine before you as a hero more
worthy of your love than one whose
daring exploits were winning infamy’’'—

“Hdward, no, not infamy.,” spirited-
ly interrupted Ann, her fine eyes flash-
ing. ‘Censure his judgment if you
will, but be just for the sake of the
days when we three were friends.”

“Hear me out, Ann,” he said hotly,
planting himself in her way. “I re-
peat the declaration I made when 1
last saw you. No’—she was about to
speak—*‘‘before you answer now hear
me out.” He took her arm and led her
to the window again.

““See those Hessians in the street,”
he went on. ‘“Well, their presence is
part of my plan. They are marching
in here in plain view of Washington
himself, whose headquarters you see
across there where+the flag is flying.
They are only 2,000 strong, and no
more will come, The rebels have been
joined by about 2,600 of their kind
from Morristown under a General Sul-
Hvan. We caught 500 more last night
and General Lee himself. These in-
cluded a company that was to have
spied on our strength and gone over
the river in advance of the rest to tell
Read this

letter.”
The letter he showed simply read:

To Whom It May Concern: The bearer
‘may be absolutely trusted. LEE,

L“The bearer of that,”” he proceeded,

Heights!” cried |

ilI ﬂm "
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“was a Captain Joln Stafford, now
safe in our custody down in Borden-
town. But tonight 1 will be that
trusty captain and induce the
rebel to cross at a certain point with
Just enough of men to join Lee on
this side and take Trenton from the

2,000 MHessians he is now count- !
Ing. FHe will fall into the trap and be

one of the first men ashore. The rest
will be simple. 1 will myself seize him,
A knighthood and the aovernorship of
a colony will be two of my rewards.
The third, if you consent— But you
secm preoccupied, dear.,” He took her
hand again. ‘
“Is—is he—among your prisoners?”’
she asked in a trembling voice
“Warren Stryker” No, and truly for
your sake and the memory of the
school days of us three in New York I
am ;lad that he is hot. 1 bear him no

arch |
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the highway: like a tornado. On his
neck was a tall figure in homespun.

“My horse!” ejaculated Colonel Wil-
liams, and, rushing a few
the road, stood ready to seize the
bridle,

The horseman faced to the front.
For a moment the carbine was at his
shoulder; then it was lowered,
while a woman's gcream arose from
the church door the clattering hoofs

 dashed by.

Red coated dragoons emerged at a

gallop from a lane into the road before

malice, though he took the rebel side
and for a time at least had stolen your |

¥

affections.’

“IKdward, I love him now and will
be true to him while yon holly is ever-
green,” replied the fair girl, flushing

rosy red and drawing herself up to her |
. its banks, from where the lone horse-

full height. A holly bush outside the
window had suggested: her last words.
“IHe is a rebel soldier, as you ere a
brave loyalist. For the success of our
side I pray daily, bhourly pray, and for
his safety.” -

“When did you see him last, may 1
ask?”’ he inquired coolly.

“Three weeks ago,” she moaned.

“What, here?’ he blurted out in
aiarm,

“Yes,” she sighed, still swaying from

side to side in her wretchedness,
“when his regiment crossed the river.”

“Then he’s in the camp over yon-
der?”

“1 suppose s0."”

“Great heavens! Our information

was that Captain Stryker, Washing-
ton's most useful scout and spy, came
in from Morristown with Lee and was
one of the few who escaped last night,
but who must soon be taken, as they
cannot cross the river owing to the
strict watch of our horsemen, Whew,
here's a pleasant prospect for me now,
the chance of meeting him in yonder
amp! 'Tis well indeed that I go at
night and that the headquarters are so
near the river. When the war ends in
rebel efeat his davs will be num-
bered."

“Oh, Edward, “will you save him?"”
She stood white and shaking before
him, her hands clasped in supplication.,

“The captor of George Washington
wi ald surely be granted the pardon of
a sebel captain.”

“You will, then?”

He caught both her hands passion-
ntely.

“If you marry me,”” he answered,
with slow, erim decisiveness,

whe wrenched her hands free, burst
into tears and swept from the room.

