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There came a gallop of hoofs; jingle of chain and
spur and equipment.

From an upstairs bedroom window in Blanton’s house two
young girls looked out and down; and giggled.

Three troopers with an officer of Colonel Dick Rush’s regiment
of lancers had ridden up under the apple trees in front
of Secret Service Headquarters.

The Pennsylvanians, carrying long lances garnished with
scarlet pennons, were pleasing to the female eye. The two
girls regarded them with interest.

But their stern young captain immediately dismounted and
strode into the house, his saber banging at his heels; and the
girls continued their interrupted occupation before a bedroom
mirror, the faded and wavy glass of which distorted their
faces and sent them into fits of laughter.

Under the apple trees one admiring lancer said to another:
“That’s a elegant gal up there at the winder.”

“Yeah,” said the other, “and that’s a pretty little nigger
with her. Pretty as a white gal.”

At Secret Service Headquarters, momentarily now at Blanton’s—and
whence Marmaduke Blanton had fled in disgust
at Yankee approach—were gathered in conference several
solemn civilians and officers.

Their tobacco smoke drifted across the room, through open
windows into breezy September sunshine.

Outside under deep-fruited apple trees lounged a dozen or
fifteen shabby-looking men, some gaunt and bearded, others
mere boys with smooth, weather-browned features.

In the eyes of all was the same indefinable look; around
each sunburned neck was coiled, invisibly, the hangman’s
rope.

For these men were spies, scouts and couriers of the Union
Army, awaiting duty. And he who was called might return
with information, or might remain in Dixie to dance the
dreary gallows jig.

Some of these silent fellows, in their shirt sleeves, were
playing cards and checkers; others lay on the grass with remote
and speculative gaze fixed on the blue hills, whence,
across hazy meadows and woodlands, came bugle music and
beating of drums.



In the sunny smoke mist of the room in Blanton’s house
there was no sound except an intermittent creak from Colonel
Sharpe’s rocking chair, and the syncopated rattle of a military
telegraph instrument in an adjoining “best parlor.” A
Federal detective slowly paced the hallway, guarding the
closed door of the tobacco-reeking room.

Then, abruptly, a man came out of the parlor where the
telegraphing was going on, and entered the room.

He was a square-hewn, bearded man. Two small eyes glimmered
in ambush behind high cheek bones.

“All right, gentlemen,” he said harshly.

Captain Cadwallader of the 6th Pennsylvania Lancers got
up out of the rocking chair; the Chief of the Federal Secret
Service sat down in it, crossed one knee over the other and
took a dry suck at his curved pipe which had gone cold.

His narrow glance traveled from one man to the next;
lingered a little maliciously on George Sharpe, Colonel of the
120th New York Infantry; squinted at Charles Cadwallader,
the obliging captain of Pennsylvania lancers; at Dick Rivett,
captain in his own corps of spies and guides; at Alexander
McCloud—his cipher man; at George Waring, six feet three
of handsome, ruddy youth in the fanciful hussar uniform of
his 4th Michigan Cavalry.

It was September, 1862, and the Northern armies still remained
beautiful in spots, and still very full of hussars,
lancers, Zouaves, and voltigeurs.

“Just a moment more, gentlemen,” said Major Allen
grimly. “They are enciphering my report for the President.”

Then the hallway door was flung open, and Stanton’s
“shadow” entered, cloaked, slouch hatted, darkly handsome,
and as gracefully sinister as an opera villain about to betray
a simpering soprano.

His name was William Moore—like Captain Kidd’s gunner.
The shadowy private secretary to the Secretary of War
shook hands stealthily with those he knew, bowed to others,
flung aside his cloak with a superb gesture.

“All right!” rasped Major Allen.

Silence in the smoky room; then Alan Pinkerton—known
in the army as Major Allen—spoke again in a voice so dry
it seemed to crackle:

“There’s dissatisfaction in Washington with my department,
gentlemen. You all know it. Know this, too: I’m not
apologizing for my department—or for myself”—He looked
at Moore as though to say: “Tell that to Stanton and be
damned to you both!”

“I’m no politician,” he snarled, “—whatever else I may be.
Here’s the situation: my general, of course, has got to know
what is going on out yonder behind the river and the rebel
cavalry screen. Mr. Moore, you are here to tell Mr. Stanton
what measures I am taking to find out”—

He was stuffing his crooked pipe with shag; he lighted it
now:

“—All right, tell him that the rebels have just hanged the
two spies I sent to watch Stuart. That makes three of my
men gone.... That makes three of my best spies hanged this
week! ... Well, I’m sending two more. My very best.”

He scowled at Moore, and his voice became so dry that it
grew squeaky, like an ungreased axle: “My compliments to
Mr. Stanton! Yes. Maybe you might respectfully remind the
honorable Secretary of War that his Secret Service operators
have done no better than mine.”

Mr. Moore folded his arms and nodded, slowly, dramatically.

Pinkerton rose. He said to Colonel Waring: “You see
those men out there under the trees? They’re some of my
scouts, spies, couriers and detectives. Captain Dick Rivett,
here, of our service, will go out with you and pick out any
man you want for General Asboth. Take him along with
you. You may take one of my Virginia Indians, too, if you
like.”

The handsome young cavalry colonel thanked him and
nodded to Dick Rivett.

To Captain of Lancers Cadwallader, Pinkerton turned:

“General McClellan permits me to draft two men for my
service from your lancers.”

Cadwallader handed him a list of men available and suited
by temperament for Secret Service duty. On this list two
were marked as fearless, intelligent, and fond of that peculiar
kind of excitement arising from personal peril.

“Send them,” said Pinkerton briefly.

“I took the liberty of bringing them with me”—Cadwallader
pointed through the open window to the orchard where
three lancers sat their horses. Cadwallader’s horse, also, stood
there.

“All right,” said Pinkerton, “send back their nags and
their fancy lances to Colonel Dick Rush—who possibly
knows what to do with such weapons.” He added sourly,
“And that’s all.”

There ensued a brief, uncomfortable pause, then officers
and civilians rose to take leave; Colonel Waring following
Dick Rivett and Sandy McCloud; Cadwallader going out
with Mr. Moore and his opera cloak. When they had gone,
Pinkerton looked defiantly at Colonel Sharpe.

“George,” said he, “I’ll be honest with you. I know, if I
quit this job, you’ll succeed me.”

“I don’t know that,” said Colonel Sharpe. He was in full
uniform—tall, well built, full lipped, slightly heavy of features,
and wore a cavalry mustache and short side-burns.

“Is it to be straight talk?” demanded Pinkerton harshly.

“Yes, straight, Major.”

“Then, if I resign, you’ll be head of the Bureau of Military
Information, and Deputy Provost-Marshal-General.”

“Do you mean to resign, Major Allen?”

“Yes. My general is going to be superseded. I know it if
you don’t. But I guess you do know it. When little Mac
goes, I won’t remain. He’s not only my friend, but he’s the
best general officer in the United States—whatever others
think. And the army, God bless it, agrees with me.”

Sharpe remained politely silent.

“George,” rasped Pinkerton, “I’m no cur in the manger;
I’ll make it as easy and agreeable for you as possible. That
is why I asked you prematurely to come here. Something has
got to be done about Jeb Stuart. I think I’ve a spy they can’t
catch and hang, and who is going to find out for us what is
happening over yonder. I want you to see her.”

“Her?”

“Yes, her,” retorted Pinkerton. “All women are not damn
fools.”

“Is she here?”

“Upstairs.”

He stepped to the door and bade the Federal detective on
guard to bring in Number Eleven.

