
to catch the bending cypress branch. and
the wild vine barred the way.

St Udo, chatting carelessly to bis inférior
officer. turned suddenly in bis -.. addle to

look for Thoms, and met bis quailing eyes
scarce two yards behind.

His head was bent to catch every word
uttered by St. Udo, bis eyes gleamed like

glow worms in the dusk ; he was the pic.
ture of a man with some dread watch to
keep.

-Back. fellow!- cried St. Udo. sternly.
4''%Nrhat do you want here ?-

Thoms fell back with humility.
«* Beg pardon, colouel-I was listening to

some sounds ahead," muttered he.
His coolness was manifestly forced-his

excuse was manifestly a lie-yet the haughty
Englishman only swore at him and turned
from him as one avoids the worm in the

path.
He resumed his idle conversation witb

bis officerý and passed the time away in light
jests and piquant anecdotes of a life neither

tame nor simple. and quite ignorel the in.
quisitive Thoms bebind bim.

But Thoms did not forget to, strain every
faculty of hearing and seeing while he had
the chance. Never did lover drink in love

vovs of bis beautiful betrothed, as did the
gray-faced valet his colonel's stories; never

did the worshipers of that star of song,
jenny Lind, analyse each tone, each delicate

inflection of her voice in the day of her most
glorious effulgence, as did Thoms the tones

of St. Udo Brand; and when the soldier,
weary of speech, sank into mute reverie, the

old man's glowîng eyes stole over bis stately
figure, measuring its height, its contour, its
carriage. with anxious care, as if but one
man lived upon the earth for him, and that
night be might be slain.

At midnight the little detachment paused
to reste

The place they chose as favorable to their
purpose was the wide-spread giounds of a
ruined mansion-hause.

Merrily the camp fires blazed up, paling
the shimmer of a myriaa of soaring fire-flies,
and sparkling through the murk like a broken
lava stream.

The chevalier left bis company to visit bis
friend's tente and the brothers-in-arms ex-

changed cordial jests and friendly converse,
while Thorns, hovering over the camp-fires
and boiling the coffée, peered inquisitively
at the pocket album whîch St. Udo was
showing bis friend.

41 How that old wretch listens to our con-
versation," exclaimed St. Udo, laiigbi-ýig, as
tbe valet retreated for a moment beyond
earshot, for another armful of fagots. te He
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and golden rewards, and whistling balls of
the battle-field beckoned to each with a
separate welcome. f

64 Here you will win glory," they cried to
St -Udo Brand.

et Here you will win gold." they whispered
to Calembours.

- We promise yau death 1"' they sighed to
rhoms.

So the three men followed the beckoning
band, and entered the contest.

Some weeks passed. It was their last
cvening in New York. On the morrow they
would be en route for the army.

Captain Brand and the Chevalier de Cal-
embours had staid at the same botel, and
viere. of course, tolerably confidential witb
!ach other.

Thoms divided his attentions, with rnarked
impartiality. brtween bis master and bis

niaster"s friend, and lost no opportunity of
ingratiating himself with the cynical captain.

This evening Captain Brand was writing
letters; the chevalier was serenely smoking
Dn the balcony. Thoms silently plodded

through ' the packing of their tra-velmg-bags
in a corner.

et One, two-there are three letters," said
the captain. throwing down bis pen.

Thoms, you doge post these."
A scornful smile was on bis lip. He

picked up a photograph from his desk and
pored over ît eagerly. The cold, supenor

srnile melted from bis scornful moýth; the
kzeen raillery vai2ished from, his eyes; he re
garded the pictured face àlmost in despair.

Thoms. creeping behind bis chair to reach
for the levers, took a keen survey of the
card he held.

It was the face of a yonng and lovely girl
,A-hich. returned St. Udo's yearning, ques-

tioning gaze with a sweet. free smile.
Thoms took the letters, and stanJing. for

i moment in the hall, greedily scrutinized
the envelopes.

4. Andrew Davenport. Esq.," - Rufus Gay,
NI.D.." and te Lady Juliana Ducie," whis-
pered the spy.

He passed into his own roora. locked the
-loor, and did not emerge for at least ten

mînutes ; and when he did. be stole out with
the letters in his band, casting startled looks
around. as if he fancied he had some cause
to féar.

Tbei next morning the two new colonels
left'New York at the head o." their men, and
halted not until some tLree days subse-
quently tbey found thernse1ves within one
day's march of the grand army.

The- way lay through forests of hickory,
planer, and tulip trees, between tobacco and
cotton plantations, and over deep, yieiding
morasses. where the giant gqurd sprang up
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