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I listened for their yell of discovery with the
tension of a slow striking bell. It did not come
1 hen-had the man gone mad? Van Volkenberg
slackened his pace, fell into a walk, then stopped
and turned back towards the mob. What was he
going to do? Why did he not continue his cow-
ardly flight? If he were going to escape, did he
not know that every second was a year of his life^
1 saw him raise his finger and make the sign of the
cross. Then he put his hands to his mouth like a
trumpet and shouted

:

''Ho! Do you seek me? Van Volkenberg?"
What followed I cannot tell. I can hardly bear

even to think of it. He dashed spurs into his horse
and fled towards New York. I heard a yell of
joy from the savage mob. A sight of him was
like a taste of blood. They followed out across the
open ground. But, as might have been expected
he gained on them fast and they saw that they
would lose him. With that they turned back. The
house, at least, was at their mercy. But as they
turned back, Va. Volkenberg turned back also.He rode gallanth

,
and I could hear his powerful

voice taunting them for cowards.
"Is it the leader of the Red Band you seek?

Come on, you scum of Yorke. Here is a man.
Come on, you dogs."

They were after him again, pell-mell. It was
then that I lifted up my voice and cried with a will

;

Cod save the good patroon !"


