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4 THE LIBERTY BOYS' CUNNING. 

This frightened the horse, and it dashed away, in the 
1 

"Oh, you'll be all right," said Dick. "I am going to 
direction of Chester, while Dick urged his- horse in pursuit. take you into this house, and give you all Cthe attention 

"There, I rather think I got the better of those scoun- possible. I think you will be all right, and will recover in the 
drels, after all!" thought the youth, with a feeling of satis- course of a few weeks." 
faction. "They thought they had me in their power, but "I-hope-:so." The voice was very faint, and Dick felt 
slipped up on it." that no time was to be lost. 

The youth urged his horse to its best speed, in the hope The youth was wonderfully strong, and he took hold 
that he· might overtake Winchester, and he did gain on the of the wounded man, and carefully lifted him out of th 
fugitive. - saddle. Then, taking the man in his arms,· as if he were 

Closer and closer Dick drew to the fleeing man, and as an nifant, almost, Dick carried him across the yard and 
he came close up behind the fugitive Dick saw that the fel- up on the porch. He rapped on the door, and a voice 
low: was still lying forward on the horse's neck, as if badly called out: 
wounded. "Who is there?" 

Closer and closer Dick drew, and then he came up The music and dancing had just stopped, a quadrille 
alongside the other. As he did so, Winchester suddenly having just been finished, and the knock WIJ.S heard within, 
straightened up, extended his arm, and Dick saw a pistol where otherwise it would not have been. 
was grasped in the hand. "A friend," replied Dick. "Open the door at once, 

Crack! went the weapon. please." 
Winchester, although wounded severely, had attempted The next instant the door was opened by a woman, who, 

to kill the patriot youth, and came very near succeeding. ll"hen she saw Dick standing there with a man all covered 
Dick reali:ced his danger, and knocked the other's hand up with blood in his arms, gave utterance to a scream and 
just in time, and the bullet whistled over his head. ran away. 

"Foiled!" half-gasped Winchester, and then he sank for- 'l'he "liberty Boy" did not hesitate, however, but 
ward on his horse's neck once more. stepped across the threshold into the room.· 

Seeing there was nothing more to fear from the wound- Perhaps twenty youths and maidens were in _the room, 
ed man, Dick reached out, took hold of the rein, and pulled and exclamations and cries of wonder and �a�f�f�J�l�f�&�~� esca 
the horse down to an ordinary gallop, and then to a walk. the lips of all. 

"Where are you wounded, Winchester?" asked Dick. "Oh, a dead �m�a�~�!�"� cried several of the girls, in chorus. 
·· In-the--left shoulder," was the reply. The voice "How terrible!" 

was faint, and Dick realized that the man was rapidly 
growing ·weak from loss of blood. "He is not dead, young ladies," said Dick. "He is 

wounded, and I wish to have him taken care of here. 
"It will be impossible for me to take him to Chester," Where is the man or woman of the house?" 

said Dick to himself, "so I think the best thing I can do is 
to stop at the first house I come to, and turn him over 
to the care of the people there." 

The "Liberty Boy" was humane, and did not wish to let 
the spy die, tricky as the fellow had been, and much as 
Winchester had intended causing him all the trouble pos
sible. 

Half a mile farther on Dick came to a farmhouse. · 
He brought the horses to a stop, and looked at the 

wounded man, and then at the house. 
The house was lighted up, and the sound of music and 

dancing came to the youth's ears. 
''Jove, it will spoil the sport of those young people if I 

take the rascal in there," the youth thought. "But, then, 
they can get along if they don't get to dance till morning. 
If I were to go on to the next house this man might lose 
so much blood that he could not live. I will take him in 
here and leave him in the care of the people." 

The "Liberty Boy" leaped to the ground, and leading 
the horses to the fence, tied them. Then he stepped to the 
side of '\'Yinchester's horse, and taking hold of the wound
ed man., shook him slightly, and said: 

"How are you feeling? Are you conscious yet?" 
''Ye$," was the reply in a faint whisper, "but-I'm-as 

-near-death's-door as-a-man-can well-be." 

r 

"I am the man of the house, sir," said a man, appear
ing from an adjoining room, into which the frightened 
woman had fled, after opening t11e door. "You say the 
man is wounded, and you wish to have him cared for 
here?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"Very well. Bring him along. We will take him to an 

upstairs room, where the noise will not be heard by him." 
"Let me help you carry him, sir," said a handsome, 

frank-faced fellow of l:l'bout Dick's age. 
"Thank you," said Dick. "But I can carry him." 
Then Dick followed the man of the house out of the 

room, along a hall, and up a flight of stairs and into a 
room at one side. 

�~� 
There was a bed in one corner, and the man motioned 

toward it, and said: 
"Place him on the bed." 
"You had better get an old blanket, or something, sir.'' 

said Dick. "You see, he is bleeding, and it will spoil the 
bed-clothes if we are not careful." · 

"Here is the •ecy thing," throwing open a closet-door, 
and bringing forth an old blanket. This he spread on the 
brd. and i.hen Dick paced the wounded man gently 
thereon. 



THE LIBERTY BOYS' CUNNING. 

Winchester was weak as an infant, and almost uncon-1 "I am Dick Slater." 
scious. "Then I will save you," was the man's next words. "I 

"Place the candle on the table, there," said Dick. "And am Wilson Metcalf, a patriot who has six sons in the pa
then bring me some clean cloths to use as bandages, and triot army." 
some 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 bot1le 
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. 
Ile kept. this up till at last the spy gave a slight gasp, and 
opened his eyes. 
"H~ 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 
couple of weeks." 

"Who and what is he?" the man asked, "and how came 
he to be wounded ?" 

The '·'Liberty Boy" shook his head. 
''It isn'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. 

CHAP'l'ER 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 reply. 
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 gues~ 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 
I will simply say that he is a man quite seriously wounded, to the room where Harry Jones-such was the young man's 
and that for humanity's sake you should be willing to name-and the wounded spy were. He was fortunate 
do vdiat you can for him, and let it go at that." eno.ugh to reach there before the British appeared. 

"I think I understand," said the man with a smile. Only a very few moments elapsed before the English put 
;i You and this wounded man are enemies, and likely one is ·in an appearance, howeYer. There were six of them, and 
a redcoat, the other a patriot. In truth, I suspect that when they saw their wounded comrade lying on the bed, 
you gave the man his wound." exclamations escaped their lips, and they looked around for 

"You h:3ve a right to surmise what you like, sir," was the patriot spy, Dick Slater. 
the smiling reply. "As for me, I must be going. You will "'l'here he is! That is· Dick Slater. Seize him, men!" 
find this man's horse at the front-yard fence, and can do cried one, pointing to Harry Jones; but Mr. Metcalf inter-
what you please with the animal." posed, and motioned the soldiers back. 

"We will look after him." "You are mistaken," he said. "This young man is not 
"Very well: And now, good-by." 
At this instant loud voices were heard coming up from 

below, and the words could be plainly distingtrished. 
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 

l:iorse of a friend of ours, who, we think, is wounded. They 
must both 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: 

Dick Slater." 

"He is not?" doubtingly. 
"No." 
"I don't believe you. Where is D1ck Slater if this is not 

he'?" 
"He was here, but left ' the instant he heard your 

voices."• 
It was evident that the redcoats did not 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 ?11 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-


