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THE FARM ir
A TALE OE

By FLORENC
Copyright, 1899, by Florence Warden.

Synopsis of Previous Installments
In order that new readers of The Enquirermay begin with the following installmentot this story, and understand it

just the same as though they had read it
all from tne oegiiiiiiug, wc uoc a

synopsis of that portion of it which has
alreaay been published:
The Rev. Granville Masson, who is travelingIn Wales, writes his brother, Dr. Reginald

Masson that he is about to go on an excursion
in the hills with a wild, uncouth, redheaded
guide. After this nothing is heard of the clergyman.Dr. Masson goes to Wales, tinds the
inn from which his brother started and learns
that he was going to the house of Mr. Tregaron,owner of Monachlou torn', some six miles
distant, under the guidance of a man nicknamedCoch Tal. Reginald starts In i heafternoon,and, in his haste, without a guide, to
make his way in face of a snowstorm to Monachlogfarm. Perceiving a figure ahead of
him, Reginald hastens and comes up with a

large, redheaded man, who on seeing the doctor,shows signs ofgreat terrorand darts nhead.
Reginald follows, feeling sure that the man is
Coch Tal, and, overtaking him. calls him
by that name; but the man again eludes him.
He pursues the fugitive down a ravine till he
arrives at the edge of a cliff, from the bottom
of which comes a groan. Abovehim he hears
a voice calling and, retracing his steps, comes
upon a farmer, who conducts him to his house.
The man's daughter is ill,and Reginald agrees
to attend her. On the farmer's finger Reginald
sees a ring that had belonged to his brother.
Th^ house and the people lu it are mysterious.
There are an old woman, the farmer's young
son. Tom, and a farmhand called Myrlck.
T*...vco in Iho ron.n of the sick irirl.
xvegmctiu kuvo w .ww .. . .

Gwyn, and, upon seeing him, she is struck
with horror. Reginald sleeps in the kitchen
in a chair before tlie tire. During the night he
awakens to find that some one has entered
the room and has evidently tried to rob him,
suspicion pointing to the farmhand Myrlck,
who turns out to be Coch Tal, and the farmer
turns out to be Mr. Tregaron and the place
Monachlogfarin. Tregaron tells Reginald that
he found the ring on a hillside near by. Reginaldwatches at Gwyn's bedside, and she
warns him to leave the place before morning.
Everything and everybody about the place is

mysterious. The old woman never speaks ;
but appears to be spying ; Coch Tal is moody,
while Gwyn is in constant terror. Reginald,
seeing Coch Tal climbing a ladder 10 a loft,
follows him, corners him in his bedroom and
questions him about his missing brother.
Coch Tal admits that he was Granville Masson'sguide and says that Masson insisted on
climbing where it was not safe. He disappeared,and Coch Tal never saw him afterward.
Gwyn recovers and urges Reginald to depart.
A heavy fall of snow prevents, and he believes
that he will never get out of the place alive.
While he is with Gwyn, Coch Tal comes to the
door. Reginald goes out to him, and Coch Tal
shows plainly that he is in love with Gwyn
and Jeilousof Reginald and threatens him in
case he does not. depart at once. Reginald
pacifies him and returns to Gwyn, who disclosesthat she hates Coch Tal; but evidently
fears him. Reginald feels that she possesses
the secret of his brother's disappearance. Reginalddiscovers a pit on the place and. while
examining it, seethe old womans watching
hira. She gives a satisfied chuckle.

CHATTER XVI.
"you wouldn't kii.l the man i love?"
Masson was much annoyed with

Gwyn for extorting from him such
conditions. He felt like a fool as he
went down stairs, opened the door of
the washhouse and. making his way
to the farmer between two high built
up walls of snow, told him. with much
vexation, of the girl's whim.
Tregaron heard him In silence and

shrugged his shoulders sullenly. Coch
Tal, who was working with Tom withinhearing, leaned on his spade to listen
to the doctor's account, which he receivedwith a derisive laugh.
"Won't let you help witu the digging,won't she?" said lie in a jeering

tone. "She can be thoughtful for some

folks, for sure!"
The farmer silenced him immediately.
"If she's got n fancy, we must humor

her, I suppose, eh. sir? But to be sure

she's not at all like our Gwyn when
she's well!"
"Well, we may compound with our

consciences." said Masson as he seized
a spade which lay near him. "She's
not so ill as she imagines nor in so

much danger of a bad night as she
believes. I can take a hand with vou
and look In at her now and then, and
if she still has the fancy tonight that
we must sit up with her we must all
take a turn at it. that's all!"
On the next occasion of his visiting

the sickroom Masson found the girl silentapd sullen. She had heard his
voice outside and knew that he had
been working with the others.

