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^ ARNOLD AND ANPR]S. [Act III.

he waa shot ; and it was right that he was,— it

was right. And a British officer, by the British

Commander-in-Chief sont with most nialifrnant

purpose, comes witliin our lines under a false

name, under a false character, in disguise, at

niidiiight, to plot with the worst enemy our cause

could have,— to plot the ruin of that cause by

one great pei-fidious blow,— goes away in the

dark, hiding in his boots the plans and papers to

make that blow unfailing ; this man, who crme

ui)on us stealthily, like a thief in t\\Q night, and

went out hke a thief in the night, carrying with

him a key to our very citadel of safety,— a man,

who, by meuns gotten through his own double,

treble falsehood and the deep treason of his black

accomplice, would, within a week, have compassed

the stronghold of our territory, shattered our army,

struck despair to the whole country's heart, per-

haps, aye, quite possibly, made captive Washing-

ton himself,— this man,— this man is poor Andre I

Hanging 's too good for him.

\_Eat, folloieetl by hi$ companion, who makts an mergeUc gu-

ture of $ymppthy and approval.


