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CHAPTER IV.

SEEKING A SPY.

The wail of a mountain pipe, poorly played, as any

evrff?^'*°'"f
*° '*' '*™"'' would havi admitted^even if the instrument were one he loved, and alto-

f?m^„*T"^V^ 'I ^''^r?""
°^ Montaiglon, called

wwlJ ft' "^^^f^ P°°'^ J°'"^'l him in a mealwhereof good Mango's jugged hare formed no part.Mungo, who had upheld ancient ceremony by hiscrude performance on the piob mhor, was the at-tendant upon the table,-an office he undertook with
his bonnet on h.s head, "in token," as his master
whisperingly explained to Count Victor, "of hissometimes ill-inforraed purpose of conducting every
formal task in Doom upon the strict letter of military

h^f »' pertained m camps, garrisons, ard strong-
holds. It was amusing to witness the poor fellow'spompous precision of movement as he stood behind

mLrtlf""'!'*' "^''t'M the guest to his humblemeal; the rigidity of his inactive moments, or the
ridiculous jerkmess with which he passed a p atter as'twere to the time of a drill-sergeant's baton Moreamusing still for one able, like Count Victor, to fnter
into the humour of the experience, was it to have his

festS.^'* '
'""'' °^ *'''" '" ^^P'*= °^'^'' '^"i'^i

thI7!!\^cT"
^'"^^ '''"'"fi' ""^ ^hoot your exploit wi'

come by boat," he whispered over a tendered ale-