"I told you to rest." she said peremptorily."and you had better have
done so. for you will have to sit up tonightall the same."
She persisted in this whim, and in

spite of her father's remonstrances
she made the doctor and her grandmotherwatch during the whole of that
night, although it was clear to everybodythat there was no further need
for such a precaution. Masson got
what sleep he could in the armchair,
quite satisfied that there was no need
for him to keep awake. And in th»
morning, when he found her still on
the highroad to complete recovery,
with a good pulse and a normal ternrvni»otnhn In nrrliml o f lint* fnnnlno
pviukiiivt «v ill U^tiuu at uui iuuvao

and tried to tease lier out of them.
But she was just as rigid in her attitudeas on the preceding day.
"If I fancy I am going to be very

111," persisted she, "and if I fancy also
that I am going to be neglected and
left to myself. It Is just as bad for me
as being really very 111."

"I promise you," said Masson kindly,"that you shall neither be neglected
nor left alone, however wild your fanciesmay seem to us."

' She flashed up Into his face a sudden
look of gratitude and pleasure which
touched him strangely. In spite of the
whimsicality of her caprices or perhapsindeed partly on account of them
he found his interest in his patient increasewith every hour. The mystery

^ which hung about her and about the

(THE HILLS.
MYSTERY.

/E WARDEN.

He was bcinq Lifted by the shoulders and
by the heels.

household to which she belonged, the
earnestness and passion which he had
/Hconvotwl tn oven sn short and re-

stricted an acquaintance, all helped to
make an impression upon him to which
her personal beauty helped to give
both power and charm.
There had come to be a strange sort

of freemasonry between these two.
expressed in an exchange of looks
when he came in or out, of confidence
on the one hand, of sympathy on the
other.
Whatever there might be amiss in

the household.and that something
was wrong somewhere Masson could
not doubt.this one figure of the haudsome,open faced girl stood aloof from
it, shone out the brighter for her ratherdubious surroundings. He was not
without a suspicion, too. that this insistenceof hers upon his constant presencein the sickroom was a measure of
precaution for his personal safety and
that the watching at night, upon which
she continued to insist, was a maneuverby means of which she could still
play the part of guardian angel during
the hours which she judged to be the
most perilous to him.
However that might be, for the next

four days, during which the doctor assuredher that her progress toward recoverywas steady, while she insisted
that it was slow. Gwyn proved herselfa most obstinate and refractory
convalescent, refusing to sit up or to
rise on the plea of weakness and demandingconstant attention by day and
the watching of her grandmother and
the doctor at night.
As Masson continued to help with

the work of snow clearing by day and
thus got no proper rest be had become
on the fourth successive night of his
forced and unnecessary watch so utterlyworn out by fatigue that he fell
into a deep, dead sleep as soon as he
Ko/1 hlmcolf In hlc nrmr»hfilr
UUU OV I 11V.U iu U«k> u. 4MVMV....

He was awakened after a short, wild
nightmare of a dream that he was

drowning, suffocating, crying for help,
to find himself bound, gagged, blinded
and gasping for air. He was being
lifted by the shoulders and by the
heels when he awoke. Helpless as he
was. he kicked, he struggled, he turnedover, only to fall out of the hands
which had got him in their grip and to
fall with a dull thud upon the floor.
At the same time. Just as the hands

were seizing him again, he managed
to utter a gurgling sound and to kick
out at some one or at something, which
fell with another dull noise.
Then he heard a sharp cry. It was

Gwyn's voice.
There was a moment's awful stillness,and for that moment he found

that the hands had released bim. The
next they closed upon him again, and
the cry was repeated. Again he strug-
gled. He tried to speak, but again ho
was helpless, for his hands were bound
to his sides. Again he succeeded only
in giving voice to a gurgling, stifled
sound.
Then hands touched him again, tearingat the gag which was suffocating

him. With a strange thrill of wild joy
and relief he felt that the hands were

dwyn's. He heard a long, sobbing
breath. He felt her body trembling as

It leaued over him.
"Leave him alone! Leave him alone!"

cried she. 1

Again there was silence, a mysterious,awful silence. And suddenly Massonfelt that the girl was being drag-
ged away and that she was fighting,
struggling, in her turn.
Writhing, panting, striving to free

himself. Masson turned himself so that
the cloth which had been thrown over
his head got looser and looser. In auotherminute he would be able at least
to see.
Rut at the very moment that he had

all but succeeded a rough hand pinned
him down again. Aud still he heard
no betraying voice. His assailants
trere as silent as the dead.
Then he heard a strange whisper

close to his ear and to the ear of the
man whose hands were at his throat.