“Alone!” he added, calling after the man. “Tell her I’ll
see her little friend later.”

To Sharpe he continued, squinting hard at him through
his pipe smoke:

“She’s Miss Cushman—to you and me. Ever heard of
her?”

“You mean the popular actress, Pauline Cushman?”

“I do. She’s Number 11. She’s already been inside the
rebel lines for me several times. I have no surer, cleverer
spy. If they ever catch her—and they never can!—I’ll give
’em leave to hang her. That’s what I think of her.”

There came a rustle of fashionable silk skirts at the door.
Alan Pinkerton rose and move forward.

“How are you, Miss Cushman?” he said drily. “You’re a
bonnie picture now—you are, indeed, ma’am. Let me present
to you my”—he coughed—“my intimate friend, Colonel
George Sharpe. You and he may become closer friends than
even than are he and I—”

Pauline Cushman looked at Sharpe and held out her hand
with a winning smile. She said in her beautifully modulated
voice:

“We all become devoted to one another in the Secret
Service.”

Pinkerton offered the rocking chair, and she settled herself
and her crinoline in it gracefully and looked at the two
men.

She had fine eyes and typical footlight features, large
enough and symmetrical enough for paint and wig to enhance.

Every movement and gesture and expression seemed to
be unstudied, so natural was her manner. And her art.

“It’s Jeb Stuart—and suicide—isn’t it, Major Allen?” she
asked Pinkerton with another smile.

“It’s Stuart, ma’am.”

“I guessed so.”

“I don’t order you to go,” croaked Pinkerton, “if you
feel that way.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, I’ll go to Martinsburg,
Major.”

“I’ll not let you go, if you feel that it’s suicide,” returned
the Chief of Secret Service, irritably. “Not that I’m inhuman,
ma’am, but a hanged spy is no use to the United States.”

Miss Cushman laughed—a full, rich, throaty laugh, calculated
to entrance any audience. “Oh, Major,” said she,
“you’re too Scotch to take a jest. I’m not the least afraid.”

“Maybe I am Scotch and dull, ma’am; but I want no more
corpses scaring the poor nags on Jeb Stuart’s picket lines.”

“Jeb Stuart isn’t going to catch me,” said Miss Cushman
carelessly. “What scouts are you sending me for couriers?”

“Jack Babcock and Gus Littlefield. I give you my best,
ma’am.”

She seemed pleased.

He sat squinting at her out of slanting eyes—pipe in hand,
one knee crossed over the other, slumped deep in his chair—his
characteristic attitude.

“Now, lassie,” said he, “what have you to tell me? There’s
a question in your bonnie eyes.”

“I’d rather not go alone this time,” she said quietly.

“Well, then, you wish to take along your little friend upstairs?
Is that it, ma’am?”

“Yes, I shall need her.”

“Possibly. But do I need her?” he growled.

“Shall I call her in?”

“Let us hear a word of her first,” said Pinkerton warily.

“She’s a very young actress in my stock company,” explained
Pauline Cushman. “When she makes up as a Negro
girl you’d never know she wasn’t one. She’s been a nurse for
two years at base hospitals. She’s very anxious to do Secret
Service work.”

“Maybe. But is she fitted?”

“The best fitted of any operator I know, man or woman,
Major.”

“What may be her name, ma’am?”

“Her stage name is Lucille Lyndon; her real name is Loveless.
Old man Loveless—you know, sir—was her father—”

“Simon Cameron’s horse broker—God rest his bones!—I
forgot he’s dead, ma’am. Well, then, is this girl as shrewd
as was old Sam Loveless?”

“Yes. Except for one thing. I’m sorry, but she has a demoralizing
effect upon men.”

“What’s that you say, ma’am?”

“The child is born to trouble men. And hers is a tender
heart. I scold her.”

“You mean the girl is light?” demanded Pinkerton sourly.

“No,” said Miss Cushman, “but she is one of those who—one
of those women to whom all men are immediately attracted.
There is such a kind of woman, you know, Major.
And, as I say, she has a youthful heart—”

Pinkerton gave her a dour look:

“And you recommend her, ma’am, to me, ma’am?”

“I do, Major. She’s a gay young thing, full of laughter and
of life; but gayety of heart is no sin, and I know of nothing
to her discredit.... And she is a natural as well as an accomplished
actress. She can seem to be anybody; deceive anybody;
and the youngness of her and her lovely face would
fool the devil himself.”

“Maybe, ma’am. But can I trust so giddy a lass?” demanded
Pinkerton.

“I am placing my own life at her mercy,” remarked Miss
Cushman. “She is wise, faithful, brave, and true. Try her.”

“You left her upstairs?” inquired Colonel Sharpe.

“Yes, Colonel. Shall I call her?”—she looked at Pinkerton.

He nodded.

Pauline Cushman sprang up in her silk and crinoline,
opened the door, and lifted her celebrated silvery voice:
“Gail! Come down!” Then she returned to her rocking chair.

A moment later a young mulatto girl stole noiselessly into
the room. She wore a single cotton garment, gone ragged
with much washing. Her little bare brown feet were shapely
and delicately formed; so were the childish hands as she
took her skirt between forefinger and thumb and curtsied.

“Mawnin’, marsters,” she said softly; “is yoh washin’
ready fo’ de laun’ress?”

Pinkerton, red with surprise and anger, was on the point
of telling her to get out, but checked himself in the same moment;
and his dour features relaxed into a sheepish grin.

Pauline Cushman laughed her delight.

“I thought,” she said to Colonel Sharpe, “that he’d understand
better if he saw her in character. So she made up while
we were waiting upstairs.”

The two men looked hard at the girl—at her close-clipped,
tightly curled dark hair; at her velvet eyes full of youth’s
light gayety; at the full, laughing lips; at the slim body
fairly a-quiver with suppressed mischief.

“Sit you down, lassie,” grunted Alan Pinkerton.

Miss Loveless seated herself happily, confidently, unsubdued.

“Loveless is your name, ma’am, I’m informed?” he
demanded.

“Gail Loveless.”

“Hae ye father or mither?” Alan Pinkerton was, sometimes,
deliberately Scotch.

“None, sir.”

“A pity. And what age may you have, miss?”

“Twenty, sir.”

“A play actress, I’m told.”

“Characters and dancing—yes, sir.”

“You were a hospital nurse lately?”

“Two years.” She named several base hospitals. He coolly
named another, and the girl nodded, surprised:

“You were nurse at Frederick Hospital, and Dwight
Dudley was your orderly. Well, then,” continued Pinkerton
with a reluctant and almost kindly smile, “I know all about
you, Miss Loveless”—he fished out some papers and displayed
them—“Here you are. I’ve had you looked up”—turning
to Pauline Cushman—“ever since you first asked
leave to bring the young lady here, ma’am. Well, we have to
know! Washington, New York, and all the North are full of
rebel female spies, agents, scouts, and what-nots.... So
you want to be an agent of the Secret Service, do you, Miss
Loveless?”

“Yes, very much.”

Pinkerton favored her with a hearty scowl.

“Hae ye courage, lassie?” he demanded, becoming Scotch
again.

“Yes, sir.”

“Never afraid?”

“Oh, yes—sometimes.”

“And what do you do when you’re afraid? Run?”

“Oh, no, sir.... But I can’t help being afraid, sometimes.
Still, there is something almost pleasant about being scared,
you know,” she added shyly.

“What’s that you say, ma’am?”

“Well—there is a kind of charming thrill—”

“Nonsense!”

