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CHAPTER 1.
A STILETTO.

A stormy night in Western Tennessee.

Desolate though the scene was and fuli of
evil suggestions. on this night a man was
cronching in the shadows of the low grow-
ing trees surrounding a handsome Southern
residence.

He bad been an hour in making his wa,
up from the highway, which stretched,
heavy and black, toward the Tennessee
River, for in every direction about the
building ran the beats of vigilant rebel senti-
nels, guarding the quarters of Colonel Font-
neroy.

Now flaton his face, crawling over the
cold wet grass, now dashing guickly across
a narrow opening, and now dodging into the
shade of some dense growth of shrubbery,
the bird of the tempest had finally reached a
point from which, by extreme care, he could
peer through the window, half hidden by a
thiock ivy-vine, into the room where sat the
Confederate colonel.

As he pulls aside the dripping vine the
light from within falls for an instant full in
his face.

It is that of a man who has been hunting
forsomething till every line on his counten-
ance is plewed deep with watchful anxiety
—a face igywhich may be traced determina-

tion u lding, vigilance untiring and
bravery undaunted.
Could we have seen his entire form we

would mark how uncouth yetserviceable was
the attire he wore; how unkempt was his
whole appearance, like that of one whose
own hands alone performed the task of pre-
paring and keeping in order the garments
which sheltered him from wind and tem-
est.

As this singular man turned his gaze upon
the face of Colonel Fontneroy, a glare came
into his eyes like that seen in those of a beast
hungry for prey, and a smile almost ghastly
in its hideousness lighted up his hard feat-
ures.

Hark! He whispers!

‘“ Aba! At last, at last, my brave colonel,
1 have found you! Found you! Ay, and
to-night shall you learn of my presence, and
know that my vow is not forgotten. Will
this be the last time I visit you? No; I
must see you still uearer; must meet you
face to fuce, and wrqu from your accursed
lips the words for which I have waited so
long. And fVet, may not my waiting for this,
cheat me of my purpose? IfI thoughtit—
it shall not be done now. I will
Ha! heis not

but no;
wait. Justice is on my side.
alone. Well, it matters not.”’

The hand of the strangersought his breast.
A moment later it held a weapon which
glittered in the lamp light as it shimmered
through the damp leaves.

Hestroked it lovingly, as one might fondle
a child, and muttered words inaudible tv all
but himself.

Inside that room the rebel colonel had sat
alone all the evening long.

His pen bad traced page after page, hur-
riedly, till there lay on the table before him
a pile of manuscript wet with iuk.

Once or twice the door had opened softly.
An inquiry had been made, and an answer
given.

When the hands of the clock on the man-
frel denoted ten a footstep woke the colonel
from his labor.

Looking up quickly he saw a fair young
lady, with eyes and hair dark as midnight,
and lips of the loveliest red.

‘*Laura!” he exciaimed, springing up and
seizing the hand she extended toward him
with a smile.

** Yes, Laura,” she replied. ** You did not
¢xpect me.”

““ Through this storm, no. Why should I?
[t seems almost madness in you to attempt
it. See, you are drenched through and
through.”

Helifted her cape, which was indeed wet,
as if it bad been dipped in the river.

‘“ Pshaw! What care I forsuch a storm as
this! Why, this is grand. It is only the
lhightning which makes me tremble. hen

sueb tempests come I hide away out of reach
ot th:‘glan.m and roar. To-night is nothing.

Can you not guess why I have come here
to-night?”

There was something in the toneand the
look which made the heart of the Confeder-
ate officer leap madly.

Well did he know what had brought
Laura Doane thither in spite of night and
storm,

‘1 can guess, Laura,’’ he said, his voice as-
suming a gentler tone. ‘‘ But don’t you think
it a great deal to risk ? How did you pass the
guard ?”’

“I bad some trouble, that is true. Your
men hold their watch over you well. Colonel
Fontneroy must be much beloved by them.
Jt was only by producing the letter you sent
me last that I was allowed to come within
the lines. You remember in that yon gave
me some instructions to follow 1n case I
should ever want to come here ?"’

“Did I? Ibadalmost-—"

‘* Forgotten it, you mean,” interrupted the
girl, seeing him hesitate for an instant. There
was a toneof reproach in her voice.

“No—no; I did not mean that; but you
see I have been so busy of late. It would rnot
be surprising if some things did escape my
memory, would it?”

“If {'ou are satisfled with your explanation,
I surely ought to be. You men do not think
so much about these things as we do.”

Laura Doane was watching the face of her
lover closely. Did she mistrust him ?

We shall see.

The colonel bit his lip.

It was evident thathe felt disturhed.
girl camne to the rescue.

The

“But your letter -erved me well. It
gained me entrance here.”’

‘ And you bring us mews.”

“No. Idid not eome for that. There is

nothing new outside. The Union troops are
resting still. When they do strike, the blow
will be terrible.”

‘‘Skeptical as ever in regard to the justness
of our cause, I see. If I were to tell youthat
westrike first, what then ?’

** Colonel Fontneroy, I believe thatright is
on the side of the Confederates. You have
not heard me say aught to the contrary.
What I do say is, secession never will prevail.
It becomes more and more evident every
hour. Disaster is all that awaits you.”

‘“ You forget that our people are becoming
more thoroughly aroused than at any previ-
ous time since the war opened. hen
churches, court houses and every public in-
stitution give up their bells for use in found-
ing cannon, it shows that the hearts of our
citizens believe in rebellion, and will stand
by it to the last.”

‘“Yes, I remember all this; but let me ask
if that metal ever reached the founderies?
You know, as well as I, that it fell at once
into the hands of the Unionists. So ends
your beautiful illustration. Night rests
with the North. It will crush out this
loyal, patriotic South. Look at what you
have just lost at Fort Douelson and Island
Number Ten! It will always be thus here-
after.”

The Counfederate colonel remained silent
for a moument.

The reference to these recent disasters to
the (Confederate arms chafed him.

‘**And I have come to-night to ask you
once more if you will not give up this fight-
ing. Its against fate and againstreason.”

“ Lanra!”

‘“It would kill me if anything happened to
you. I knowit.”

Thereshown in the girl's eyes a tender
light which could not be mistaken. Inter-
preting it, the Confederate winced and
moved in his chair uneasily.
h_Still the girl bent her piercing gaze upon

im.

*“ You do not really wish me to stop where
I am now, do you? I have great hopes for
the future.”

*“Hopes greater than facts warrant. Don't
think I want to blight any real ambition of
yours. Forgive me, won't you, for saying
this? But Icannot think you are truly de-
sirous of following this life. If itshould, b
any chance, lead to the glory you dream of,
do you believe it would satisfy you?”

‘““You have too many questions to-night,
Laura,” said Fontneroy, rising hastily, and
beginning to pace the room. ‘‘I can state
my position in this matter very briefly. The
Seouth has right on its side. I feel that I
ought todo all I can to aid her cause; and,
God helping me, I will not swerve from
what I deem a duty.”

80 you grefer to forget those who love
you, if need be, put them far out of mind,
that you may gratify this blind ambition!
Well, it may.”

‘“You wrong me; I do not forget my
friends, I think of you often, Laura.”

‘¢ As a friend, only ?”’

It was wonderful how quickly she grasped
at every word, which tended to show that
the love she bore him was not fully returned
by this baughty Southerner. Her passionate
nature demanded, measure for measure, the
affection she gave. And it was evident she
would brook no trifling.

‘ Laura, dearest, I cannot understand why
you speak thus,” said Fontneroy, seeming
to throw asidg all restraints, and speaking in
a different manner than he had assumed in
the course of the interview. ‘‘You know I
look upon you as my dearest friend. Don't
pain me by your unjust words. I cannot re-
trace my steps, now the waris upon us. I
hold a position of trust, and would bLe a
traitor were I to abandon it. I am sure your
prophecy of evil will not be fulfilled. We
now have on foot a scheme, the issue of

which will, I donbt not, turn the tide in our

favor. Icannotspeak further of our plans,
even to you; but I ask you only to wait pa-
tiently a few days longer before;you abandon
hope of our success.’

‘I could wait forever for anything you
ask !” the girl said, asshe lifted the hand of
the Confederate to her lips. ‘‘Perhaps I am
down-hearted to-night. ?cannot driveawa
from my heart the feeling that harm wi
come to you if you do not let war go and
come back to me."”

“ I will come back to you with love all the
stronger for waiting; and I can’t help think-
ing you will be glad to share the glory I am
winning, too, by and by.”

*“Give me the love and you may keep the
glory!” s id the girl, gently, as she rested
her head for a moment on the breast of the
rebel officer.
quickly :

‘] must be away. I have staid too long
already. Molly will scold me soundly for
this anyway.”

“Ah! Molly. She is still with you, then ?"’

*“Oh, yes; the dear girl is so devoted to me
that she cannot endure it if I am out of her
sight an instant.”

*‘ She hopes to convert you, maybe, to her
political belief.”

‘It cannot be done. Even Molly is admit-
ting it at last.”” Then she heard a footste
outside, and plaeing her hand in that
Fontneroy, whispered ;

¢ Good-night,
for my sake!”

Another instant and she was gone.

Colonel Fontneroy threw himself into his
chair, and placing his hands upon his fore-
head muttered to himself: -

Then springing up she sald—~

"

earest. Do be very careful, .

*“ What ademon I am! Heavens, how that -
g Had I known it soon
it is like playing with fire to even sugg ‘

irl can love.

that Iam not hers body andsoul. What can
Ido? Certainly theremust be some end to
this. Ioughtto have told her long ago. If
her evilwordsshould come true—"'

The words died on his lips.
The sharp ring of a pistol woke the night
air.

Colonel Fontneroy threw up his arms
wildly, and uttered a terrible cry, then fell
headlong across his table. )

Through the window before him which
bad been slightly raised, something fluttered
tc the floor. .

A close view revealed the fact thatit was
a stiletto.

It pinned to the carpet a piece of paper.

CHAPTER II.
ON DANGEROUS GROUND,

The same night.

Not far from the hour when the Confeder
ate colonel was engaged in conversation wita
Laura Doane, a man rode hurriedly up the
gravel walk leading from the road.

Flin?ng himself from thesaddle, hespoke
a single word to the soldier who confronted
him at the door and sprung u‘) the ateps.

As the light from within feil upon him it
revealed theface of a youngman, clad in the
grﬁy uniform adopted by the Confederaocy.

ie was handsome 48 an Apollo, with a
form which seemed built for deeds of brav-
ery and endurance. His eyes, darkand pierc-
ing, seemed to take in at a single glance the
entireroomand its ogccupants. and asmile
curled his lip, as he strode to the great fire
blazing in the old-fashioned fire-place.

Seeming to recognize in the new-comer a
man who would demand at once respect and
obedience, the grou% about the sparkling
fire made way for him, and for some mo-
ments contented themselves in surveying
him from head to foot in 8 manner savorir g
much of suspicion.

-ty
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It was a time when both Union and Con-
federate troops were every moment on their
guard against oharacter whose movements
or appearance in any manner indicated that
they were not what they represented them-
eelves.

Esgecmlly was this true of the men who
utood and sat under the roof beneath which
the youug stranger had just come.

eemingly unconscious of the scrutiny be-
wtowed upon him, tbe man stood for some
minutes passing and repassing his bhands
through the genial flames, his eyes fixed be-
fore him, as if his thoughts were for the mo-
ment on things far distant.

‘“Been out some time, I reckon,” finally
ventured one of the bystandersafter waiting
some time for the stranger to break the si-
lence, which had fallen over the room when
be entered it.

Btarting up from his reverie the young
man replied, with a laugh :

“Look like it, don't 1?7

At the same moment he cast a glancedown
at his high cavalry boots now heavily spat-
ter d with mud, and his garments steaming
before the fire.

“Yes, I have had a long ride. A long ride,
gentlemen, and such a one as I don’'t want

in on a night like this. Ugh! whata
storm!”’

As the words were spoken, a gust of wind
hurled the rain iu sheets against the win-
dows of the fine old mansion with a mourn-
ful sound ; and almost involuntarily those
pl‘esanl ent orept nearer the wide open fire-
pla e.

“ From what place have you come this
evening, stranger?’ continued the first
ageaksr, evidently of a more inquiring turn
than his companions. *‘You see, we're anxi-

‘8§ to get any news from outside just at
present.”’

The young man replied without a mo-
went'’s hesitation:

“IAcalme last from Island Number Ten.”

“ARI"

Something almost likea groan run around
the sssemblage at mention of this place, the
scene of recent disaster to the Confederate
forces.

‘‘ The name seems familiar to most of you.
Were any of you there the other day ?’

** Every man of us,” was thereply; ‘‘and,
stranger. we don’t like the sound of the
word, naturally. But how isit that you're
metting here at such a late day? There
must be something up. What delayed you
€0 long ?”’

There was a tone of suspicion in the voice.
It was bound to come out.

Notioing the expression very speedily, the
stranger drew himself up before the tire.
e*You don’'t suspect me, [ hope.”

* Who said we did?" was the somewhat
short que‘v. ‘“The question was civil
enough. bat fault have you to find with
it?

* Who is in command here?’

The tone was one which admitted of no
delay.

**This bouse is the quarters of Colonel
Fontneroy at present,’’ said one of the com-
pany, who had not spoken up to this mo-
ment. ‘[ have the bonor to have command
of the guard to-night.”’

*“Then you're the man I want to see. It is
plaiu that some af those fellows suspect me.
‘What reason they have for it is more than I
can imagine, unless it be on general princi-

les. T waut to tell you that no man here

as purer Southern blood in his veins than I.
1 am a citizen of the soil on which we now
stand. I was born here and spent my boy-
hood among these hills, But Iam not going
to ask you to take my word for it. Look at
these papers, plecase; they will tell you all
you want to knowabout me.”

With these words he placed in the hands of
the Confederate officer a package of letters.

Hastily running them over, the captain
Zave them back to the young man, and turn-
ing to his subordinates, said :

* It’s all right, boys; this man is entitled
to our eonfidence. e has letters from head-
guarters to Colonel Fontneroy.'

Then he added, addressing the stranger :

“Tam afraid the colonel is too busy to-
night to see you. I don’t suppos you will
care about waiting till morning.”

* Certainly not. ButI must see him early.
It ia of great importance that the object of
my eeming should not be delayed a moment
longer than ean be avoided.”

Apparently accepting the words of their
leader a8 final, and removing all reasonable
doubt as to his Joyaliy, the Confederates at
once renewed the free and easy conversa-
tion in which they had been interrupted.

T&e warm fire seemed conduciv@ to gar-

TR
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rulity, and the tendency was increased by
the sound of the heartless rain outside.

Perceiving that he had succeeded in dis-
pelling suspicion, the young man_ seated
himself beside the Confederate captain, who
said, in an apologetic manoper:

“You cau’t wonder that our men are_ be-
coming more and more watchful regard[ug
strangers. This vicinity is overrun wit
Uuion spies at present. Every day they are
being run in. These parts are getting too
hot for them, however, and I think they’ll
begin to give us a wide birth soon.”

The young stranger acquiesced.

Who that know the situation would have
thought it strange that the Confederates
used every possible means in their power to
conceal their movements from the eagle
eyes of the indomitable Union general who
was even at that moment hastening to super-
cede them at Corinth ?"'

There had been in the late repulses sus-
tained by the Confederates, other lessons
than those conveyed by the overwhelming
losses of life and treasure, lessons which they
intended tomake availablein the future.

Foremost among these lessons was this:
Secrecy regarding every operation, however
insignificant.

This, primarily, was the reason why such
watch was kept up along thelines. But how
little did this resolution ultimately avoid,
history tells us in words so plain that no rep-
etition is needed.

Everywhere the scouts of the Union forces
penetrated the most carefully guarded camp
of the Confederates ; everywhere the actions
of their own troops were followed as by
gaze omnipotent, and in every unsuspected

uarter they found that they had not been so
sly that the wary Unionists had not detected
them.

For a moment silence fell upon the group.
The eyes of the young man still rested upon
the fire in apparent unconcern at the con-
ltli.nued gaze kept up by the soldiers about

im.

‘““Toomuch care cannot be exercised in this
matter,” he said, at length. ‘It is frequent-
ly the case that men we least suspect are
closest on our trail. 1 judge something is
afoot among you, captain,” he continued,
turning suddenly toward the man he ad-
dressed. ‘1 bad not a little difficulty my-
self in passing the sentry to-night, though I
had the countersign and these letters to back
me. Atone time I thought I was about to
fail. What is the meaning of such extraordi-
pary precautions?”’

‘“ Ab! then you have not heard the latest ?
You are far behind the times.”

‘“ How should I be aware of anything
which is passing here? You forget, captain,
that I am just in from a long absence.”

There gathered more closely about the
couple a half score of Confederate privates.
Among them was the man from whose lips
had proceeded the words of suspicion when
the stranger first entered the room.

Unawares to him, the never resting glance
of the young man bad seen in this man, ac-
tions which he did vot like.

He knew from them that the letters he
bad showed the captain upon the strength
of which he had been proclaimed worthy of
confidence, had not removed from his path
one who would prove an enemy, and who
would not hesitate to strike him at the first
opportunity.

he question asked by the young man bhad
the effect of bringing this individual to the
side of the captain.

Leaning over his shoulder as he sat in
front of the grate, he whispered something
in the officer’s ear.

From the muttered oath which the cap-
tain uttered when he beard the words spok-
en .« could be inferred that he placed no re-
liauce in them.

With a gesture of impatience he returned
to his conversation with the young man at
his side.

As he did so the soldier thus thrust from
the captain strode quickly, though quietly
out of the room.

Silently though this little piece of acting
had been going on, there had not,the slight-
est part of it escaped the notice of the
stranger, but nothing in hismanner betray-
ed that fact.

He listened in apparentunconcern to what
the captain was saying.

‘“You understand that this matter mustbe
kept a profound secret with you,” the Con-
federate said. *“If it should get to the ears
of the Yanks it would ruin everything. We
can depend upon you?”’

**8ir, what more can I say to satisfy you
upon tbat point?’ demanded the young
man, sternly, and with the air of one who

feels his pride insulted. ‘‘I tell you again, I
am to the manor born. 1 am by birth and
early education one of you.”

Rebuked thus, the captain continued :

*In yonder room sits Colonel Fontneroy,
who, though inferior in rank to General
Beauregard, is reallg his superior as a sol-
dier. By him has there been devised a plan
by which we hope to do much toward
regaining what we have lost within the
past few weeks. This very night a mes-

senger went out of this camp bhearing dis-
patches.”
* Dispatches? To whom ?"’

* Valuable information and instructions to
Van Dorn and Price. Within two hours
after they receive those dispatches, there
willbe on the move a force of men which
will enable Beauregard to carry out the
plan just referred to.”

‘*And that is—"'

* Nothing less than—"’

‘“Gentlemen, ! proclaim yonder villain a
Union spy! Arrest him on the spot!"

The words sent a thrill through the heart
of every man present, and all turned toward
the speaker.

Hardly bad the sound of his voice ceased
to ring through the room when the young
stranger thus accused cleared the group at a
single bound, and before a step could be
taken to arrest his course he stood at the
door.

Whirling when the opening had been
reached, he displayed in each hand a gleam-
ing revolver.

veling them upon the (lonfederates, he
exclaimed in a clear voice, which sounded
to those present like the tones of the trune-
pet of doom :

“Jam what that man has called me. [
will say more. I told you I was born among
you. It was true. Istand at this moment
under the roof of the house where I first saw
light. Ihavearightto say what I will here,
and I shall do it. Iam Phil Lamonte, the
son of old Jared. Iseeyou remember him
and me. I have come back here to find my
home held by a band of traitors. Takeit
and do as you will with it. When yon want
me, seek me on the track of the messenger,
who is bearing the dispatches to Price and
Van Dorn!”

The next moment the intrepid youth
bounded down the steps and out into the
darkness.

Just then a shot sounded in the room of
Colonel Fontneroy!

CHAPTER III
BETWEEN TWO FIRES.

When Laura Doane left the presence of
Colonel Fontneroy sheran down the walk,
stopping rot until she reached the road.
Here she groped about in the darkness till
she found the horse, which had brought her
thither, fastened to asapling but a few paces
from the gateway.

Springing lithely upon the animal's back,
she galloped away through the storm.

Only ashort distance had she gone, how .
ever, when the sound of theshot fired by the
night bird through the window in the room
of the Confederate officer, rung through the
air.

Drawing up her horse the girl turned her
head in thedirection of the noise and listened
long and earnestly.

‘“ A shot!" she whispered, ‘‘and from the
Lamonte mansion. What can it mean? At
this hour it bodes no good. I tremble at
everythin% which even hints that evil may
befall my lover yonder. I must know what
called forth that report. Am I foolish?
Fond heart, be still! Nothing shall barm
him I love. 1t must not, must not be!"*

In an instant she had wheeled the animal
sharply about, and dashed madly back over
the course she bad just covered.

Nearing the mansion the sound of voices
commanding and the thunderof heavy foot-
steps fell upon her ear. Lights flashed every-
where. The entire grounds about the great
building seemed alive with troops.

As the girl was leaving the road for the
walk leading to the door, a hand was laid on
the bridle of her horse, and a soldier said :

‘““You cannot pass. Any attempt to do so
will prove fatal to you!"’

‘“But I must pass!” exclaimed the girl.
‘““You know me. I am Laura Doane.’’

*Did you tellme you are the daughter of
General Beauregard himself I would not let
you enter now. In fact, Iam not sure thatl
ought not to arrest yon till we know the
source of that shot up yonder just now. Yon
camle f!‘O!,],] the mansion just a momentago?”’

«I did.
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** And from the presence of ('olonel Font-
neroy 7"’

“Yes. But why do you ask ¥ Has evil be-
fallen hun ?  Speak, quick.”

‘“He was shot iu his reom by some one un-

known. That ixall I can tell you.”
‘“Shot!" shrieked the girl, wild!{. “Shot, |
and you will not let me see him. must go

on! Remove your hand or I will strike you.
You know not what you are doing.”

She raised her riding whip as she spoke,
and urged bher horse onward up the drive.
But the soldier retained his grasp and half a
dogen eompanions leaped to his assistance.

The horse reared frauntically and alwost
unseated the girl. Another cry of terror
broke from her lips.

Through the darkne s suddeniy there

unged a horseman, before whom the Con-
ederates retreated in haste. The blows he
dealt frem side to side about him with the
buttof a heavy pistol fell with such violence |
that no ene cared to stand before them.

* Unhand that woman !* he said, in a low,
commanding tone. ‘ You have no right to
besdet her in this way. Back, you scoundre,
or I will strike you down!' 'he exclaimed,
thrusting himself ugon the spot where a
rebel was holding the girl's horse by the
bridle.

Startled by this unexpected and vigorous
attack the mandropped his hand and crept
back into the shadow of a thick cypress.

Then grasping the reins himself, the stran-
ger guided the animal herode and that upon
which the girl was seated back into the
h|§hway.

tupefled for the moment, Laura remain-
ed silent in her saddle, wondering who this
unknown person was.

It was only when they were far out of
reach of danger that she said :

‘*1do not know who you are, sir, but I
must thank you for your kindness, and beg
you to leave me now. I am beyond any pos-
sible harm now, and I must return to the
house yonder.”

‘‘Return! Madness. It would be but to
rush into deepest peril. Have you not seen
that already? Pardon me for refusing to
grant your request. 1t is not through any
wrong intention on my part that I do it.”

*You do not understand—I cannot tell
zou my reason forasking what I do. I must

now the truth about the shot I heard at
tie imansion. Colonel Fontneroy is—-"’

‘*Say no more, miss. I know what you
would say; and I promise you shall soon
kmow what you wish. We miust go on now,
however, as every moment this place is be-
coming more dangerous. The Confederates
will be ewarmiug in every direction present-
ly. If yoa will accept my attendance home,
then I wiil return and ascertain all I can
about the matter."”’

Silently acquiescing, the girl urged her
steed forward at the top of his speed.

She felt she could trust herself iu the
hands of this man, and relying upon the
thought she determined to give him his own

way.
'l";w house occupied by the Doanes was a
beautiful one, standing several rods from
the highway, in the midst of grounds the
loveliest of the vicinity.
When the two reached it, the stranger

turned up the path as if he had been ac-
quainted with the locality for a lifetime.

The wonder of Laura was momentarily i
deepening. |

Who was thir stranger?

Bringing their horses to a xtandstill before
the door, they dismounted.

Hardly had they deneso wheu a flood of
fight streamed through the opening, and a
zmmg girl holding a lamp high above her

ead met them.

* Laura, oh, Cousiu Laura! You don't
know whata fright you have given usall.
Why. we have hunted high and low for you,
you naughty girl, all this great house over.
And when we fouud that Tom was gone
from the stable we gave you up for lost.””

* Molly, T wish I were lost. (l)h, why must
it be! Why mustithave happeved!”

Rushing up the stepsand past the aston-
ished girl, who stood holding the light,
T.aura disappeared in the house.

Flinging herself, all wet and cold as she
was, upoll a sofa she gave way to a passion-
ate outhurst of tears.

Molly, with a sad expressien on her pretty
face, turped toward the young man who
still kept his position at thefoot of the stepa, |
saying, in a choked voice:

‘Sir, you must know something about the
cause of my cousin’s grief. Tell we, I pray
you, what has taken place to pain her so.”

Advancinga little so that the light rested
full an his features, the stranger was about
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to reply when Molly sprung forward, a cry
of surprise escaping her.

‘ Phil!"" she exclaimed.

The young maun held out his hand.

** Yes, Molly, it is I, though I hardly ex-
pected you would know me."

‘“ Know you! Ob, Phil! Asif Iever could
forget yor! Come in out of the rain and
tell me how it happens that you are here to-
night, and what is the matter with Laura.”

hil Lamonte gladly obeyed the invita-
tion.

In days gone by many and many had
been the time when he bad sat under that
roof, listening to the charming voice of
Molly Grame and her cousin. the proud,
passionate Laura Doane.

Those were the days when he was the only
son and prospective heir to old Jared La-
monte, master of the }%reat plantation ad-
joining that owned by Paul Doane.

Hugp{) days they were, too, and full of
naught but youth’s bright dream.

Though never a word of love had passed
between him and the golden haired Molly,
each knew the heart of the other, and slept
in the sweet consciousness that those hearts
beat in unison.

But the spirit of enterprise lind seized the
ambitious Phil.

In the Far West for three years he had
wooed the fickle goddess of fortune, and his
wooing had not been in_vain.

Meanwhile the aged Jared had been gath-
ered to his fathers, leaving the wide estate
in the hands of a few overseers who ruled
the negroes who remained with a high hand.
Then war blew its brazen blast over the
land; and Phil, notwithstanding he had
been born a Southerner, saw, with an eye
more far-reaching than hiskinsmanat howe,
that right was with the North—that the
South would be crushed in the end.

High in his heart burned the love of home
and friends, but brighter still shonethe lamp
of patriotism,

So he had come back to the old plantation,
but to find it in the grasp of Southern hordes
who thought ot of the owner as they hurn-
ed and plundered.

Seeing this state of things he had resolved
to cast his lot with the North.

He did so, and was once again in the old
country, this time with a mission.

Following Molly into the house, he re-
plied: ;

**It would take too loug for me to tell you
what brings me home again. Onply this will
Isay now: I am fighting for the Union.”

“For the Union{ Oh ! Phil, how glad I am
to hear you say that! But your clothes—
they do not agree with your words. They
are those of the other side.”

‘““They cover a suit of the truest blue,
Molly. See.”