It was Gwyn who was speaking;

Gwyu. fa a vorcc which sounded new

and strange in Masson's ears.

"Listen, listen!" sa'id she. "He loves
me, and I love him. He loves me. and
he is going to marry me. marry me.

You wouldn't kill the man I love?"
There was a moment of horrible suspense,and then the griping, sinewy

hands released their hold. Presently
a door was shut, and there was anothersilence.
But Masson knew as the soft wo-

man's touch came again upon his bead
that his assailants were gone, that he
was alone with Gwyn.

CHAPTER XVII.
masbon's guardian angel.

Scarcely had the sound of the closing
door and the stillness that followed
convinced Masson that he was alone
with Gwyn when he felt her fingers
about his neck and face. In another
moment the cloth which had been
thrown round his head was drawn off.
and he was able to see.

He found himself still in the sickroomat a few paces from the armchair
in which he had been sleeping. But
the corresponding chair on the oppositeside of the fireplace where the old
woman had been accustomed to sit
was now empty.
At first he could not see Gwyn, for

sbe bad got behind his bead, which she
had placed upon her knees, while her
fingers were busy untying the towel
with which he had been gagged.
Her fingers were so strong, she

worked with such hearty good will,
that In a very few moments his head
was quite free, and he was able to

speak.
All the use he made of this privilege,

t- fA "TUonl? mil"
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once or twice In a weak, faint voice.
She bent down over him. gazing into

his face with anxiety and distress,
which touched his heart. Then, seeing
him able to speak to her, she uttered
two words, "Thank God!" and without
an instant's delay set herself to untie
the cords with which he had been skillfullybound. Her hands, which were

large and strong and den, fulfilled
their task in an Incredibly short time,
untying knots and liberating each limb
in turu with steady dexterity, which
left no time for hysterical outburst or

even for a kindly word.
Once, however, she glanced from her

work to his face, and the half shy. half
bold look in her passionate eyes carried
a Becret of hers swiftly into his mind.
And again, when she bent her head to
unfasten one of the knots with her
strong, white teeth, while her long,
loosened black hair flowed over his
arms and breast, he felt her warm lips
trembling as they touched his baud,
and the knowledge the action gave
him thrilled him through and through.
At last he was free, and with a low

cry of satisfaction she sprang back and
stood up. offering him one hand to help
him to rise.
But he found himself for the moment

so much benumbed by the pressure of
the cords which had so lately bound
him that he had some difficulty in gettingon his feet. When he succeeded,
the girl gave him one glance of passionatethankfulness and pride and
joy. Clasping her hands tightly, but
wiin a look which was still shy and
modest, she whispered: "I'm so glad, so

,1 Vam o cnfn nilftA ftJl fA
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now."
And then, having ascertained that

he was Indeed, as she said, safe for
the time at least, the remembrance
that she was In her nightdress, that
her feet were bare, that her hair was

hanging in disorder about her shoulders.came suddenly to her mind. Castingdown her eyes hastily and biting
her Hp. she seized one of the shawls
which her grandmother had left in her
chair, and. drawing It quickly round
her so that it wrapped her from neck
to foot, yet still with the modest affectationof being only cold, not shy,
she seated herself In the empty chair
by the fire, and with an assumption of
acting mechanically aud from no mere

self consciousness she put her hands
up to her head and hastily twisted her
long hair into a thick coll, which she
tucked into the shawl at the back of
her neck.
In the meantime she tried to speak

in a matter of fact tone.
"You must think, doctor, that you

are In a den of thieves, murderers!"
said she. "But I am going to show
you that .you are mistaken."
Masson made no reply. After the

experience he had Just gone through,
how could he give her even a conventionalassurance that he had no such
thoughts as she suggested?
"You do think so, don't you?" she

asked, her voice breaking a little on

this second question.
When at last he found his voice, it

was very subdued, very earnest.
"I know." said he gently, "that I am

In a house which is honored by the
presence of a noble, heroic woman."
At these words a long shivering sigh

went through her frame and seemed to

convulse her. He glanced anxiously at
her and saw that her face was radiant
with a strange joy, that two tears were

glistening in her eyes.
"Thank you," said she simply In a

low voice. "Thank you for your kindness.But what you are good enough
to think of me does not alter what you
think of.of".
She stopped, her voice shaking, her

lips trembling. Massou then spoke in
the same low voice as before and in
the same deeply respectful manner.