Pauline Cushman interrupted: “There really is, Major
Allen. Every spy and scout feels it a little, even when badly
scared.”

“Is—that—so?” growled Pinkerton, puffing his crooked
pipe.

After a frowning silence he peered sideways at Colonel
Sharpe: “It’s true, George. They all say so. All my spies
experience a charm in personal danger.” And, to Miss Loveless:

“So you like to play peekaboo with that auld carlin,
Sawny McDeath?”

“I don’t know, I never tried it,” said the girl.

“If you’re caught, they’ll hang you,” he said, brutally
blunt.

“Yes, sir—if I’m caught.” She looked at the other girl
and they almost giggled.

There was a silence. Miss Loveless still smiled; but there
was no bravado in her smile—nothing more than gay self-confidence.

“Well, then,” said Alan Pinkerton, “listen, now, the two
of you, to what I have to say.

“If you have a real aptitude for this work, you must possess,
also, enough fearlessness and daring to overcome the
sense of danger, and find a kind of strange pleasure in situations
involving great peril.... From what you tell me,
ma’am, I guess you have that aptitude.

“But, to be successful, and keep your neck out of the
noose, you must also be clever, quick-witted, observant.
You should not be foolhardy; you should know fear; and
you must feel enough afraid to realize the consequence of
detection. Do you follow me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Because, lassie, what good is a swinging corpse to me—or
a dangling dead girl to your distracted country?”

“No good, sir,” admitted the girl, a little breathlessly.

After a pause: “You still desire to go?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir.”

Pinkerton turned to Miss Cushman: “She’ll take poor
Madden’s number, thirteen—” He wrote it down under her
name: “S. S. Operator No. 13, passes as Lucille Lyndon,
nigger laundress.”

His small, brilliant eyes seemed to bore clean through
them. Then he rose and the girls stood up.

“There are four, in the Rebel Secret Service, ye’ll beware
of,” he said coldly. “There’s Rose O’Neil, Beauregard’s
chief scout; there’s Belle Boyd—eighteen years old—and Jeb
Stuart is God, to her.

“There’s Vespasian Chancellor, Stuart’s chief scout; and
there’s Jack Gailliard, a bad young man with a laugh, who
does devil’s work for Jeb Stuart.”

He offered a dry hand to Miss Cushman, and then to
Miss Loveless.

“You go to-night. In two days I send you John Babcock.”

“Good-by,” said Miss Cushman brightly to Colonel
Sharpe who bowed in silence.

Miss Loveless nodded to him mischievously, and, seeing
him redden a little, kissed her finger tips to him, enchanted
with her visible conquest.

She whispered to Pauline Cushman as they went out:
“He’s only a great big boy, that Colonel. Did you see his
silly blush?”
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North and south stretched the range of cobalt-blue mountains.
A few trees had turned flame color.

In the valley of Virginia the air had a fragrance like
new cider, and everywhere apple trees sagged to the grass,
loaded with ripe fruit.

In the pleasant sunshine, Stuart’s idle cavalrymen, strolling
from the camp on the oak-covered hill to the river fords
below, noticed a young colored girl washing clothes above
the ford.

“Pretty li’l nigger,” they said, nudging one another.

She was so slender and dainty that they would have taken
her for a grand lady’s maid had she not been washing
clothes. For she seemed to be of the more delicate and refined
type of domestics reserved as personal servants.

“Who’s yuh quality folks, Mandy?” they called out mischievously,
strolling arm in arm; and the girl always answered
scornfully:

“Major General Jeb Stuart, if you-all has got to know.
And my name is Lucille, not Amanda.”

They didn’t believe it, and were inclined to cluster around
her—she being excessively pretty and desirable; but when
Bob, Jeb Stuart’s mulatto body servant, came down to the
water with a basket of Headquarters table linen, their simmering
audacity cooled.

“Yuh cl’ar outen hyar!” said Bob majestically, “an’ quit
pesterin’ de Gin’ral’s onliest laun’ress!”

“Oh, Bob,” said the girl, looking up from the water’s
edge, “they ain’t bother me none.” She gave the soldiers
a coquettish glance, adding that she liked to hear folks talk
and carry on while she soaped the linen.

“Pears lak yuh is too fon’ of white trash,” grumbled the
mulatto, dumping the table linen on the grass. “Yuh look out
fo’ yuhse’f, li’l black gal!”

He stared arrogantly at the snickering troopers, then
shuffled away toward the gleaming tents on the hill beyond
a fine house called The Bower, where an old colonel and his
family still exercised hospitality and eminent domain in the
teeth of the Yankee army across the river.

“What yuh doin’ to-night, Lucille?” inquired a sergeant
of cavalry, boldly approaching.

“I got a beau,” said the girl, wringing out a man’s shirt.
“Look at that shirt,” she added. “Ain’t it pretty? That’s
Gin’ral Jeb Stuart’s best shirt. You-all oughta see it when
I irons it!”

A clever looking young man in civilian clothing, who happened
along, overheard her.

“Howdy, Lucille,” he called out in gay salute.

“Howdy, Cap’n Gailliard, suh,” replied the girl, dimpling
at him.

At that moment cavalry trumpets sounded on the hill and
the idlers at the ford got up from the brilliant green grass,
unwillingly, and moved off toward the tented hill.

Every trooper, as he passed, had a word of banter for the
girl; and she had a saucy reply for every one of them and
a veiled provocation in her laughing eyes.

Captain Jack Gailliard sat down on the grass, plucked a
green blade and chewed it leisurely.

“How yuh comin’, Lucille?” he drawled.

“What yuh want to know for how I’m a-comin’?” she
retorted. “I reckon you better quit botherin’ yuh haid about
colored girls, Cap’n Gailliard.”

“You’re pretty enough for a white girl,” he said; “give
me that soap and I’ll wash the brown off you—”

He reached out for the soap; she snatched it:

“You leave me alone,” she said sweetly.

“You look like a pale gold rose,” he said. “Some day I’ll
catch you and kiss you, too.”

“I kick and scratch,” said she. “Maybe I’ll bite.”

He looked around him. Nobody was near. “I think I’ll do
it now,” he threatened, a trifle flushed.

“You go long,” she said, “and let me be. I gotta do the
Gin’ral’s wash. ’Pears lak Bob’s in a awful hurry. I reckon
the cavalry is ridin’ somewhere right soon.”

“So it is,” said Jack Gailliard. “Will you give me a kiss,
Lucille?”

“Where yuh reckon they goin’?” she inquired, scrubbing
away at an undershirt.

“Oh, somewhere to chase Yankees,” he said carelessly.

“I heard talk they is g’wine off to catch Abe Lincoln in
Washington. You hear that talk, Cap’n?”

He laughed.

“Some,” she persisted, “say as how they is ridin’ a raid
into Pennsylvania.”

“Where did you hear that nonsense?” he demanded,
sharply.

“Nigger’s talk.”

“Too damn much,” he muttered.

“Is we-all sure g’wine to Pennsylvania?” she asked, wonderingly,
her wide velvet eyes on his annoyed face.

“You listen to me,” he growled, “and mind your own
business, or somebody will give yuh a spanking!”

“Not yuh,” she retorted defiantly. But her pretty eyes
dared him; then with a twist of her supple hips she turned
again to her soapsuds.

When at last she rose with her basket of snowy, wet
clothes, he got up, too. The subtle and disturbing fragrance
of her as she moved slowly by him, quite close—and his own
business with her—troubled him as she brushed by him; and
he passed one arm around her slender body.

