
THE LAST OF THE PATROON 353

could they do against the house of the patroo„>As they spread out among the trees in the park avolley of shots were fired at them fron the w „!

«::t">':rt;::''y:,^r:gr
^"^ -- -p '"e-^

betord'trt'"™'"!"'''''
"'" "^"""^-^ themselvesbehmd trees and amred with such certainty thathey soon silenced the fire from the hou e faface appeared at a window, a dozen muskets weremmed,ately discharged at it. Meantime uL

' hr,:r"fhr '™i'
'^^^"

'° ^"^-^'^ '- "°-
firs vonev T^ ""f"? ''"' ^" ''™'^«' ^^ 'l>c

ba elh
^' ^'''>'/^"=''<^'' ^ l°"g beam to use as a

th romlt' 'f T' ^^"'"S ^^^^y '° beat inthe front door. In this crisis, I cast about me forome means of help. But I was powerless OnceIt ought that I saw Miriam for I moment at onof the wmdows. She disappeared quickly Hadsomeone dragged her back, or had' she bee Htby one of the marksmen? Such a thought ^^t

J^or a
1 that I could do nothing to save her.

otlfer "t h \
?"" "?' '° ™^ "°"y "one by an-other. I had drawn back somewhat so as to troround the edges of the crowd and come at the

which
™™

,

;' "''• ' ""P^" '° «"'J =°™e way bywhich I could get m and help defend it. I had halfaccomphshed the necessary detour, and had reacheda pomt where the woods hid the yelling pack fror^