He opened the breast of the Confederate
uniform, displaying a coat of deep bilue.

‘“ But why are you disgnised? Can it be

ou—-"

‘“]1 am a spy, Molly. Tu-night I have
learned something which may prove of the
greatest importanece to our generals. Before
this time I should have been on my way.
Your cousin, Laura, has detained me, as you
see.”

“Yes, but how?
me."’

“You may be able to understand better
than 1 when I tell you that Colonel Fontne-
roy was shot not an hour ago in his quar-

That is what inystities

‘ters."

‘* Great heavens! shot, (‘olonel Foutneroy !
Now it is plain to me. Poor Laura—poor
Laura'”

Molly sprung from tke chair in which she
had been sitting, and put her little hand up
to her head, as if trying to comprehend the
full meaning of the news she had just
heard.

*You are sure? There can be no mistake?
‘Was the wound fatal ?”’

*“That I cannot tell you. I have promised
Laura that I would return and learn all the
Farticulara possible. I must not delay
onger."”

He rose as he spoke.

** Back again? Oh, Phil' I am afraid you
ought not to do this. May there not be dan-
ger?’

“1 will not conceal the facts from you, |

Molly. It will be dangerous for me to re-
trace my steps into the Confederate camp.
‘I have been detected, and nothing but the

shootiug of Fontneroy has kept me from be- '
, ing pursued. M}}\rpromise to Laura shall be
ot yet has the word of :

kept, however.
Phil Lamonte been broken.”

He stood there so proudly that the heurt
of little Molly leaped as she looked upon him.
What a noble man he was 7"’

“ Does Luura know that you are Uunion in
sentiment ?’’

“No; and Molly I want you to keep ita
sesret for me for the present. I don’t know
on which side you stand, save through one
little word you spoke & moment ago; hut I
know for the sake of the old time I can
trust you.” .

The eyes of Molly glistened.

**No heart in all the Union army is tr er
to the cause than mine, Phil. Your secret
is safe. But, Laura, hark! What was
that?”

‘ The sound of of horse ’ feet on the gravel
walk!" exclaimed Phil, as he peered through
the window. *‘‘ Either they want Laura, or
they have tracked me hither. I am afraid
in any caseI shall bring you into trouble by
remaining here. It I am quick I may be
able to escape by a back way. Can youshow
me out?”’

“I will see. Here, come quickly!”’

The girl bounded out of the great parlor
into a hall leading to the rear of the house.

Pulling open a door she looked cautiously
out.

They were too late!

Let her gaze re t where it would there was
a man on horse.

Huiriedly withdrawing, she shot the bolt
in the lock, whisperin’lg:

“It's no use, Phil. hexs are everywhere.
We must try somewhere else.”

At that moment & loud rap was heard at
the front door. and a hoar e voice eaid:

* We want Phil Lamonte.”

CHAPTER IV.
A STARTLING ACCUSATION.

The pistol shot which struck down the
Confederate colonel brought to his roves---
every man in the spacions Lamonte man-
sion, and for a moment nothing was thought
of but to ascertain the extent of the injury
done by the blow.

Even the guard outside deserted their
posts, and left the coast clear in all direc-
tions.

(Captain Drury, who was in command of
the guard, was the tirat to reach the side of
the wounded officer.

Raising him from his falleu position he car-
ried him as carefully as possible to a sofa,
and laid him upon it. ,

‘“Call Surgeon De Jarnette at once,” he
commanded, and half a dozen men sprung te
obey his bidding; for the proud eolonel,
though sometimes severe with his men, was
a favorite with all

Speedily the surgeon nade hirappearauce,
and while he went through his examination
there was & deep silence in the apartmeunt.

‘*The wound is severe, but not dangerous.
said De Jarnette, after it few moments. =
was a singular shot. ] cannot understaud
s as if it had not been intended to
Who knowsany-

it. It loo
kill, but to injure territiy.
thing about this affair!""

The question recalled to their senses the
soldiers crowding around. For the first time
the quer resented itself: Who did the
shooting n & twinkling the seareh for the
midnight assailant was commenced.

Rallying from his state of inconsciousness,
Colonel Fontneroy was in a short time able
to relate all he knew of the shooting, which
was nothing further than that from some
source a bullet came crasfing thro i
left breast. Then he became insensible.

Search revealed that the old ivy vine out-
side the window had been disturbed, and the
sash even then stood up a little way. '

In the hurry, consequent upon the alarm,
no one had noticed the stiletto which still re-
mained pinning to the floor a bit of paper.

Here was a clue.

Directly it was discovered that it was
brought to Surgeon De Jarnette, who pulled
the paper from the point of the weapon and
han it to Colonel Fontneroy.

With hands white and trembling the officer
unfolded the note and glanced at it.

But a single word met his e.

That word was: * Justice!"

The pallor which had hitherto overspresd
the face of Fontneroy heightened till he was
deadly pale.

For an instant he leaned maek upon his
pillow. his eyes closed, and the pieece of
paper crumpled between his olineged fin:
gers.

**How is it, colonel? Does that revealany
thing that can be of use to us?”’

It was the voice of Captain Drury.

**Yes: no—that is—I cannot tell you now.
This is nothing, I assure you. It will be ot

©no use to try to trace the fellow. 1 know
»him, I
. how dangerous he is!

Curse him! I know him, and know
But what sm I say-
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‘ing? Leave me with the dootor, captain. I
waot him to tell me how badly I am burt.
YLet the villain who fired upon me go for the

nt. By and by I will meet him again
e to face,”

Led by the oaptain, the soldiers vacated
theroom, leaving the wounded man with
the surgeon.

Although the colonel had expressed the
wish that no pursuit should be given, there

_were reasous why Cuptaiu Drury determined
to go in search of theintruder.
~ Hehalf believed Phil Lamonte was con-
nected with the firing of that shot. .

At anyrate the youug man bad deceived

drawn from his lips information
whioh might prove fatal to the Confederate
plats.

Smarting under this unconsciousness,

‘Drury summoned a hand of trusty men and
burried out upon the road.

For some time he hardly knew which way
to turn. Then falhng 1n with the men who
had just bad the encounter with our hero, he
learned that he had ridden away with Laura
Doane, in the direction of the home of the
latter.

*“Ha! 8o she is concerned in this matter, is
ahe? It looks like a conspiracy. If itis, I'll
ferretit out, if it costs me the entire night.
This way, lads,’’ he shouted. ** To the Doane
mansion. I think we’ll find the young devil
there who cheated us so to-night, and I am
almost certain he bad something to do with
the shot at Colouel Fontneroy.” .

Dashing up the road through the rain,
which still came down in torrents, the band
rapidly made their way toward the house of

~ 1heDoanes.

The night was intensely dark. Not a foot
in advance could they see. The mudsplashed
heavily under the feet of the horses.

Upon reaching the mansion, Captain Dru-
ry commanded his compauious to surround
it and permit no one to pass. Thoughit was
Jbelieved that the Doanes were friendly to
the Confederacy, it was known that Molly
Grame’s heart was true to the stars and
stripes, and thestory told by the guardof
theflight of Laura with the daring young
scout lent a shadow of suspicion to even her
fidelity to the Southern cause.

Mounting the steps to the porch, Captain
Drury poundedloudlyupon the heavy oaken
panel with his pistol, at the same time ex-
claiming:

“We want Phil Lamonte !”

Hearing this peremptory demand, Laura

rung from the couch upon whioh she bad
.thrown herself and hastened to the door.

T light from the brilliant chandelier

1, reating upon her features,showed that
they were tear-stained and full of anguish.

#°You bring me news from him—from Col-
onel Fontneroy. Whatisit? 8o he—"'

*t He is badly burt, that we can telldyog;
and we are here after that young dare-devil,
Phil Lamonte, who came here with you just
now. It's no use to say he is not here. We've
found your horse, and he is wet and foaming
outside, and we know he is here.”

“ If be is, Ido uot know it,”” said the girl,

: brushing away her tears and growing the

. beautiful and haughty Laura again.

" A
stranger rescued me from the bands of
a number of your ill-bred men as short time
ago; but it was not the man you pname.
Phil Lamonte has not been in these partsin
_years. You aremistaken.”

“J tell you we are not. I have seen him
this night with my own eyes. You cannot
make me think your story is true. You may
aswell know, first as last, that you and he
are under suspicion as having been connect-
ed with the wound received by Colonel
Fontueroy to-night."’

“It's a lie!” cried the girl, fiercely. * 1
won't listen to such a biase accusation. It is
-a foul plot against me. It shall fail! I scorn
youall.”

Shestood proudly erect, facing the hard-
featured Coonfederates as she spoke, and her
il;{eex:n eyes flashed at the insult placed wupon

er.

What! she accused of intrigue in bringing
about this blow upon Colonel Fontneroy ?

Why, sheloved him !

She wouid have given her life to save his.
The idea was too preposterous, and steppiug
back into the room she was about to close
the door,when the Confederate officer put ug
his band aud hissed through his clinche
teeth ¢

*You give me the lie aud your scorn in the
same breath. I am not the man to take
either, even from the lips of a woman. Now
we willsearch the house.’

The captain took a step forward

T&at instant a pistol touched his forehead

'

»*

and an ominous click woke the vchoes of the
room.

The hand of Laura Doane held the weapon.

She was now gale as the driven snow, but
there was a look in her face which hoded no
good to the rebel before her.

‘“‘Tam but a woman, sir, but I tell you
this,” she said, in a voice which thrilled the
hearts of her listeners. ‘‘Na man enters
here save over my lifeless body. I am a
Doane. All my life long I have lived among
the people of Tennessee. My heart's best
wish bas been for the success of the Con-
federate cause. Bus if this is the mannper in
which you conduct your warfare; if you,
sir, are a specimen of the Southern soldier, {
am done forever with you. I am inoocent,
God knows it, of the charge you bring
against me. As for the young man you geek
to implicate in conspiracy with me, I know
nothing. Hemay ormay not beguilty as you
allege. I do not believe he is. If be 18 under
this roof, he shall be protected to the last. I
dare you to enter further!”

Recoiling a little, the Confederate stood
for a moment irresolute.

He rebelled against being thwarted in his
intentions by the slender girl.

By pnature a poltroon, he was, neverthe-
less, a man of great brute strength, before
which few would care to stand.

There was a villainous look in his evil eyes,
as he heard the words of the fair maiden.
Was he indeed to be foiled by her?

Foiled, never!

Watching her closely, he leaped forward,
and striking up Laura’s arm, bore her with
terrible force to the floor.

Scarcely bad she touched the floor when a
figure sprung out of the shadow, and Phil
Lamonte appeared on the scene.

He bad divested himself of the Confederate
uniform, and stood clad in the Union blue.

At one blow he hurled the rebel captain to
the floor. Then turning to the band of
soldiers crowding to the threshold, he ex-
olaimed:

** Will you try to imitate the example of
your captain? I am ready to meet any one
who dares to risk his life. Iam Phil La-

monte. You know me of old. Come on if
you will!”’

Staggering to his feet, the captain yelled,
fiercely :

“*Yes, we know you, and you shall know
us better before we are through with this
matter; you traitor! You're the man we
ocame here after, and, by Heaven, will take

oudeador alive! If you want to carry the

attle into this house,s0 be it. Up, boys,
and avenge the hlood of our colonel !

The Confederatedrew his pistols and rush-
ed almost blindly forward.

He was met by a hlow from the fist of
Phil Lamonte, which sent him again reeling
backward.

But the fight was no longer with this man
alone.

Incitel by words of their leader, half a
score plunged through the doorway to sup-
port him.

It wasa moment of peril.

One man and two women against a host of
armed soldiera.

A3 the rebels one by one crossed the
threshold the powerful arm of the young
man laid them low.

As yet not a shot had been fired. But
each moment Phil expected to hear the
dreadful sound of a pistol.

And it came.

Some ouve in the mass of struggling, raging
human beings upon the floor discharged a
shot which went hurtling through the air
close to the head of the daring Phil.

In the space of a second therecamean an-
swering report from the weapou of Laura
Doane.

It could bardly have missed some oue in
that living wall, and a cr'v of distress showed
that it had taken effect

Another shot!

This time the finger of Molly Grawme sped
the bullet.

Liike heroines of old these two were de-
feuding their paternal castle.

With Laura the controlling thought was
no longer that of love for the seceding South.
She had resolved that her patriotism would
be wasted on men so devoid of true man-
hood as these.

Fierce though thbis contest was, and loud
as were the outerys that went up, above the
din, the ears of the gallant Phil suddeuly
heard the sound of horse's feet clattering up
the sandy walk, and peering through the
doorway he sawcoming outof the shadow
a single horseman.

Listening, be expected to hear sounds in-
dicating a bitter struggle outside, for he felt

that this must mean help for him, and he
was right.

He saw the horseman flitting hither and
thither amoug the rebels blocking up the
space before the house: heard dull yet
c¢rushing blows and watched the band of as-
sailants dwindle away till not one was left;
all bad fled howling into the storm and dark-
ness.

Then a man bounded up the s and
halted before the surprised persons he had
80 nobly saved.

CHAPTER V.
A WOMAN'S RUSE.

It was a singular face which looked out
from under the low cavalry bhat on the head
of the man who stood at the door of the
Doane mansion.

There was no doubt in the mind of Phil
that the stranger was iu disguise. The hair
and heard were those of 2a man far advanced
in years, while the eyes peeping from their
bushy covering were those of one much
younger.

This might have escaped the notice of an
ordinary ohserver, but not our hero.

And hesaw more; the hungry expression
which every feature bore.

We have seen that face before to-night.

It was the same which glared into the
window of Colonel Fontneroy.

Leaning against the doorway, this strange
man said, in a tone half inquiry, half sur-

prise :

“Well!’

‘“You have done us a good turn, my
{lriegd," Phil respouded, reaching out bis

and.

‘‘Indeed, you speak the truth, Mr. La-
moute,” exclaimed Molly, also coming for-
ward. * We werein a terrible position. Do
you think we have seen the last of those
men?”’

This to the stranger.

“Youdon't know 'em as well as I do, if
you think that, miss,” was the reply. *That
Captain Drury is a fiend,I can assure you.
They’ll be back here in a few minutes, an’
they’ll come for business.”

Laura now pressed forward,
beautiful, though pale as ashes.

*Oh, tell us what todo! All this trouble
bas come through a mistaken idea that I
have some knowledge of the shooting of
Colonel Fontneroy. ey will be satisfied at
nothing less than my arrest, I suppose. By
giving myself up I can put a stop to this
persecution. If they comeagainl will do so.
I know the colonel will direct my discharge
as soon as he is able to attend to the matter,
if that time ever comes.”

*Don't worry about his being hard burt,
miss,’’ said the stranger, directing his words
to Laura. *“I know he is not seriously in-
jured.”

“Youknow it, strange mam,”’ she said,
eagerly, placing her hand upon his arm and
looking up into his stern face. ‘‘ Are yon
sure that you know what you say is true?
It means a world to me.”

A smile lighted up the features of their
preserver.

‘¢ Miss, Old Janquim would not deceive you
if he could. I'm sorry if you're anything to
that man, or he to you; for I know him—
ah! bow well I know him—but the wouad
he received to-night was not fatal. Rest
your breast on that. But I tell you again
they will return. 1If you have any way of
escape, now is the time.”

I think our friend is right,”” Phil said.
**Not alone you, FLaura, are sought. They
want me. I have aroused their ire by fer-
reting out a desperate plan they have on
toot, and they will huut me down to the
last. I think if I were not here all would be
well with the ladies. Itis I who have brought
all this misfortune.”

“Say not so,”’ cried Molly, putting her
hand to the lips of the brave young man.
“You have suved us from death, perhaps.
You shall not reproach yourselt.”

Laura put her hand iu that of Phil.

**Mr. Lamonte,” she said, ‘' you must tet
me thank you for the noble part you have
borpe this evening. I do not agree with you
in your ideasabout the merits of the North-
ern cause; but 1 think 1 know a true mian
wherever I find him.”’

There wasa tender light in her eyes as she

her facve

spoke. It was evident that she felt what she
said deeply.

Before Phil could reply the strange:r said
quickly:

‘*“Thisis no time for words like these.
Time i8 too precious. Eveu now I hear the
tread of horses on the road. Which will
you do, make a useless fight or flee! My ad-
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vice is for you, youngster, to get out of this
at once. hese ladies can take care of them-

selves. There is nothing against them. It's
ou they are after. Don't waste any words,
ut come.”

**The stranger is right, I think,”
Laura. * Go, quickly.”

With a fond look at Mol(l’y the young man
prepared to follow his guide.

Reachiug the porch they saw that they
were not quick enough.

Theeir departure had been cut off. A con-
stautly increasing host of Confederates
blocked every avenue of approach to the
house.

‘“Too late!” muttered the stranger, as he
put up his arm to check the further ad-
vance of Phil. * We've got to cut our way
out, [ am afraid.’

Do you say they are here?’’ asked Molly.
meeting them a3 they stepped back into the
room.

““ Here! I should say they were, the whole
secesh army, by the looks, bas come here to
capture two women and one man.”

‘“But they shall uotdo it!’ hissed Phil, his
eyes flashing, and his band seeking his pis-
tols. “If they tiave not learned to know me
yet I'll give them a few more lessons.”

“ Your pluck is good,” said the stranger,
admiringly. ‘“ But the caseis a serious one
now. I tell you retreat is the safe word.
There are enough meu out yonder to tear
this house dowu hy pieces, and they’ll do it,
too, if they're pressed.”

Molly Grawe whispered :

“ Phil, I have an idea. Please don't say
no to it. Stand quietly here for a moment.
Laura, go to the door and put those fellows
off a stort time. You can do it hy telling
them we will go with them to Colonel Font-
neroy himself. I know he will at once re-
move all charge from you.”

Phil was about to remonstrate. His blood
was at a poiut little less than boiling. But
the stranger said quietly :

‘“Let the girl have her own way. She'll
bring us out all right.”

Molly ew away to the rear of the house,
and darted through a long shed which con-
nected the house with the stables. In a mo-
men she disappeared.

Laura Doane hastened to the door. Already
loud trampling of feet sounded without.
Although she knew not what was the plan
her quick-witted cousin had on foot, she be-
lieved that an escape for Phil might be pro-
cured.

So standing face to face with the rebel
horde, she engaged them iu long parley, end-
ing by promising to surrender herself up to
them if she could be promised that she
should be conducted immediately into the
presence of Colonel Fontneroy.

This request having been granted not a
mo>ment too soon, Molly dashed into the
room.

Her scheme was working well.

But, not satisfied with the capture of
Laura, the Confederate captain now declared
his intention of searching the house.

They had scarcely set foot in the house,
however, when there was a shout from the
stables.

Hastening thither with the belief that the
young man bhad been discovered, the captain
saw a crowd of his men surrounding a load
of straw upon a wagon, to which wasat-
tached a span of mules; and on the top of
which was perched a tremnbling negro.

Fora moment the Confederate officer was
angry with himself for allowing his atten-
#iou to be distracted by so simple a thing.

“This is a false alarm,” he exclaimed.
‘“Who started it? It’sa ruse to take our at-
tention firom the house. Here, men, back to
the mansion at once, and let this old nigger
go about his business.”

“If wedo we lose our man,"” said one ?}'

said

the number around the load of straw.
know he is buried in that wagon.”

“You knew it ?’ said the captain, angrily,
turning to the speaker. ‘ I'dlike to learn
poyw you know it. Did you see him crawling
in?”’

“ No, sir; but—"

‘“ No buts or auds about it. It's not likely
that he could have got out of the house with-
out being seen. Here, you black nigger,” he
said, suddenly addressicg the colored man

on the load. ‘ How isitthat you're starting
out gt this timeo’' night. Where are you go-
ing

** Down to Massa Beauregard's camp, dat’'s
all. He say he want some straw very early
in de mornin’, and I'se gwine to tuk it down
to him.”

*“ Who sent you ?”’

The captain came nearer the wagon and
begun to look suspiciously up at the negro.

84

There might after all be something in what
the soldier had said. The plot mighe be to
hide Phil Lamonte beneath this straw, and
convey him out of the Cuufederrate lines.

** Massa Doanedone tole mie to do dis, sah,”
was the respouse, from the fear-stricken ue-

ro. ‘' Deed, sah, I ain't done nuftin 'gainst

e Souf. I'se Mass.: Doane's man, Pomp, an’
he knows I'se 'liable."

‘“1f he'sin here, curse him, I'll ix him !>
the officer said, hissing the words through
his teeth, as he drew his sword and com-
menced thrusting it deep into the load.

Here, there, everywhere he plunged the
weapon, now and then listening for some
crg of pain from within.

ut none came.

At length, as if convinced that uno liviug
being could possibly be hidden iuside the
straw, he whirled on his heel and said:

*You see I wasright. This is all a scare.
The fellow is still in the house, unless he has
1 ken advantage of this piece of nousensze on
our part and escaped. But to make assur-
auce doubly sure,” he muttered, half to him-
self, “I'll send a man with this wagon to
Beauregard's quarters.”

And he detailed a private for this purpose,
then hastened back to the house.

Meanwhile the negro, breathing easier
when he saw that snspicion no longer rested
immediately upon bun, cracked his whip
over the mules, and disappeared down the
road, the Confederate keeping him company
on his horse beside the wagon.

It was not long before there was a stir in-
side the straw.

Was there, indeed, a man stowed away
there?

A few minutes later the sharp crack of a
pistol woke the silence.

With a wild yell the Confederate horseman
threw up his arms, and fell heavily to the
ground.

Iustantly the wagou was brought to a
standstill.

From beneath the heavy covering of straw
which had buried him Phil Lamonte sprung.

“ Hurrah for little Molly!” he shouted.
‘“ Her scheme has saved me. Pomp, you've
done nobly, too; here's a piece of gold to
repay you for this night's adventure. Go
back into tbe woods here till you think it is
safe to venture home. Then tell your pretty
mistress Sam is safe.”

Springing ata light bound to the back of
the horse from which the Confederate had
just fallen, the young man darted along the
highway.

‘“ A close shave, by Jove!'' he soliloquized,
with a suiile of congratulation, as he thought
of his narrow escape. ‘ That bit of steel
came unpleasantly near to me several times.
I don't see how he could have missed me.
Once or twice the blade cut my coat. But
I'm safe! Three cheers for Molly! Dear
little Molly! When shall I see her again?”

Ah! when?

‘“How brave she is! Well, I must not
think of her too much now. I've other
things on hand at present, and must devote
myself to them. By-and-by, who knows but

may come back here for my jewel.
Now, away for Piice and Van Dorn! If that
scout has not yet reached them with those
messages he shall try a race with me. If I
can get my hands on them, it will be just a
grand thimg for me. Won't it, though?
Well, here goes. I'll try the metal of this
horse a little.”

At this he dug the spurs deep into the ani-
mal’s sides.

With a bound the horse sprung forward,
heavy though the road was 1n consequence
of the prolonged rain, a long distance soon
lay between the daring young scout and the
scene of his recent escapade.

Weary though he began to feel by the
events of the past twenty-four hours, on,
on through the night'he rode.

The steed he bhad secured proved a noble
one, and stood the hard ride well.

The gray morning light found him still
galloping ahead, his eyes fixed toward the
spot where he hoped to overtake the rebel
messenger.

At break of day he drew u%at a spring to
refresh his thirst and that of his horse.

Bending low upon the ground to reach the
limpid streamlet, the cracking of a stick fell
on his ear.

Before he could regain his feet, three men
rose from the bushes not a dozen paces from
the spring, and he looked down into the mur-
derous throats of three rifles.

CHAPTER VI
THE CONFEDERATE DISPATCHES.
“Put up your hands! Stir out of your

|
tracks, and we'll snuff your caundle for you!” -

The words were uttered iu the cool tone of
a man who knows his advantage, and intends
to nnlke the most of it.

Phil Lamonte fastened his eyes full upon
the three, but made no motion toward obey-
iu% the commaud thus boldly given.

f they were daring, he was bravery itself.

Seeing that the young man remained mo-
tionlessinthe spot where hLe had been sur-
prised, one of the number came forward out
of the thicket, guarding our hero sharp-
ly as he did so.

As he came fairly into sight, Phil saw that
be wore the dress of a Confederate. -
Probable his companions were of the same

stripe.

‘“You heard what I said, didn’t you *’ the
rebel said, with an air of bragadocia. ** Why
don’t you follow orders?"

‘“ ITaccept orders from a superior, sir,” was -
the calm reply, as Phil perceived with what
sort of men he had to deal. *‘I don’t see in
this case why I should ohey orders.” -

There came over the face of the Confeder-
ate ascowl of intense hate.

‘“You're rather bold, it strikes me,’ he
sneered. ‘‘ Perbaps you don't know who we
are. Come here, boys, and we’llintroduce
ourselves to this innocent young chap. Your -
eyes rest at the present moment on Bud
Overton and two friends of his.” K

For an instantthe heart of Phil Lamonte
thrilled as he heard the name spoken by the -
men before him, for Bud verton was
known even at that early period as one of-.
the most dangerous scouts of the Confeder-
ate army.

Many ana many a man had fallen into his
haunds, never to be heard of afterward. He
was the terror ol the Union scouts. -

No one care to come face to face with him.

Phil Lamonte, however, resolved that no
deed or word of his should show this friend
that he feared him.

*“ Bud Overton!"' he repeated in a dispar- -
aging way. ‘‘Iknow as well now asldid.
before who {'ou are. You'll have to make
further explanation before youimpress me
very seriously. If introductions are in order,
why, I'll make myself acquainted with you.
I'm Phil Lamonte, of the Union army!”

This was meeting bravado with bravado.
It was an extremely dangerous thing to de.

&

The scowl of hate on theface of Bud Over- ?

ton deepened into a glare of rage, and his
finger nervously played with the trigger of

hisrifle. il

‘“You'll know me better before you are ;
through with this morning’s piece of work,"
he hissed..* I'll show you what it is to brave
Bud Overton, the rebel scout! Here, boys,
put this around him, and bind it tight, mind .

ou. The cursed rascal must be..

eel what a stout cord can be made to do.”

As he spoke, Bud tossed a piece of flnecord ,
to one of his followers, who, catching it,
took a step or two toward the young man...

As yet Phil bad not stirred 1yrom he place
where he had planted himself when the
noise in the bushes disturbed him at the
spring.

He displayed no fear at the approach of
the Confederate who was under instructions
to make him captive. "

5

A slight paleness rested on his handsome '

features, but that might have been due to

the fatiguing journey of the night just

ended.
At that moment something unexpected

h%pened. -

st what it was Bud Overton and hig~—

companions never knew. )

Two flashesin rapid succession lighted up
the early morning, and two reports deafen-
ed the over confident Confederates.

With a groan, Bud and the man who stood
beside him measured their length on the
ground.

One quick blow with his fist and the sol-
dier who held the cord lay beside his com-
rades.

‘“ When you meet me again, do you think
you will know me? he cried, as he leaped
upon his horse and disappeared in the dis-
tance. ‘“By Jove! but that was a narrow

escape!” the young man said, when once .

safely on the road again. ‘Lucky I bave
had some training in the Far West,or it
might have been Phil, the scout, who ls;
back yonder instead of those fellows. Bu
Overton, eh? You may be a dare-devil but
you are not quick enough forme. Now I'm

off again.” i

And he spurred rapidly forward.

Suddenly he drew his
that the animal slipped on the wet ground.