“Yuh quit pesterin’,” she murmured. “Ain’t yuh ’shamed
o’ yuhse’f, Cap’n Jack?”

But she had been taken at a disadvantage and was helpless,
holding tightly to the basket full of clothes in front
of her; and the young fellow laid one hand flat on her pale
brown cheek, turned her shapely head, and kissed her.

They felt the shock of it, both of them; unprepared for
such sensation.

Neither of them spoke. Presently she moved on lightly,
gracefully, with her basket of wet clothes. A little way along
the path she looked back at him.

Young Gailliard walked across the meadow toward the
cluster of tents where the Confederate Secret Service was
housed near Headquarters.

Halfway he turned to the right and looked out over the
lovely September landscape. Haze softened the mountains
near Harpers Ferry to a delicate powder blue; the great
river glimmered below. Cavalry were riding on the Darksville
Pike. He could see cavalry guarding all the fords from
McCoy’s down to White’s Ferry. On the knoll to the left
a standard was flying lazily over Jeb Stuart’s modest Headquarters
tent. He could hear the distant wind-blown music
from a cavalry band near Martinsburg; even see the flash
of their brazen instruments as the sun caught them.

The west wind was sweet with the odor of ripened
apples. But the pretty dark girl he had kissed smelled like
apple bloom in April.

The boy stood unquietly, looking out over the valley—or
clusters of valleys—to the eastward.

Across that shining river lay a huge Yankee army, perplexed,
undecided, still shocked from the crash of the great
battle where ten thousand gray jackets lay dead among
twelve thousand dead blue jackets in the lovely and fatal
Valley of Virginia.

As he stood there, Vespasian Chancellor, Jeb Stuart’s
chief scout, came loping along on his scrawny horse.

“Nice view, ain’t it?” he said politely, drawing bridle.

“Yes. I want to ask you something, Vespy; you know a
mulatto or a quadroon when you see one?”

“I reckon.”

“You can always tell, no matter how white they seem?”

“Yaas, suh.”

“How much white blood does a quadroon show? Enough
to take the blue out of the half-moon on the finger nails?”

“I reckon not, suh.”

“It’s always bluish and never white?”

“I don’t guess it’s ever white like ours.”

They turned together and proceeded toward the tents
and shanties of the Confederate Secret Service, Gailliard
walking with one hand on the cantle.

“Mr. Gaston sent for me,” remarked Chancellor. “Reckon
they’s a Yankee spy in the Valley.”

“He sent for me, too,” said Gailliard.

They found General Lee’s chief cipher operator talking
in his tent to Colonel Stoddard Johnston, Forrest’s chief of
spies.

“Chancellor,” said Mr. Gaston, “did you get through to
Frederick?”

“Yaas, suh. I jes’ rid in.”

“Any record of a Mary Vail there?”

“Thar wuz a Mary Vail thar, suh. She left when the
Yankees arrived.”

“Did you get her description?”

“Yes, suh. I reckon she’s the same lady that’s bo’din’ over
to Claybourn’s in Martinsburg.”

“Are all her papers in order?”

“Yaas, suh.”

“Then you are satisfied that she is all right?”

“No, suh,” drawled the spy.

“Why not?” asked Gaston, sharply.

“I can’t say, Mr. Gaston. I jes’ don’t reckon she’s all
right.”

“Well, then, watch her closely. There’s too much talk
going on in this camp. The very niggers are discussing secret
orders from Richmond. Anybody can pick up enough loose
gossip in Martinsburg to damage this army and damn the
Confederacy.” And, to Gailliard: “Captain, did you learn
anything about that mulatto laundress that General Stuart’s
Bob picked up in Martinsburg last week?”

“She gossips—like all—niggers. That’s all, sir,” said the
boy. He had reddened and choked a little at the word nigger.

“What did she gossip about?” demanded Mr. Gaston.

“She said she’d heard that the cavalry were going to raid
Pennsylvania. Wanted to know if ‘we-all’ were going.”

Gaston said angrily to Colonel Johnston: “I told you how
it is in this goddam camp. How do you keep your own camp
clean of gabblers?”

“Lock ’em up,” replied Johnston tersely. “Bragg’s
orders.”

“He’s damned right! Vespasian, if you hear a word out
of this Vail woman, lock her up! And you, Jack, find that
yellow girl who washes the General’s shirts, and tell her to
shut her yellow mouth or go to the calaboose! I want you
to watch her, anyway. She has been seen talking to the
Vail woman. I’ve sent for Rose O’Neil. I’m turning her
loose on Mary Vail. She’s in Martinsburg now. Any least
sign—any loose talk about the cavalry and Pennsylvania—and
you fetch both these women to me—the mulatto Lyndon,
and Mary Vail, I mean. I’ve sent Belle Boyd into Chambersburg;
and I’m damned if I let this cursed gossip leak
into the Yankee lines to hang her and destroy Jeb Stuart
and his whole command.”


III
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Starlight drenched the Valley of Virginia with a thin,
silvery luster. The night air was like the aroma of pale wine
grapes in vintage.

From the great mansion with its lighted windows came
the sound of dance music at intervals, or the solo clang of
Joe Sweeny’s banjo ripping out “Ben Cotton’s Walkaround”
or “Oh, Lord, Ladies!”

Always where Stuart stopped there was dancing, and
pretty women. Wherever he halted in town or hamlet, country
girls put on their best calico and the Quality its loveliest
rag of treasured silk, to dance to one of his cavalry bands or
romp through a reel to the ringing ripple of his 9th Virginia
minstrel’s banjo.

Jeb Stuart, in his gayest uniform, yellow sash, patent
leather boots and gold spurs, was dancing every dance; and
his boyish gayety swept every laughing girl into a scented
vortex around him.

Here all hearts loyal to the scarlet battle flag with its blue
saltier and stars beat wildly, defiantly, as the gray uniformed
youngsters whirled beauty in the dance.

Here also was a wonderful source of information to those
reckless enough to seek it—to listen surreptitiously to a
whisper here and there—catch a veiled glance and decode its
meaning.

And here Quality and village maid, Dandridge and dairymaid,
danced and laughed and pirouetted and footed it to
banjo and cavalry band.

And here, lovely, flushed, and sparkling, was Pauline
Cushman, known as Mrs. Vail in Martinsburg, dancing
exquisitely with Von Borcke who never before had held
so enchanting an armful of floating grace to his gold-laced
breast.

The apple toddy, too, was delightfully inflaming to wits
and hearts; and there were exquisite vintages from the Bower
cellars, too, older than the oldest Negro on the plantations.

Bob, in full African elegance, was there to help out the
Dandridge servants. And by his side, in snowy kerchief and
starched white, tripped Lucille, Headquarters laundress to
Major General J. E. B. Stuart—to fetch and carry and
wait upon the gay and great; and to listen with all her small,
close-set ears, for a word that might ruin the flower of the
Confederate cavalry some blue and golden October day—God
willing.

Once she caught a whispered word from a staff lieutenant—Channing
Price—to another boy, John Pelham; something
about taking two guns of his own and two from
Hart’s battery—

Once she heard something about a Colonel Imboden in
West Virginia—something relative to getting the enemy
away from the Potomac fords.

Twice, in the merry press around the punch bowl, she
caught phrases relative to cutting railroads; and the name
of a town, Chambersburg.

Mrs. Vail, dancing with a very young officer, was suddenly
thirsty. Oh, no, no toddy; merely a little glass of
Bower House Madeira—

In all the engaging glory of her billowy crinolines she
stepped out to the veranda—and farther out among the
Cherokee roses in the thin, silvery starlight where great,
phantom oak stood lacing the dewy lawn with intricate
shadows.