CHAFPTER 11,
£ rushed from the house, hot
with rage and shame. He felt
that he should have waited
until Stryker was a prisoner.
He had made a false move, and now
sven her esteem was lost to him.,

A party of four Hessian officers,
half drunk and noisy, were coming up
the street. Among them was one, the
soberest of the lot, a burly, brawny,
curly bearded man of forty, who wore
the mercenaries’ insignia of the rank
of a colonel. “Probably Rahl,” thought
our colonel. He was right. Colonel
Rahl made no guess as to who the

- other was. He did not care, but he had
He walked to the mantel and took up |

I
|
|
|
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the courtesy to salute an officer out-
ranking him, for colonials as well as
regulars of the British did outrank the
hired foreigners,

The courtesy was in the act of being
returned when Rahl exclaimed, look-
ing straight ahead:

“Mein Gott, dere was mein schatz!
Schtop! Hey, mein peauty!”

As he raised his voice to carry these
last words to some person ahead whom
he was addressing Colonel Williams
turned around and saw Ann Wilson,
who had just left her home to attend
church, running in fright to the door
of the sacred edifice. The Hessians
broke into a roar of laughter, and their
leader swore in his broken English
that he had noted the house she had
come out of and would
headquarters during his stay in Tren-
ton,

In an instant the enraged colonial
was at the side of Rahl,

White with anger, he managed to
say, with some show of calmness:
“Pardon me, colonel, but I am here by
special order of lLord Cornwallis. That
house belongs to friends of mine, and
I have made it my headquarters dur-
ing our stay in Trenton,”

“Colonel,” responded the now angry
foreigner (we¢ will forego his mangled
English), “I am in this service for pay,
and, as I may suppose vou know, that
service ends in a few davs, so I do not
care a button now what I do.”

“You shall vot intrude in that house,
I tell you!”

“We shall see!”

They had been walking together in
the direction of the church, and now
they arrived opposite its door. The
Hessians sauntered along laughing.,
Williams, without another word, turn-
ed into the church just as the vener-
able clergyrmman was beginning his dis-
course. Ann Wilson wese in her ac-
customed pew, near the pulpit.

Crack, crack, crack!

The sound of musket firing close by
was the sudden and startling rejoinder
which interrupted the reverend man.
His congregation arose in panic and

‘rushed out of the church door.

A fine and fiery roan steed came up

make it his |

' yard

—— e e o

=

=

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc6000_42_1-0413.jpg

him and formed across it to bar his
way, while at full speed rode in from
the other direction a larger party, in
the same uniforms, probably the men
who had fired on him. Colonel Wil-
lilams advanced on foot, calling out to
the pursued one to surrender.

“The river! The river!” shrieked
Ann Wilson, and for an instant every
brain but one thought of a rebel at-
tack, and every eve was turned to the
sunlit Delaware and its floating icy
isles. It was but twenty yards away.
A little churchyard stretched down to

man waited and watched, finger on
trigger, for the best chance to make
one opening in the red ranks through
which he might make another dash to
freedom.*

But suddenly he was over the church-
wall, and from the high river
bank he and his horse plunged into the
icy flood below.

Half a dozen dragoons with whom

and |

yards up |

await the coming up of his re-en-
forcements, muttering to himself,

“And the beauty shall be one of the
party.,” Ann and her father followed
Williams and the prisoner into the
house, and the dragoons surrounded it.

w CHAPTER III,

HIE prisoner wheeled about and
with a smiie held out a hand to
wan and tottering Ann.

“Fear not for me, dear,” he
said. “Christmas tells us there is a
Saviour.”

She placed® her hand in his, shud-
dered and looked appealingly at Wil-
Jiams. No word did she speak, but
her father, to whom Strvker offered his
disengaged hand, sobbed as his quaver-
ing voice uttered the words:

“Oh, Warren Stryker, you utter blas-
phemy!
forgive you for yvcur treason and for
the woe you have brought to us!”

The young man's smile died away.

He turned from father and daughter |

to Williams, who sullenly looked on,

and held out his right hand t» him.
“Under this roof there is truce, I sup-

pose,” siaid he, again smiling. The

other took the hand for the fraction of |

1 second and then said hastily, “War-
ren, you must have dry clothing at
once,”

“A suit will be found in my room,”
sobbed the old clergyvman.

