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CHAPTER I.
ON THE PHIERET-LINE.

Across our front, and not very far away, ran a
roadd that led from Calpepper on the south toward
Lost Mountain and Ashby’s Gap on the northy and
the Colonel passed some time every nipght on that
road.  (ne glorious, silent, starlight pight he ex-
plored it as uwsusl, accompanied only by Cuplain
Tembrole, who was then acting as major—for the
major had been killed at Malvern Ilills.  They had
ridden with enstownary care a mile, perhape, beyond
our last pieket, and toward the soath, when the Col-
onel heard a sound abead wlieh he stopped to eon-
sidor, e wag soon sutietied there was n horseman
coming down this road towaml them. Tle heard
clearly in o few moments the jingle of accoutre-
ments, and then a voice singing the Sounthern dog-
gerel, “Iuwrrah for the boonie blue flag, that
bears a single star™ It was a Confederate soldier,
therofore ; but were there more behind him ! Was
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it a case that required a rapid ride to onr lines that
the men might ke put wnder arms to be ready for
any possibility, or was iz merely some straggler
nnaware that thers were Union troops near by ! Or
was thiz horsoman, indeed, the bait to o trap®

Dave had often lavghed ot the simplicity of cer-
tain of our noewly-fledged regimental and brigado
cornmanders, who had only eome down Sonth to be
canght in some casy teap and be marched away pris-
oners by Mosby or others of that kidney, Indeed
for mishaps of thot sort there was ne sympathy, and
the old man koew it would never do to be caught
in that way.

And yet if he should vide away from this possi-
ble trap and give an alarm in eamop!

An old zoldier does not put his men under arms
after tape for slight reasons, and never on snspi-
cion. Hasty and ineonsiderute alarng are common
where soldicrs are new to their duty; but they did
not oceur in old Dave’s camnp.  In the few moments
before the stranger came inlo view ever the hill in
fromt, the Colouel judged that it wonld be safe to
sce clearly what was behind this night-rambler, and
then i he was alone they would take him; for a
prisoner is an article of value in all cases wh-::rﬂ in-
formation in regard to the movements of the enemy
iz 80 scarce as it was with us ab that period, e
may not mean to tell you anyvthing, but lie eannot
help it.  The mere name of his regiment or divi
sion tells what troope are near you.

And a soldier ia always proud to tell the name of



0N THE PICEET-LINE. 5

his commander, because he glories in the achieve-
mentz of his own corps.  Detween Manassas and
Grainesville, in that very eampaign, one of onr com-
panies got a fellow who wouldn’t eay a word—held
his month as tight as a bear-trap.  Butwhen Ite was
asked, with an indifferent aiv, what army he was in,
he lifted np his head and said, “General Long-
strect’s, sie?  Well, fiiat faet was of wonderful con-
sequence to us. It had been snpposcd that we were
on Stonewall Jackaon’s flanl, and that he was cnt
off ; but here was Longstrect in front,  That fellow
eaved onr army from wasting five thonsand men in
a vain battle: yet his fixed porposs was not to give
any information.

Dave, who kuew all the valne of a prizoner, con-
senmently led Pembrvoke into the sladew of the
woods, and they waited for the stranger, who eame
in gight 1o a very little while.

He was u handsome figure in the etarlight. He
gat with an easy and gallunt aiv o tall bay, whose fine
limbs they saw would bother them greatly if she
lind a chanee to run for her riders liberty, and
whose restiveness showed that an easy gait was taken
for some other reason than cousideration for her.

Confederate soldiers whose noiforme could be
fairvly ealled fresh or brilliant were seldom geen on
owr front at any place or time; for they were not
put near, apparently, till the tough expericnces of a
soldier’s life had dimmed the bravery of the first
snit, and a second suit was an unkoown fact. Dut
this soldier's snit was less dingy than eommon. His
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eray secined to lave a glose of newness; and lis
buttons and gold lace and other frippery, thoneh
their glitter was perhops exapgerated by the decep-
tive illwmination of ihe stars, scemed to declare
themselves ignerant of the vicissiindes of a eamn-
paigt.

Dave consequently indulged donbis whether this
conld Be one of Lee’s men. I[ he was, he had
joined Lec’s army lately, avd the avmy was not far
away; for this fellow seomed lo come ont of o
bandbox.  Yet there was abont him 20 mueh of the
style of an old soldicr hie conld not be a mere reernit,
Altogether, there was enough in the eircumstance
to mystify our two friends hiddea in the shadew of
the wood by the roadeide ; but thie puzzle did not
distract their thonelts from the prineipal doubt of
the moment. Wiz lhie alove?  Thov soon felt sure
that he was, for the rond was clear for geveral hun-
dred yards bthind him, aod ng eonnd eame from
that direction.

Baut deliberntion was soou ent short, for just as
the stranger came opposite one hidden fricnds his
keen nag turned lLer nose almost s if she were o
pointer to Dave aud Pembroke in the ehadow, and
shp gave an cnergotie snort, and Pembroke's horse
whinnied an anewor ; wherenpon the stranger drew
up snddenly, and scanned for a second that point
of animated gloom Ly the wayeide; but before he
had resolved the deubts in s mind, or determined
aline of action, Dave gave the word, and the two
charged together, and with cocked pistols leld
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aerninat his head ot either side almost before e knew
it, he had no diseretion. o surrender was the only
possible eourse for a rational ereature.

The prisoner now rode into our lines between his
captars.  ILis light-heartedness was gove ; and that
oyant gayety which had found veut in the popo-
lar vefrain was replaced by a despondency so sudden
and deep as to seem to old Dave almest unmanly.,
ITe thonght the nataeal fortitnde or bravado of a
yonugsier—even if not reinforced by the defiant
gpirit of an ememy—shonld enalile oue to face an
always imminent mizehanee with more resolution
than appeared in the prisoner. Dave thonght it
natnral that = soldier should be 1n the dowmps in such
circnmatanees; but to be o terribly down as this fel-
low was seemed to Lim to imply some rmore than
ordinary apprehension : and frem that to the nelion
that it was necessary to know partienlarly ali about
this prisouer was not far.

*“Why,” said Iave, *if you had been taken asz a
gpy iueide our lines, and were to be hanged in half
an hour, yon conld not be more broken np.”

I 0t were only faecing death for myself,” said
the rel, quietly, “I an too familiar with that ex-
pericnee to heed it a great deal”

“All then there is wiore in the easc than your
life or death ¥

“Yes, sir.”

“Yonr capture concerns the welfare of otlers ¥°

“Yes, sir; at least of another”

Dave's mystifieation was only made deeper. Wi



