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the dynamite explosion—merely a lookout of a couple of boys to

announce the enemy when he should appear again.

Next, 1 sent an engineer and forty men to a point just beyond our

lines on the south, to turn a mountain brook that was there, and bring

it within our lines and under our command, arranging it in such a way

that I could make instant use of it in an emergency. The forty men

were divided into two shifts of twenty each, and were to relieve each

other every two hours. In ten hours the work was accomplished.

Itwas nightfall, now, and I withdrew my pickets. The one who had

had the northern outlook reported a camp in sight, but visible with the

glass only. He also reported that a few knights had been feeling their

way toward us, and had driven some cattle across our lines, but that

the knights themselves had not come very near. That was what I had

been expecting. They were feeling us, you see; they wanted to know

if we were going to play that red terror on them again. They would

grow bolder in the night, perhaps. I believed I knew what project

they would attempt, because it was plainly the thing I would attempt

myself if I were in their places and as ignorant as they were. I men-

tioned it to Clarence.

"I think you are right," said he; "it is the obvious thing for them

to try."

"Well, then," I said, "if they do it they are doomed."

"Certainly."

"They won't have the slight^s,t^ sl\p.\\ \ij^ t^ie world."

"Of course they won't."

"It's dreadful, Clarence. It seems an awfwl pity."

The thing disturbed me so, that I couldn't get any peace of mind

for thinking of it and worrying over it. So, at last, to quiet my con-

science, I framed this message to the knights:

To iHE Honorable the Commander of the Insurgent Chivalry of England:

You fight in vain. We know your strength—If one may call it by that name. We know

17