The two young men went up the
stairs, and the colonel entered the
room with Stryker, explaining that he
must keep guard over hin.

“Everybody knows of your dashing
exploits and your keeping the rebel
headquarters informed of all our move-
ments as Washington's most trusted
scout, and I'll wager that you Lknow

| ’ ¥ - ! ¥ i
Son of my neighbor, may God | ed his

why it is especially important not to |

“But how
.:-'!'L]”i'

lose you now,” he added.
and why did you take my lLorse?

“Send her and her father up to the
camp under escort of your dragoons,”
decided Stryker, rising,

“Good! And I can send you up with
them and so save your life, but on con-
dition”

“What i 17

“That you pledge yourself never to
see Ann Wilson again after I secure
vour release.”

“How can you save me?’ The ques-
tioner’s cheeks flushed, and he bit his
(p.

"1 will tell Lord Cornwallis when I
isk for your liberty that you turned
loyalist for sake of old friendship with
me and gave me your boat in this en-
terprise.” '

“And I will tell him that you lie!”

The loyalist recoiled from the
thunder of the retort. The other fold-
arms as if to restrain them
from violence, and, quivering with pas-
sion, he uttered these words in accents
of deepest scorn:

“(zive up my love and my good pa-
triot repute for the skulking remnant
of the life of a self scorning wretch?
Ned Williams, you must have forgot-
ten me strangely!”

While this was passing upstairs the
doctor was pacing his study in deep
misery, and his stricken daughter was
swaying with clasped hands once more
in her chair in the little parlor,

sShe went out to old Betty
kitchen. *‘Tell Colonel Williams I want
to see him,” said she. |

The colonel came running down the
stairs. She advanced to him with a
face like death,

“Save him,” she moaned, lifting her
clasped hands,

“And then?”

“The holly
oreen!”

With a ery of joy he clasped her to

his breast. *“I promise!” said he in

leaves are no longer
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the Hessian officers now mingled dis-
mounted and clambered over the wall.
They saw the noble steed struggling
helplessly in a whirling ice filled eddy
that touched the shore.

“Don’t shoot!” cried Colonel Wil-
liams, running after the party. “The
horse and man must be swept ashore
there!” The soldiers were taking aim.

The redcoats lowered their carbines,
for they were Captain Hardy’s com-
pany of Willlams’ own command, but
Jolonel Rahl, who, with his merry
friends, had gained the bank, took a
pistol out of his pocket and fired at

the daring rider, now within a dozen

yvards and coming inshore, Horse and
rider sank, and when they next ap-
peared the man was out of the stir-
rups, the horse was bleeding and dy-
ing, and both were close to the bank.
With the assistance of bridle reins
thrown to him the fugitive climbed
out and up the icy bank, still holding
his trusty carbine, now, alas, useless.

“Surrender to me, you dog of a
rebel!” shouted Rahl. The prisoner
looked at him with a glance of con-
tempt. ‘“Take this man to the first
house, there, the parsonage!” cried
Colonel Williams, and the dragoons
proceeded to obey. The Hessians
glared impotently,

“Yery well,” cried Rahl, with a
forced laugh, “that will do; that's my
headquarters. Captain Hermann, you
and Steyn and Brandt go and bring up
your companies. We will soon see who
is in command here!”

Ann Wilson, her face white as that
of the aged man on whose arm she
leaned, had eyes for no one or nothing
but the oncoming, dripping prisoner.

They looked sadly into each other's
eyes, but made no sign of recognition
a8 his captors halted him at the door,

Colonel Willlams, coming up, asked
the preacher to admit the half drowned
man and to provide him with change
of clothing at once. “He is my pris-
oner,” he added, with a glance at woe
stricken Ann. Was it a look of tri-
umph or of assurance? Alas, she could
not tell.

“And look you, old one, that he does
not escape, else I'll hang you for it.
I'm in command in Trenton, and this
house is my headquarters.

 ready for dinner in an hour, and so

will three of my captains. You hear?”
S0 spoke Rahl and sauntered off to

I will be |

ah, me—but you were warmly clad
with a suit of Hessian uniform under
your homespun.”