"I am ready to hear whatever you
may have to tell me about any one,"
said he. "In the meantime you must
remember that you are not strong yet.
that you must.must get some rest."
She sprang to her feet.
"But you?" said she. "What will

you do? Where will you go? I.I".

one siuppeu, ure» ii iuuq ui cam auu

went on in a tone which she tried in
vain to make composed and Indifferent."Of course you will be quite
safe".
But when she pot as far as these

words she broke down, sank apain into
the chair and. burying her face in her
hands, broke into a passion of hystericalsobbiup. He put his hand firmlyon her shoulder.
"Come." said he In a tone which he

made determined and almost stern.
"Now I must speak to you as the doctor.You must go back to bed. you
must try to sleep, and you may rest

quite sure that I shall look after myselfvery carefully till morning." She
was shaking her head, clinging with
one hand to his sleeve. "Come." he
went on in a gentler, more persuasive
tone. "Guardian angels, you know.
must take care of themselves, if only
for the sake of the persons whom they
guard."
"Yes, yes." said she. "1 understand.

And.and I will. I will rest. I will be
careful. Only, only tell me this: What
will you do? Where will you go till
morning?"

"1 shall go down stairs into the
kitchen. It is 3 o'clock. 1 shall not

have long to wait before some one is
about. And I will be as prudent and
as cautious as if my life were as valuableas my best friends seem to suppose."
She listened eagerly, solemnly. When

lie had finished speaking, he took her
hand in his. She was still sitting in
the armchair and trembling violently,
but the firm grasp of his fingers seemedto exercise upon her a calming influence,and after a couple of seconds
the clasp of her own hand was as firm
and as steady as that of his.
"Good night," said she in a low voice

at last. "I won't say goodby. Take
care. And.and tomorrow I will explain.Oh, yes, I can explain!"
She suddenly snatched her hand

away from him. and be retreated and
stumbled down stairs.
But when he reached the bottom he

saw against the dim light which came

through the open doorway of the room

he had left the figure of the girl as she
stood outside, watching him as far as

she could, a guardian angel to the last.

CHAPTER XVIII.
IN THE LOFT WITH COCH TAL.

Masson stumbled Into the kitchen,
which was quite dark, lighted a candle
and sat down, not to sleep again, but
to think over the fresh developments
of the uigbt.
Who were the perpetrators of the

outrage upon him? That question,
narrow as were the limits within
which It could be answered, was as

difficult to solve as ever. He had heard
and seen nothing to help him to aoy
further knowledge than this, that more

than one person had been concerned
in it. The probabilities were, he
thought, in favor of the belief that the
attack upon him had been made by the
lad Tom and Coch Tal, with the connivanceif not the actual assistance of
the old woman.
That Tregaron had had a hand in it

he could scarcely believe. The farmer'sconduct throughout had oeen

straightforward, while the manner of
the other three persons toward himself
had been uniformly suspicious and
bad.
That their object had been murder

he could not doubt. What plunder
would he be likely to yield worth such
a crime? That was the mystery. Surelysome other motive must be sought,
and this, he thought, could hardly be
other than jealousy on the part of
Coch Tal or fear lest Masson should
And out the truth concerning his brother'sfate.
Here again there was a mystery.

Granville had not carried on his personeither much money or much propertyof value, certainly but a poor
booty for which to run the risks attendantupon murder.
As for Gwyn, he could not think of

her without a softening of the heart,
a glow of gratitude and admiration.
That this girl had sacrificed her own

comfort, her own rest, during the past
few nights, he was now convinced beyonda doubt She had feared some

such outrage as that of which he had
been made a victim and had conceived
the idea of protecting him by keeping
him within the range of her own
watchful eyes. To do this she had
feigned illness when she was co the
highroad to recovery.

It was she who had been the watcherand he who had been the watched
during those nights when they had all
been puzzled by the Inconsistency betweenher favorable symptoms and
her vehement complaints of pain and
weakness.
What could he do in gratitude to

the girl for her splendid conduct, her
unselfish care? Ills heart beat quickiefiixl liio oros (*r»»w mnist as he
thought of It
And then he beard a heavy tread in

the room over his head and knew that
the farmer and his son were getting
up.