¢« I wonder if those fellows haven't got
dispatches I'm looking for? It would be
very natural for the Confederate general t@

hor

orse up, 8o quickiy 2

‘

e

et
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select such a man as Bud Overton to carry
his messages to Price and Van Dorn 1t bhas
seeined a little strnnEu all along why they
turned up just us they did. It may be 1
shall lose time, by it, but I must know
whether there is uu{thmg in this thought of
mine. The more think of it, the more
likely it seenis that [ am right.””

Wheeling : bruptly, the young man shot
hack aver the road he had a moment before
traversed.

Nearing the place of the encounter, he
disrmounted and tastened his horse to asap-
ling in the midst of a dense clump of under-
growth.

Then he made his way as cautiously as an
Indian might have done toward the spring,
near whieh he had left the three Confed-
erates.

It was not long before he could hear
through the bushies the low souud of voices,
mingled how and then with exclamations of
pain and anger.

Creeping still eloser, the young wau drew
back th thicket in front of him and peered
throun ..

It then bhecame evident that oune of his
shots had proved fatal; but Bud and the
wan he had struck with his hand remained,
T'he latter had stripped away Bud’s clothing
and was exauminiog his wouunds.

*“ He has given you an ugly-looking hurt
here, Bud, au' no mistake,” was the (Coufed-
erate’s remark, wheu he had tiuished his ex-
aminution. ‘1 wouldn't wouder much if it
laid you up for awhile. The ball passed
clean through the left side, not three inches
helow the heart. A close shave, au’ no mis-
take, You cau thauk your lucky stars that
you ain’t with old Jiip, there.”
~ The Confederate groaued.

It was a hard thing for him to admit that
be Jucd been outwitted and almost sent. out
of existence by a youngster, little tnore thau
a boy.

*“T'll make that stripliug repent all this!"
he muttered. ‘- No man ever came out
ahead of Bud Overton in the long run.
Can't you help me up to the spring, Bill? It
seems as if a little water would do me good.
But, stay; look and see if the dispatches are
all right. That infernal bullet must have
gone through them.”

Taking up the coat which he had removed
fromm the wounded scout, the Confederate
searched for the dispatches.

“You are right, Bud,” he said, at length.
“ Theri- is a hole big enough for a nan to
crawl through, right in the center of the
pupers. I'm afraid nothing can ever be
made out of them.”

Agnin 2 moan of baffied rage and despair
droke from the lips of Bud.

“They must go on to their destination,
thoush it don't seem now as if I could go
ahead with thein,'' he said. “I ieel as if
this might be my last work. This hurts me
terribl{.”

Phil Lamonte's heart was as tender as that
of a woman, though he was as brave asa
lion.

The words of the Confederate scout, per-
aaps wounded to the death by his own hand,
svuta thrill of deep sympathy through his
bosom ; and though he rejoiced to learn that
this conjecture regarding the dispatches was
correct, and that they were almost withiu
his reach, still, it struck a tender place in his
pature to listen to the ioanings of Bud, the
strong, brave, though mistaken man.

In a moment he had warked out for him-
self a plan at once humane and daring.

Breaking through the low bushes which
had concealed bis form whilelistening to the
conversation of the two scouts, he approach-
ed the place where Bud lay. The soldiers,
who had esc. ped other iujury from the
kands of Phil than a stunning blow of the
fist, rose trom his kneeling posture beside his
injured companioun, 4 look of profound as-
tonishment overspreading bis face,

Had the young Unionist returned to learn
the extent of the damage done by him, and
if need be finish up the work he had begun?

The band of the Confederate sought his
pistol-belt.

“Hold!" exclaimed Phil, making a com-
manding gesture. **1do not come now to
renew our recent stru%gle. It was forced
upon me in the first place, and I could do
nothing different from what I did. You
must admit that 1 could not yield myself up
like a craven cur. You are badly hurt.”

Thus speaking, he hent down over the
prostrate form of Bud.

Taken by surprise at this strange proceed-
ing on the part of one who was supposed to
be ever an enemy, and one who could feel

o pity for a Confederate in distress. Budre- |
St
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maived silently watching the face of the
young scout.

The rebel, whom Bud had addressed a3
Bill, slipped_his pistol back into its place.

*“ Indeed, Bud is bard hit this time. You
gave him a bad wound, I'm afraid—"'

“Did you want water?'' asked Phil, re-
calling the last words the scout had uttered
before he left the thicket. * Let me help
youcarry him up to thespring, Bill. Lucky
that the rain has ceased falling. But you
are drenched to the skin. It will never do
to let you rewmain out here. Still, I seeuo
sign of a house near. That's bad.”

he two men lifted the stricken Coufeder-
ate in their arms and bore him gently to the
erystal spring, when Phil assisted him to
quench his feverish thirst in the clear water.

This done, the youug man did s best to
stanch the ¢rimsou life-current which was
slow ly ehbing tfrom Bud's side.

The hand of no wowan could bave done
this work more softly, and even from the
hard features of the rebel scout there shone
a look of gratitude.

**This is strange,” he said, in a voice grow-
ing weuaker. *‘ I thought you Yanks wouldn't
raise o tinger to help one of us in such a time
as this.”

*You were mistaken then, Bud. Warisa
cruel thiug; it was brought on by the lead-
ers en your side. I don’t say thatlI really
blame them ; but they were mistaken, that
isall. The North is fighting against the
establishment of wrong principles, not
agaionst men. If you can understand that
then you know the secret of my course."’

A smile lighted up the grim countenance
of Bud.

‘“It's worth something to hear you say
this, comrade; but it don't ease the pain
here. I guess I'm going out, boys. The
light is fading, and I know it is not because
night is coming. Will you leave me and Bill
alounes for a minute? I have something 1
waut to say to him.”

** Certainly,” was Phil's respouse; and he
withdrew a few paces.

** Bill,” whispered the dyiug scout, hoarse-
ly, ** the dispatches—take them. [ can't go
through with them. Yonmust see that the
are delivered. Promise to guard them with
your life.”

I swear it!" said Bill, solemnly.

‘“That’s all, Bill. Good-by."

Phil came back in a few minutes aud all
was over with Bud.

The vicissitudes of civil war had blotted
out the life of one more erring mortal.

With a sorrowingspirit, Philaided the Con-
federate to give his two dead jellows the best
burial they could, and that was poor enough.
Mauy a soldier bas found such a grave be-
neath the Southern sky.

Theu the two sat silently down beside the
spriug and looked at each other.

What would be thenext moveof the young
Umion scout ?

* Bill,” be said, calmly, after some tilne
had elapsed, *“ you've got the dispatches."

An expr ssion of alarm swept over the
countenance of Bill.

“Youdon't know that,” he¢ replied, in a
steady tone.

“Yes, Ido. 1 overheard what a'ou and
Bud were saying before I came back. They
were in his breast when I shot him. The ball
from my pistol went crashing through them.
He handed them over to you before he died.
I did not see him do that, but it's natural to
suppose that he did so.”

An interval of silence.

“ Well?”

‘I want the dispatches.”

‘I tell you itis impossible.’

‘I would say I must have them. 7That is
what brought me away out here through the
dark and storm.”

‘I have promised to guard them till death.
Y will keep iny promise!”

‘1 must have them !’

CHAPTER VII.
A MISSION FULL OF EVIL.

Fretty Molly Grame had a lover of a char-
acter entirely different from that of Phil
L.amoute.

(0)] ihver Oiglethorpe was a genuine son of the
South.

He had inherited wealth enough to make
him entirely independent of sordid labor.

He had acquired evil ways which caused
bim to be a terror to all right-miuded citi-
zens.

Not without a certain degree of talent, he
was possessed at the same time of a low cnn-
niug which would stoop to auything for the
sake of carryving a point.

His name had frequently been seen in pub-

lic print since the opening of the rebellion,
attached to articles of so incendiary a nature
that uowhere else under the sun could they
have found light save in the South.

That they bad au iufluence with a certain
class cannot be doubted. And they had
brought him a kind of uotoriety which he
used ever to a seltish purpose, and made him
fellow to meu of counsiderable rank.

He had professed to love Molly Grame ever
sinee she had come, an orphan, to the Doane
mausion to live, some eight years prior to
the time our story opens.

It is needless to say that his affection was
not returtted by Molly.

As soon would one think of a dove having
tender feelings toward a hawk. She scoruec
him, vet, like the true lady she was, treated
him with a respect to which he was by no
means entitled.

When Laura and her cousin gave thewn-
selves up to the Contederate soldiers, and
were couducted to the Lamonte mansion,
where C(olcuel Foutueroy lay wounded,
amoung the firat to interest thetselves in
their favor was Oglethorpe, to whose ears
had come the news ot ihe capture.

Although the Coufederate colonel lost no
time in proclaimiug Laura in uo mauner
convected with his misfortune, thero were
some, aud among themn Captain Drury, who
insisted in a thorough examination, hinting
that even if the girl did uot actually have a
hand iu the shooting, there were facts which
went far toward implicating ber as au ac-
com plice.

In fact, circumstances did point iu thatdi-
rection, as will be seen by recalliug the time
when Foutueroy was sbot, and the where-
i ants of Laura when that event took place.

Hinee, there wasneed that some one should
Iake the matter up and cavry it further than
the caloniel, wounded so seriously, canild do.

Seeing this, young Oglethorpe lost no time
in espous.ug the cause of Laura; and, much
to the disgust of Drury, succeeded in secur-
ing her release.

Both Laura and her cousin, grateful for

- this service, were not slow iu expressing

their thanks,

But this was uot all the wily Southerner
desired.

He had entered upon this matter with the
intention of gaimng something more than
emmpty thanks.

For the time, however, he made no show
toward taking advantage of the service he
had performed. But the morning after the
shootinug of the colonel and the eventsde-
pendent thereon, Oglethorpe presented him-
self at the mansion of the Doanes.

Perbaps his actions had been accelerated
by the news that Phil Lamonte, the dashing
young Union scout, had returned to the
viciuity, and the memory that in days gone
hy he bad been an ardent admirer of the ob-
ject of his own affections.

The heart of Molly sunk as she witnessed
his approach, for, with & woman’s intuition
into his character, she had feared that there
might follow from the difficulty of the night
previous,danger toher from this very sonrce.

The Southerner, ever impetuous, was not
loug in proclaimming the object of his visit,
and with wordsasgentle as her tongue could
frame Molly told him that it was impossible
for her tolook withfavor upon hisadvances.

*I beg you willnot think unkindly of me
for this, Mr. Oglethorpe,’’ she said, earnest-
ly. **Itis only because I feel that I am do-
ing both you and myself justice that I speak
as I do.” .

Oglethorpe, hot with passion at the re-
fusal with which he had been met, replied :

**Ipresume I could guess why I am not ac-
cepted. I don't thiuk it would be very bard.
I hear that younZ Lamonte has returned
from his roamings.”

A flame of scarlet lighted up the face of
the fair young girl, as she heard these
words.

“Mr. Gglethorpe,”’ she said, rising from the
sofa on which she had been sitting, **you
may not pardon me for ‘snying that I do not
think you bave ai?’ right, to address me with
that language. r. Lamonte’'s return has
not, the slightest bearing upon my answer to
your proposal this morning. Were he a
thousand miles away, had I never seen him,
I could not have answered you differently.”’

Oglethorpe, throwing aside all reserve,
now displayed his true nature—that of a vil-
lain of the deepest dye.

‘I believe you lie, Molly Grame!'' he ex-
claimed, leaping up and standing hefore her
the brute he was. ‘‘I know you, and I have
watched yon when yon did not think it, and
1 repeat that I do not think yon tell me the
truth.”

* You are no geuntleman, sir, and 1 will not
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allow myself to be insulted by you. I will
listen no longer.” .

Oliver Oglethorpe threw himself in the

irl’s way, as she turned to leave the room.
%e was now white with rage,

“You shall hear me! I willspeak further,
and tell you that never 8o long as life is left
me to move that right arm shall Phil La-
monte wed you. Curse him, he shall not
stand in my way longer! Your handsome
young lover will not look upon your face
again. [swear it! s

‘* He i8 able to defend himself against such
asyon Ifearmnotfor him. I will tell you
now that wereit a question with me be-
tween you and him an instant's time would
suffice to decide the matter. I would as soon
think of ending my own lifeas wedding you!
That is all I bave to say, and you can make
the most of 1t.”

Springing aside, she ran like a startled
fawn away from the monster.

Trembling with anger at his utter discom-
fiture, Oglethorpe hastened back toward the
Confederate camp.

His bheart was full of wrath toward Phil
Lamonte.

Reaching his quarters a message was hand-
ed him.

It read:

* Come at onca.

‘ Fontneroy'! I wonder what he wants?"’
said Oglethorpe, when he had finished this
brief message. * It may behe can help e
out of this scrape with Molly Grame. If }
remember rightly e has a soft spot in his
heart toward that dark-eyed cousin, Laura
Doane. The thing is worth trying, ut least.
If my plans work well, let Phil Lamoute
look out for himself. He shiall not stand in
my way long. Either he wins o1 Ido; and
who ever knew Oliver Oglethorpe to be de-
feated? Yes, colonel, I'll come at once.”

‘I'he younz man crumpled the piece of pa-

r which the Confederate colonel had sent

im into a hundred shapes, then tossed 1t to
theground.

He did not see a pair of eyes gleaming out
of a face whivh bad grown hungry with
watching that followed his ¢every movement,
and he was not aware that the owner of
those vyes stole silently to the spot where
bhe had been smndin%and picked up the mes-
sagefrom the colonel.

‘“ How are you to-day, colonel !’ asked
Oglethorpe, entering Fontneroy's room in
the Lamoute mansion ten minutes later.
* Better, I hope."’

** Yes, I am better, @glethorpe. This thing
will keep me hereonly adayor two. In faet
I came near getting up this morning, but the
doctor thought 1 bhad better wait a little
longer.""

**Glad to hear it. We need you every min-
ute. But I suppose you arebusy planning
all the time, just the same. You sent for me,
colonel :

The officer cast a hurried glamce about the
room at these words, and & strange expres-
sion came over his countenance.

He fastened hiseyesupon the window nesar
thy couch on which he lJay for a moment,

* Qglethorpe, wouid you wind dropping
this shade? I am full of singular notions
to-day. I fancied I saw some one peering
through the window upon us just now.
Ouly a whim, of course, but I want no
watchers now.”

* Certainly, I will do so,” responded Ogle-
thorpe, suiting the action to the word.

The next moment shadows rested over the
apartment.

It was with dificully that the two could
distinguish each others features.

“Ididd send for you. Oglethorpe. 1 want
something done which I cannot trust to an{
one but you. I thought of {ou first of all
becausze I know you willnot betray me."”

“ 1 would die sooner.”

“Thank you. I know I shall not be dis-
appointed in you. iNow, what I want is
this—Ilisten closely now : I must speak hard-
ly above my breath. There must be no se-
crets between us. I know the man who
shot tue last night.”

“You do?”

»'Sh! I tell you, we must not let the
slightest syllable of this get. npon the wiud.,
It "would mean ruin for us both. I say I
know him. He bas haunted my footsteps
like a sleuth-hound, till last night be found
the oppcrtunitﬂ he souzht, and like the
oraven coward heis, be sought my life. He
must be removed!”

‘* But, colonel, why have you not wention-
ed thic before? hat is the reason you
have not givenitinto the handsof the law,
military if not civil, to seek him and punish
him 1;;

FONINEROY.”

‘I bave my reasous, Oglethorpe. For the
gresent they must retnain concealed in my

reast. Some time I way bLe able to answer
these questions. Not now. You will not
press me further, I feel certain.”

*Pardon me for suggesting that which
causes you pain. Iguorance aloue must be
my plea. But now, what do you wish from
me?"

‘] was coming to that. I will speak plain-
ly. Will you undertake the work of ridding
me of that villain 7"

‘“*How can I, colonel? You torget that I
know nothing of the man. It would be
necessary for me, at least, to know what his
personal appearance is. Otherwise I might
work in the dark, and perbaps commit some
awful blunder.”

‘I bave thought of that, and I must con-
fess it affords mme no little pleasure to tell
you that by following my iustructions you
cannot mistake the man {wish you to find.
I am sure he is now in disguise; but he can-
not change the expression of his eyes. Here
is a picture. Look at it carefully. No man
ever had such eyes as those. Heaven! the;
are burued into my soul! Would that
could forget them! Once they rest upon
you they seem to sink so deep into your
memory that you will remember them to
your dying day ! ‘=

The colonel handed Oglethorpe a photo-
graph as he spoke.

Ozlethorpe took it, and bending over it,
by the uncertain light of the room strove to
getan idea of the mman it represented.

**Take it with you; it will be a sure guide.
I know it. The man is banging about this
vicinity. I feel sure of that. Hunt him
down, and don't let him escape! Youarea
good =hot ?"'

1 never miss?”

‘ Be doubly sure this time, and I swear to
you that you shall bave anything it is in my
powerto grant.' .

Oglethorpe rose from the posture be had
beld over the wounded Coufeuerate, and
paced up and down the room several times
1n a nervous way.

It was evident that he was deliberating
what answer to give the colonel.

His bheart was bad enough to do even
baser crimes than thut suggested.

The only question was how Lo Introduce
the subject nearest his heart.

Finally he paused before Fontneroy.

‘*There is one thing, colonel, you can help
me abont. [ love Molly Grame, the cousin
of Laura Doaue, who 18, rumor says, your
flance. Can you do anything toward over-
coming a prejudice she has %or me? Jam
not so well versed in these matters of the
heart as you are, and I don't know how to
get at the little witch.”

Foutneroy started violently at the men-
tion of Laura’s name in conneotion with his
own,

** Who says that Laura Doane is to be my
hride?”’ bhe demanded, almost fiercely.
* People must not be too free with my
name."’

‘“Every oue is talking about it. Youmust
admi* the matter Jooks rather suspicious.
Here she is, making you calls on such a night
as the last."”

‘It was imprudent in her, to say the least;
but— Well, Oglethorpe, I'll see what can
he done. I think I may lye able to assist
youa.”

*“That’'s all 1 ask. Now,
You shall hear from me soon.

In another moment he was gone. Qutside
the house he iubbed his bands together and
laughed almost boyishly.

“I'm getting oy hands full of jobs., I
don’t reaily like the looks of this thing of
the eolonel's. I'd like to know what's be-
hind all this. Perhaps I can find out bhefore
the end comes. Atany rete, 1t will prove a
good thing for me. I see that Fontneroy
s in earnest this time.”

An hour later @ man rode out of camp up-
on a power ful, long-limbed horse which bore
hun speedily out of sight around a turn in
the wooded road. From beneath the slouch-
ed hat he wore, there peered the dark baleful
face of Oliver Ogletherpe.

good-murning‘
L

CHAPTER VIII
THE RIVAL SUITORS MEET.

“ | moust have the dispatches!"” .
The voice of Phil Lamonte was stern a
fate, and hearing it, the heart of the Confed-

erats hegan to misgive him.,

**1 have come on here expressly to over-
take you and get possession of the message
you are carrying to therebelgenerals in Ar-

ansas. Iam not going to be defeated now
when they are almost in my bands.”

‘“ What do you intend to do with them ?"
asked Bill, very seriously.

**I mean to hasten on to Nashville with
them and place them in the hands of Gen-
eral Buell. You seel am very frank with
you. There isnousein your trying to esca
me. Idon't want to have any further diffi-
culty with you, and I see only one way out
of thistrouble. You must come with me."”

‘“With you? Never!” exclaimed Bill,
springing ‘up and making a move to draw
bis pistol. :

Phil raised his own arm. A pistol gleamed
in the face of the Confederate. ’

**Itell you, Bill, you only wake matters .
worse by resisting. I mean what I say, -
Those dispatches are 2oing to Nashville. If
you refuse to give them up, why, then I
must take you also.” #

Anexpression ofsuppressed rage burst from .
the lips of the discomfitted soidier, but he' °,
sunk back to the ground weakly. -

‘* We have no time to lose!” continued ...
Phil ‘‘Getup and come withme. Remem- -~
Ler that I shalluot take iny eyes off you, so
any attempt at escape will compel me to
deal severely with you. Come!”

The Confederate obeyed. There was no
other alternativ e.

The young scout led the way back through
the bushes to the nook where he had left his
horse standing.

** Mount!" he said, laconically.

Bill sprung into the saddle,
bounded lightly up behind hirm.

** This makes a heavy load, but this horse
is A powerful animal, and can carry us for a
time, at least.”

Thus the two set out for the camp of Gen-
eral Buell.

As yet Phil had not seen the papers he so....
sincerely coveted—the dispatches to Van
Voru and Price. Still he was very positive
they were concealed upon the person of the
man who sat before him, and he determined
that nothing should prevent him from ob-
taining them.

Slippery though the country road was,
they made fair Erogress, for Phil urged the
horsg on ut the highest possible rate of
speed.
p'l‘oward noon they were gasaing through a
lonesome piece of wood and on either hand
nothing but interminable forests were to he
seen.

The road dwindled down till it becuaine
little more than a bridle-path.

While tbreading this dreary waty
startled by the sudden noise o
horsemen.

Almost before he could spur on his borse,
there shot around a turn in the road a troop
of Confederates. “UA*

‘There waslittle use to attempt escape Dy
flight, with the double load his horse hore.
Something must be done, and that. too, at
once.

‘““Give me the dispatches!” he said, jiu a
commanding tone. * If you hesilate or re-
fuse I will not be respounsible for the result.”

The Coufederatefelt the cold muzzle of a
revolver pressed close qgainst his temple. ,

‘*Have you no wercy ?’ he cried, honrsely.
‘“ I promised Bud that I would guard these
papers with my life. Yet here you compel
me to yield them np so tamely that I feel
like the base coward I am.”

*Don’'t stop to talk. Itis too late for that
now. Bequick with the dispatches. "

¢ Curse you, you shall repent this!" was 7-
the reply of the rebel, as he plunged his
bhand into his breast pocket. '5”

In another moment Phil beld between hist '
fingers the blood-staiued package containing
the dispatches be had sought.

Hidivg them in his own bosom, be aid,
sharply :

“ Now get down!
ther.”

“ You intend to leave me here to receive
the punishment of a traitor for giving up
the message I should have delivered only to
General Price. This is terrible!"

‘ Get dowun instantly or I will
off!" repeated Phil, bringing the
balt.

The Coufederate half jumped, half fell to
the grouud, where he stood waitiug the ap-
proach of the horsemen iu the rear.

Quick as thought Phil Lamonte was hur-
rying onward.

His horse, relieved of iisextra burden, and
smarting under the spurs of our hero, soon
placed a considerable distance between him
and the following party which bad drawn
up where he lmd%'en Phil, whose story they -
eagerly listened to. ]
It was now a race for life. i
Phil knew that if he fell into the clutohes

.

and Phil

Phil war
pursuing

I cannot carry you fur-
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of the Confederates, nmow that they Bad 4

i
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learned that he had in his possession the

papers Beauregard supposed by this time al-

moatat their destiuation, ke could expect
nothing but death as a spy.

On the other hand, could he only reach
Nashville, which he was rapidly nearng, and
acquaint General Buell of the coutents of
the letters, he felt sure that it might be the
means of foiling some scheme the rebels had
in view.

These thoughts nerved him to desperation.
Heo must reach Nashville!

It was not long before he saw his pursuers
again take up the chase, and by watching

, them clcsely he could perceive that there
eXisted among them inteunse excitement.

Every mun wius urging his steed onward,

elling fiercely and cutting the sides of their

orses deeply with the spur.

Half an hour did not lessen the distance
between the two parties. Each held his
own remarkanly, and the heart of theyouug
Unionist began to bound with hope that
even yet he might avoid an encounter with
the troop behiud him.

This hope had scarcely come into eXist-
ence, however, when his horse dropped from
the steady gallop it hud kept up so loug into
a broken gait.

It wasin vain that he attempted to rouse
the animal to take up its former pace. Evi-
dently it was exbausted.

Here was a dangerous position.

Mowent after tuoment Hew by on wings of
lightning, and the Confederates were gaining
upott him at afearful rate.

Whatcouldhedo?

A dozeu paces further atid his horse began
to tremble under hnm.,

A rod further and it sunk in a heap iu the
road.

The spot where the horse dropped was
very close to a thicket. so close that by
crawling on his face a few feet, Phil was able
to pain a place in which to concea! himself.

Ouce inside the bushes he run quickly
back toward the approaching band of borse-
men.

As they came up, he crouched low down
beside the narrow road, so near to the edge
of the undergrowth that he could easily
watch the movewments of the Confederates.

Like the wind the main body of the horse-
men swept past him.

Then afew stragglers came up.

Thelast of these was exactly opposite Phil
when, with a bound like a tiger, he cleared
the thicket and fastened himself upon the
bridle of the animal.

Whirling the horse aside like a flash, Phil
balf dragged man and beast into the thicket.

,.g%uiukly had this been done that the rebel

not had time to raise so muchasa fin-

er, and only when a thuundering blow from

hil brought bim to the eartl did beseem to

realize the danger of his position. But it

was then too late, for he fell unconscious at
the feet of the daring young man.

With a baste born of his desperate posi-
tion, Phil stripped off the uniform of the
Confederate, and putting it on over his
own he mounted the horseandrode quickly
toward the place where the Confederate
troop had halted around his worn-out steed.

It wus evideut that bhis escape from the
spot where he bad fallen had not been seen,
for the first words of the leader of the Con-
fedurates were:

* The fellow must have heeu swallowed up
by the earth. My eyes were riveted upon
this hor<e trowmn the moment he dropped, and
I know he could not have got away without
my seeing him."

““But he must have done so.,”’ followed
another member of the party. * This is not
the day of miracles. We shall find him
skulking somew here near by.”

‘“In that case we are losing time,”’ pursued
the leader. ‘‘Into the bushes aud bunt for
him. We want Lim alive, but if worst comes
. to worst don't let him escape.’

‘ Here was the opportunity Phil had boped
| for.

The Coufederates scattered widely, disa{)-
| pearing one by one in the forest adjacent to
' the point where thedashing young scout had

last made his appearance.

Seizing this auspicious moment our hero
touched his horse's side lightly, and the
beast sped away aloug the road toward
Nashville.

It could be only a short time before this
daring feat would be discovered, for the
search in the bushes must soon bring to light
the soldier who had been left insensible be-
side the rvad ; and Philresolved to make the
most of the chance be bad secured.

Sooner than he had deemed likely theve
came from the rear yells betokening the dis-
covery of the rebel.
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The forest rung with the shouts of baffled
and enraged men, aud this sound lent new
energy to the movements of Phil Lamonte.

**They shall ind me game,’” he muttered.
*Only when this horse fails me shall they
overhaul me.””

And ou, on he fle-v.

The forest lay behind him in a short time,
and he swung at a steady gallop out upon
a smooth highway, leading through great
plantations, now lying silent and deserted in
consecuence of the military operations iu the
vicinity.

Up to the preseut not a man of the troop
behind him appeared in sight.

‘This seemetd a little strange to Phil.

Had they ziven tup the chase? This seemed
hardly prob:uble.

f these men bad been detailed from Beau-
regard’s army to pursue and overtake him if
possible as a spy, it was by no means likely
they would abandon the chase.

Now that they kuew he had the dispatches
which bad heen sent to the rebel generals in
Arkansas, they had a double reason for hix
capture,

The day wore slowly on.

Still the scout was riding toward Nash-
ville.

Through a rift in the dun black clouds the
sun, now low in the western sky, cast its
palerays over thescene.

Far iu the distance the spires of Nuash-
ville glittered in the sunset.

The sight brought hope to the heart of
Phil Lamonte.