Close to her glided a slim shape in starched white.

“Pauline?”

“Quick, then!”

“John Pelham takes four guns somewhere. Imboden
draws our cavalry away from the fords. Railroad to be cut
somewhere. Chambersburg, I think—”

“When?”

“I don’t know. To-night, I believe. Is John Babcock
here?”

“Yes. Go back and listen.”

The little laundress slipped away among the massed roses
as white as her starched dress and kerchief. The very young
staff officer was already looking along the veranda for
Mrs. Vail, two slim brimming glasses in his hands, tremulous
with golden Madeira. She came slowly out into the
starlight to meet him. She kissed his lifted glass very
solemnly. She said:

“To The Cause, Captain. God go with horse and guns,
to-night!”

The lad looked at her, pale and startled. Then his stiff,
scared face relaxed and cleared. Because it was impossible
that this pretty Maryland woman could know about a flying
battery of horse artillery and fifteen hundred reckless horsemen
destined to terrify half a continent.

“To God and the guns, and the loveliest eyes on earth,”
he said. Then he bowed from his slim waist and drank to
the trinity.

She broke a white bud from its stem and gave it to him,
and the boy blushed and drew the stem of the Cherokee rose
through a small gold-edged slit in his buttoned cavalry
jacket.

Banjo, strings, fiddles, now; and a young girl playing
a harp; and Jeb Stuart’s clear, joyous voice leading the singing
of the “Stirrup Cup”:




“Wine in the cup and cup to lip!

 Good-by, dear heart, good-by!

 Saddle and sword and spur and whip,

 And a glance of the eye—good-by!

 Here’s a cup to the Stars and Bars,

 And a cheer and a laugh and a sigh—

 Venus adieu, salute O Mars!

 Good-by, good-by, good-by!”







Then the silvery finale of the bugles ending the evening;
and the ball at the Bower was history.

Through hazy starlight and a thin mist from the river,
cavalier and lady, swain and maid, drifted away into the
October night.

Mary Vail curtsied to host and hostess and took her graceful
leave. The little laundress carried her cloak out to the
buggy where her homespun driver sat waiting to take her
back to the boarding house in Martinsburg.

The driver was John Babcock. The little laundress could
have clapped her hands—and herself into the guard-house.

Then, as Pauline Cushman set a silver-slippered foot upon
the buggy step, she felt the lightest of touches on her gayly
shawled shoulder; and turned slowly around to meet the
somber gaze of Vespasian Chancellor.

“One moment, ma’am,” he said.

There was a ghostly silence.

“What is it you wish?” she managed to ask him.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but the Provost Marshal wishes a
word with you. Pray step this way, ma’am.”

Pauline Cushman paled a little. But she lifted her head
calmly and looked across the grass at the cavalry camp on
the hill where white tents glimmered in the starlight.

“Will you lend me your arm, sir?” she murmured.

From the buggy seat, John Babcock, slouched in the
buggy, looked after her, dumbly, as she moved slowly away,
leaning on the arm of the Confederate chief of scouts.

The little laundress, also, was looking after her.

Officers and ladies gathered there on the veranda steps
were watching the scene gravely. Somebody said to Babcock:
“There are other carriages behind you. Drive on and
pull up under the trees over there.”

He sat up stupidly, shook his reins, and the buggy
creaked ahead, turning to the right, and drew up again
somewhere among the oak trees.

Here he slumped motionless. And, to him, in a little
while, crept a slim shape through the gloom and mist—the
little laundress in deadly alarm, barefoot once more,
and in her single, faded garment.

“Evenin’, suh,” she said softly. “H’it’s a night of stars,
suh.”

He recognized one of the night pass phrases of Pinkerton’s
operators, and replied with the agreed answer, “Yes,
it’s a night of stars and bars. How many stars do you
count?”

“Thirteen,” she whispered.

“Add thirteen to a hundred and six,” he said.

“Done. And the answer is?”

“The Union forever.... What has happened to Number
11?”

“She has been arrested. They have her in the Provost
tent. Stuart, Borcke and Pelham have been there to question
her. Vespasian Chancellor and Captain Gailliard have discovered
evidence against her in her room in Martinsburg. I
don’t know what the evidence may be, but there is a military
court sitting drumhead, now. You had better try to get
away.”

“If I go it will look bad for her,” said Babcock quietly.

“If you stay they will hang you, too; and that won’t help
her. Have you a horse, hidden?”

“Yes.”

“Then get back to Major Allen and tell him that Stuart’s
cavalry and Pelham’s artillery leave to-night and cross the
river. The talk is of Pennsylvania and Chambersburg. Imboden
is to draw our cavalry away from the fords. Leave
your buggy there and find your horse. For God’s sake,
hurry!”

“Are you involved in any suspicion?” he asked hoarsely.

“Not that I know of.”

“You remain to take your chances?”

“Yes.”

He got out of the buggy, tied the horse.

“I’ll see you through with me if you say so,” he whispered.

“No.”

She turned her back on him and walked away through the
dew-wet grass, hurrying as soon as the trees concealed her;
and came breathless and anxious to the cook-tent and shanty
where the Headquarters black servants were established.

“Whar yuh been a-traipsin’?” demanded Bob, suspiciously.

The girl giggled.

“Huh! Co’tin’ long o’ some no ’count nigger!” sniffed
Bob disdainfully. “Mars Gailliard he done been askin’ ’bout
yuh-all.”

Her heart stood still.

“What does he want of me, Bob?” she managed to ask
lightly.

“Mo’ co’tin’,” said Bob ominously; “but not de kin’ ob
co’tin’ yuh been a-doin’. Yuh gotta go to Mars Dandridge—ober
dar to de big house. Dars a co’t martial holden ober
dar. Das de kin’ ob co’t gwine teach you sum’fin you don’t
know, nigger gal!”

“Who, me?” she asked saucily, and with death in her
heart.

“Yaas, yuh! ’Long ob all de debblin’ an’ de gwines on
in dis hyah cav’ly camp.”

“What you mean, Bob?”

“Das what I mean. De debbil’s in ev’ybody. Debbil in yuh,
too, ah reckon. Dey done catch a Yankee spy, an’ dey gwine
hang her in de mawnin’—er, mebby in de sunset hour. An’
dars de co’t an’ dars de co’tin’ yuh gwine git. An’ Mars
Gailliard he sez—”

“All right,” said Gailliard’s voice from the darkness. He
came up, took the little laundress by her delicate arm, very
gently.

“Clear the cook-tent, Bob. Clear out everybody. I want
to talk to Lucille. Light a lantern, Bob, and keep these niggers
away—”

He led the girl into the cook-tent, dropped the flap, lifted
a lantern and took her by her slender hand, turning it over
so that he could examine the roots of the finger nails.

They were palely bluish. Well, then, she was black.

“Where have you been since the dance ended?” he demanded.

She hung her head sulkily: “Dunno,” she muttered.

“Yes, you do. Where have you been?”

“I won’t tell on him,” she retorted defiantly.

“Tell on whom?”

“Only he’s a lieutenant; and I won’t tell you what we
done.”

“What you did?” repeated Gailliard, sharply.

“Down by the river,” she giggled.

“Oh, that’s what you’ve been up to, is it!” growled Gailliard.
“Well, you’re a saucy wench, and too damned fond
of kissing.”

“I like it,” she admitted, looking up at him demurely.
Death lay cold in her frightened heart.