It was 5 o'clock and still dark. But
before many minutes were over the
door opened, and the old woman came
in with sticks and paper to light the
Qre.
She stopped short and blinked for

the llrst time in ids recollection when
she saw the lighted caudle and the
doctor sitting by the table. But she
made no comment as she went dowu
on her knees to her work aud then proceededto prepare the table for breakfast.
Iu the meantime Masson had heard

the voices of (Jwyn and of her father
in earnest conversation on the stairs,
and a little later he heard the farmer

their early work.
Presently the old woman disappeared.And he was left alone until It was

nearly 7 o'clock.
Then Gwyn came in. She looked pale

and fragile, and she walked rather unsteadily,but it was plain that she was

much farther advanced on the road to

complete health than she had pretended.
They stood silent, both deeply moved,for some seconds until Gwyn, recoveringherself and reddening slightly(said in a whisper:
"T TT-ont to toll mil nntv.whflt vnil

said you'd hear.the reason.the reason
of.of what was done to you. It was

very wrong, wicked, unjustifiable, of
course, but they would not have done
you any real harm. It was only a

trick, a trick to frighten you, because
of.of Jealousy."
As she uttered the last word she

turned away and spoke slyly and
quickly. Whatever he thought he consideredIt best to accept the suggestion
without open skepticism, so he merely
Inclined his head.
"Of course it was absurd, most absurd.But they do not understand. So

I said.what I did. You heard me, did
you not?" Masson bowed his head in
assent. "I said it to keep them quietto.toget rid of them, in fact 1 won't
apologize, doctor, for you know why 1
did it. You are going to marry me.

That Is to be taken for granted as long
as you are here, but when you go away
-and I will find means of getting you
away.then 1 will tell them the truth,
and there will be an end of it all, of
everything."
He came a little nearer to her and

tried to look into her face. And as he
did so the door into tbe washhouse

Kr o rrtiaf r\f rrlnrl
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from the outer door, which was opened
at that moment by the men coming in
to breakfast.
Both Gwyn and the doctor started,

and as the fanner and Tom and Cocb
Tal filed In and after the morning's
greetings took their places at the tablesit was plain enough by the expressionof the three faces that the
little scene they had witnessed had
conveyed a very distinct Impression to
their several minds.
Coch Tal looked ferocious, gloomy

and savage. He kept his eyes away
from the doctor, and when Gwyn wishedhim good morning he answered her
only by a curt word without looking at
her or offering any congratulation on

her reappearance down stairs.
Tom, who koked more sheepish than

ever and win betrayed, to Masson's
V

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
The old woman came in to light the fire.

eyes, by bis demeanor that be had been
one of the assailants of the night before.grinned and pinched bis sister's
arm with an ugly, knowing leer.
Tregaron himself shook Masson's

hand in a strong grip and said in a low
voice in his ear:
"I've heard. 1 wish you Joy. My

loss will be your gain, sir. gentleman
though you arc. and though It's not for
me to say so perhaps."
And Gwyn bit her lip as her father

kissed her und sat down in her place
with a grave face and without so

much as a glance at anybody.
The farmer, indeed, was the only

person who seemed to be quite at his
ease with the doctor. He was pleased
and proud of the engagement between
Masson and Gwyn. and he spoke freelyof the comfort it gave him to think
of his little girl being settled in life,
with a "real gentleman, and one who
had saved her life." to take care of her.
He said how much he should miss her
himself and how sorry he was that she
would go so far away.
"But then." be added, with a shrewd

Bhake of the head, "maybe it's as well.
After all, though, you're too much of a

gentleman to be ashamed of us, still
we're not grand enough folks for you,
sir, when all is said and done. It's only
our Gwyn that's fit for you, and there's
the truth."
Masson found these remarks rather

hard to reply to, but he listened and
made such feeble comments as he
could. He noted, while he spoke, the

piercing eyes of Coeh Tal fixed upon
him with a penetrating shrewdness
which seemed to suggest that the huge,
red bearded son of the mountains
guessed more than Tregaron himself
did.
Or was it .that he knew more?
It was not until supper time that ho

had a chance of speaking again to

Gwyn alone. He had been working
hard out of doors all day, and she had
kept out of his way when he entered
the house at mealtimes. But he happenedto enter the kitchen before the
other men, and as he did so he met