In an hour more he would place in the
bhauds of General Buell the precious letters.

He drew his horse to a walk. It seemed
safe to give the unimal a breathing spell.

At a point where the road forked off at
right angles witb the vne be bad been fol-
lowing he halted and listened.

Ahead of him stretched a gloomy forest.
It looked so dark and foreboding that he
hesited a moment before entering it.

He wished he were on the other side of it.

That instant a puff of smoke rolled up
from the wood near by.

A sharp report woke the echoes.

The horse Phil rode gave a cry almost hu-
man, and sunk dead in its tracks.

Struggiing to free himself from the stir-
rups, the scout heard a wild shout of tri-
umph, and out of the cross-road sprung the
band of Confederates whom he thought now
farin the rear.

They had passed around him through the
forest, and cut off his further flight.

Before Phil could take a step toward
secreting himself he was surrounded by the
Confederates who with drawn weapons
crowded closely about him.

‘“ Aha! you infernal Yauk! So we have
fou after all!” sneered the leader of the
band pushing his way to the side of Phil.

**May I ask what you want of me ?”’ said
the scout, calmly. ‘‘1 bave a right to know
why youhave shot my horse at least.”

**'We want you because we know that you
are a Union spy,” was the response. ‘‘That
would be reason enough; but we have fur-
ther cause. You're suspected of baving a hand
1 the shooting of Col. Fontuneroy last night,
and you have upon you messages taken from
our men which you iutend to get into camp
with. But you have missed this time. Oliver
Oglethorpe never fails in his plans.”

**Ha! then I bave you to thauk for this. 1
remember you now,” and Phil scrutinized
the tace of the mau before him. “Iknow
you, and can say that I never heard any
good of you.”

The young man looked his rival squarely
in the eyes as be spoke and watched closely
for the result of his words.

A deadly pallor rested on the face of Ogle-
thorpe.

Here was the inceuntive he needed to pre-
cipitate a quarrel.

*‘Take that for your insult!’ , he exclaimed,
flercely dealing a blow at Phil.

Sc{aringiug aside, Phil escaped the thrust,
and returned the stroke with telling force,
sending the Confederate reeling several feet
away. i
Like a flash, Oglethorpe drew his pistol.
He was not any quicker than Phil La-
monte.

Thus the two men stood face to face,
scarcely three paces separating them.

It was a moment of deepest peril for Phil
Lamonte.

For well did he know that if by aug good
fortune he succeeded in disarming his foe
there were ranged around him a score of
soldiers who would not hesitate a moment
to shoot hiwp to the heart.

Ere yet a wmeve had been made, a steed,
black as night came crashing out of the for-

est, tearing straight down upon the group of
horsemen.

Upou its back a man,every feature of
whom was conc aled from sight.

He touched neither rein nor spur, but in
his band appeared a peculiar weapon, shaped
like the club of a policeman.

Plunging into the midst of the Confeder-
ates, this singular horzeinan dealt blows
about him which hurled those who came:
within his reach to the ground as if a thun-
derbolt had struck them.

Shot after shot was tired in rapid succes-
sion upoun the stranger. Still he was un-
harmed.

Finally, leaning trom his saddle, he drew
Phil Lamoute up beside him, and, swifter
than thought, duarted down the forest road.

CHAPTER IX.
A GLIMPSE AT THE PAST,

Again we must return to the quarters of
Colouel Fontueroy.

Heis vot alone,

Neur the door in front of him sits a wan,
whio benas upon thie troubled face of the
Confederate officer such a glance that he
winces painfully, though he endeavors to
maintain his accustomed COMmposure.

* Will you tell me the object ot your visit
here to-day? 1 do not like to rit hiere in
ignorance. Briug thissilence to an end.”

The stranger moved not a muscle ax he re-
plied :

‘*Soon enough shall you heanswered, Nor-
man Fontoneroy, and when [ do speak you
will wish I had forever remained silent."”

The tone was earnest and calm.

The colonet tried to raise himsaelf ou his
couch. '

‘“Great God! Is it, can it he that I loek
upon—"

** Arthur 8t. Clair? You do.”

With these words the stranger put up .13
hands.

An instant later he let fall a mass of hair
from his face, and rev aled the features of
a map hardly thirty, and bandsome as an
Apollo.

ontneroy sunk back upon his pillow,
pale as death, and trembling in every limb.

‘“ Well, Iam at {onr mercy. Yon can do
with me as you wil’,’”” he said, feebly.

‘1 bave come to you to-day for this pur-
pose only : You are deceiving Laura Boane.”

* Laura Doane! What do yon know of
her? You venture too far, man.”

‘“You tell me that! Youin whose heart
nothing of good lies! I will speak further.
Not even here will I stop. You must cease
your attention to her."

*You miserable villaiu! You cowe here
and dictate to me what 1 shail and shall not
do. I'll ¢crush you as [ would a viperunder
my teet. Why, 1 could cause your arrest
for & criminal—a would-be assassin. And
yet you have the audacity to speak tome
like this!”

Fortneroy's eyes tlusbhed with uu unwont-
ed brilliancy, and his clinched hand was up-
held toward his visitor.

* Perhaps you might do this, Fortneroy,
but you woun't,”” was the measured reply.
**I only wish you would attempt it. I think
you would be the loser insuch a case.”’

* Press me much aarder and I swear I will
do it, though it cost me everything! I telt
you, you have carried this thing too faral-
ready. Even an animal when chased till it
finds itself .at bay, will at length turn and
face its enemies detiantly.”

* You are right, Fontneroy ; youareright :
for that reason I am here now. Not one
word of complaint sball ever crossiny lips
in g'our presence. I am beyond all "that;
but when you, you talk to me of being a
criminal, an assassin, a mau who has huu%ed
{on to desperation, you pass beyond the
rounds of seunse, and enter those of purest
farce! Butyou tell me that you will not
listen to my waruning that never more mwust
1y;ou urge your suit with Laura Doane. T

ave only this to say: Unless you promise
mehere that you will cease deceiving her I
will go to her myself and lay hefore her

your villainy !"*

*“You dare not! By Heaven! I will kill
you if you venture it! Am Isucha coward
that I will tamely cower before such an
outrage as this? Se¢oundrel, you have come
to me when I am weak and unable to defend
myself against such insults as these. You
show how bLase-born you are; but I will yet
revenge myself, remember that!”

‘[ am not to be disturbed by these rav-
ings. Foutueroy. I know you well enough to
be aware that they amount to little. jsim-
ply want a positive answer to this question :
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Will vou cease your course toward Laura
Doane?”

**[ will not! You have
dare not carry out your threat to tell her
the old past. You dare not, I say!"”

“ Wait and see,”’ was the respouse, as the
stranger rose. ‘* Whea we meet again, Font-
neroy, you shallsay whether you were right
or not. Adjeu!”

The next instant the place where he had
stood was vacant.

Struggling to the bell-pull the Confederate
colonel rang loudly, then half stumbied
upon his couch once more.

*1'll do it,”” he hissed. ‘ The villaiu has
pushed me too closely. I'll let the law take
its course with him."”

A soldier appeared at the door.

** The man who wounded e just passed
this house. Tell Drury this and give him
my orders not to let him get away alive. Be
quick now.”

‘I'ne Confederate disappeared.

Five minutes later Arthur St. ('lair hasten-
ing toward the Doane mansion was arrested
trowm his reverie by the clatter of pursuing
horses.

*IIa! so soon as this! Well, I am ready.
On. Ned. my boy; we have a race ahead.”

Ax il understanding the words of his inas-
ter, the noble animal fairly tlew over the
ground, causing his beautiful mane to
streqm out behind like silken threads.

in a brief space of tiine, however, the pur-
suing force came in sizht not far in the rear.

Half a dozen rifie-balls whizzed through
the air. This showed that he was within
reuach of the Confederate weapons.

* I'll show ynu a little trick, I think,”' said
the disguised man, as the second round of
hulirts cut the air.

shufling off a worn aud soiled coat which
concealed a better suit, the man waited for
the next shot from his pursuers,

When it came he dropped the bridle to the
ground, and threw himself low down upon
the side of his horse, ¢linging like an Indian
when he wasentirely out of sight, while the
cout he had let fall hore every appearance
of & man shot fromn the saddle.

A yell of triumph burst from the (‘onfed-
erates. They believed they had brought
down their enemy.

Riding almost breathlessly up, they halted
around the garmeunt St. Clair had cast oft,
when a howl of rage rent the air.

They saw in a moment the deception which
had been practiced upon them; but it was
100 litte.

When they were ready to take up the
chaze again the object of their pursuit had
vauished as if into space.

[for two hours the search was kept up.
Yain were all the endeavors of the Confeder-
?‘tlf-s} to determine the whereabouts of St.

lair.

Cursing loudly and dreading the reproval
of Foutneroy upon their return, the troop
+ode back to camp. )

Meantime where was St. Clair ?

Seeing the troop of horsemen draw reiu at
the spot where his coat lay, and knowing
that their attention was no longer upon him
:e turned his horse abruptly to one side and
pluulged deeply into the forest beside the
road.

Makivg a wide detour he chauged his
course at the end of an hour, and, with the
accuracy of one who has perfect knowledge
of the section of the country around him,
emerged exactly in the rear of the grand old
house ot the Doanes.

*I said I would do it, and I will not break
my promise!’” muttered the strauger, as he
dismounted and secured his horse within
easy reach should he be surprised. ‘** Font-
perroy shalllearu that hetold the truth when
he sard that the hunted stag fiually turns
against its persecutors. that the sting of the
seapent cannot he borne forever."

Making his way up to the mansion, he
asked for Laura. and a few minutes after-
ward he waas sitting face to face with her in
the parior.

The girl was pale, still lovely as ever. The
effects of the late scenes of excitement had
told upon her,

“You, no doubt, wonder aut this intrusion,
aud think it unwarranted, perhaps, that a
stranger should come to you in the way |
have, ] am not without my reasons for so
doiug.”’

The mnan’s words were so utterly at vari-
ance with his personal appearance that Lau-
ri, from that moment, knew that he wasiu
disguise.

I must confess to some little curiosity,”
she said, smiling.  ** A wormau is supposed to
he st enrions creature, you know.

ouranswer. You

i
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A grave expression settled upon the feat-
ures of Laura's visitor.

* Mine is an errand which cannot bring
vou immediate happiness, Miss Doane; yet
I am fully sure that when you are over the
sharp pang my words bring you, you will he
thankful to him who now speaks to you.
You have a lover, Colonel Fontneroy."

Laura started quickly, and a look of ter-
ror depicted itself on her countenan ce.

Why was it that her lover's name had
never brought her the peace of mind she had
aright to expect?

Why must thoughts of him ever be coupled
with feelings of unrest aud forebodings of
something awful, something indefinite and
incomprehensible, yet awful ?

* I percieve you start. Believe me. I wonld
not say one word to cause you needless pain.
Neither do I come to you for the purpose of
striking any man behind his back. I am not
a coward. am here for yonr good. to
thwart the schemes of asinfamous a villain
as treads the earth!’’

Laura sprung to her feet, a gleam of tire
lighting her eye.

“Of whom do you speak? Certainly not

i of Colonel Fontneroy? He is the very soul
to words like

of honor. 1 will not listen
these.”

** Listen, then judge,” was the calu re-
sponse. *‘First, let me tell you that I shall
utter no word which is not as true as that
the sun shines in the sky. Lady, there was
once, not long ago, a home so happy that
God’s purest blessing seemed to rest upon it
like a curtain of love forever. One man and
one worman, not more than two years wed-
ded, knowing the love of no one, save their
own. dwelt in that home.

*“ Even as the serpent entered the home of
that first couple long ago, so thatsame slimy
reptile crept 1nto this peaceful abode.

**He stole away the love of that wife once
devoted and true. He changed that hus-
band into 1 common criminal, wallowing in
the gutter. He caused the arrest of that
busband for s forgery done in an hour of
drunken madness, and stayed not his hand
till he saw him shut up behind prison bars,
a felon in the eyes of the law. .

* He kept on till he brought that wife in
tears to the grave. Then, and there only,
did he pause.

* Need I say what name that serpent bore?
It was Norman Fontneroy!"

Listeniug with wide, staring eyes, as the
stranger proceeded with his story a hand, as
of 1ce, seemed to close slowly around the
heart of poor Laura Doane.

With a cry she pressed her hauds tightly
over her forehead, and fell insensible iuto
the arms of St. Clair, who sprung at that in-
stant to her side.

Placing her' gently upon the sofa, he pa-
tiently waited %or her to recover conscious-

nep(js. When that moment arrived, Laura
said :

‘* Strange man, do you know this is true?
God pitly me!"

“Do I know it is true? Would to Heaven
1 did not.

Here before you, with the Mgke]r
as my witness, I tell you what 1 have said is
true! I could say more. | know it is not
needed. This is hard for you to hear, but it
18 better that you know it now."

‘‘Better! From what has it not saved me!
I shudder to think of what might have come
to me but for this. But I will wring the
story from his own lips. I must know Inore
than this, and from him ouly will I ask 1t.”’

* Let that be as you wish, I have no more
to safr. But stay; I have some«thing further
to tell you. Not content with compassin
your destruction, he is plotting with a fien
like himself to destroy the happiness of Mol-
ly Grame.”

* My cousiu! Whatis this you say * Speak
quickly.”

“They intend she shall wed Oliver Ogle-
thorpe.”

* That villain !"’

*“This I have but recently learned. At
this moment Oglethorpe and his paid emis-
suries are on the track of brave Phil La-
monte, who stauds, as he believes, in the way
of his owu success. I fear that evil nay have
befallen him.™

“This is terrible! And 1, T had
dreamed him so0 true and so noble!””

The girl rose and began to walk nervously
up and down the room. Stopping ata win-
dow, she said :

‘ Was this the secret of the dreadful mis-
givings which have always possessed me
since 1 knew hins 7 [t must be true. It must
be,”

Then coming hack, she continued :

** Where is ’hilip Lamonte ?”’

‘* He escaped from the handsof the enemy

ever

when surrounded in this house, and hurried
to overtake a Confederate scout who was
bearing dispatches to a distant point, intend-
ing to convey them to Nashville, if sucocess-
ful. By thistiine he should bethere.”

** Molly tnustknow of this plan against her
and her lover. Brave Phil! He must not
fall for her sake. Can you do anything to-
ward putting him on his guard?”

‘I shall at once bend my energies in that
direction. I pledgemyself to do all I can.
Now I must say farewell. Pardon me for the
pain I have caused you. Adieu.”

In a moment he had gone.

Rushing into Molly's room the exeited
Laura, with glittering eyes, told the tale te
which she had just been a listener.

Man?' were the interruptions which the
sweet little cousin made, and wrathful were
her exclamations when she knew the plot
against Phil Lamonte.

‘“And you are at heart a rebel, Laura?
You sympathize with such men as these ?
Shame—shame upon you! I should think
this would be enough to turn you from such
a horde of fiends!"

** But, Molly, it is not men, but prinoiples,
[ uphold.”

‘“The principles are just as false as the
men who are defending them. Both are de-
ceptive and must fall.”

Molly’'s cheeks were aglow with rage.

The story of her cousin had set her brave
heart all on fire.

. " But they shall not kill Phil Lamonte. He
is too good and brave to fall by the weapouns
of such a set of poltroons.”

The girl leaped up qyuickly.

** What will you do, Molly "’

** You shall see.”

And Laura did see.

Justas night was dropping its mantle over
this Southern homestead, a woman rode out
of the yard adjoining the Doane mansion,
a.pl(ll set her face resolutely toward Nush.
ville,

It was Molly Grame.

(HAPTER X.
RESCUE FROM THE BURNING BUILDING.
After rescning Phil Lamonte from the
clutches of his rival uand enemy, Oglethorpe,
the stranger urged his horse hotly on till
they had left the Confederates far in the

rear.
Not a word had been as yet passed between

Phil, though wondering much who this
bold horseman was, and why he had hap-

ened to make his appearance so opportune-
Y, chose to let him open conversation inhis
own time and way. The manner in whiej™
he did this ouly added astonishment {o our
hero's already deep surprise.

‘*Are the dispaiches safe?"’

The dispatches! What did the man mean ?
How had he gained his information regard-
ing this mission of Phil?

Such werethequestions which run through
the mind of the scout.

‘‘ What dispatches do you refer to ?"’ asked
Phil, guardedly.

‘] am not ignorant of your mission, &ir,”
was the repl&. **You can trust me. Though
I am not in Union uniform my heart is loy-
al; I wear the blue in my bosom. You have
been following Confederate couriers from
Beauregard's camp, and have gained from
them messages to Price and Van Dorn. Are
they safe 7"’

Phil sought to catch a glimpse of the face
of this stranger who had such perfect knowl-
edge of his own movements, but the twilight
was now deepeniug into night and he failed.

*Pardon me,” he said, * but I must be
carefui. I acknowledge your kindness in
helping me out of what promised to bea
tight box; hut I do not know you well
enough to——""

I will prove to you that I am what I pre-
tend to be—a friend. I come here direct
from the home of the Doanes.”

*“Ah! you know them, then?”

**Not as fully asI could wish; yet some-
what. I koow that Molly Grame loves

rou—-""
yal Loves me! Then you know more than I
do. Explain yourself.”

** It is not my right or province to do that.
She will prove it to your satisfaction if you
ask her. I know, further than this, that you
have a rival, a dangerous man; no other
than Oglethorpe, the leader of the band
from which you have just escaped.”

*“Arival! This i3 all news to me. Idid
notdream of such a thing. Then that fel-
low had a double reason for desiring my ar-
rest. I begin to see. What else is there to
tell me, strange man 7'



“@Only this: tant if the dispatches are still
safe, you must inake nll possibles haste to set
thetn bi-fore Buell. ‘There’s wischief atioat.
As yet | cunnot tell its exact character, but
I feur disaster lurks very near to the Union
cause, '

“ I share your helief in that respect,’ said

Phil, gravely. * [ hardly needed the inoeu-
tive you give; yet, it shall warm me to
greater exertions than ever. Uuless I die
before miduight, Buell will have all the
knovvledge the Confederate dispatches can
impart.”
_"Good! Now we are nearing the oity
limits. I think I must leave you. [ have
work to do elsewhere, aud I think you are
out of dauger for the present from Ogle-
thorpe; but I advise you to keep a sharp eye
out for him. He is tricky, and desperate,
for he thinks yon stand in his way."

“Stay!” exclaimed Phil, to whom this
short conversation had been a startling, as
well as pleusing revelation ; ** I must know
further about Molly Grame. Are you posi-
tiv '

** Learn all you would know from her lips.

Iam away.”

" The next moment Phil stood alone in the
dusk. listening to the clatter of the hoofs of
the stranger’'s horse as he hastened into the
dark.

What would not our hero have given at
that moment to have heen placed face to
face with pretty Molly Grame !

But how impossible!

Here he stood, miles away, on u raission of
dangerous moment.

The future was brighter, however, for this
little gleam of sunshine.

There wasno time fordelay ; onward must
be his watchword.

Iu the light of history we know what im-
portance attached to every movement of the
great opposing forces at the time of which
we write.

Let us look for a moment at the situation.
- _Here, at Pittsburg Lauding lay General
Grant, who, with that remarkable foresight
whioh ever characterized him, had been
pushing toward Corinth, well knowing the
importance of that point. but who was now
awaiting the arrival of General Buell, from
Nashville.

At the same moment, aud also fully ap-
preciating the fact that Corinth was an ob-
Jective point of highest value, Beauregard
had hastened thither.

He bad already been reinforced by the
troops of General Johnston and was only
resting till Price and Van Dorue came up to
strike a blow, from which it was intended
the Unionists never should recover.

.Totally unaware of the peril of Grant's

position, Buell was slowly inaking prepara-
tions to move southward.

Hence, it becowes plain thiat it was of the
greatest importance that General Buell
should recognize that Grant was in immi-
nent danger, aud hasten to his rescue.

Phil Lamonte, even yet ignorant of the
real value of the papers iu his care, never-
theless, felt that not an instant should be
lost iu delivering them.

This impression had been made more vivid
by the words of the strange man who haa
been of such use to him that night.

To us they uow seem almost prophetic.
Danger did at that moment lurk near the
Union cause.

Pausing pot au instant in the spot where
8t. Clair had left him, Phil Lamonte struck
out at a rapid pace for the city.

Already there were numerous houses
along the road, and he expected every mo-
ment to hear the welcome challenge of the
pickets,

Not yet was he out of danger, however.

Nothing was to be seen of the Union picket
line, when, suddenly, and without warning,
Phil heard the thander cf approaching horse-
men.

Had bhe seeu the daris, evil face of Ogle-
thorpe riding at the head of that baud, our
hero would not have been more certain that
heit was who led the flying troopers. And
bhe knew the obhject of their search.

Springing into thestadow ot an old house,
now appareutly deserted and tumbling into
| ruin, Phil waited with hushed breath the
coming of his pursuers.

Not long had he to wait, forr he bhad barely
left the highway when the troop came in
sight.

The presence of Phil must have been dis-
covered, a3 when just opposite the building
where he had attempted to conceal himself
the band drew up and came t.o a dead balt.

A crisis was at hand.

In the hope that a close search of the old
house would not be made, Phil dodged
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around the ecorner, taking care to keep in
the shudow, aud finding a window in the
rear which had been broken in, he swung
himself lightly through the opening.

Lauding on the floor inside he crept noise-
lessly along a dark Passnge till be reached a

point where he sould hear what wus going
on without.

‘I know my eyes didn t deoeive me,” a
voice said. ** He was just here, not two min-
utes ago, and I reckon he can't be far off
now."’

* Well,” said a man whose language re-
vealed to Phil the presence of his rival, Ogle-
thorpe, ‘‘ to make sure about the matter we
had better take a look in this vicinity. That
old house yonder would make an excelleut
hidiug place for thefellow. Half a dozen of
you come with me, and we'll go through the
place. The rest of you scour the grounds,
and remember that I'll reward the man who
captures him or shoots him as he stands!™

hil’s hauds clinched hard together as he
listened to this cold-blooried remark. Ogle-
thorpe’s case rmust be desperate indeed to
urge him to measures so severe.

*Areward on my head, eh? Iam to be
shot iu my tracks if worst comes to worst.
But I am not so sure, my dear sir, that any
man will claim the reward you offer. I
rather think not. Now let me see. A hid-
ing-place is what I want for the present.”

Darting hither and thither in the hope
that h e would find either a door leading up
stairs ordownward into the cellar, he was
startled by the sound of a hand upon the
latch in front of the house.

Not a moment was to be lost.

Feeling along the wall Phil discovered an
old-fashioned fire-place, and above yawned
a wide-throated chimney.

Quicker than a flash he stooped and
crawled under the mantel up into the chim-
ney. Placing his handsagainst its sides, he
drew himself upward far enough to be out
of sight from below.

Bracing his feetin front of him with his
back resting-upon the wall behind, he wait-
ed.

His place of hiding had not been found an
instant too soou, for hardly had be reached
it when the (onfederates burst in a body
into the Luilding.

Lights soon flashed hither and thither
through every room from cellar te garret.
Each nook and corner, each closet and out-
of-the-way place was explored with the
thoroughness which desperation alone ;ives.

‘ You see, geutlemen, he is not here.’

The speaker was Oglethorpe.

‘¢ Bill, your eyes must be getting poer, cer-
tainly.”

**Ireckon I wasn't mistaken. I tell you
again heis very near here. He may not be
in this house; 1didn’t sayhewas; but you'll
seel am right. They may be having better
luck outside."

* ‘Ne'll make sure he nevergets out of this
place alive at any rate,’ said Oglethorpe, “if
he is hidden away in some hole we haven't
stumbled on. Here, boys, apply the torch to
this infernal old shell in a dozen different
places. We'll let the Yanks know we're
near, if nothing more.”

Phil heard these words with a feeling
somewhat akin to despair, but there was
mingled with it a sternresolve not to yield
till fate compelled.

Ouly a brief space of time elapsed before
the crackling of flames fell upou his ears.

The command of Oglethorge was being
carried out. Fiendish though the scheme
was, and worth% none but the most cruel
and inhuman brain, Oglethorpe laughed
wildly as he saw the flery demon leap from
poiut to point of the deserted house.

*If the cursed Union spy is in there, and
hope he is, that’ll be the last of him! O
boys. He’'s safe now !

Phil beard the sound of the retreating
horsemen. then he lvaped to the fioor.

Now for escape!

He must show Oliver Oglethorpe that it
was not so easy to shake him off. He would
rea:ippear to him when least he expected it
and avenge this insult.

Escape!

But how?

Look where he might, his eyes rested on
sheets of flame,, growing more and morein-
tense and becoming blinding in their inten-
sity.
Hotter and hotter grew the air.

Heaven! must he suffocate here?

He ran from place to place in the great
house.

Everywhere it was the same.

He tried again and again to reach the cel-
lar, but was met by a cloud of smoke which
sent him back almost stifled.

I
n.

It was of no usa te at*amp? ‘o mount the
rickety stairs which, at leugth, he found
In fact, the dauger wiuld be great there.

Must he theu fold his hands and submit to
death !

Was this iate?

The di+patches! He had failed to earry
out his purpose. Foronce in his ¥fe he wus
forced to admit defeat.

It was a sore trial for him to make this ad-
mission ; yet was it not best to look the mat-
tor square in the face.

Alt this was due to Oglethorpe.

Would Molly Grame now aceept his rival
for a suitor?

He could not believe it. She was too true
a woman, too pure in heart to haveanythimg
to do with such a miscreant.

Beams began to tumble about him, sparks
burued the floor near the spot where he
stood.

How hot it was!

Hark!

Like the wing of a rescuin
thing fell over the head an
Phil Lamonte.

He felt himself half dragged, half led,
through a sea of bxinding smokeand flame,
by a passage he had not disvovered; a singu-
lar faintness came over him.

When it was over, he was in the pure air
of heaven, aud a hand was upon his brow.

Could it be —?

It was the hand of a womau !

CHAPTER XI.
A BLOW IN THE DARK.

Phil Lamonte, revived by the freeh air,
feelivg the gentle band of the unknown be-
ing upon his brow, lay still for several min-
utes, nnwilling to move lest the sweet dream
might vanish and leave him naught but the
stern reality of that burning house.

He felt the woman—for such he believed
his rescuer to be—bend down and watch for
his breathing, and the soft touch of her fin-
gers upon his wrist sent his blood coursing
like the mountain rivulet through his veins.
He wished this might go on forever; but
suddenly he noticed all was silent about him.

Looking up quickly he saw that he was
alone.

The angel had flown.

Phil started up, and put his hand to his
bli:I)w. Was thisindeed all a dream ?

o.

There was the blazing tenement which bad
so recently imprisoned him. The timbers
had fallen in one after another, leaving
nothing but a red skeleton. There was no
doubt about it.

Some one, a woman, had saved him from
immiuent peril.

Who was that woman ?

He knew of only one in all the world who
would risk so much for his sake, and he bad
no right to suppose that she would do it.

Must the question remain unanswered ?

He tried to pierce the gray ourtain of
uight which now hung heavy about him,
hopiug to catch some glimpse of the woman
who had just retreated from his side.

It was in vain.

Nothing but impenetrable gloom met his
eyessave where the old house was ocraokling
into ruins.

Several times he fancied he heard foot-
steps 'n thehighway beyond, but after listen-
ing earnestly for some_further signs of an
animate object he decided that he must have
been mistaken.