“Listen to me, Lucille,” he said; “they’ve caught a Yankee
spy in Bower House. There’s no mistake about it. She’s
that Mary Vail of Martinsburg. She really is Pauline Cushman,
of the Yankee Secret Service. Do you know her?”

A silence.

“Do you or don’t you?” he demanded.

“Yes, sir, I does.”

“I know you do. You were seen speaking to her several
days ago. Besides, she admits it. Now, Lucille, where did
you know Pauline Cushman?”

“I was her dresser and maid in the theater.”

“So she says. When did you leave her?”

“When I heard she-all was a Yankee.”

“Well, you seem to tell the truth. That is what she says,
also. Besides, I’m certain that you really are a black girl. I
thought maybe you were not. But I reckon you’re what you
say you are.” He took her by her soft, brown arm again:
“The gentlemen of the military court desire to see you.
Come with me and don’t be frightened.”

They walked together over the grassy hill in the misty
radiance of the stars. The girl was almost faint with grief
and fear, but she wriggled coquettishly against him to free
his arm, then dropped her velvety little hand, searching
until it nestled into his.

“Marse Stuart won’t scold me, will he, Captain Gailliard?”
she murmured.

“He is there.”

“Is they gwine do me a harm, suh?”

“No. But this is a most damnable thing that this actress
woman has tried to do to us! Betray our secret movements
to the Yankees on the very eve—” He checked himself
with an oath.

Lucille whimpered: “She seemed lak a kind, good lady,
suh. Only when I found out she was a Yankee—”

“She’s a devil. She’s been in our lines before. Chancellor
nearly caught her once. We’ve got her this time, anyway.”

The clustered candle lights in the great hall dazzled the
little laundress as they entered Bower House. Sentries on
guard held them; then they went into a lamp-lit library
where several officers sat whispering at a table; and Pauline
Cushman lay apparently asleep deep in a huge upholstered
chair.

She opened her eyes and straightened up when the little
laundress came slowly into the room.

“Well, sir?” demanded a major of cavalry, very quietly.

Captain Gailliard, at attention, said: “The girl is a
genuine Negro and is perfectly truthful, sir.”

The officers, after whispering together, decided to examine
her, and she was formally called and sworn.

“Oh, gentlemen,” said Pauline Cushman quietly, “there
is no need for all this, is there?” And she looked at Gail
Loveless with a pallid smile and said: “Poor little Lucille
Lyndon. You were a good maid and dresser to me.”

A captain of cavalry said to the little laundress: “You
recognize and identify this—lady?”

“Yes, suh.”

“She is the well-known actress, Pauline Cushman?”

“Yes, suh.”

He turned to another officer of horse artillery, who
merely shook his head and said: “I have no question to ask
this colored girl.”

To Lucille the grave, weary-eyed captain of cavalry said
in his pleasant voice: “That is all. You may go.”

She looked at Pauline Cushman who looked steadily back
at her.

“I loved you, ma’am,” said the little laundress, “—only
you turned Yankee.”

“I love you still,” said Pauline with her pallid smile.

“I—I hope, ma’am, that you’ll come to no harm,” faltered
the little laundress. She had turned quite pale for a
mulatto.

“Nothing really can ever harm the soul,” said Pauline
Cushman.

So they acted the last scene and parted; the ruling passion
strong in death, and both of them perfect in their art even in
the shadow of Death’s own descending curtain.

Captain Gailliard followed her to the veranda; and here
the girl seemed to grow giddy, holding to the painted rail
a moment and swaying backward—into his arms.

She was a light burden. He lifted and carried her out
to a garden seat under the great oaks, returned to the house
and came again, bringing a glass of cold water.

A noise of spurs and sabers on the veranda aroused her.
The gentlemen of the drumhead court were returning to the
cavalry camp on the hill. Gailliard, who went hastily to join
them, stood aside at salute as Pauline Cushman appeared
between two troopers with drawn sabers. She moved with
confidence and grace into the misty light of the firmament,
and with all the dreamy acquiescence of one who, prepared
for death, sets out tranquilly toward those far bournes from
which no traveler returns.

The little laundress rose on legs that trembled under
her, and crept across the grass to where Captain Gailliard
stood.

“Are they going to hang her?” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“To-morrow at sunset. They are taking her to the Provost.
You had better go back to your cook-tent. Shall I
walk with you?”

“If you—would be—so kind, suh—”

They moved slowly and in silence across the grass. The
cavalry camp, as yet, showed no sign of midnight departure;
sentries walked their posts; horses stamped the
picket line; lights were extinguished except at Headquarters
and in the Provost Guard tent.

“Is she in there?” whispered the little laundress.

Before Captain Gailliard could reply, a hissing rush and
a glare of light dazzled them as a rocket soared skyward
from the river below. Another red glare blinded them; another
and another, as rocket after rocket swished upward,
roaring above the fords; and bang, bang, bang went the
cavalry rifles and carbines in the misty bushes.

Instantly their ears were deafened by a perfect hell of
trumpet and bugle blasts; roar of voices from darkened
tents; shouting of half-dressed officers stumbling out of
tents. Torches blazed up everywhere; the trample of excited
horses shook the ground; everywhere men were battling
with horses, saddling up, pulling their mounts into line;
volley after volley of musketry rattled out along the river.

An officer, riding up, called out to Gailliard: “Yankee
cavalry attacking at White’s Ford!”

In the frightful racket and confusion, amid darkness and
fitful torchlight, the little laundress ran crouching among
the trampling confusion toward the Provost tent. Under her
single garment, strapped to her naked body, was a long
razor-edged knife in its velvet sheath. She threw herself
flat on the wet grass, felt for it, drew it, and reaching out,
slit the white wall-tent swiftly, and without a sound.

So keen her knife’s edge, so silently she accomplished it,
that the woman, lying on a blanket within, never heard or
saw her; nor did the armed sentry, craning his excited neck
out the open flap to stare at the rifle flashes along the river
below.

It was only when a soft hand touched her cheek that
Pauline Cushman sat up swiftly and looked fearfully behind
her.

The next instant she was out of her blanket and out of
the tent, threading the dusky confusion of milling horses
and men—off into starry darkness and down the hill and
away to the mountains looming like a ghostly cloud bank low
in the west.

The little laundress, trembling at the door of the cook-tent,
saw Jeb Stuart gallop up in the torchlight, followed
by a staff officer from Hampton; and she heard him say
angrily to Rooney Lee:

“Pleasanton has broken into Martinsburg with a thousand
cavalry and six guns! Sir, I give you exactly twenty
minutes to throw him out and across the Opequon!”

At that instant a frantic sergeant of the Provost Guard
rode up, almost too scared to speak, but managed to report
the Provost tent-wall slit, and the Yankee spy vanished.

Stuart glared at him, blue eyes ablaze. Suddenly he
shouted with laughter:

“I’m glad of it!” he cried gayly; “we’re off for Pennsylvania,
and I don’t care whether the whole world knows it!
May God speed her pretty feet! Stand to horse!”



In the darkened quarters of the cook-tent the little laundress
lay on her blanket amid her baskets and hampers and
scattered laundry. Sometimes she shivered from the tips
of her delicate toes to her finger ends. Sometimes she quivered
with sheer joy in the dreadful game so safely ended
where she had faced and defied and euchred Old Man
Death.

Close to her tent the troopers were riding on their way
down to the Opequon, laughing, joking, bragging that they
had twenty minutes in which to chase the Yankee cavalry
out of Martinsburg, and that ten minutes would be quite
enough.

One of the harum-scarum riders, passing, leaned low from
his gaunt horse and pulled up the flap of the cook-tent.