Gwyn coming down stairs.
"Where will you sleep tonight?" she

trayed that this question had been
troubling her.
Masson hesitated. Then a thought

struck him.
"In the loft with Merrick, If he'll let

me," he answered at last.
But Gwyn was startled by the proposal.
"No, no," said she, "you must not

Let me think!"
"You will never think of anything

better than that," said he gently.
"Give ine an acknowledged enemy
rather than a treacherous friend."
"What do you mean? Whom do you

mean by 'a treacherous friend?'"
"I mean no one In particular, answeredMasson. "But Merrick is the

only person who has shown me open
antagonism, and at the same time he
Is the sort of man to whom I could
trust myself."
She seemed much struck by these

words, and she looked Into his face
attentively after he had uttered them.
"Perhaps you are right." she said at

last in a hesitating voice. "You are
wiser than I am. of course, sir."
He opened the door of the kitchen,

where they now heard the voices of
the others, and followed her in.
Coch Tal, who had begun his supper,scowled at them both.
Masson sat down beside him and at

once opened the matter to him by requestingpermission to sleep in a cornerof his loft. The peasant stared at
him in undisguised surprise.
"With me, mister.'" cried he in rough,

jeering tones. "Why. sure you wouldn't
find any feather beds there, nor yet no

pillows soft enough for your liking!"
"I think a board and a brick would

be soft enough for me tonight," returnedthe young doctor good humoredly."And the roof overhead is all
the luxury 1 want."
The farmer had begun to protest

and to offer his own room. But Massonwould not bear of it. In the midst
of the dispute between them Coch
Tal's deep voice bawled out as he
glanced first at Gwyn and then at Masson:
"All right, sir. You can share my

loft if you like."
And in spite of. the farmer's angry

and offended objections the matter was
settled thus.
rierore uocu iai reacueu me ion m

Ills turn Mnsson was fast asleep.
He was roused ten minutes later by a

rough, fierce shake, and. starting up.
he found Cocli Tal bending over him,
with a savage scowl upon his face.
In one hand he held a wood chopper,
and with the other he was still clutchingthe doctor's arm.
"Wake up!" cried he roughly. "Wake

up! I've got guilt enough on my soul!
I don't want to kill a sleeping man!
Wake up! Get up! And help me to
keep the devil down!"
And even as he spoke he raised the

ax above his h^ad and clinched his
teeth in a look of fierce, burning
hatred.
In the flickering, misty light of the

smoking tallow candle he looked like
a demon. Masson thought as he staggeredto his feet

TO BE CONTINUED.

COMMANDANT CKONJE.
The Free State Commander Is Very UnlikeGeneral Joubert.

General White has reported that an

investigation exonerates General Joubertof responsibility for the firing on

an ambulance party, and to all who
know the Boer commander-in-chiefs
character the statement was scarcely
necessary. He has won the respect
of Englishmen, and few of tbem would
have believed he could have lent any
countenance to dishonorable tactics.

It will probably be otherwise in regardto General Cronje, the Boer commander,whose troops have been specificallyaccused of disregarding the
usages of war in the course of their
resistance to Ajora Jiemueu a uuvauce.

Iu the war of independence Cronje led
the Boer forces to the attack of Potehefstroom,a town just beyond the
Vaal river, about 60 miles southwest
of Johannesburg. The fort was splendidlydefended by Colonel Winslow
and a small British garrison.
The method's of Cronje's attack

earned for him a most unsavory reputation.There were several incidents
in that war that did not bring in mucb
credit to the Boers ; but no officer offendedagainst the rules of civilized
warfare so often and grossly as Cronje.
Not only did he order several noncombatantBritishers to be arrested,
and afterward had them shot as spies
on wholly insufficient grounds; but be
repeatedly caused prisoners of war to
he placed in the forefront of the besiegingforce and compelled them to work
in the trenches in exposed positions,
so that tbey might be, as many of them
were, shot by their own comrades from
the walls.
Commandant Cronje's conduct towardthe end of the siege of Potchefstroom,however, will ever be rememberedagainst him. When the news

reached him that an armistice had
been arranged between the British and
Boer forces be deliberately withheld
the information from the beleaguered
garrison and continued the siege with
fresh energy. Ultimately Colonel
Winslow was obliged to surrender to
save the lives of the wounded and the
women and children refugees. Cronje's
behavior, when it became known, was

too much even for Mr. Gladstone, and
the Transvaal government was requiredby Sir Evelyn Wood to allow a

British regiment to march up from Natalon the conclusion of peace and reoccupyRotcbefstroom as a formal acknowledgmentof Cronje's teachery.