‘I am certain that time will reveal to me
tbe truth of this matter which is now little
more than mystery,” said Phil, as he ped
his way toward the roaa. *‘‘1 would like to
know whether I am right or not in thinkin
it might l;{)ossib‘ly have been her! Wouldn’
Ilike to know that. Pshaw! Phil Lamonte,
you're getting sentimental, and it’s no time
for sentiment. On to Nashville, must be my
watchword, so here I go.”

Bounding over the low fence which ran
along the highway, the young man started
on a run toward the city.

In half an hour he met the pickets, and in
a short time thereafter be had the pleasure
of standing in the presence of General Buell.

‘“General,” our hero said, tossing down a
package upon the table at which Buell sat,
* here are some papers that werenot intend-
ed for Union eyes.  As you will see, they are
addressed to Price and Van Dorn, now on
their way fromn Arkuausas.”

Buell took a glance at the blood-stained
and orumpled packet, and then turned his
eyes upon the young man, who spoke so
calmly about this matter.

** But how did you come into possession of
these documents? I judge they have been

angel some-
shoulders of
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in dangerous places. There is blood on
them.”’

** You are right, sir; they have been
brought to you with some difficulty. It
would take too loug for me to teil the story
of how I came to get on the track of these
dispatohes. It is not of much importance
anyway, now that they ars here. The main
point is to make available the information
they contain. I judge no time is to be lost
in examining themn.”

With a swils, General Bucll returned to
the papera

He liked the earnest, unassuming mauner
of thisstrauger.

Opening the soiled envelope, he spread the
papers out on the table, and bent over them
for sorne time in sileuce.

Then he exclaimed :

* Heavens! Can that be? See here, young
man, do you know the contents of this pack-
age?’

**Not a word.”

**Yon may have performed service of the
greatest value to the Union cause by bring-
ing these papers here. Let me tell you what
they reveal. The Confederates intend to
move up  to General Graut secretly and at-
tack him unawaies, while heis waiting for
me. These dispatehes wora to hurry Price
and Van Dora up to render assistance in this
plan. The question now is, can I reach
Grant in titne to avert the impending dis-
aster ?"

**How sooun can we move, general 7"’

* Within two hours,” said Buell, rising
quickly, and pulling a bell-rope. **I am
angry with myself for not pushing forward
more rapidly. as ] might bhave done easily
enough.’

A messenger appearing, @eneral Buell
gave orders in a quick, excited way for the
entire force under his command to get under
Wli:jy for the march to Pittsburg Landing.

nexpected as was the command, in a
marvelous short space of time all was com-
motion among the troops.

‘I want you to undertake a task of grave
importance, my young friend,” said General
Bnell, after meditating a while over the
displatches which still remained on the table.

Yy tis—“

“To carry a message from me to @rant.
As yet he is ignorant of this intended move
upon him, and is quietly awaiting my ar-
rival before going on to Corinth. I want to
aoquaint him of this scheme of the (‘onfed-
erates, and at the same time inform him
that I shall march night and day to join
him. Wiil you accept the commission ?'

‘“ General,”” was the dignified reply, as
Phil drew himself proudly up, * if you think
me worthy to serve you and my country in
the way you suggest, I am happy to tellyon
that nothing could compel me to refuse the
trust. Write out the message, please."’

**You are a true soldier,’” said Buell, 1
wish my men were all like you. Ishallnot
forget to speak to General Grantof this mat-
ter at the earliest possible moment; forl
know the danger I ask you to face as well as
you do. and that your bravery oughi uot to
go unrewarded.”

The general then seated himself and wrote
rapidly for fifteen minutes, now and then
stopping to consult the mutilated Confeder-
ate dispatches before him.

Attheend of that time he folded the let-
ter he had written, and sealing it placed it
in the hands of Phil Lamonte, saying :

*““There is what I wish you to carry to
Grant. I need not tell yon how important
itis that he receive the packet as soon as

ossiple. I believe you appreeiate that as

“I willdo my best,” was all Phil replied,
as he placed the papersin his bosom. ** These
letters are safe, believe that. If I fall, they

0 out of existence with me! @&ood-night,
general.”

In a moment he was gone.

*“ A true hero,” said General Buell, pacing
up and down his room with a thoughtful
brow.

Asfor our hero, looking ahead over the
route, at every step of which lurked hidden
peril, when he went forth on his mission it
was with the courage which ever marks the
movements of a brave man.

Applying at the proper place he obtained
a horse suited to his taste in every way.

Furnished with the password. he delayed
not in placing the city of Nuashville hebwd
his back.

Althongh he was constantly on the out-
look for Confederate scouts, with whom the
country was at that time swarwing, his

atest anxiety was lest Oglethorpe, sneak-
ing like a serpent in the grass, should inter-
oept aim.

Not that he feared the manin an open-
handed contest, but this he knew his rival
never would grant him.

Half the night long besped on his way, un-
molested, and hopeful.

The night proved more auspicious than he
had feared.

The late storm bad speut its force appar-
ently for the &)resent. and the dun black
clouds had rolled away to the westward,
leaviug only here and there a few scattering
fiakes, like the stragglers of a retreating
army,

Desceuding a sharp declivity in the road,
Phil came to the edge of a rapid stream, shut
in on every hand along shore by crags that
seemed almost insurmountable.

So swift was the current that he hesitated
to attempt to ford it lest his horse might be
swept down the stream.

He remembered that there had formerly
been a bridge at that poiut. The recent
heavy tempest had curry itaway.

He wondered if there were not some point
either above or below which would afford a
better crossing. For some time he groped
his way along the bank where the rocks
hung heetling above his head, and at certain
points, be was compelled to dismount and
lead his horsein order to make any progress.

The hope which had inspired him finally
began to vaunish, and there came in its place
a grim resolution to plunge bolily in and
fight it out with the watery element.

'his determination having fully taken
possession of butn he stood for a momeni on
the shore in the shadow of an overhanging
cliff and stroked the neck of his beautiful
steed.

““Poor old fellow ! he said, ** it is worse
for you than for me, | know not what else to
do hut to drive you out into the carrent.”’

With these words he mounted, when sud-
denly the icy muzzle of a pistol sent a chill
through his whole being.

“I know what you will do, mﬂ dear sir,"”
said a voice, which he instantly knew to be
that of his evil genius, Oglethorpe; ‘‘ not to-
night will you ford this stream. It is not
setdown in the book of fates thus."”

‘*Well, what will prevent it?"’ said our
hero, calmly.

<1 will.”

“You? May I ask who you are?”’

‘Phil Lamonte—you koow who I am!"
hissed the Confederate. ‘' We have met te-
fore. You escaped me. But it was the last
time. Oliver Oglethorpe never misses in the
end. In the end, understand.”

** What is the meaning of this attack?”
continued Phil, now determined to draw
from the lips of his rival the true object he
bad in pursuing him. “I am a stranger to
you. I am not aware that I have injured
you. It certainly has been through ignor-
auce if I have.”

“The folks back at Corinth want you."

‘““But thatisn’t your motive in haunting
me like this. I kuowit.”

There was a moient's silence.

1 am fool enough to love Molly Grame."

The Coofederate spoke like one half
ashamed of the admission.

CWell 2

*“She loves you,"”

*Ah! shenever told me so.
hear it from her own ¥ips,”

“ Make the rpost of the kuowledge. Gain
what happiness you can outofit; for Iswear
never shull you listen to those words from
her.”’

** What do you intend, then 7"

Nota trace of fear in the tone.

“8Stir but a muscle and yon will know
sooner than you think. Phil Lamonte, I am
a desperate nan. I have followed you here
to rid myself of your presence. If I cannot
have the love of MollIy Grame, you shall not,
8o hear me Heaven !

At that moment the Confederate gave a
shrill whistle.

The echoes took up the sound and sent it
back from a hundred diffterent points along
the stream.

In a trice a soore of men leaped from their
conceallment close by, and sprung to the spot
where their leader stood with his weapon yet
upon the brow of Phil Lamonte.

** Men,"” said Oglethorpe, ‘* here is the man
we have been sevking—the Union scout. He
is, as you know, just from the quarters of
General Buell, where he has been to deliver
messages taken from us. The result may be
everlasting ruin to us if we do not take vig-
orous steps to arrest the disaster he hopes to
Ere?uipltate upon us. What shall his fate

a?"

I bad rather

‘“ Death !
The word sounded hollow and sepulchral.
‘“ By what means !’

‘*“Let him find a gravein the center of this
stream, the noisy Launton!” said none of the
number, pointing out over the current.

‘* Agreed !’ was the united response.

Without auother word three men seized
Phil, aud pinioning his arms to his side, bore
him to a boat which they drew from the
bank. Lifting himin they rowed rapidly
into the middle of thestream.

Then raising hiin they held him over the
edge of the hoat ready to hurl him over-
board.

As they stood thus with the young iman
poised in mid-air two shots rung out on the
still night, and two of the Confederates
dropped dead in the boat.

The next moment a secoud boat. cleft the
water aind came to a pause beside that which
had brought Phil thither.

In it were a man and woman.

CHAPTER XII.
CARRYING OUT THE COMPACT.

Night in the woods.

Oglethorpe, after leaving the old house
near Nashville in fiames, spent some time in
skirmishing around in that vicinity expect-
ing momentarily to find his rival lurking
there.

But when at the end of an hour the mem-
bers of his band came in one by one report-
iug no success, he began to think that Phil
had indeecl perished in theburning building.
Perhaps this belief was strengthened in some
degree by the hopehecherished that it might
be true.

This conclusion having been reached, the
youug man ordered his men to fall backioto
the wood lying a mile or two from the city
and encamp for the night.

The location selected was in a deep ravine
sheltered in every direction and apparently
safe from detection.

Oglethorpe, instead of hitching his horse
with those of the men who followed him,
stoleaway in the darkness and directed his
steps still further hack from Nashville,

**This is a part of this night’s work that [
wish was over,”” he muttered, when once
fairly on the way. ¢ 1f the colonelhad given
it to some other ma1 it wonld have suited
me better. I would not have undertaken it
if Ibad not thought he would stand by me
in my little affair with Molly Grame. I
don’t exactly fancy this crawling up toa
man, and without cause,sending him to Dav
Jones' Locker. But if it has to be done, an
I bave promised it shall be, why, what is the
use in having conscientious scruples ahout
the way it istobedone? Consoience! Pshaw,
what nonsense! As if an Oglethorpe ever
had a conscience.” Convenient that they
haven't, at times. To-night, for instance.
Lucky I came across the camp of thut fel-
low accidentally to-day. Oglethorpe was
right; no man could ever look in his eyes
without remembering them till death, I
hope they will not fasten themselves on me
this evening, for they wonld haunt me for-
ever. [ know they would. I wonder what
the secret is between that unknown and the
ocolonel? I'll find that out sometime. "’

Thus the paltroon soliloquized, picking his
way around in the silence of the great forest.

There is something about the solitude of
the woods which arouses within a mana
sense of his positive insignificance as a part
of the greatcreation.

If he be a criminal, such a place brings up
before him every act of his which he wishes ~
to hide from his fellow men and to push out
of his own memory.

Here he seems nearer to his Maker.

All these things came again and again into
the mind of Oglethorpe, threading the de-
vious paths of the forest.

No wonder he wished his errand done.

In an hour he drew hishorse up and threw
himself from his saddle.

The narrow track he had been pursuin
lost itself in a dense growth of shrubs an
low hushes. No longer could he have even
the oom&)any of hishorse. And that meant
a great deal to O%lethorpe.

e dreaded to bealone. What wonder ?

Fastening his horse securely, the man
struck a match and carefully looked at his
pistols aud drew his thumb across the edge
of his keen hunting-knife.

*“ This is the weapon of my choice,” he
whispered. ‘It Fives out no sound, and
does its work swiftly and well. I will try it
first. If it fails, then these others mnst be
ste('jl'? Fails? The word must not be spoken.

ail "'

With a sound, partlg a laugh, partly a
sigh, the bird of the night thrust his weapons
into their plaoes, and parted the thicket be-
fore him.
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To astranger it would have seemed almost
impossible for oneto feel his way through
such a tangle of briars and uuderbrush. Yet
Ogluthorpe, as if born nere, pressed forward
making rapid progress.

So quiet. was he that he did not waken the
birds from their slumber iun the branches
overhead

In haif an bour he stopped.

The smell of smoke fell npon his nostrils,
and he knew he was nearing the spot where
his victim lay unsuspicious of his approach.

Double cvaution now marked his move-
meuts.

Almost creuchiug upon the ground he
arawled, rather than walked, toward the
camp-fire.

It was somse tine ere its glimmer shone
through the trees.

‘I bave not missed in my reckoning,” the
fiend muttered. " Noj; too long have ] trod
these woads for that. Ha, ha! 1 now have
an oppmrtunity to use tne kuowledge my
past training has broughbt we. 1 wonder
what Moily Grame would say if she knew
what my past has been? Or, if she ¢ould see
me now crawling through thess forest paths
like some bheast of prey. Would she love
me better? Love me better? Wouud
she not the rather hate me with dead-
lier hatred than even now? And yet it is
for ber [ am here. But I swear hevein this
still spot that when tbis war is over and
Molly Grame is my wife, I will forsake the
black ways I have troddeun.”

‘T'he words were those of a man who eans
what he says.

Then on he crept uearer and nearer the fire
glowing from the little valley below.

Making the circuit of the place he peered
closely about for the exact spot wherethe
sleeper lay.

After some time he was able to distiuguish
a form prostrate in a blanket under the
shadow of alow-branched eypress.

Evidently the approach of Oglethorpe was
all undreamed of.

Drawing his dagger the assassin almost ly-
ing upon the ground edged his way forward.

That niﬁht Arthur 8t. Clair, as we shall
hereafter know the stranger whom we first
met at the window of Colonel Fontneroy's
quarters, after leaving Phil L moute snfelz
neal the suburbs of Nashville, plung d baec
into the wood toward a place where bhe had
often rested for the might.

Reaolng thatspot, he cared for his horse
as attentively as if it\aad been a human be-
ing, then set about preparing for himself a
plain yet substantial meal from articles
which he had concealed in thesecluded nook
where he had chosen to hide.

He was a strange man,

Yet many another is Jike him.

*roud, well-born, intellectual, his child-
hood hard Leen full ef promise—-promise
which seemed but the bud of grand achieve-
ments for the future.

Bat evil befell bhim, and he became what
we now find hitn—a waunderer.

Listen and catch a glimpse of his story :

** Why am I not a man-hater? Were it not
that at first my heart was so full of the milk
of human kindess that nothing cap ever root
it out, to-day I would have naught in my
beart for my feliow-men but Dbitterest hate!
As it is, only one single mnan has iny enmity,

nd that maun is he who brought me to this
:ow estate, robbing me of all that life held
dear. And now he seeks even life iteelf ! Not
by your hand or that of your paid assassins
shall I die, Colonel Fontpneroy. Fate bhas
something betterin store for me than that.
I am in diegrace* but to give up my life
through such meansas you can invent would
be terrible indeed. ell, now must Iseek
the repose 1 need for the work of the mor-
row. 1must keep guard over Phil Lamonte,
for the sake of the sweet girl who loves
him.”

Wrapping his blanket about him he
stretched himself out by the obeerful fire,
and was soon asteep.

Over his silent form now bent the mur-
derer, Oglethorpe.

In his bard band he held his dagger, now
uplifting it, and again letting it descend
barmlessly to his side.

** How well he sleeps,” the villain mutter-
ed. ‘1 hate thisdeed. It is murder. Why
did Fontneroy choose me forits perpetra-
tion? Ifit must be done why coulg he not
do it himself? The coward! But cow-
ard a8 he is, he holds e in bis power. I
must obey his command!"

Again the hand was uplifted.

The rays of light as they fell shimmering
ur&ugh the leaves betrayed the face of Ogle-
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thorpe, pale, ¢even bhaggard, us he stood face
to face with this tbhe greatest crime of his
life. The beating of his own heart startled
him.

Suddenly the arm of the wurderer was
seized from behind, aud his weupon sent
burtling through the air.

With a yell of rage which sct the wild
echoes of the night to ringing far and near,
Ogiethorpe bounded to his feet and cuast one
lookk upon the face ol the being who had
foitled him in his evil desigu.

And that, glance was enough.

Standing by the side of the form of Arthur
St Clair with her locks streamning over her
shoulders, was Molly Grawe.

The ey ex of the fair young girl penetrating
itta the very soul of Oglethorpe, sevmed liko
the gaze of doom,

A groan burst from his lips.

Then be turned and tled from the scene.

CHAPTER XIIL
ON THE VILLAIN'S TRACK,

‘The despairing ¢ry of Oglethorpe aroused
the sleeping St. Clair.

Sprivging to his {vet hestared in wonder,
first upou the ratreating form of the mid-
mght warauder, theu dowu iuto the color-
less face of the girl heside him.

** What is the meaning of all this? he at
length asked. ** By the light of this firel
see you man disappearing now. What
brought hiny here? And you, why this look
on your features 7"’

“You bavebeen in danger.”

*In danger! From what source?"’

*“Atthe hands of the man yeou saw just
now.”’

‘“That danger was retnoved by you.
can I thank you, kind lady 7"’

The strange man extended his hand.

The girl placed her own in it.

‘1 believel did frighten him away,' she
said. * But no thanks are necessary. Iam
glad you escaped unharmed. That fact is
enough of itself to repay me."

‘] am happy indeed to have such a pre-
server. Pardon me, but I must know your
name. Will you grant me this request "’

* Molly Grame.”

“Molly Grame!l” exclaimed St. Clair, in
astonishment. ‘¢ The cousin of Laura Doane.
Come nearer the light. Now I do rememher
you, We have met once before.”’

“Yes; and the orave work
Laura and I has not yet been su
warded.”

“Then it never will be.
brave deed as this sufficient reward ?
no further of that.”

The girl shuddered as the thought of the
result had she not appeared to stay the hand
of Oglethorpe as she did,

**You spoke just now of damger from the
man who has just left us. Who was he?”’

}i look of sadness came into the eyes of the
gir

* (an you uot think ?
who seeks your lite?”

“T have. But I wish to know if you came
near enough to him to get a glimpse of his
face. Was it Fontueroy himself 7"’

“No. Do you think he would be bold
enough to venture here? Never. Base as
he i3, he i3 a coward still.”

*1 see you know himn well
then, was it?”

*You know a man named Oglethorpe ?"’

**Ah! Thenit wasasl thought. Double-
dyed villain! you are the man chosen for
this foul ¢crime, are you? Once more, Font-
neroy, you show your cunaming in choosing
an instrument to execute your will. But
you bave failed!”

Malf to himself were the last wordsspokeu.

“ Now, tell me how you came out here in
the depths of this forest.”

+8ir,” said Molly Grame, proudly, *I am
notashamed to tell you this, I know I ean
trust you. I have a lover, Phil Lamoute is
his name. He has been hunted by this same
fiend Oglethorpe. This you know but too
well. The peril impending over him impeil-
ed mie hither. While on the way to Nash-
villeI crossed the tr ck of Oglethorpe and
knew that evil was in his heart. have
shadowed bim since noon to-day. This is
the second {ime I have met hiwm, though he
has not seen me till this bhour, and twice I
have thwarted him in his foul schemes. 1
tracked him to this place, and you know the
result. Now, sir, I must away again, This
willnot end the plots of Oglethorpe. I must
fud Phil Lamonte and warn_ him ef the
danger be is in. He isnow iv Nashville with
General Buell. Thither must I go.”

** Not alone!”

“ Why not?”

How

ou did for
ciently re-

Is not such a
Speak

Have you no enemy

But, who,
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*Brave girl! I capwot permit it. 1 know
what lurks between this place and younder
city. Ibeg you will not refuse my offer to
attend you.'

The zirl hesitated.

1 have met with no serious difficulty u
10 the present, sir. I donotanticipate any.”

“ But | may be able to assist you in ways
you know not of at preseut. Do uot, I beg,
refuse this recguest.’”’

“You are kind. T will not deny your pe-
tition."

“Thunks, We will follow this scotndirel.
He will bring us to the tpan you love.”

* [ Lelieve he thinks him dead.”

“Bat doesnot know it ¢ Then, trust e,
he will pursue him till he learns the truth.”

I fear you are right,” said the girl, seri-
ously.

Leaving Molly standing by the fire, St
Clair hastened tobring his borse forward,

¢ Please accept a place upou my horse,’
he swrd. “You must have found the way
troublesome enough on foot.”

* But you—I can't allow you to go on fout
to save me from trouble. 1 am strong.”

“Soam . By giviug me mny own way in
this matter you will please me much. I am
un obstinate fellow.”

The girl yielded, and was soon seati«d upun
St, Clair’s horse.

“Now, I know the bridle-path down the
mountain better than you do, 8o I will walk
on ahead. Follow e closely. Are yon
ready ?"’

*If you are.”

*Then forwurd.”

Back over thetrail along which @glethorpe
had ¢rept ou his way to commit the deed he
had so basely planned, the two hastened.

The guide, relying upon his horse to fol-
low him and upon the girl to keep her seat,
struck into 8 pace half 8 walk -and balf a
run, slackening his speed only when they
approached the place where Ogiethorpe’s
band was encamped.

8t. Clair had judged rightly when he said
that Oglethorpe would now hunt Phil La-
wmoute till he knew what had hecome of him.
Terrifiad by the appearanceof Molly tirame,
who seemed to him  like & very Neive-is, he
became for the time almost beside himswlf
with desperation.

Hovering near the camp, it was but a short,
time betore 8t. Clair and Melly heard a
voice they distinguished but too readily,
sayiug:

*Up, boys, and away! Back to Nashrille.
There's work for us yonder. I am uneasy
to-night. 1 cannot get that cursed Lamonte
out of my head. I fear he has escaped us
even now. YWemust know his fate, if burned
in that old tenement, or still abroad te cause
us trouble. Quick, now; not a moment
must be lost.”

Speedily lights twinkled here and there
amon%)the trees, and men flitting to and fro
could be seen from the hiding-place of the
couple.

‘““PDare you remain here for a minute
alone?”’ asked St. Clair, in a whisper.

“[ dare.”

Like a flash be was away.

What was his intention? The girl could
not imagine. )

Five minutes slipped away. Still the guide
did not return. The heart of Molly tirame
began to tremble for him.

ad he been discovered?

Suddenly a yell woke the stillness.

What did it mean ?

The next instant a horseman cawme tearing
through the bushes.

*This way, Molly! Lose no time, fur the
hounds will be after us in a second. [ want-
ed a horse. I've got it, but I had to tight
forit, and was discovered.”

Discovered !

The word sent a chill through Molly, brave
as he was.

But without a sign to betray this emotion,
she urged her horse in close pursuit of that
of St. Clair.

Not a dozen yards had they advanced
when a volley of bullets sang about them.

The sensation was not pleasant.

For the time being they were the pursued
instead of the pursuers,

St. Clair hoped by a few sbharp umoves to
throw them off their guard and compel them
to abandon the chase.

Turuin% his course toward the highway,
side by side with Molly, he shot through the
wmurky night till the streain had been reached
which ran through deep defiles and Jdarkly
shaded valleys.

The discovery that the bridge was gone
threw St. Clair off bis guard for a moment.

*This is bad,” he said. ‘“Once on the
other side of the stream, I believe we could

’
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have evaded our pursuers. But this will
notdo. Already in the distance I hear the
sound of horses’feet. It is a bold plan. 1
would not dare to undertake it did I not see
you are a fearless rider. Come."’

Plunging into the furious current the
young man rode down the stream.

With characteristio bravery the girl imi-
tated his examnple.

Several times the water almost swept their
horses out from under them.

Struggling desperately, the animals re-
gained their ec}uilibrium and obeyed the
whip and spur of their riders.

In this way the two descended the stream
till they reached a point where positive dan-
ger attended further advance.

Perceiving this, St. Clair drew his hors: to-
ward the bank, and soon they stood once
more upon solid ground, their animals pant-
ing heavily.

‘““It wasa bard thing to do; but I believe
by it we huve suoceeded iu throwing Ogle-
thorpe off our track. When 1 am sure of
that, we will again hecome the pursuers.
How have you stood the ride ?*’

‘*Fear not for me. [am at home m the
saddle. Daily I scour the country upon
horseback. That is, [ used to until our
neighborhood became infested iith the law
less bands which the Confederate army
brought.”

‘I take it you are not in sympathy with !

the Confederates ?"’

** And you are right.”

“But yeur cousin—is not the case different
with her?”

“It was, 1 regret to say. As to the present,
I think it safe—""

*“Sh!’ whispered St. Clair. *‘Unless I
mistake, even here we are not safe. Can it be
our ruse has not been successful 7"

Bending down from his saddle, the young
man listened intently.

‘It is as I feared. The tiends are searching
the shore for us.”

**Let them come!'’ said Molly, pluckily.
“We may as well meet them here as any-
where.”

** It looks to me as if there is not much
choiceleft us in the matter. It would be
wmadness to attempt to venture again into
that vortex of water. Just here the current
strikex against this rocky cape, and we
should be dashed down to death.

The ‘)osition was indeed critical.

On all sides but one they were shut in by a
wall of solid rock rising high above their
heads.

In the one direction mentioned, a narrow
path run along the stream where a man
might, with great caution, pick his way on
horse.

“For myself I would not care,” St. Clair

whispered. ‘‘In this place I could defy half
of Beauregard's army. I hoped to spare you
the danger. '

* 8ir,”” was the girl's reply, ‘‘do not think
of me; or,if you do, look upon me as an
ally. T will 9o my best,and I can bhandle a
weapon with some skill.”

‘“You are brave as bravery itself!'’ said St.
Clair, approvingly. * You wilthavea chance
to test your skill, I imagine. You are armzd

The words had hardly left the lips of St.
Clairr when the Confederates appeared
stealthily groping along the bank of the
stream.

When there stood two men inside the nat-
ural fortress, St. Clair said :

‘*Take the first man.”

Two shots rung out.

Two howls broke from the lips of the ap-
proaching horseman.

‘* Bravo, Molly! The day is ours!” ex-
olaimed 8St. Clair. “ They will not face such
music as that long.™

Silence prevailed for some time.

St. Clair and his courageous companion
watched the narrow defile keenly, momen-
tarily expecting further signs of an attack.

Soon it came, but iu a manner which they
scarcely thought possible.

From the bank high above their heaas
came bhalf a score of death messengers,which
?pmtered on the water of the stream at their

eet.

3t Clair grasped the arm of Molly, and
drew her back under the rocky ledge which
Brojected far enough to afford a secure roof.

rom that direction there was evidently
nothing further to fear. But the Confeder-
ates had not abandoned their original plan
of dislodging our friends, and they had vo
more than reached theic shelter under the
ledge, when eautiously peering around the

k.uwhioh half hid them from the ¢hiects

of their pursuit came several men, this time
on foot.

‘* Wait till they are fairly in sight,” was St.
Clair’s whispered instructious.

The next instant he said :

**Now!"™

Again the two reports woke the still
night.

And once more the cries which followed
showed that the shots were not in vain.

Impre ations deep and loud came to the
ears of St. Clair, followed by prolonged si-
lence. .

An hour passed by, and all this time Phil
Lamounte was drawing nearer the roaring
stream on the other shore.

‘“Either they have given up the siege or
they are lying in wait for us just beyond the
detile. I will'learn which is true.”

Carefully asa son of the forest he stole
along iu the shadow of the rocks until he
could look through the opening.

Outside naught was to be heard for some
time, then, suddenly, tbe young man caught
tne c¢lick of muffied oars some distance up
the stream.