“Where’s that pretty little nigger?” he called out. “I
reckon I’ll need a laundress myse’f when I’m promoted Gin-’ral
of this hyar army!”

The little laundress, lying on her dark blanket, brushed
the tears from her frightened eyes and giggled.
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Captain Jack Gailliard, of the Confederate
Secret Service, was a bad young man, according to
Alan Pinkerton, known as Major Allen, Chief of the Federal
Secret Service. But he was a good young man to gaze
upon, even in his careless attire of a Virginia Valley farmer.

He came along whistling blithely that lovely October
morning, sauntering down from Stuart’s cavalry headquarters
under the oak trees into the charming old village of
Martinsburg.

Guileless gayety made even more innocent his beardless,
sun-tanned face. He whistled and sang “Lorena,” soulfully.

But his secret young mind was dark with deathly thoughts,
and he meditated stealthy schemes as he strolled along, whistling
and singing:




“We loved each other then,

             Lorena,

 More than we ever dared to tell”—







The while his clever mind was busy with dangerous
designs.

For a cipher dispatch from Mr. Gaston, General Lee’s
chief cipher operator in Richmond, had just come in, warning
the Confederate Secret Service operators at Jeb Stuart’s
Headquarters that, somewhere, another Yankee spy had
penetrated the Confederate lines on the Potomac.

Which information made it grimly necessary to identify,
catch, and hang that spy, lest Jeb Stuart start on his reckless
raid into Pennsylvania and ride to utter ruin with two
thousand laughing horsemen.




“It matters little now,

               Lorena,

 The past is the eternal past,

 Our heads will soon lie low,

               Lorena”—







he warbled in a tender and melting baritone as he came in
sight of the Boyd place—a two-storied house guarded by
silver maples, and almost smothered in roses and honeysuckle
in late bloom.

Just beyond the house ran a broad, clear, rapid stream—the
Opequon—where a young colored girl knelt on a sandy
crescent, washing clothes.

Then suddenly—and as always heretofore—and always
to his surprise and hot chagrin, he experienced that same
odd, breathless excitement at sight of the girl—felt the
same throbbing trouble in his heart, and a swift heat in his
boyish cheeks, at the mere nearness of this lithe, brown-skinned,
half-naked young girl.

He had seen her at intervals, now, for about three weeks;
and this had happened to him from the very first sight of
her, had even increased in violence—this sudden, passionate
awareness of her—of her lovely, pale brown features, her
velvet-fringed eyes, and the slender grace of her warm,
breathing body.

That such a girl could have any emotional effect upon a
Gailliard of Bayou Princesse, seemed incredible.

Annoyed, perplexed, ashamed, he would not even admit
it to himself, and yet, here it was happening again—the
swift flush painfully warm on his face, and the same and
sudden trouble with heart and pulses.

“Mawnin’, Captain Gailliard, suh,” she drawled in her
sweet, childish treble.

“Good morning, Lucille,” he replied with forced carelessness.
“Are Mr. and Mrs. Boyd at home?”

“No, suh; but I reckon Miss Belle is. Look at all these
hyar pretty clothes! Miss Belle done buy ’em when she wuz
visitin’—in de Washington prison—”

“Who told you that?” he inquired, stopping beside her.

“Miss Belle she done tell me, suh. Axed me wuz I keerful,
an’ if I knowed how to wash fine linen.”

He glanced down, unwillingly, into her upturned face.
The girl was so delicately brown—scarce darker than a
brunette—so daintily made, and so pretty that always when
he saw her his first suspicions revived, that here was a girl
of his own color in disguise; and he could scarcely force
himself to believe that she really was a Negro.

But the pale bluish half-moon at the base of her finger
nails had proved her dusky skin to be no disguise. She certainly
had African blood in her.

“How are your flaming love affairs coming on, Lucille?”
he inquired, with dry humor, yet oddly unquiet.

The girl giggled and turned to her washing, with a
provocative twist of her slim hips.

“You better keep away from white soldiers,” he added
harshly.

“They’s always pesterin’,” she laughed, soaping a chemise
of frail, sheer stuff. “Yuh done kiss me, once, yuhse’f, suh,”
she added with shy audacity.

“I did,” he said, reddening, “but I had a reason.”

“What reason, suh?” She kept on busily scrubbing and
rinsing.

“Well, I wanted to look at your finger nails—for one
thing. And it’s damned lucky for you they passed inspection.”

She laughed: “Yuh ’s’picioned I wuz a white gal come
a-spyin’, Captain Gailliard, suh?”

“I wanted to be sure,” he admitted sulkily.

“Tha’s the onliest reason why you kiss me?”

“—And I wanted to take a good look at that little bridge
of cartilage which divides your nostrils underneath, Lucille.”

“Wha’s that, suh?” she asked, opening her lovely, dark-fringed
eyes.

“Usually a certain test. If it’s wide and thick it’s African.
Yours isn’t.... And if it hadn’t been for your nails I’d
have arrested you.”

“Lan’s sakes, why?” demanded the girl, laughing and
wide eyed.

“Quadroon, or octoroon, or whatever you are, Lucille,
there’s enough white in you to give you a white girl’s nose.
And, only for the certain sign on your finger nails—”

She lifted her slim, wet fingers and looked at the exquisitely
formed nails.

“If I wuz white,” she said, “maybe you’d come a-co’tin’
me, Captain Gailliard, suh?”

“Certainly,” said he dryly. “I always court every pretty
girl I see.”

“Sorry I isn’t white,” she said with an enchanting smile
over her bare shoulder, “but tha’s how things is in this hyar
world o’ sin, Captain Gailliard, suh. Yuh oughta know it,
too, kaze I reckon yuh is a sinner.”

“You think I am, Lucille?”

“Yes, suh. Mischief in yuh eyes.”

“In yours, too.”

They instantly opened wide again, like dark fringed orchids,
and he felt the blood stir in his face and heart.

Then he set his jaw and scowled at her. “Your former
friend, Pauline Cushman, the Yankee spy, got away in the
excitement when the Yankee cavalry attacked last week,”
he said. “I am wondering where she got a knife to slit the
Provost guard-tent.”

“Lan’ sakes,” said the girl, “did she-all do that?”

“That’s what she did,” he nodded grimly; “and now she’s
gone to the Yankees with her budget of news.... It’s lucky
for you that you told the truth about your relations with
her to the gentlemen of the military court.”

He gave her a hard look; and it hurt him, somehow, to
do it:

“Until I’d taken a look at your finger nails,” he continued,
“I was pretty sure you were one of their actress-women
spies. That’s what Mr. Chancellor thought, too.”

“If I wuz a Yankee spy, would you-all hang me, Captain
Gailliard, suh?” she giggled.

“I don’t do any hanging. But they meant to hang Pauline
Cushman.”

“Hang a white lady!”

“Why not? She attempted to send General Jeb Stuart
and two thousand poor boys to their deaths. Do you suppose
the Confederate Government can afford to take a chance
with such a woman?”

“No, suh.” She sighed. “I reckon,” she added sadly, “that
the Gin’ral ain’t a-ridin’ to Pennsylvania no mo’. Oh, lawzee-me!
I wuz a-hopin’ an’ a-prayin’ how he fix up to ketch old
Lincoln in Washington. An’ tha’s whut I wuz a-wishin’
an’ a-prayin’ along o’ washin’ this hyar chemise fo’ Miss
Belle when yuh come a-whistlin’, suh.”

“Don’t worry, Lucille,” he said, smiling at her pious
fervor.