The other was rapidly donning the
garments of the doctor,

“Under the circumstances ’'tis no use

denying, Edward,” he replied, ‘‘that
I know who ‘Captain Stafford’ is.

There are many tongues in the big
camp that stretch from here to head-
quarters in Bordentown that can be
made to wag with a farmer lad’'s ap-
plejack!”

“So you were the sutler T saw as 1
rode out of camp?”’

“Yes, and I followed on foot to reach
my boat and cross ahead of you with
warning., I went so briskly that I ex-
cited some interest, I reckon. Infan-
try chased me, but 1 distanced them,
I knew the dragoons would be after
me next and that I must pull off my
countryman’s garb. The road was full
of Hesslans as I came near the village,
and so I decided to go to your folks’
barn to make the change. As I opened
the door of it I saw the redcoats come
riding over the hill. They saw me too.
You know the rest.”

“You have no chance of merey!”
saild Williams coldly, his hands bhe-
hind him.

At that moment a tumult was heard
in the street. Both men, looking out,
saw a frightened woman pursued by
two Hessian soldiers run into a house.
A brawny civilian immediately ap-
peared at the door and knocked down
one of the ruffians after another. Oth-
ers of the townsmen rushed up, and
other Iessians, but Captain Hardy
sent half a dozen of hig dragoons in
among the gathering rioters and dis-
persed them.

“Behold the work of your glorious
King George!” cried Stryker bitterly.
“You speak of mercy. I would beg no
mercy for myself, even if you had the
power to grant it. But, Ned, think of
her who is dear to both of us, think of
her peril in the hands of these foreign-
ers; then, and at risk of all and every-
thing—plot, prize, honor and even life—
place her out of danger. That I im-

plore you!”

He caught Willilams’ hand between
both of his.

“True, it should be done,” said the
other, and just then came the sound
of another uproar farther up the street,
“But how—that's the question?” :

[

gleeful tones. ‘‘And now there is no
time to be lost, darling. I will send
him and you and your father and Bet-
ty to the British camp, out of the pow-
er of this Hessian colonel, and then 1
will prepare for’’—And he pointed

- across the river.

‘“No, no!”’ she cried, springing away
from him. ‘“That was not your for-
mer offer. My eyes have been opened.
Horror is reigning here. Take Warren
across the river with you and bid the
generous Washington come will all
his forces before these devils expect
him, promising that even the women
of Trenton will fight in the streets to
ald him. Do this, and I am yours as

' soon as the town is saved!”’

| with the request that nothing

Colonel Williamg, chin on breast,
slowly paced the floor. Compressing
his lips firmly, he paused before her
and said rapidly:

“You add conditions now that would
make my saving him impossible. Your

nerves are overwrought. Should T do
as you ask Washington would still be
captured—so should I—and who would
then be left to intercede for him up-

stairs, in that case again a captive?’’

““Oh, my god, too true!’”” she cried,
for, like all the Tories, she had been
taught to believe the king’s troops ulti-
mately invincible.

““What I can and will do,’’ he added,
‘‘is to send him to thecamp a prisoner,
be done
on his case until I return. Then I will
make intercession for him as one hav-
ing' the right to do so.”’

“‘God bless you!”’ she murmured. Oh,
she did not see the sly wicked gleam in
his eye nor guess that he might insist

‘upon having the wedding before risk-

ing his intercession. Poor, harassed
child !

‘‘Call Captain Hardy!’’ called out the
young man to old Betty, trudging past
the door.

The old woman did so and the Cap-
tain entered. His colonel had but be-
gun to give his order when the street
door was thrown open again, and in it
stood Rahl and his tipsy captains, grin-
ning triumphiantly, while outside ‘‘the
thin red line’’ of draroons the street
was packed with Hessians.

‘“‘Colonel,”” said Rahl, advancing in-
solently, ‘‘here is anorder from Lord
Cornwallis that you turn over the spy
to the for instant execution and pro-
ceed on your errand.”” He showed a

(Continued on Third Page,)
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