What new project had the Confederates
on foot?

The moon, which bhad been sailing under
clouds, at that momept Lroke {rom its cov-
ering, and by its dim raysSt. Clair saw about
to push out from the shore, a boat, in which
sat three men.

Between them lay the form of a man.

What could it mean 7

He 1mwust know. Somwe evil scheme, no
doubt. was about to be carried into execu-
tion.

How could he reach the singular trio and
their burden ?

If be had a bout !

Might there not be other boats concealed
near there?

This one must have laiu not far distant.

He began a thorough search along the
bank.

Success crowned his efforts;
under a thicket of elders was i hoat large
enough to carry two persons.

Evidently this place had been the point
where some one crossed and re-crossed the
stream since the bridge bhad heen washed

away.

Haystily dragging the boat from its con-
cealment, St. %}imr returned to the spot
where he had .eft Molly.

‘“Fasten the horses securely and come
here, quickly,” he said, bringing the boat to
the shore. ‘‘Some base plot is afloat among
our pursuers. They have yonder in a boat
the body of some one. Who it is we moust
know.”

Unquestioningly the girl obeyed, and inan
incredibly short space of time joined St.
Clair in the boat.

Though the current was running at a
dreadful rate around the rock just below,
the strange an handled the oars asif they
had been feathers, and the boat shot. through
the madly dashing waves like an arrow
from a bow.

Taking care to keep on the windward side,
he approached the boat containing the three
80 quietly that he could see the face of the
prostrate man they bore.

Drawing in his oars, he whispered :

‘““Quce more, Molly, you must try your
bhand. Those fiends are about to commit
murder. We must prevent it. Fire!”

Molly, true blue, and steady of hand, sent
her bullet straight through one of the men
who held aloft the body of their prisoner
poised in mid-air for the fatal plunge!

CHAPTER XI1V.
TIGHTENING THE WEB.

Laura Doane sat in her room at the splen-
did Southern mansion,

Her mind, as indexed by her face, was not
on pleasaut things.

er dark eyes tlashed dangerously, and
she tapped the toe of her dainty boot impa-
tiently against an ottoman as she leaned
easily back in her chair.

“The villain,’’ she said, between he shut
teeth. ‘“*Did be think he could play with
me us with some toy, and then cast me aside
for a new object of fancy? If he did he
made a mistake. He shail learn that Laura
DNoane can hate as well as love, and that it is
not so far from the one passion to the other
that base villainy as he is guilty of cannot
span the breach. Ha! even as I speak of
bhim, he comes! It may as well come now as
ever. But, stay; why thisstrange feeling at
my heart? I will waié—will tell him I can-
notsee him to-uay.”

She touched the bell-pull as a man rode up

for hidden !

(tihe gr ve walk, and dismounted at the
oor.

¢ Tell Colonel Fontneroy I caunot see bim
to-day,” the girl eaid, when a servant up-
peared in answer to her summons. “Iam
unwell.”

The servant turned away.

¢« Esther, come back,” continued the proud
girl, her cheeks glowing witn unwonted
brilliancy. *‘ Perhaps you had better show
the colonel up to the parlor, und I will eome
down. He may have something important
to tell me.”

*’Deed, missus, I tink you'd better kep’ to
your fust 'pinion,’ said the sable messenger.

“Dou’t keep him waiting, Esther,” was
the response, as the servant tarried to see
whether her argument would not induce
her mistress to return to her former de-
cision.

‘‘This interview shall be our last,”” Laura
said, in a low tone, preparing to descend to
the parlor, ‘“‘and I will make the mostof it.
I have been a friend to the Confederacy.
Now I will be its bitterest foe! Look well
to yourself, Colonel Fontneroy, lest you be-
tl'%y too much this morning.”

ripping down the stairs, sheret the colo-
nel with outstretched hand and a smile.

The Confederate officer’s eyes rested upon
her with a piercing gaze. He waa striviugto
read her heart. Did she know—hadshe seen
St. Clair?

If she bad, nothing in her features or
manner iudicated it. he luster in her eyes
and the blush on her cheek he attributed to
her pleasure in meeting him.

“You are vetter?”

‘““ Were I not I would not be here.”

‘“Are you sure you are strong enough to
ride so far? Itseems Lo me you should have
been patient o day or two longer."’

**The cause I have espoused needs me. 1
have no time to rest. Then, too, it would
have to be something more than a scratch
Jike thut to keep e longer from you.”

There was a meaniug in the tone which
spoke more than Fontneroy’'s words, and the
look be gave the girl spoke volumes.

Laura's face wore an expression at that
moment which puzzled her visitor. It was
hardly of disbelief, hardly of scorn.

But she remained silent, and her suitor
continued :

‘I rather expected you would come to see
me, atleast once while 1 was shut up with
this wound. I thoughtI bad a right—"

‘A right?”

‘ Pardon me, Laura. But bad I not sucha
right? Surely the past seemed to warrant
it.”’

Again that peculiar look; but Laura re-
mained silent.

*“If my manner has not been sufficiently
expressive to indicate my feelings toward
you, Laura, let me now speak without re-
serve. Need I say that my heart is wholly
yours, that [ love you madly

The girl sprung up and walked away to
the opposite side of the room, Where she
stood with her eyes resting upon vacancy,
though she appeared to be looking from the
window.

The words of this man had power to send
a thrill over her even yet.

Could it be true? Was this the man S8t.
Clair had warned her against ?

Conquering herself, she came baok.

‘ Colonel Fontneroy, thisis not the time
for such talk as this. You must see that
while yet the horrors of war surround me it
is useless to speak of the future.”

There wasa gesture of impatience from
Fontneroy.

*“This matter will all be over in a few
months. We have now a project on foot
which will practically put an end to the
war. Your argument is without founda-
tion, in faoct.
swer. Is it yes or no, Laura? Dearest, it
cannot be no. Let me hopeso, at least!”

The girl was quivering with’emotion. She
had loved Fontneroy with her whole being.
It cost her more than she had dreamed pos-
sible to resist his ad vances.

Shaking off the spell which she felt creep-
ing over her, she said, while she permitted
the Confederate colonel to take her hand :

** You may be mistaken in_assuming that
the war isso nearly over. When the plan
you have on foot has been tried, and it is
known what its result i, then it will be time
to predict its effect. But, colonel, what is
the project you speak of?”

The colonel tried to pierce the depths of
the beautiful eyes. Wbat was the girl’s mo-
tive in asking that question? Simple curi-
osity ?

‘ Laura, this is a matter which has been
breathed aloud only in the councils of our

—

must press you foran an- .
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-officers. Our plans are being perfeoted in
utter secrecy. Can I trust you?”’

‘“Trust me! Have you evor had a reason
0 doubt my fidelity to the cause?”’

*“No; but thisissuchan important thing.
Iam placing my honor at stake. You could
bring upon me eternal disgrace.”

“If you cannot trust the woman you say
you love now, how would it be by and by ?”

The colonel averted his eyes. He could
not meet the mrohiuglgaze of Laura.

‘I do trust you, an will prove it.”

He then laid before her the scheme then
nearly matured, of erushing the Union army
under Geneial Grant, near Pittsburg Land-
ing, entering into the details fully, and for-
getting 1n his enthusiasm that he had be-
trayed the seoret of the campaign.

he expedition had been partly planned
by him, and naturally he took pride in re-
hearsing its features and telling what its re-
sult would be.

Laura drunk in the oolonel’s words with a
strange determination growing stronger and
stroonger within her.

When he had completed the history ot the
surprise intended for the Union troops,
Laura said:

‘“ A bold enterprise, indeed. But what if

~news of it shouid reach the ears of General
Grant before you have time to executeit?”

There wassomething in the question which
sent terror intothe breast of Colonel Font-
neroy.

‘“Such au event is not to e thought of.
Every step hus been guarded. Only by the
hand of a traitor could our project be
brought to failure. It would be death to
that traitor, for he would be hunted down
like a dog. Why do you ask suoh a thing as
that 7"

The girl rose and stood prously before the
colonel, whose face was pale and anxious.

t*Colonel Fontneroy, you speak of a be-
trayal, and sa%ét would prove disastrous to
your cause. hat would you think of a
man who betrayed the heart of a couflding
woman?"

There was no doubting Laura's intention
now.

When it was too late, ('olonel Fontueroy
saw it.

** Laura, good Heaven'! whatdo you mean?
Why do you look at me thus? It cannot be
you intend to betray me now ?”’

“You ask if I intend tobetray you! You,
whose every word is spoken to deceive! For,
know that I have learned your villainy. I
have seen Arthur St. Clair.”

The colonel sta%gered to his feet, his eyes
bloodshot and wild.

‘ Woman, beware what you say!"” he

-hissed. ‘‘You make me almost beside my-
self. What have [ to do with St. Clair? He
is my enemy. His hand sent the bullet
which came near taking my life. He hates
me. He has lied to you, and you have be-
lieved him.”

“ Why should I not? If you canstand here
before me and tell me truly that you have
not ruined his life I will believe you still.
Heaven knows I have tried to think he was
dealing unjustly with you. Can you say it ?
1 wait your reply."

Fontneroy's face, white as death, told
what his lips ¢ould not—that it was true—
that he could not deny the girl's accusation.

‘I tell you,” he stammered, weakly, ‘‘ he
ismy enemy. Why should you believe him?
instead of me! Laura, come here and tell
me you are not in earnest.”

“But Iam in earnest ! ¢ried Laura. *‘You
did what St. Clair charges. I believe it, and
I shall hate you forever for it. Love gives
place in m{ heart to bate. I will never for-

t the villainy you played toward him and
helies you told to me."”

‘“ Beware—beware! I tell you, how you
trifle with me,” said Fontneroy, between his
shut teeth. ‘‘I will not answer for myself if
youdo not cease.”

The Confederate attempted to control him-
self, but was failing fast.

Laura stepped toward the door leading out
of theroom.

‘] fear not your scorn!” she exclaimed.
‘You cannot harm me. I bid you good-
morning."”

Fontperoy sprung between her and the
doorway, attempting to check her in her es-
cape, but she glided swiftly by him, and his
hand clutched empty air.

** Laura Doane,” he cried, furiously, “ stop
where you are, I command you!”

As hespoke the glitter of a dpistol could
have been seen beneath his hand.

It was now diamond cut diamond between
Laura and Colonel Fontneroy.

The girl did not see this act of the officer’s,
forahe was already out of sight, leaving the

oollonel alone in the hall muttering to him-
self.

A few minutes later, white with passion,
Fontueroy rode back to Corinth.

Hardly had he disappeared when a cloaked
figure emerged from the Doane mansion,
unattended, and took the road leading to-
ward Pittsburg Landing.

From beneath the ample folds of the hood
there peered the black eyes of the beautiful
Laura Doane.

The web which the Confederates under the
leadership of General Beauregard were
weaving was now being drawn tighter and
tighter around the unsuspicious Unionists
encamped between Pittsburg Landing, on
the left bank of the Tennessee River, and the
Shiloh Meeting House, in the forest about
two miles from the same stream.

Beauregard, who had been lying at Cor-
inth, had been joined by General Johunston
anld his troopsafterthey had fled from Nash-
ville.

He also had for his assistants Generals
Polk, Bragg, Hardee and Breckenridge.

Seeing that Grant's great hope was to
reach and occupy Corinth, and that until the
arrival of General Buell he would scarcely
atternpt an attacls, the Confederate general
determined to become for the once aggres-
sive, and strike his opponent unawares a
blow, which would not only send him back-
ward in defeat but revive the drooping spir-
its of the entire South.

Colonel Foutneroy, foreseeing that unless
immediate action were taken, all would be
lost ttirough his own folly 1n revealing their
plaps to Laura Doane, now urged an advaunce
witbout delay, giving as his reason the belief
that Buell would ¢ome up quicker than they
sul‘)posed, and defeatall.

Convinced by this argument, General
Beauregard determined upon carrying into
execution at once the famous coup d' etat,
which came so near to proving the greatest
success of the Confederacy.

Through the eternal drizzle of that gloomy
day in spring the Confederates marched in
separate columns, under their respective
leaders, out of Corinth, and concentrated
near Pittsburg Landing.

So stealthy was their movement that they
reached a point only four miles distant from
the Union forces before they were discovered.

On April 5, 1862, they halted to await the
arrival of Price aund Van Dorn from Central
Arkansas.

The force under Beauregard had been
swollen from eleven thousand to forty
thousand.

Fountneroy, whose reputation was now at
stake, tried to convince General Beauregard
that nothing would be gained by waiting for
further reinforcement.

Prompt and decisive actiou was his con-
tinued appeal.

But Beauregard waited.

And thus the two mighty armes lay like
panting tigers, ready for the plunge which
was to send many a poor soldier, blue and
gray, to the bloody grave.

CHAPTER XYV.
A FEARFUL LEAP.

Phil Lamonte struggled up in the boat,
bound though he was, and leaned eagerly
forward in the attempt to catoh a glimpseof
the persons who h 80 unexpectedly be-
friended him.

‘*Who are you?"’ he asked, quickly.

‘ Friends!” was the reply.

‘‘No need to tell me that,” responded our
hero. ‘I know it already.”

*Is not that sufficient 7"’ asked St. Clair, as
he severed with a single stroke the cords
which had fettered the limbs of Phil.

‘ Forsome it might. Not for me.
know whom to thank.”

*Then thanlc pretty Molly Grame here.
To her more than any one else you owe your
escape. I am in her debt also.”

Phil bent down, and by the pale light of
the moonbeams struggling through the
clouds locked into Molly's face.

How his heart leaped !

Molly, his perserver!

It must be true, then, that she did care
for him, if she were willing to risk so much

for his sake.

‘“Molly Grame! Well, this is indeed a
happy surprise to me. How can I express
my gratitude? Yet you, sir, must have had
no small part in bringing this meeting
about.”

And he turned to St. Clair.

‘“You are right,” said Molly, ‘*‘for more
has depended on him than on me. Only he
is too modest to admit it, that isall."”

I must

. the

*“Nay, Miss Grame, I cannot let you
thus. However, it i3 enough thaz we have
reached you in time. It was almest too
late.”

** No ono realizes that more fully tham I,”
said Phil, solemnly. ‘‘Ina momeut more I
would bave been under the waves. I hope
to be able to show how thankful I am
sometime, if not now. If I mistake mot, I
recognize in you the man who has already
proved such u true friend to me. I am right,
am [ not?”

‘“ We have met before.”

“1 hope you will not deny me now the
pleasure of knowing your name. It would
rob me of half the happiness 1 would other-
wise feel not to know whom I have to thaok
for this rescue.”

‘1 am Arthur St. Clair."

He spoke so sadly that neither Phil nor his
companion guestioned further.

*“ Arthur 8t. Clair!” he continmed, re-
ﬂecuvel{. “The name sounds almost as
strange to me as if I never had heard it. It
has been a long time since I have listened to
it from other lips. I mn truly a lonely man,
a wanderer on the face of the earth.”

*Oh, spealc not thus sadly,” said Molly, a
tear-drop glisteuiu§ in ber eye. “I know
not your past, but I can assure you that in

guture you shall not he a wanderer if we
can help it. Do I not speak for yow as weli
as myself, Mr. Lamonte?"

She turned to the young man heside whom
she stood.

*“Youdo, Iassure you,” was the reply.

‘1 thank you more deeply than I cau tell,
for I believe you mean what you say. For-
get what I said just now. Only a mo-
mentary wealiness forced it from me. Wu
now have too much before us to allow us to
waste time uselessly. Every moment is
fraught with danger. We may expect to
hear from our friends on shore very soon."

“True,” said Phil, starting suddenly, as he
thought of the work whichlay before him,
andfeltthankful Oglethorpehadnot thought
to have him searched. *I especially have
need to be away instantly.”

‘“ What shall we do with our prisoner?’
asked Molly, pointing to the form of the Con-
federate who had formed one of the trio
which had brought Lawmonte out into the
stream, but which at this moment lay trem-
bling in the bottom of the boat.

‘“ He shall meet the fate he attempted to
force upon our friend, Mr. Lamonte,” said
St. Clair, sterunly.

“That is—"'

‘“ A cold bath in the water.”

Molly shuddered at the words. 8She was
unused to such scenes us this sentence
bronght to mind.

‘It scens ~evere,” she half pleaded.

“The tanl-3 ure siumply turned, that’s all.”

*But he was acting under orders. That
makes his crime less grave.”

‘*“You plead well for such a knave,” said
Phil. *‘Seving I am the party lately about
to have been the victim of tbis rascal, let me
add a miti%ating clause to his sentence. His
hands shall not be bound as they bound
mine.”

‘I accept,” responded St. Clair.

The Confederate, who had up to the pres-
ent kept silent, now began to begpiteously.
But his plea was unavailing.

In another instant he was floundering in
the dark water, while St. Clair, seizing the
oars, sent the boat flying toward the point
where the horses were secured.

With difficulty he brought the craft to the
shore, as the current dashed heavily around
the rock near by, forming a truly dangerous
landing.

When he did succeed in reaching shore, he
leaped out, and after seeing Phil and Molly
safe on land he ran to the secluded place
where the horses had been left.

They were gone! .

‘ Fiends!” he muttered, ‘‘ they now have
us at an awkward disadvantage, indeed."

Hastening back to Phil, he said :

‘“We have, indeed, trouble ahead. Our
horses, which weleft, as we thought, in per-

fect security, have been taken. We mnst¢
continue our flight on foot.”
This was truly a sorry plight. What could

be done?

There were the boats.
could they be?

Phil es%eeially bhad no use for such a
course. is route lay toward Pittsburg
Landing.

Molly, bravelittle body though she was,
felt for the moment very discouraged.

The prospect was far from encouraging, 1n
her mind.

To add to their trouble at that moment a

But of wbatservice
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ell broke upon their ears, coming from the

luff overhead.

Had a secret way been discovered by
which the Confederates hoped to reach the
natural fortress in which Phil and his com-
panions now were ?

No.

Yet why that cry of triumph ?

Before either of the two men could deter-
mine this questivn, balf a dozen men leaped
from the darkness, not four yards from the
spot where our friends stood.

How had they reached the ground?

A rope dangling from the top of the bluff
solved the problem.

By means of that rope the Confederates
had slid, band over band, down the sides of
the perpendicular wall of rock, and now
stood almost face to face with the objects of
their pursuit.

It was a moment of thrilling peril.

‘“Follow me!”’ whispered Phil, as he leaned
down and clasped the form of Molly Grame
in his arms. ‘* We will give these rascals a
chance to chase us. If they overtake us,
then let them look out for themselves.”

To the athletic young man the burden he
bore formed little obstacle to his flight.

Rushing along tne narrow pathway
through which St. Clair and Molly bhad en-
tered, and closely pursued by St. Clair, he
turned ahng)ﬂy and hastened up the steep
bank toward the forest lying along shore.

So rapid had been his action that as yet
the Confederates had vot yet made their ap-
pearance in the rear. Either they had not
noticed the escape, or they were waiting for
reinforcements from above.

Not long did they remain in doubt, if they
bad been deceived by Phil’s dashing move-
ment, for almost at the next instant there
came from the border of the stream a round
of shot whioch whizzed in close proximity to
the fleeing Unionists.

This lent new strength to Phil's energy,
and up, up he climbed, so swiftly that St.
Clair, strong as he was, and accustomed to
active exercise, panted wearily long before
the top wus reached. .

At last the trio found themselves fairly on
level ground.

Not here did Phil check his speed, but
plunged at once still further and further
away from the river.

Now and then shouts came from behind,
and it was plain to be seen that the chase
was soon to become a hot one.

But hist!

The thunder of horses’ feet along the edge
of the bluff fell on the ears of the retreating
party.

Danger was closing around them on every
hand.

Shutting his teeth hard together, Phil
leaped madlﬁ on, still bearing in his arms
the form of Molly.

The verge of the forest was soon reached.

Its friendly shadows gave a sense of se-
curity to the trio.

Surely, here they would be able to throw
into confusion, if only for a few brief min-
utes, their pursuers.

Hotly rode the (‘onfederates now, at their
head the evil Oglethorpe.

With him il was almost life or death to
either capture St. Clair or end his existence.
Of the presence there of Phil Lamonte he
Knew nothing.

Confiding in those he had dispatohed in the
boat with the man he bhated, he believed
him at that moment safely beneath the
waves of the stream below.

Phil could hear the clatter of hoofs grow-
ing plainer and plainer in the rear. .

%vidently the Confederates were gaining
on them.

Something desperate must he done, and
done quickly.

Already he knew that the rebels had gain-
ed the forest.

He could distinguish the tones of Ogle-
thorpe, as he commanded his men to sepa-
rate and search the wood closely.

Look whichever way he might, naught
but an interminable waste of dense forest
trees met his gaze.

Huge monarchs of a century’s growth
reared their lofty heads a hundred feet in
the air on every hand, while down their
sides great limbs reached out in every direc-
tion forming a shelter which the sunlight
seldom penetrated.

Suddenly the quick eye of Phil discovered
a place of escape which was furthest from
his mind.

He bad halted for an instant under one of
the giant forest trees, listening with bated
Wreath and bounding heart to the signs of

ursuit which fell faster and faster upon

is ear.
oM

Turning his gaze upward for the purpose
measuring the distance to the lowest branch,
he saw a wide opening in the trunk of the
tree, half concealed by a leafy bough which
drooped over it.

“I believe we shall elude them after all,”
he said, in a low, but excited tone. ‘' Look

up yonder. Do you unotice that hole in the
{runk of thistree? Unless I mistake,itishol-
ow."”

‘If that be true, is it not out of our reach?
It must be teu feet from the ground. How
can_we gain it?"”’

‘I propose to try it, anyway. St. Clair,
mount to my swmoulder and see if yon can
catch hold of the edge of the opening.”

The young man stooped a little as liespoke,
and St. Clair sprung upoun his shoulder.

Then straighteniug up, Phil lifted his com-
panion as high as he could.

8t. Clair easily reached the opeuiug, and
thrust hisarm far into the hollow space.
There wasno doubt about the matter; there
was room for half a dozen within the tree.

Springing iuside, he was rejoiced te find
thatit was but a foot or two down before
his weizht rested, apparently on solid wood.

‘Itisall right,” he whispered. *'Thereis
plenty of room in here.”

* Then reach down and help Molly," was
Phil's answer, as he raised the girl toward
the opening.

St. Clair did as instructed, and in another
instant she stood beside hi.m.

Phil then paused to gain breath for a leap
upward himself.

Stepping back a pace or two, he was about
to spring toward the hole when a band
clutched him from behind, and before he
could make a move tohelp himself he was
thrown prostrate upon the ground'

Glaring into his face were the dark, bale-
ful eyes of Oliver Oglethorpe.

Seeing who the man was whose escape he
bhad_ prevented, the Confederate exclaimed:

*“You here! Am I awake or sleeping? I
thought my meu left you under the water
out yonder; yetI find you here. How much
longer will you thrust yourself in my way?
Nof once inore, unless my hand betrays me
now. I'Mlfinish this work myseli and have
done with it.”

Thus speaking, he pulled a pistol and
pointed it toward the breast of Phil.

Just then the Union scout gave a kick
%uicker than a flash, and struck thelegsof

glethorpe, knocking them from under his
body, sending him headlong upon his face.

No sooner had he done so than he was sur-
rounded on every side by Confederate horse-
men.

The chauce for escape by means of the hol-
low tree was now very small indeed. In fact
it conld not be thought of longer. Else-
where must he turn for safety.

Hardly knowing whither he was going the
youug man darted away from the tree. He
must draw attention awaf' from that, or his
friends inside would be placed in imminent
danger.

Not ten steps had he taken when he found
his passage barred by a stout rebel, who dis-
puted the way with a drawn sword.

There was a sudden gleam of light.

Phil’s unerring revolver had spoken.

The way lay open before him.

Straight toward the stream he was mark-
ing his course.

‘* After him, quick!"" yelled Oglethorpe, re-
gaining his feet. ‘The devil seems to help
the rascal! But he shall not escape us!
Fifty dollars to the man who shoots him!
After him!”

Phil knew everything was now at stake,
and the words of Oglethorpe aroused him to
superhuman efforts.

The thunder of horses rushing pell-mell
through the forest, and the yells of excited
riders mingled to make the scene one of
thrilling interest.

Lights began tofiash here and thereamong
the trees.

Several Confederates discharged their
weapons at random in the darkness, and the
bullets went hurtling through the fohage
around him.

1t wasuseless to think of facing such a mob
of infuriated beings.

He knew that no mercy would be shown
him in a moment like that, and that hope of
safety lay only in flight.

So at a pace whichcarried him onward al-
most as fast as a horse could have done, Phil
Lamonte passed the edge of the forest, and
dashed through the narrow strip of cleared
ground lying between it and the river.

When he rushed out upon this open field
he camefully into sight,and a yell of tri-
umph burst from the throats of the pursuing
party.

A round of shots sung in close proximity
to him.

He was being pressed beyond his strength.
Stiil be paused nnt.
¢ The vergeof the bluff now yawned at his
eet.

With a glanceback at his foes, theintrepid

outh leaped into the water fifty feet be-
ow,

CHAPTER XVI.
THE CONFEDERATE'S PLOT.
. Standing on the edge of the cliff, and gaz-
inginto the blackness beneath his feet, Oli-
ver (glethorpe said :

‘Itis just as well. If be is mad enough to
take his own life, so be it. It simply saves
us the trouble. Boys, we can now go back
to camp. Our work here is done. No man
could inake that leap and live. We all know
that. We've seen the last of Phil Lamonte.”

As he spoke, he turned bis horse’'s head
away from the stream.

Riding ahead a few paces, he muttered to
himself.

** Now, Miss Molly, we'll see who has the

game. With your lover dead, and you and
the colonel's old enemy up atree, the pros-
pect begins to look brighter. Lucky 1 dis-

covered the fellow just as he was goiug to
make that leap. I'm sure we shall find the
other two up where he wss trying to get.”

Finding his way back to the hollow tree,
Oglethorpe dismounted, at the same time
saying to the two men who were standing
guard beneath the opening:

‘*“You bhave obeyed orders and kept c¢lose
watch here?”

‘“ Wehave,” was thereply. *‘ Notso much
as a mouse has stirred since we have beén in
this place. I guess you're barking up the
wrong tree this time, sure.”

‘“We can tell better after we've explored
the recesses of this tree. I'm going in my-
self. Here, lend me a hand, one of you."

Oglethorpe leaped upward by the assist~
ance of his followers, and soon was sitting on
the ed%]e of the hole, peering into the cavity
before him.

Nothing butinky darkness stared him in
the face.

He shouted, loudly :

‘“ Halloo in there! You mayas well sur-
render. We've hunted you down, and you
might as well hope to escape the orack of
doom as to slip through my fingers now. Ol-
iver Oglethorpe is a man who never makes
a mistake in the long run.”

There came from the yawning cavity no
answer. Only the dull echo of hisown voice
responded.

“Trying a still game, are they?’’ continued- -
the Confederate officer, listening a moment.
‘““That won't work. Hand me that lantern,
Dick. We’'ll throw alittle light on this sub-
ject. I'm thinking that will rout them out
of their hiding place.”

The man accosted as Dick handed the
lantern he had held up to his leader, who
tookit, and stretching his arm out in the
hollow of the tree, let the rays of the lamp
fall into the opening.

Then an exolamation of deepest surprise
burst from his lips.

The place was empty!

Below him there gaped a deep abyss, ap-
parently without bottom, from which not
the slightest sound arose.

