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When Phil next opened his c-yes to the thin^:. of this

world he was lying on such a bed as he had never

dreamed of l)efore, in a room bright with K^iy hangin^^s,

and bearing everywhere the marks of a woman's hand.

Hy tlie side of the bed sat Colonel Vaughan. who was

regarding the pale, wasted boy with something very like

affection, as he said, triumphantly,

—

•'
1 knew, under Madame I'inchon's motherly care, you

would recover, even though the doctor did insist you must

surely die
!"

"What has happened?" I'hil asked, in a tone so low

that it was hardly more liu.'i a whisper.

" Many things, my boy, which it will give you pleasure

to hear, the most important being that the city was sur-

rendered nearly a week ago, and you are now cpiartered in

the home of a certain Antoine I'inchon, whose lodger I also

am. A vessel sailed for Boston shortly before the capitu-

lation, and General Pepperrell sent a purse of money to your

mother, which will relieve her of all pecuniary t.-oubles

for some time to come. iMually, you have been acting

the part of a dead boy for nearly three weeks, and it is

high time you began to assume the bearing of a live one."

Phil waited to hear more, but the colonel leaned back

in his chair as if his budget of news was exhausted.^

<• Do you know anything about,— is Dick alive .'

"

" Look here, my boy, do you chance to know anything

Oi his escape?"

•'
I helped him, and want to make a confession to the

general."