“No, suh. But I wuz a-wonderin’ how come Gin’ral Jeb
Stuart send me down hyar a-washin’ fo’ li’l Miss Boyd? He
say how he like how I wash an’ iron. So I wuz a-puzzlin’
an’ a-wonderin’, an’ I kinda figgered out he done send me
away kaze he g’wine ride to Chambersburg—”

“Lucille,” interrupted the young man sharply, “if you
don’t learn to mind your business and hold your tongue, your
career as a laundress in this army will end!”

“Suh?” she asked blankly.

“I mean it. Stop trying to puzzle out what General Stuart
is going to do! I told you a week ago to mind your own
business and control your curiosity. If you don’t you’ll be
sent out of camp as a common nuisance.”

The girl seemed scared.

“But Yaller Bob done tole me,” she whimpered.

“Told you what?”

“How Gin’ral Jeb Stuart is a-fixin’ to take him an’ Joe
Sweeny ’long o’ Major Pelham an’ de hoss-guns, kaze de
Gin’ral reckon he can’t git along nohow wifout Yaller
Bob—”

“That damned yellow nigger is too uppity!” said Gailliard
angrily. “I’m going to tell the General how he brags
and gossips. If any Yankee spy gets in here and listens
around the cook-tent, he’ll learn enough to destroy this
army!”

“But ev’body’s talkin’ ’bout de ridin’ raid to Chambersburg,
suh—”

“If that’s so, then there won’t be any! And listen to me,
Lucille; if you hear any such gossip, you come to my tent
and tell me, and I’ll turn any blabbing Negro or soldier over
to the Provost Marshal! And if you hear of, or happen to
see, any man or woman you don’t know, prowling around
the cook-tent or laundry-tent, come instantly and let me
know. Or tell Mr. Chancellor. Do you understand?”

“Yes, suh.”

“Very well, then. Be a good girl; do your washing and
mind your own affairs.... And don’t go traipsin’ around
with young men, white or black.”

“Lawzee me,” said the girl, “I does love to laugh an’ carry
on, suh.”

“I know you do. And you’d better not.... You said, once,
that you liked to be kissed, too.”

She laughed.

“Do you?”

“Yes, suh. Don’t yuh?”

“No,” said he, “it’s damn foolishness.”

He walked on abruptly toward the Boyd House. He was
no longer whistling, and there had come into his flushed
features a strange, strained look.

When he entered the gateway and approached the rose-smothered
veranda, through the blossoming sprays he saw
a slight figure seated in a rocking chair, dressed in the
freshest summer toilette of cool pink muslin.

Close-plaited braids of dark hair shaded clear, pale cheeks
and delicate brows, from under which a pair of brilliant
eyes were observing him.

La Belle Rebelle! Miss Boyd. Yesterday a school girl,
not long out of Mr. Staley’s Washington College—a graduate
at sixteen. And, to-day, the most celebrated agent in the
Confederate Secret Service.

Now she had returned to her Virginia home from a term
in the Old Capitol Prison and a later arrest in Baltimore;
and had been sent out of the Union lines with the cold
warning that she would certainly hang if she ever came
back.

Captain Gailliard swept the grass with his hat in a profound
bow; and Belle Boyd rose and swept him with her
brilliant eyes, and the veranda floor with a graceful curtsy.

At her invitation he came up and reseated her with a
grand air and then took a chair himself.

Was Miss Belle in health? She was. And he? In perfect
health—with deep gratitude for her polite inquiry.

A pause; their voices lower after a cautious glance around:

“Any news, Miss Belle?”

“That new laundress of ours is just a giddy little thing
with no harm in her, Captain Gailliard. All she thinks of
is to flirt with anybody, white or black, and go dancing
about town when the moon is up.”

“She gossips.”

“All Negroes do. You know that.”

“But she’s always talking about Pennsylvania,” he said
irritably.

“Everybody knows that Jeb Stuart is going,” said the
girl quietly. “Every cavalryman, every one of John Pelham’s
gunners, every camp-follower, every Negro knows.
Joe Sweeny’s made up a tune about it for his banjo. Yellow
Bob brags that he’s to be taken to take care ’ob de Gin’ral.’
It’s known in Richmond; it’s known on the Potomac.”

“That’s terrible,” murmured Gailliard, twisting his
strong, bronzed fingers.

“It can’t be helped,” said Miss Boyd coolly. “It always
is the same. No secret remains a secret very long inside our
lines. And yet—here is the saving grace of it all—no really
vital secret of ours ever leaks out into the Yankee lines.
Do you realize that, Captain Gailliard?”

“Their spies carry out information to McClellan, don’t
they?” he demanded.

“They do. Always erroneous information—so far. Don’t
you know, Captain, that we never have been surprised in any
major engagement? But they have been.”

“That is true, ma’am,” he admitted.

“Let me tell you what I believe is the trouble with the
Yankee spy system. They have a good Secret Service organization;
their operators get into our lines; their scouts
and couriers carry news back to McClellan. And always the
news is wrong. And that is because their spies are not
trained to estimate numbers. They have not yet learned
how to count men, horses, guns at a glance.

“Spies send back grossly exaggerated estimates; their
Major Allen reports these figures to McClellan. It petrifies
him and he demands more troops.

“And that is why we beat them in battle after battle and
continue to block them and scare them and hold our lines
with less than one-third the number of troops that they
have, and less than a quarter of the numbers which they
believe we possess.”

The two young people looked at each other for a moment,
then laughed—the clear, gay laughter of the very young.

“My goodness,” she said, “how stupid they are. Some day
I’ll tell you about my prison experience. All the time I was
in prison I kept on sending information into our lines. Under
their blue Yankee noses!—”

They went into fits of laughter again, the girl rocking to
and fro in unrestrained mirth; the young man trying to
control his and recover his voice.

At last, and with some soberness: “Miss Belle,” he said,
“Mr. Gaston telegraphs us that another Yankee spy is inside
our lines somewhere.”

“So I hear,” said the girl, becoming serious in her turn.

He said: “Somehow or other Gaston has learned that this
spy has been here some time and is known as Number 13 in
the Federal Secret Service.”

“Our people caught and hanged a spy whose number was
13,” said the girl.

Gailliard nodded: “A month ago. His name was Madden.
Major Allen must have given the same number to the spy
we are warned to look for. Do you know, ma’am, whether
it’s a man or a woman?”

“I don’t,” said Miss Boyd, “but it may be a woman. You
remember that charming widow, Mrs. Greenhow—who was
Rose O’Neil—poor Bob Greenhow’s wife? She left the Old
Capitol Prison before I arrived. But by ‘prisoners’ telegraph’—you
understand—she got word to me that the Yankees are
sending a number of clever women into the South; and
that we should watch for them. That actress who escaped
last week—Pauline Cushman—was one of them, no doubt.
I don’t know her number. There’s another—a Mrs. Edmonds.
And still another, a Miss Loveless—Lily Loveless,
I believe. Of course they have numbers in the Federal Service.
So it may well be that there is another woman in our
lines, Captain Gailliard.”

He shot a keen, troubled look at her:

“Jeb Stuart can’t go to Pennsylvania if there’s a spy in
camp to report his intentions,” he said.

“He told me he was going, anyway,” said the girl, “spy
or no spy.”

“I don’t see how he dare ride out, ma’am.”

“Oh, he just laughs and says that a spy will send out
wrong information, anyway.... Last night he and Major
von Borcke, and John Pelham rode up to the veranda
here; and they had Joe Sweeny and his banjo; and they
sat their horses and serenaded me—just like a parcel of
boys at the V. M. I.
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