Above hishead the hole gradually gave
way to solid wood, and finally came to an
end not more than twenty feet beyond his
reach.

Here was a m{stery which the intellect of
Oglethorpe could not fathom.

ould it be possible that after all he bad
been mistaken, and that Phil alone had tried
to escape by means of this hole? He did not
believe it.

He had seen the two men, one of whom
was bearing a woman's form, run across the
cleared space on this side the stream. They
must have taken refuge here. But where
were they now ?

It was a question he could not answer in
any way.

‘*By my soul! They have cheated me in
spite of fate! he muttered, as he swung
himself to the ground. *‘ No one would have
been fool enough to jump into that bottom-
less pit, that's certain. See here, Dick.
Have you lied to me?”’ he said, turning
sharply upon the rebel soldier. ‘' If you
have, it will go bard with you. I want the
bare facts about this matter. Did you let
those prisoners escape ?”

‘“ As welive, captain, no one has made his
appearance from that hole since we have
been here,”” was the solemn response. ‘I
swear it. We watched it narrowly, know-



and I'm sure I'm vot mistaken.”

*“Well, that certaiuly is strange,'” said the
Confederate. ‘** I cannot understand it. We
might as well give up the chase. We lLave
But I'll be
I wlways win

been outwitted this time, sure.
even with them in the end.
in tho end.”

Mouutiug, he called out to his compaunions,
who.had now gathered around the old hol-
low tree.

*Buok to camp, boys. You needn’t try to
keep track of me, but meet mo at the okd
place to~morrow night. We'll have business |
with the Yanks in a day or two, and we all |
want i hand in the fun. You may run onto |
thy |» rsons we have been looking for to-
nighi. Remember that I will pay the wman
row. dy thnt shoots the fellow and brings
me tan girll”

Hputspurs to his horse as he tluished
spenking und  disuppeared in a momeut,
whitv his followers In a troop began beating
about the forest in the hope of dis¢overin
the couple upon whose heads areward hag
been placed,

Day was just breaking when Oglethorpe
g‘reseuted himself at the quarters ot Cotouel

'ontneroy. He haddetermined ty sanuouuce
that his mission had succeeded. It was a
bLold game, since he in truth wasizuorant of
the whereabouts of the man whose life he
hitd heuen sent to destroy.

**You have succeeded ?' asked the Coufed-
vrate oolouel, anxiously, as he grasped the
hand of Oglethorpe.

*When did I ever fail to sucoeed ? Trust
we to carry out your plapns, and I promise
nothing shall stand in your way. Your en-
emy isremoved.”

**Forever?"

** Forever!”

Oglethorpe returned the scarching gaze of

ing how important it was we should doso; l
l
|
|

Fontneroy without a sign of flinching. He
1must uot betray himselfunow. The stake was
too great.

‘““You arc areliable man, Ogletharpe. I
value your worth more and more highly, the
bhetter I becouio ucquainted with you.” You
have doro me ngreat service, and I appreci-
ateit. You can depend upon me to do all I
ean to gain a promotiou for you. As for the
other matter—the affair with Molly Grame—
you are not in a hurry about that. The
tim~s are too full of interest to our common
cause, the sause of the South, for either of
us to think very serviously of such matters
now; when the tiine comes, however, I shall
_l;e a zealous friend in your behalf, I promise
it.'

The Coufederate’'s face at that moment

worean easier look thau had rested uponit
- for mauy a longday. It meantmuchtohim

to know that Arthur St. Clair would never
againrise up hefore hLim, his eyes sinking
down into lns soul.

All might yet go right with him in his
love making.

Heresolved at least not to admit the de-
cided repulse he had suffered at the hands of
Laura.

*Thaunk you, colouel. Idon't doubt you
will see e through. That thought has
helped ine a great deal in the work of the
past few days.”

The colonel started.

He did not like to hear any suggestion of
the plot he had employed this mau to exe-
cute.

“Not so lowl, Oglethorpe, please,” he said,
casting a scared glance about the room.
*You know this thing must never fall upon
other ears than ours. It would mean death
to us if it should. But you are tired now. 1
bhave other work for you to do. I will ex-
plain, then you must go aud rest.”

“Ah! what'son foot now ?"’

**Such a surprise for General Grant as he
never before experienced. Our troops now
lie up near Pittsburg. As yet we believe
their presence is not dreamed of iu the
Union camp. I say we believe this; we
want to know whether it is so or not. I
IWl’Sh you to find out. Will you undertake

t?"

* You mean that you want me to go inside
the Union lines aod find out positively
whether Graut suspectsau attack.”

* Exactly.”

* It is a dangerous thing to do.”

*“1 know it, and I have for that reason
chosen you. If you can’'t doit,I know not
who 1 cansend.”

* Wnhen do you wish me to start?"’

©* A8 soon as possible. In an hour—two
hours, if not so soon. The attack must be
made within twenty-four hours, if at all.”

i W1 %o. colonel,”” was Oglethorpe's reply.
“1 g.‘m almost tired out, but I am ready to go
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my best for you and the couuntry I love.
Have you any turther instructions?”

* Only this—I want to know as accurately
as possible the number of men wnow nuder
Graut's command. The exuct geographical
location of his camp and the points most
vulunerable. Make full notes of all these
tL ings,nud such else as you deem important.
Birng them to me, and I pledge you my
word as a soldier, you shall receive the rec-
ognition you merit. This plan of nttack is
partly wine. I have no little influence with
our commander-in-chief, and whatever I ask
will he granted.”

**Shounld these notes fall into the hands of
tho Uniomsts—"’

* But they must not! Destroy them tirst.
Baut I have taken steps to guard against that.
Sew hiere.”

The colonel drew from a closet in the room
a pair of high cuvalry boots.

Pressing a secret spring in the heal of one
them, part of the leather flew buck.

The heel was hollow.

** Conceal your papers here. They will be
perfectly safe. ven in case yon are dis-
covered, there can be uo possibility of this
hollow heel being fouund.”

‘It i3 an ingenious device. I will risk
weariog them,’ said Oglethorpe putting on
the boots.

‘““Be careful of yourself,” continued the
Confederate officer, ** and all will be well.”

In half an bour Oglethorpe, disguised as a
Union trooper, rode out of the Confederuate
camp and took his course toward the Ten-
nessee.

‘ Foutneroy asks me to do much,’” he said,
in an undertone, as he swuug out upon the
road, *'but a day of reckoning comes by
and by. Then this will be made right. He
isin my power. I will let him know it if
worst comes to worst."

Foutueroy, watching the departure of
Oglethorpe muttered, as he stood by the
open window :

**Fool! ] wonder if he thinks I would let
him bhold me in his power! He knows my
secret, and would not hesitate to betray me
it he thought it for his interest to doso. I
woulkl be untrue to myself did I not take
steps to protect myself. Look well to your-
self, Oliver Oglethorpe. You know too
much.”

There was a smileof fieudish glee on the
facs of Fontneroy as he seated himself at a
tithle and rapidly wrote.

Thesewere his words:

“* GENERAL :—Young Oglethorpe has done what I pre-
dicted that he had in mind some time ago. 1 have
wuatched him closely and have only this moment reach-
ed the ‘roint where 1 can safely speak. He has
espoused the Union cause. 1 have positive knowl-
edge that for some time he has been gathering
up such points regarding our intensions us he t hought
would be most useful to the Unlonists. Not a quarter
of an hour ago he left our camp, in the uniform of u
Northern anidier. The information he bears {s con-
cealed in the heel of his left boot. The right onels
empty ; the left ope is not. Enough has been said by
me to decide you to secure his arrest at once as a
traitor and spy. Such a course would be the only safe
one under the present circumstunces. Yours, respect-
fully, FONTNEROY.”

Concluding this letter, the colonel sum-
moued a trusted messeuger aud dispatched it
in haste to General Beauregard.

Left aloue once more the Confederate
seized his hat and hurried away.

There was a look of shrewd villainy upon
his countenauce.

He was playing a deep game.

Less than an hour a squad of men filed on
horseback out upon the highway and took
the same way Oglethorpe had taken a short
time previous.

Their leader had instructious to pursue,
overtake and arrest him as a traitor-spy.

CHAPTER XV1L
ON THE WRONG ROAD.

Meantime, Oliver Ogzlethorpe was riding
furiously toward the caup ot General Graunt.

While Le had really at heart nothing bat
his own inte ests, he was deceived enough to
think th:t his success in this new nndertak-
ing would materially enhance his prospects
for military advancemeut as well as for
raining the heart and bhand of pretty Molly
Grame, and he nerved bhimself for the task
betore him right valliautly.

Gallopiug along the highway
suddenly occurred to him.

A Uniou general was approaching with re-
enforcements for Grani. The presence of
the troops uunder him might have great
weight upon the result of the impending
combat.

Conld he uot in some way manage to delay
the arrival of this geueral, and still do the
work assigned him ?

The idea took firm possession of the young

a thought
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man’'s mind, and at the next turniunthe road
he branched off and pressed at the highest
pussible rate of speed in the direction from
which the Uniomists were advancing.

It was noon when he came in sight of the
Uunion forces.

As yet, no definite plan had presented it-
self by which he could accomplish his de-
sign.

Severul schemes had run through hie
mind. None had been adopted. He had
decided to let chance suggest the course he
should pursue.

And fortnue favored him. as it bhas many
an evil designer io the past.

He found the Unionists halted at the mexst -
inugof two ways.

Here was an opportunity.

The Union general, and every mau under
him was a stranger in that section of the
country.

Seeing Oglethorpe in Union uniform, they
naturally took him for a friend.

**Can you tell ns which of theseroadsleads
to Pittsburg Lauding?’ asked the general,
his face wearing an expression of anxicty.
*Ijudge you may be morefamiliar with this
country than we are.”

** I am proud to beofservice to you, sir,”
was ()gzlethorpe’s response. ** You areright
in thinking I am uo stranger in this locality.
I can guide you straight to the quarters of
General Grant, if you wish. The road to the
left band leads out into the couatry; the
other will bring you to Pittsburg Landing
and Grant's camp.”

The Uniou general thanked Oglethorpe
with tirne gentlemaunly courtesy.

**Do you come recently from the Union
lines?”

“*This morning's sun saw me there,”” was
the reply.

““You can tell me the situation, then?"'

‘“ General Grant is anxiously waiting your
approach and that of General Buell. He
then intends to push on to Corinth.”

** Ah! then we must be on again at once.”

And the general immediately gave orders
for the advauce.

Oglethorpe, chucklinug at his success,
watched the Union troops tillfairly upon the
road he had pointed out to the general, then
wat ching his opportunity, he slipped away
toward Pittsburg Landing, leaving the Union
troops to wander far out of their proper
course.

Who shall measure the effect of this aetion

ppo;l the great contest at Pittsburg Land-
ing ?
Fiad these troops succeeded in reaching
the spot where his superior officer lay wait-
ing his approach at the timme he would have
done, had he not been misguided by Oliver
Oglethorpe, the historian might have writ-
ten a far different story of that struggle.

But fate had already a punishment in store
for the wily Coufederate.

The feet of the Union army had not. car-
ried them out of the reach of his ears when
he saw rapidly approachiongfrom Corinth a
troop of men whose dress told on which side
they fought.

Not suspecting danger, Oglethorpe rode to
me«t thom.

As sooun as they had surrounded him the
leader said:

*“We arrest yon for a spy!"

A look of disbelief, not unwiogled with
terror, swept over Oglethorpe's features.

‘“Arrest me! A spy!" he gasped.

*That was our instruction.”

“But there must be some grave mistake.
Seehere, Captain Drury, you know me well.
Surely you will not jest with mneaboutsuch
a matter as this.”

‘“What are you doing iu that uniform "

*“Ium on my way to carry outa piece of
work intrusted to me by Colonel Fontne-
roy.”

**Would you mind letting me examiue
your hoots, Oglethorpe? I coufess I have
always thought you straight; but some vne
hasled the general to bebeve that you are
not; m fact, that you've turned traitor.”

**Of course you may examine nie s care-
fully as you like,” said the surprised mau,
throwing kimself from thesaddle. ‘You'll
find I am allright. I'd like to know who
the enemy isthat has told the general such
au infernal lie about me! Not a man under
the stars and bars has a truer heart than I

bhave.”
Shortly, Oglethorpe had his boots off and
was waiting the result of the examination.
**Captain Drury, I can trust you with the
secret of these boots. See here. This spring
under the spur throws back the heel. It is
bollow. Iam goiugto bring back from the

Uunion side full particulars of the number of
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mell they have. You see it is empty. Great
Heaven! Whatis that ?”

Oglethorpe had thrown open one of the
heels as he exclaimed :

It was crammed full of paper!

* This looks suspicions, to say the least,”
said Captain Drury, pulling the papers from
their place of security.

*It’s a plot against me. Iknow thischarge
against me is false!” cried Oglethorpe wild-
ly. **Read the papers. They are all right.””
he continued, more hopefully. ‘It must be
80.""

The (Confederate captain straightened out
the wrinkled papers and began to read.

**They ape addressed to General Grant,”
he said, **and give him afull account of the
intended  attack upon him at Pittsburg
Landing. I must do my duty, Oglethorpe,
and take you back to the general. This is
all a mystery to e, but there is nothing
else to §

The young man was dumfounded at. the
discovery, and again and again protested his
innocence.

“Yes; take me at once to Colonel Fontue-
roy,” he said. ‘* He knows the secret of
these boots, and that not a breath can be
raised against my loyalty. I am willing to
go with you.”

But upon reaching Corinth the colonel
was not to be found.

He had not been seen since morning.

General Beauregard, having learned that
the suspected man had been arrested, com-
manded an immediate trial.

Upon the earnest appeal of Oglethorpe,
however, he was immprisoned to wait the re-
turn of the colonel.

Chating sorely, and lamenting his fate, the
risoner paced up and dowun his cell all night
oug, hoping hourly that Fontneroy would

ap}gear and secure his immediate release.
e did not come.

CHAPTER XVIII.
IN A PERILOUS POSITION.

With a splash, Phil Lamonte struck the
water of the streamn into which he had leap-
ed from the rocky clif when so closely pur-
sued by the Confederates.

Sinking beneath the surface he did not re-
appear for some time, and when he did he
was in such a dazed condition that he hardly
kul(f)w where he was or what to do save to him-
self.

His seattered senses began to come to him
after awhile, howeover, and he at once struck
out for the shore.

So ragidly was the current running at that
Ppoint that it was with the greatest difficulty
that he made the slightest progress.

Several times he was almost within reach
of the bushes growing along shore, when
the current. would draw him almost breath-
less back, where he swam panting and near-
ly exhausted for some time.

Meantime he was drifting down the stream
more rapidly than his benumbed faculties
led him to believe; and after thespace, per-
haps, of ten minutes, he found himself float-
ing in still water, under a high, sheltering
bank, which rose almost perpendicularly
above his head.

Exerting himself to the utmost, he suc-
ceeded in swimming near enough to the edge
of the stream to clutch the branch of a tree
whicn grew low down to the water and
draw himself up to the dry ground.

Lying quietly there for some time he re-
gained sutficient strength to enable him to
rise and look about him.

The situation was not an encouragiug one
certainly, and in the darkness he could see
no way out of it.

Thesky had become overcast, and afew
heavy drops of rain fell upon the branches
of the treesalong the stream, heralds of the
coming storm.

This helped to make Phil's position far
from enviable, though he wasalready soaked
throughand throngh by reason of his recent
voyage in the water.

But our hero knew no such thing as inac-
tion. Much was dependent upon hiwmn.

He feared, and the fear leut wings to his
feet, that already he would be too late in de-
livering the message from General Buell.

He must go on—must reach the Union lines
before he rested.

These thoughts aroused him fully, and
with his old-time activity he started on a run
back up the stream.

Not far bad he progressed when the mouth
of a disinal cave yawned before him.

With no other thought than that of curi-
osity, the young mau walked a few paces

into the cave and listened.

For & time naught but the ceaseless drip of
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water trickling from the roof of the cavern
was to be heard.

But suddenly from some point far within
there came the sound of human voices.

Here was something which might be worth
investigating; aud fearlessly the scout ad-
vanced, pausing every few paces to listen
for a repetition of the sound.

The cave, widening the further it extended
under the bank, was becoming lower and
lower; overhead he could alinost touch his
nands. The floor began to rise by degrees.
A few steps more and he heard the voices
again.

Running as rapidly as he could in the di-
rection iodicated by the unoise, he again
waited breathlessly.

After a moment hie heard a voice which
sent a thrill through his whole being.

It was that of Molly Grame.

Half in terror and half in astonishment
Phil made his way onward.

What was the wmeaning of this new rev-
elation ?

How had Molly come in that cave?

Had he not left her in safety in the heart
of the hollow tree?

A singular event indeed had befallen St.
Clair and Molly, whowm we last saw in the
hollow tree.

They had caught the cry of Oglethorpe as
he discovered Phil Lamonte, but they heard
little else from the outside world.

As they stood thus listening, St. Clair
bending his head out of the opening su
that he could see the position of the two
rivals outside, ready to leap down should his
help be needed, and Molly, waiting with
clasped hands theresnlt of the struggle, all
at once something beneath their feet seemed
to give wa{, and they felt themselves slowly
sinking below the surface of the earth.

Frautically Molly clutched the arm of her
companion, but uttered no cry of alarm.

Even under these thrilling circumstances
her bravery did not forsake her.

Deeper and still deeper sunk the mass of
wood, rotten and damp, which had formed
the inside of the tree, carrving with it a thin
shell of earth which alone had sustained it
before the added weight of the couple had
been placed upon it.

Faster and Faster now becametheir speed.

Would there be no end to this awful jour-
m:ﬁ' in the dark ?

he air rushed swiftly by them, and there
was a dull roaring somewhere in the dis-
tance.

In Heaven's name, what was this mystery ?

Had the earth swallowed them up forever?

Suddenly with a crash that hurled them
stunned together on the ground their ride
through space came to an end.

Struggling to iis feet, St. Clair called out :

o Molly, Miss Grame, are you hurt? Quick,
tell me.’

The girl, slowly raising herself on one el-
bow, replied:

“I'don’t think I am. I think no bones are
broken. But do you suppose this trip is
over, or are we liable to go on again pretty
soon?"’

The dazed manner in which she spoke
made the young man tremble lest she might
be really more seriously injured than he had
hoped; yet despite his anxiety there was
something ludicrous in the words she used.

Groping to the spot where she lay, St.
Clair gently lifted Molly to a sitting post-
ure.

‘““Ifear you are not unhurt,” he said. **Are
you sure you are not "’

‘““Assure as I can be of anything here,”
was the answer. ‘I half expect to start out
again on this wonderful trip into the bowels
of the earth.”

‘““No; we have, I think, reached bottom,"
said St. Clair. * And what will be the out-
come of our adventure is what troubles me
at present. Assoonasyouareable to travel
we had better set out on a tour of explora-
tion.”

“I am ready, then,” said Molly, rising in-
stantly, with all her former vigor. *“Iam
apxious to solve this problem as soon as pos-
sible. What do you think becawme of Phil 7"

Her own surroundings were not so grave
that she had not a thought for the daring
young man she loved so well.

*Thatis more than I can say. Ican only
hope for the best. He was in a desperate
strait; but he is able to cope with keener
men than Oliver Oglethorpe. Are you sure
you are able to go on now

‘I am strong again; the fall did give me
quite a shock, I admit. I will soon been-
tirelyover it. But you—are you uninjured ?"’'

“My good fortune has not forsaken me. 1
amdall right; take my arm and we will pro-
ceed.”

Setting out thus they wandered aimlessly
about under ground for some time, without
making any apparent progress toward tind-
m% a wayout from this dungeon.

'he horrible thought would everaud anon
force itself upou the'minds of both that they
were entombed forever.

The tancy was fur from pleasant.

Still. ou und on they walked, now aud theu
stumnbling heavily in the almost patpable
darkness,

Despuir was beginning to fasten itself upon
their hearts, when frowm some place out in
the black space before thewn there cume the
the sound of a voice.

“ Hello!"

Thank God! it was a human voice,

“Hello!" answered St. Ciair. * Who are
ty;ou? Cowme this way; we're lost.  Cun you

elpus?”

There was a moiaent of silence.

1t seemed an age.

Then footsteps came cruuching the sandy
floor of the cave.

**Am I mistalien?”’ questioned the voice
now quite close; *or am 1 near St. Clair and
Molly Grame?"’

“You are right,” responded the strangi
mau, not yet recogmizing the tone of thie ap-
proaching wun, while Molly exclaimed, het
heart bhounding to hermouth :

* Phil, it i8 you ; I know it. Come this way
and tell us how in the name of all thatis
wonderful you came in this terrible place.’

‘“I mightas well ask you the same ques-
tion,” said Phil, a great feeling of relief
springing up within him; and coming for-
ward he clasped the hands of both his fricnds
in a grasp that spoke voluies.

He now h:ud companions.

That means much to a man in misfortune.

We pass the explanations that ensued, and
follow ourfriends to the entrance of the cuve
which Phil, having carefully noted the di-
rection he took on going in, was able to find
readily enough.

With a sizh which told how great aload
had bheeu taken from her mind, Molly said:

*I hope never to have such an adventure
again. I ¥ould much rather face thisdrizzling
storm than grope about in such an awful
place as that.”

*I mmust o on,” said Phil. “Iam notsure
that you had not better remain beneath the
shelter of this cave till moruing; the way is
so dark and gloorny.”

“Iawm ready to share it with you,” said
Molly, quickly.

And -Phil, leaning down in the darkness,
found a pair of ruby lips ready to meer his.

I surely shall not remain here alone,” said
St. Clair. *“Soit seems we are fated to go
on together for a time at least. But can you
tell which way to tnimn ?°°

*If you are ready, follow me,”" was Phii’s
only answer.

In ashort time they were ouce more ou
the road to Pittsburg Luudiug.

CHAPTER XIX.
PITTSBURG LANDING.

April 6, 1862.

Althoughit was the Sabbath day, Geyveral
Graut, the stern Union corcruander, sat
amony his papers, hard at work.

Norwnnstanding it was yet leng before
daybreak, and through camp naught was to
be heard but the tread of sentinels pacing
up and down their lonely beats, this man,
who never worried, who uever knew the
beginning vor end of a day, toiled on.

As he sat thus, au attendant thrust his
head through a crack in the door and said, in
a q;xiet tone, as if afraid to disturb the gen-
eral.

* Pardon me, general, but there is a wo-
man here who says she must see you at
once. We can't getrid of her. What shall
we do?"

‘*“A woman. Waunts to see me,"” repeated
General Graut, looking up for a moment
from his table. * Let hercomein. The best
way to get along with women is to give
them their own way. Show herin.”

 Yes, sir."”

Preseutly the door opened again, and a
beautiful girl stood before the general.

Giant started slightly as his eyes rested oo
this« unexpected sight.

He had looked simply forsome half-crazed
creature, such as constantly followed the
army.

~ Well 2

** I am Laura Doaupe,” said the new-comer.
“I have just come from near Corinth.”

“(Cormth! Ah! Beauregard is there.”

And he gazed sharply upon his visitor now.

His iuterest wis awakened.

** But he will not long be there.”
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*“He won't 7"

“No. General, he intends to attack you
soon—this day, gerha s. Even now his
troops lie at Pittsburg Landing, or very near
there. The plau is to surprise you aud
crush you here beyond recovery.”

The old, undisturbed look canie back to
the features of the general. He was ing¢red-
ulous.

** Girl, you are beside yourself.' be said.
“ Do you suppose, if all this were true, my
trusty scouts would not have brought me
something of it ? The idea is absurd. Sur-
prise me!""

“Even you may be surprised, General
Grant,” cried Laura, firmly. ‘1 know what
I speals is true. I mave it from the lipsof
the man who planned the attack. I tell you
to be on your guard.”

The general laughed a little.

Yet it was plain to be seeu that the words
of the girl were béginning to take a hold up-
on him.

What if Beauregard should attack him as
this stranger intimated ?

The thought was unpleasant.

“Well, my fair young friend, I promise
you that I will give this matter thought, and
1f I ind you speak advisedly, you shall uot
repent coming here through the dark. I will
remember the name of Laura Doane.”

Too late was it even then to give the mat-
ter future thought.

Even as the general spoke, the door of the
apartmentin which he sat was hurled open,
and a young mav entered.

It was Phil Lamonte.

Almost breathlessly he cast down upon
the table the dispatches, torn and crumpled,
which he had borne from Buell.

‘“1am too late, general,” he said, pacin
up and down the room, his cap in his hand.
‘“ Heaven knows I could not help it. I have
doue mYV best.”

The general, without exhibiting a sign of
surprise, tore open the package and began
to read.

Before he had finished a single line he
turned toward a bell.

Atthat moment there came from without
a wild cry of mingled alarm and terror.

The avalanche was descending.

Let us take & look about the Union ¢camp
at that moment.

The scene was one to impress itself forever
upon the memory.

he gray morning light was just begin-
ning to break over the eastern hills.

[n their quarter many officers were yet
fastin the arms of sleep, oblivious of the
impending tornado, while some, half-dressed,
were in diluiet leisure completing their toilet.

Part of the soldiers were washing. Some
were engaged in preparing their mornin
meal. Others had finished their duty, an
were eating breakfast.

Everywhere order and a real
morning quirtnde reigned over all.

Stillat that very instant a tornado was
sweepinf toward that peaceful camﬂ.

Already its mutterings conld be heard in
the distance,

A moment trausformed all.

Hark!

With a yell a picket came dashing in!

“The enewny is upon us!”

Then avother scout mnde his appearance.

What a chauge!

In the twinkling of aun eye, soldiers sprung
up and rushed in confusion to and fro.

Ofticers bastily threw themselves into the
saddle.

‘The bugle sounded to arms!

The next mowent shells came screaming
through the forest, and a shower of bullets
sung amoug the tents.

It wasiudeed a scene of terror.

Hardee threw his forces with fearful vio-
lence upon the troops of General Sherman,
who, half bewildered, and hardly knowing
whither to turu, dealt terrific blows every-
where.

1ialf dressed, many out of their own or-

nizations and poorly equipped, the Uuion-
1ats contested e"er{' inchof the way against
their antagonists, but were forced back step
by step in confusion.

Then fearful results ensued.

This division having been overwhelmed,
that held by General Prentiss was attacked.

The result was the same. The Union col-
umn was shattered and the ground strewn
with dead and dying.

General Prentiss, with a lar%e portion of
his brave boys fell into the bands of the
enemy ; and with sharp cries of victory, the
Coufederates rushed like infuriated demons
into the camp.

Then the struggle becamme desperate -
daag.

Sunday

Alnost hand to hand the opposing forces
fought for teu long hours.

Now one side held the disputed ground,
now the other.

It was Northern patriotism, love of coun-
try and liberty, agaiust helief in a false
principle.

Earnest men, and calu against deceived
yet.impulsive, bot-headed partisans.

Step by step, almost inch by inch,
Union troops were beaten back,

With skill almost unparalleled, General
Grant directed his forees, and with bull-dog
tenacity strove to hold hisown.

It was useless,

Pushing their antagonists slowly before
them, the enthusiastic Confederates ocou~
pied poiut after point, from which the
U'nionists had been dizslodged, until ounly the
camp of General W, H. L. Wallace, who had
fallen in the thickest of the fray, now in
command of General McArthur, remained
in the bands of the Unionists.

General Grant now rested, with the Ten-
nessee swolleu and turbulemt at his back.

Theday was lost to the Union troops,

Who shall picture the weary heart with
which the commander acknowledged his
impending defeat ?

