
FAITHFUL MARGARÈT.

The Federal hero turned to St. Udo with
a grim smile.

Heavens 1 it was Thoms.
The next moment he had vanished in the

whirl of battle. and was no more to be
seen.

-- Ye gods! he has saved my life 11, cried
.St. Udo Brand. go Thoms. the- despised-
Thoms, the sleuth-hound-the old maniac!
What can this mean ? Have we used him
badly ?"

St. Udo, lying in his tent. mused deeply
on the strange Idndness which the man whom
be had spurned had doue him, when a sha-
dow flitted near-Thoms, with his intent
face and wary eye,

4 Gad 11 was looking for you to come,
Thoms," cried St. Udo, getting up and ex-

tending his haud frauldy. & « 1 cannot ex-
press my thanks to you for your gallantry
on my behalf to-day, but I ara grateful for

it, and theres my hand on that."
The long, brown fingers clutched his as if

in a vise, and wrung them hard.
a, Don't mention it, colonel. You was

in danger, and Iecouldn"t abear, to have
Vou killed yet." smiled the old man, grim-
IY-.. By jove! you make me ashamed of my
suspicions of you," cried St. Udo, with in.

genuous candor. *'- Let me say now that I
am sorry for them."

es I knowed you would change your mind
about me some day," muttered Thoms; O«so
1 were contented to wait for the time,
colonel."

et 1 was so sure you owed me some
grudge, my good fellow," said St, Udo.

41 No. Colonel Brand, 1 owe you no
grudge as long as you trust me and don't
treat me like a secret félon," exclaimed
Thoms, in a hoarse voice. le And now that

vou treat me better, 111 never leave you as
iong as you live-I won't by Heaven!"

His sallow face, more ghastly than ever
affer the day's bloody toil, whitened in the

lurid gloom of twilight. and a terrible
smile *Played about the twitching corners of
his moutb.

St. Udo placed a beavy hand upon his
shoulder.

#' Forgive me, my friend, for all my harsh-
ness to you," said he, earnestly. Il 1 willnot
doubt your good faith again. Faith, man,
you almost make me believe in disinterest-
cd goodness."I

He turned away in deep emotion; he
could say no more.

Was it an answering thrill which, stirring
the secret beart of the strange old servant,
sent his eyes, filled with such an unearthly
glare, ovcr the gallant colonel? He had

saved him from a certain deatb, with mad

bravery. that day; he had come to listen to
bis grateful thanks; yet. if ever the fires of

)n'imm blazed in human, eyes, tbey
blazed in his in that quiet, murderous

look.
Steadily. surely, the man was creeping
toward bis secret purpose, and if St. ý Udo"s

entire trust removed another obstacle from,
his path.- that obstacle was removel to-

night, and nothing stood between him and
the end.

-Eh bim lO chi the chevalier, who;
had been a=n edi:fi spectator of this scene.

Since we are all once more the happy
family-, let us be £y, Il et us sing, talk, and
scare the blue devils away. Tell me the
little hi3tory of your life. in England, mon

41 England be hanged, returned St. Udo,
returning to bis gloom. 14 She gave me no
history but the black records of vice,
treachery, and disappointment. What do

you want with sue a history PI
et Amusement, instruction," yawned Ca-

lembours. 48 Something to make gray-
bearded time fly quick.»

,I', Very well, I accede for want of other
employment What shall 1 tell yon of?

My hours devoted to finding out the world.
and presided over by idiot Credulity ?
Or my boun devoted to revenging my
injuries upon the Worid, and presided over
by the great Father of lies? What will you
have ?»

diYour life,".breathed the chevaiier, im-
pressively.

St. Udo placed himself in a comfortable
position and began with a smile of mockery.

Calemboursfixed bis eager eyes npo, him
and listened întently ; and Thoms crept into
the shadow behind the tent, crouched chere
on bis knees, and beld bis breath patiently.

So the story was told.
Evezy incident wortby of note in St. Udos

life wu correctly narrated, every name cnn-
nected with the charactm involved stated,

their portraits distinctly painted, their
characteristics faithfülly recalled, with

many a refèrence to the pocket-album, be-
tween; rlear as if he lived it all over again,
St. Udo placed bis pa3t Defore the eyes of
the Chevalier de Calembours.

And neither the chevalier nor Si. Uda
Brand saw the slow-match flickering over a
tiny note-book behind the tent, or beard the
stealthy scrape of a pencil as long. brcwn
fingers took down, in phonetie characters,
the words dropping lazily from the uncon-
scious man's lip's.

When St. Udo, had ficisbed, the chevalier
rom and stretched bis cramned limbs.

- Morbkx ! Time bas Îfeàý nimbly this
night. 1 forizot everythinir in vour reetal.
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