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THE LIBERTY BOY®

CUNNING. * 5

Winchester was weak as an infant, and almost uncon-
scious,

“Place the candle on the table, there,” said Dick. “And
then bring me some clean cloths to use as bandages, and
gome water, and such things as you have in the way of
salves.”

The man did as told, and was soon back, with the things
Dick had asked for. The frank-faced young fellow who
had asked to help carry the wounded man came along, and
he watched Dick with interest, while the youth washed the
wound and applied the salve and bandages.

“Now a bit of brandy or wine, if you have it, sir,” said
Dick to the man of the house. “You see, the wounded man
_is unconscious, and we must bring him to.”

The man hastened away, but was back soon with a bottle
of wine, and a glass.

The “Liberty Boy” poured some wine in the glass, and
 then forced some of it between the unconscious man’s lips.
e kept this up till at last the spy gave a slight gasp, and
opened his eyes.

“He will be all right, now, I think, sir,” said Dick to the
man. “All that will be necessary is that he be given care-
ful nursing, and he will be able to get out and around in a
uple of weeks.”

{ to be wounded ?”
he “Liberty Boy” shook his head.

“T{ien’t best to tell all one knows,” he said with a smile,
“and least of all is it wise to do so in these troublous times.
I will simply say that he is a man quite seriously wounded,
and that for humanity’s sake you should be willing to
do what you can for him, and let it go at that.”

“I think I understand,” said the man with a smile.
“You and this wounded man are enemies, and likely one is
a redcoat, the other a patriot. In truth, I suspect that
you gave the man his wound.”

“You have a right to surmise what you like, sir,” was
the smiling reply. “As for me, I must be going. You will
find this man’s horse at the front-yard fence, and can do
what you please with the animal.”

“We will look after him.”

“Very well: And now, good-by.”

At this instant loud voices were heard coming up from
below, and the words could be plainly distinguished.
What the three heard was:

“We want the rebel spy, Dick Slater. He is in this
house, we know, for his horse is at the gate, as is also the

“tiorse of a friend of ours, who, we think, is wounded. They
must hoth be here. Where are they—upstairs ?”

In some manner friends of Winchester had learned that

_Dick Slater had wounded the British spy, and had followed
him to this house.

“You are Dick Slater?” asked the man of the house
eagerly.

The “Liberty Boy” was impressed by the look on the
man’s face and the tone of his voice with the belief that
he was a patriot, so replied unhesitatingly:

®

. “Who and what is he?” the man asked, “and how came

‘in an appearance, however.

“I am Dick Slater.”

“Then I will save you,” was the man’s next words. “I
am Wilson Metcalf, a patriot who has six sons in the pa-
triot army.”

CHAPTER III.

DICK ESCAPES.

" “Thank you!” said Dick.

“Come,” said Mr:. Metcalf, “we must get out of here.
Harry, will you stay here with the wounded man ?” this to
the handsome young man.

“Certainly, Mr. Metcalf,” was the réply.

Then the man hastened out of the room, Dick following
close at his heels.

The patriot led the way along the hall, to the farther
end, where there was a window. This window he hastily
raised, for the trampling of feet could be heard on the
front stairs, and it was evident that the British were
coming upstairs. :

“Climb out, quickly,” he said to Dick. “And good-by.
I hope you will reach the patriot army safely.”

“I guesg I shall, sir. Thank you for your good wishes.
Good-by.” Then he was through the window, and sliding
down the sloping roof of a shed-room in a jiffy.

Mr. Metcalf then closed the window and hastened back
to the room where Harry Jones—such was the young man’s
name—and the wounded spy were. He was fortunate
enough to reach there before the British appeared.

Only a very few moments elapsed before the English put
There were six of them, and
when they saw their wounded comrade lying on the bed,
exclamations escaped their lips, and they looked around for
the patriol spy, Dick Slater.

“There he is! That is Dick Slater. Seize him, men!”
cried one, pointing to Harry Jones; but Mr, Metcalf inter-
posed, and motioned the soldiers back.

“You are mistaken,” he said. “This young man is not
Dick Slater.” )

“He is not?” doubtingly.

143 No.”

“I don’t believe you.
he'?”

“He was here, but left "the instant he heard your
voices.”

It was evident that the redcoats did mnot place much
credence in Mr. Metcalf’s statement. They thought that
Harry Jones was Dick Slater, and that the man was trying
to deceive them, so that Dick might escape.”

“Which way did Dick Slater go?? the redcoat leader
asked.

“He went along the hall, to the rear, and climbed out
of the window.”

The redcoats looked at one another dubiously and ques-

Where is Dick Slater if this is not