It was terrible.

From the throats of theoverjoyed Beaure-
gard’s men went np a shout of victory.

The news was sent clicking over wires to
Richmond.

He bhad fulfilled his pledgemade ou the
evening of the fifth, when he said to his as-
sociates in council, pointing toward the
Northern army :

*‘Gentlemen, we sleep in the enemy’s camp
to-morrow night.”

Was his cry of victory justified ?

Ask the calm historian who wrote the
story of those two bloody days, and he will
tell you that instead of sitting down iu Gen-
eral Grant's camp, if Beauregard at twilight
of thesixth of April, had struck one more
strons blow the day might have beeu really
gained, the palm of triumph indeed rested
in his bands.

But this he did not do.

Feeling too sure of the final issue, he dealt
his iron-willed foe a feeble stroke, which was
easily parried.

And the result of the awful struggle at.
Pittsburg Landing on thatgloomy night still
remain an open question.

the

CHAPTER XX.
UNDER THE BARS.

That night, while the Union troops, worn
out by the terrible conflict of the day, were
resting wherever they happened to be, their
leader was planning to recover the ground
which had been lost

Not a shadow of despair could be traced
upon his features as he sat in his tent.

here was the same imperturhabie look on
his face, the same given air of determina-
tion.

The hour of nine had arrived.

A minnte ortwo afterward a young man
rode hastily up to Grant's quarters and de-
manded admittance.

The iight of the lantern held in the hand
of the suspicious seutry outside, revealed the
face of Phil Lamonte.

‘T tell you I must see the general !

The tone was impressive.

Hearing the voice, the general called out :

‘“Pass that man immediately !’

Apologizing, the sentry stepped aside and
allowed our hero to pass.

‘“* What do you bring me to-night?”

**Good news, I think.”

“w It ls—”

*“That General Buell will arrive to-night.”

‘*“Ah! That is indeed refreshing. From
what source do you learn this?"

‘“Ileft him not twohoursago.”

‘“Solate as that! Then he must be very
near. You think bhe can reach usin time to
lelp us?’

The general peered curiously up from un-
der his eyebrows at the young man.

I know he can. General, this hour to-
morrow will seeus hot upon the heels of
those men yonder.”

And he pointed toward the rebel army.

‘“Youseem enthusiastic.”

‘““fam,” was the proud respounse, ‘‘and I
know the worth of my leader.”

Grant bowed politely.

‘If the history of this day were to decide
my reputation as a soldier, I fear your con-
fidence would be shaken. But now thatyou
are here I wish to give you a dangerous piece
‘of work. Are you ready forit?"’

‘ Anything you entrust wme to do shall be
done, or I will die in the attempt.”

“True grit,”” smiled the general.

It was plain to beseen that he held Phil
Lamonts to be a hero.

* Ishall usk you to go into the very heart
of the Coufederate camp.”

Philstarted a little, but recovered.

*“If you suid into the tent of Beauregard
himself, I would undertake it.”

‘“Iam not sure that the task will not call
you there. WhatI wish you to doisto as-
certain as accurately as you can the precise
streugth of the Confederates, and their ge-
ographical location. This cau best be learned
from some oue in command, say the gen-
erals. Now this will take somme time. I want
to make an early attack. [have just learued
through a scout from General Lew Wallace,
that he was led astray at a cross-road, and
went far onut of the way. With his force
added to that of Buell, I think we can wrest
from the hauds ot Beauregard the victory he
almost woun to-day."”

‘I am sure of it,”" said Phil, rising as he
spoke. ‘I will try to do what you ask. In
order not to lose too much time, { will rignal
you at four o'clock from the rebel camp.”™

*“Dangerous. Bon't he carelesy.”

*“If 1 throw ared, followed by a blue ligit,
wait till I come. If ared aloue, then open
the attack on the Confederate left as soon as
you can.”

“Youridea is that if you show the blue
you have something I must know before the
ight beging ?"’

*That's it."”

** I understand, and shall watch for your
signals. Becareful. You are brave; don’t
try to go too far, and come to me when the
day isours.”

*“My signals will show you that I think we
can defeat the Confederates. Haveyou con-
fidence enough in me to take it for granted
that I am right?”’

“I believe you will not ask me to make too

reat sacrifices. Too many of my brave

cys have gone down to-day to n ake me
thoughtless of them. Poor fellows! God
knows, I pity them and their dear ones at
home."”

In the eye of the strong man somethiug
like a tear shone. ’

He brushed it silently away.

**Good uight, general,” said Phil. * At
four o'clock, ifl am alive, yon shall know
the situation over yonder.”

** Good-night!"

Andout into the darkness went the in-
trepid youth.

He had before him a task more trying than
he had entered upon in all his life.

Yet not once did he wish his leader had
left the duty to some one else—not onoce did
he wish it were over.

Not more than two hours or so after Phil
Lamonte separated from the Union general
there passed aloug the road leading from
Coriuth to the camp of the Confederate
army, a conntryman, driving a sorry speci-
men of a horse to which was attached a
dilapidated wagon, the inside of which was
full of boxes and barrelsof varioussizes, and
all were apparently crowded with such
articles as potatoes, cabbage, poultry, and
othier things of a like nature.

As thedriver approached the picket-line
hedrew up, and slowly dismouuting from
his seat in the vehicle, left his horse stand-
ing in the highway and wentlimping toward
the (‘onfederate who barred his way.

* Halt!™

The tones of the sentry rung out ¢lear and
distinct on the night air.

** Halt yerself!’” was the response of the
stranger, as he kept on his way till he stood
exactly in front of the Confederate soldier.
* What do I want to hold up for. I'd like to
ask yer?”

**You cannot pass this line to-night. That's'
why I challenge you.” .

‘“Ican't?” )

*“No, sir. Wehavestrict orders. No one
can enter camp to-night.”

‘* Weli, you see, as how I am no one, and so
I must be an exception. I rather think I
ought to be.”

‘“What is your business?"’

“Why, I've a load o’ truck out here that
I've brought up all the way from Corinth to
sell you fellers, stuff to eat, mostly."

“ Your a huckster, then ?"

“You've guessed right; I am. J used to
be around camp before you moved up,
every day. An'l thought may be you'd be

lad to see me after the big scrimmage to-

ay. Say, stranger, I'm all right. I've got
a pass to enter the lines. Want to seeit?"”
he countryman fumbled about in the
breast of hiz coat and fished out a dirty card
which he held up before him.
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The soldier flashed a bulls-eye upon the
piece of paper, aud muttered :

* Beauregard's hand, sure enough.”

Then turning the light full iuto the man’'s
face he eyed lim for several seconds cau-
siously. . i

* It's a strauge time of night for this busi-
ness,” he said, at length. **No one will deal
with you now. Wait till morning, and then
I'll s¢e whether this card is ail right or
not."

“I've zot. to be home by daybreak, stran-
ger; uud, hesides all that, I know the boys
inside want the stuft I've got.  Why, in that
there wagon there's somne nice fresh leaf
cabbage, turkeys, an' no end o' vegetables.
Now, 1 woultln't be so free an' easy with
every mau, but I rather like you. 1t's a fact,
hang e et tain't; an’, eem’it’s you, that is
‘twixt y ounn’ e, see here!”

With th: se words the farmer (s)ulled out
one side of his great-coai, and dispiayed a
bottle, which sparkled inthe light of the lan-
teru.

“That's genuine, that is. 'Tain't every
man that can squeeze sech red-cye as that
outo’ ther grain. Haven drap 7"’

He extended his hand towardthe picket.

But no arm was reached out in return.

**Now,see here, stranger,'” said the picket,
‘“youmay beallright; 1 dont know. But
you mistake your man when you try to
bribe me to let. you pass the line. 1{ Tamra
Confederate, I am trying to do my duty.
You shall ot ¢uter our camp to-night, save
over my body.”’

There was s sndden movement on the part
of the countrymin.

A blow struck with crushing force,

The next moment the way was cleay, for
the man's comiades were asleep on their
post, wearied with the day's battle,

‘8o beit, then,”” muttered the farmer, as
he leaped at one bound far beyoud the pick-
et line. ‘1t wasa hard thing to do. He was
an honest man, but I must pass the sen-
fries."”

Taking shelter under somelow bushes near
the road, the stranger swiftly threw off his
eountry garb, and there stood in his stead a
man clad in Contederate gray.

The face wus that of £hil Lamonte.

Without losing a moment the youngiman
took his way up into the heart of the Cou-
federate camp, the sentries allowing him to
pass, #3 he hiad the couutersign.

“That part of the matter is over, at any-
rate,” he whispered. ‘I had hopes to suc-
ceed through that simple ruse; butl fell iu
with a man who ought to be onthe other
side. Now for the next step that will be
more difficult, I inmagine.”

Proceeding without imnolestation till he was
fairly iuside. Phil made the entire cir-
cuit of the Coufederate camp, sharply not-
ing the position held by the various divisions,
and estimating as nearly as possible their
probable number.

Some time was consumed in this way, and
the young man perspired heavily, so rapidly
had he worked.

**8o far, good. I couldn't ask for better
success. It must be past nidnight, and I
have yet much to do. Now for the test of
If I fail now all will be, indeed,

In the course of bis search Phil had care-
fully noted the spot on which stood the
headquarters of General Beauregard.

‘Thither he now directed his steps.

Now and then he wet soldiers who gazed
upon him suspiciously.

They did not understand how he should he
woving about ut that hour.

But his calm demeanor and undisturbed
wanner carried him safely through till he
reached the tent of the Confederate com-
mander.

Before he took a step further a female
figure flitted past, him.

He: caught one glimpse ot her face, uand
darted after her.

What was Laura Doane doiug there?

CHAPTER XXIL
BEARDING THE LIOX IN HIS DHEXN.

Silenitly as a shadow, the beautiful girl
~ole neross the opeuning which lay between
the quarters of General Beauregard and the
tentoceupied by Colonel Fontueroy.

A sugle word to the sentry at the door
zained her adwittauce.

He had seen her many times before while
the namny lay at Corvintl.

Without imroduction, Laura made her
way insude and stood in the presence of her
former lover.

He was sitting with head bowed over some
pﬂpse‘rs. apparently deep in thought.

When at length he looked up and his eyes
rested on the pale face of thegirl, he started
back, violeutly exclaiming:

“You here! Heaven! %ow you startled
me. What brings you into our camp at this
hour ?"

*If you had aright to know probablv 1
would tell you. Asit is, I will not. I will
simply say that the momentary triumph you
enjoy so thoroughly will be turned to sor-
row soomn."

‘“Girl, are you mad? Why do you look
upon me with such a wiid gaze? Come and
sit, down by me, and talk more rationally.
If you have comw to tell me that you repent
of your course toward me——""

[ repent! Colonel Fontneroy, you do
not yet know me. 1 repent of taking my
heart from the keeping of a demonlike you?
I might better ask whether your conscience
does not smite you for the past and its awful
deeds.”

The girl's piercing eyes fastened upon the
colonel, caused him to quail and move un-
easily.

* Laura, I wounder if you believe that tale
still. Dou't you see how absurd itis? How
conld 1 hold my present position and be the
villain 1 am represented? Tell me that.
Would I not lose my rank instantly? Cer-
tainly I would. 1 tell you again this is all
the work of an enemy. 1 know him. Ar-
thur St. Clair iz my avowed foe. He hates
me, envies e, lurksin every secret place to
wrong and slay me ™

**He is o man. 1 trust. him fully. You,
not he, lie. I know it. Why do you not
deny the charges he makes? A single word
would do it. You canuot; you dare not.”

“Iwill,if you will give me time; that's
all I ask, but yon are not wilhng to grantit.
1 am here with a great responsibility resting
upon me. The success of this campaign lies
alinost wholly upon my shoulders. Its fail-
ure means my ruin. Wait till it is over,
Laura. Come and help me."”

The girl, niuch as she badonceloved Fout-
neroy, wus now unmoved by his appeal.

Had her heart been of stone she could not
have listened with sterner countenance, nor
with eyes lashing more indignantly.

*“There was a day, she said, when you
could have deceived me by such wordsas
these. That time has gone forever. I know
you, and I hate you, Colonel Fontneroy,
with deadly hate!”

**Ahal my lady becomes tragic!' suvered
the officer, turniug pale as he spoke.

He remembered but too well how she had
discomfitted him at their last interview.

‘“You hate me, you say. 8o beit; but be-
fore you scorn me further you shall feel my
power. Recollect where you are—in the
very heart of our camp. emember, too,
bow you betrayed my confidence when in
your home I laid bare to you the details of
the plan we %“adin view of attacking Gen-
eral Grant here; a plan we successfully exe-
cuted, in spite of your betrayal. I can cause
your arrest as a spy.

“ But you will not. You dare not!" ex-
claimed Laura, her cheek mantling as she
spoke. [ am indeed in the Confederate
camp, aivl you may cause me to be appre-
hended s you say ; but the momeunt you do
so [ will tell the story of your perfidy to-
ward Arthur St. Clair, and your betrayal of
your trust. Go on, if you dare.”

“You shall see whether I dare or not,”
hissed the enraged officer, for the moment
losing control of himself.

He believed thathehad sufficient influenee
with General Beauregard to counteract any-
thing Laura migbht say against him, and he
resolved to put her beyond reach for all
time.

He saw he had lost his hold upou her.

She was now an enemy.

The colouel stepped toward thie opening to
sumimon assistance, but not three paces Ead
he taken when Laura confronted him.

A drawn stiletto gleamed in lier hand.

“Stop!” she eried. **lam no longer to be
tritted with by you. You shall know that
thiough a woman I am yet capable of defend-
ing myself araiust such a coward asyou! I
am determined. You shall not carry out
your intention, save over my dead body !’

For au instaut Colonel Fontneroy cowered
before this woman.

_ He dreaded to meet the gaze of her search-
ing eyes.

He kuew she had spoken the truth,
was indeed a craven dastard.
guilty, as she charged.

But quickly he recovered.

Who was this thuat stood between him and
the accomplishment of his purpose?

A woman!

What! A woman thwart him?

He
and he was

Never! .

He sprung quickly upon her and hurled
her quivering back against the tent pole,
pinioning her hands in a grasp of iron.

Thus they stood face to face.

Just beside the Confederate officer at that
moment there came a step, and a clear voice
rungin hisear.

“Unhand that woman, villain, or 1 will
dash you to the ground!”’

Asif shot through the heart, Fontneroy
released his hold and fell back quivering be-
neath the glance of the man who uttered this
command.

He saw the manly form of Phil Lamonte.

“Is this the way you treat your guests?"’

‘*She is no guest. Sheis an enemy. What
right have you to interfere with my wishes?
Who are you, sir. that you enter my pres-
ence unbidden? You presume too far.'

¢“Itis theduty of every man to protect
weak woman wheu he finds her in the hands
ofaman like you. As to who I am, you
sball know. I am Phil Lamonte, a scout of
Grant’s army.”’

*Of Grant’s army !"" oried the Confederate,
starting back in alarm. ‘ What brings you
here?"

“You will know to-morrow morning. Till
then I shall not answer you. Now, I want
you to make amends for the ungentlemanly
conduct I have just witnessed on your part
toward this young lady. Down on your
knees and beg her forgiveness.”

*Oh! don’t ask him to do that, please,”
said Laura, with a gesture of scorn. *“‘I do
not wish it. Heis beneath my notice.”

“Down!”

The toune sent the colouel shivering to his
knees, and he stammmered au apology.

** Now,” continued Phil, severely, ‘I want
you to goa little further. I see you have
pencil and paper. Sit down there and pre-
pare to write.”

Silently Fontneroy obeyed, praying some
one would chance to look in npon them.

‘“Are you ready? Then write. Address
your letter to General Beauregard.'

“To General Beauregard! In Heaven's
name, whatis this you are compelling me to

o

*“You will know soon enough. Proceed as
I dictate.”

There was no way of escape.

The hand of Phil held a revolver which
gleamed ominously in his eyes.

This is what he wrote:

“ MY DEAR GENERAL:—The bearer is a wormnrcr-
sonal friend of mine who has just come from ch-~
mond—Captain Ernest, by name. He desires to know
officlally through You what our success tO-day has
brought us. what it has cost, and whether you huve
any fear that the future may bring us reverses, you
can speak freely with him, [ would accompany bim,
but 1 am unavo{dably cetained in my quarters. Ipre--
sume I shall go in early in the morning.
FONTNEROY.”

The colonel sunk weakly back in his chair
as he wrote the concluding word.

* Is that all?”

**No,” was the uncompromising reply.
*“ There is another sheet; address it as you
did the other.”

* Fiend, have youno heart? I cannot wiite
further.

‘“Goon!" thuudered Phil.
done. Write uow as I dictate.”

Then, with a hand shaking as it struck
with a sudden Falsy, the rebel colouel wrote
out the story of the wroug he had brought
upon St. Clair, and his baseacdvauvces toward
Laura Douane, aud finished by stating that he
had determined to tiee the country to escape
the memory of his crimes. That he kad be-
come the Benedict Arnold of the South, and
betranyed the Coufederate army into the
hands of General Grant.

With u groan the colonel completed his
terrible task.

‘“ Great Heaven, pity me!"” he moaned.
*This is more than I deserve! Man, are you
utterly withont soul? Think what this
means to me! Itisruin—nay,death! Ican-
not live aud face such a thing as this!”

* T ouly compel you to make such atone-
mentas you know you shonld yourself make,
but which never would be madeof your own
free will,” was the calm reply, as Phil took
the sheet last written and folded it carefully.

** Miss Doaune, this I leave with you. XKee
it safely. Thisother one I will use. I shall
leavo you in charge of the colouel for a short
time till I have made my call on the general.
Otherwise, he might take steps to defeat my
plans. ButI'll put him in a position to do
you no further harm.”

Speaking thus, Phil, still watching the
Confederate, produced a stcut cord, and
bound him hand and foot, yet sitting in his
cam p-chair.

**He is safe now, Miss Laura.

* It must be

Guard him



carefully, bowever, and if he attempts to
u!‘ﬁout, use this.”
e handed the girl a pistol.

Thus equipped, Laura tovk her statiou in
frout ofe?he man who bad descried her.

It wusa novel situatioun,

In 8 moment Phil was gone.

Ten minutes afterward he was at the
quarters of the Confederate general demand-
in% admittance,

his was quickly granted upon the produc-
tion of the letter of Colonel Fouineroy.

Late though the hour was, and flushed as
was General Beauregard with the victory he
had gained, be wa» devply buried in work.

Summoned by the members of hisstaff he
was !)risklr planniug to pr.ss the contest, so
auspiciously begumn, to a successfullend.

Now and theu messengers were summoned
anddispatched with orders.

Standiug quietly for a few winutes Phil
watched the face of the general closely. He
could discern upon his features at times a
look of the deepust anxiety, becoming at in-
tervals even the expression of alarm.

Not a single trace of these varying indices
of emotion escaped the sharp eyes of the
spy. From them be was making up his esti-
mate of the actual conditiou ot things on the
Confederate side.

When at lvn%ha propitious opportunity
presented itself Phil handed the geueral Colo-
nel Fontoeroy’s letter, still keeping his gaze
riveted upon his countenauce.

He saw a shadow fall over Beauregard's
face—a shadow which deepened till it be-
came 8 very cloud.

‘ Ab!"" thought our bero, ‘* after all, then,
you tremble! Ay! and well you may ; for
ere the morning sun lights up these hills, the
victory will be wresteg from you.”

** Your letter of introduction entitles you
to my fullest confidence, sir,’”’ said the gen-
eral, motioning aside several offtcers who
were pressiog to his table. * Fortnero
would ask nothing unreasonable, and I will
state the situation frankly. Itis desperate.
Yes, despesate.”

Hepaused for an iustant, and his bands
mwoved restlessly among the papers before
him, whilehis eyes were staring into spuce.

** Doun't speak discouragingly, 1 beg of you,
general,”” responded Phil. ** All Richwond,
nay, the entire S8outh, looks toward youn at
this bour, with intense hope. Upon Shiloh
depends the issue of this war. You must
know it.””

*] do know it. But what more can be
doue:? If Ibhad a few more men I could
c¢rush Grant forever, and that would end the
matter; but we have lost heavily to-day,
how heavily no one but we ourselves know.
If Granthad buta suapicion how weak we
are at this moment—but I fear it would
make little difference. While we have seen
our forces decimated, and know full well
that there can be no way of strengthening
thein, he is being hourly reinforced.™

**Ah! By whom

‘ Buellis here; Wallace also. They were
ou the war yesterday. You must see how
daungerous is our position. Still Ihave hope.
T am doing all in my power to ¢reate the im-
pression that I am stronger than the facts
will warrant. It is my only hope.”’

‘ Must [ then couvey snch tidings as these
baok to Richmond? I hind hoped differ-
ently.”

‘* When do you return? A day may de-
cide matters, beyond a doubt.”

* I leave you to-night,”' replied the young
man, consulting his watch. *ln fact, I
should this moment be on the way. Let me
thank you, general, for your kindness. You
have helned me wonderfully in obtaining
the true state of affairs, which is hard to dis-
oover afte. a battle. I must bid you good-
night.”

He leaned toward Beauregard s he con-
eluded, and whispered :

“When next 2 man comes to you witha
letter from Fontoeroy, take time to ascer-
tain the facts under which it was obtained.”

Leaving Beauregard lost in wonder at the
meaning of these strange words, Phil darted
out into the night, and_made his way back
toward the quarters of Fontneroy., where he
had left Laura Doane keeping her watch
over the man she hated.

Time was flying. It lacked not more than
two hours of the time for the appointed sig-
nal.

He wust relieve Laura of her task, then he
would prepare to send the promised news to
General Grant.

Bounding into the tent he looked hurriedly
about him.

The place was vacaat.

No sound met his ear.
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Turuing to leave the tent he heard o bur-
ried Whisper just outside.

**We have the rascal now, boys! Sur-
ronnd the tent. Let him not escape aliva!”

Before Phil could spring through theopen-
iug two meu wet hitn face (o face.

The scout then miouuted his horse, and,
thouzh clogely pursued, managed to reach
the field of battlein time to take an active
part.

CHAPTER XXIIL
STILL DEEPER INTO DANGER.

‘“Pon't make a move to draw your weaE-
ons. At your peril youstir from your tracks
till we comnnaud you.”

The officer who spoke these words, thrust
clese up into the fuce of the Union scout the
cold muzzle of a revolver.

There was no mistaking the tone.
spoke no appeal.

*“This is, indeed, a surprise, gentlewen,"
said Phil, with an expression of well-feigned
astopishinent. **(auit be you made a mis-
take in this matter? Certainly it would seem
so. What is the charge against me? I cannot
conceive.™

‘“(ome, now, this isuseless. \Weknow you.
You are no Confederate. Your ubniform is
but a disguise. You area Yankee epy."

“Why de you say that?”’

* We have our orders from Colouel Fontne-
roy himself.”

* From Fontneroy? You must be mista-
ken. Why, 1 hold here a letter written in
the colonel’s own band, introducing me to
General Beauregard himself. 8ee, here it

s,

He held the letter up.

‘“ Let meread it,’’ said the ofticer.
up, gentlemen, and listen.”

Throwing the light of a lantern upou the
letter, the officerread it aloud.

*“What does that sound like to you? The
wonrds of a man who has no confidence in
another? I tell ysu, you have made a mis-
take. Why does not the colonel come here
and confrout me, otherwise? You See how
absurd thisthingis. I am surprised.”

** Your question shall be answered,” said a
voice not far distant. ‘‘I am here, and
charge you with being just what I said—a
Yankee spy. Men, do your duty; I com-
mand it!"

Everyeye was atthat moment turned to-
ward the colonel, as he made his way through
the crowd.

Taking advantage of the moment, Phil
struck the lantern from the hands of the
(oufederate, plunging the place in darkness.
Then springing to therear of the tent, quick
as lightning he cleft the heavy canvas with
his knife from top to bottom, and disap-
peared through the rens thus wade.

A yell of rage run around the mob of
cheated soldiers,

In their eagerness to hear the information
which the letter, ostensibly writteu by Colo-
nel Footoeroy conveyed, they had left the
tent unguarded, save in the very front.

‘ After him!"” yelled Colonel Fontueroy,
madly. ‘‘He must not slip through our fin-

ers now. Shoot him, if you must, but stop
is flight.”

Thus inspired, the crowd gave chase—some
on foot, some on horse, all shouting, howl-
ing, ¢ursing.

As if wings had beeu leut him, our hero
leaped over the ground, bending his steps to-
ward the Tenpessee, which was sweeping
leisurely along a short distance from the Con-
federatecamp and through the heavy forest.

Soon he knew by the crashing of bushes in
the rear that the Confederates bad entered
the forest ; and he again nerved himself for
the contest.

So tangled were the low thickets, however,
that his flizht was serioualy impeded, and he
knew LY the sounds which came, borne on
the air from behind, that he was rapidly pe-
ing overtaken,

“1'1l inuke an effort to throw them off the
track for a short time, at least,” muttered
Phil, reaching np and grasping the hiranches
of a thivk tree, under which he was at that
moment standing.

Drawing himself quickly up, be ascended
high iuto the top o% the cypress, aud with
pistols in hand, waited the coming of the
crowd.

Not an instant too soou had he resolved
upon this action, for the Confederates came
tearing down through the thickets, and went
rushing pust.

“The whole Confederate army seems to be
out after e, smiled the young maun,as he
stealthily lowered himselt to the ground.
“Well, they'll have something to do before
they catch me. I'm sure of that.”

1t bhe-

“ (‘ome

21

So sileutly did Phil move that no one, ten
feet awany, would have dreamed what was
going on in the ranches of the cypress.

As 300n 88 he was ou the ground, the scout,
balting for a Lrief perivd to take his bear-
inga, hastened awny, taking a course about
atright angles frorn that which his pursuers
were following.

“*They will =oon be doubling on the trail,
for the edge of the forest iy that direetion
lirs not far ahead,” thought Phil. ** What |}
do, must be done quickly.”

Tn this our hero was fully right.

It was not long hefore the rebels, reaehin,
the clearing wlnch lay beyond the road, an
not finding the object of their seareh, turned
back and began a systematic hunt, leaving
0o spot or corner unexplored.

They bad spre:.d out also, 20 that Phil re-
alized with considerable auxiety that they
were likeiy to cut off his retreat even now.

He could not play the ruse which had suc-
ceeded 80 well a few minutes hefore.

These thoughits now awoke in the breust of
the daring scout no little apprehension lest
he should not reach the open spase by the
riverin time to send up the signal to the
Union general.

‘Wondering thus, he sought in his poekets
for a match, and lighting it, looked at his
watch.

Hait-past three,

Only thirty minutes left.

Hastily extinguishing the match, he pre-
pared to adviance otice more.

The light had scarcely ceased to flicker
when a voice so near to him that he started
back in surprise, said:

*Thank you for that illumination, my
dear sir,’” said the voice. ‘“Now, juststand
where youare. Don't move. Iuam coverin
you 'with a weapon that has never raiieg
me.’

Without a word in reply, the seout
crouched low inu his tracks, and waited.

From the sound made by this unseen foe
be knew that he was mounted.

We could hear the steady tiamp eoming
through the darkness.

Suddenly, with the bound of a tiger, Phil
sprung upon the horse which the Confeder-
ate rode, and seizing his hands, fastened
them to hissides.

Alarmed by this uncxpected act, thesol-
dier uttered a wild cry, which rung through
the forest.

Knocking his weapon from his hand, the
scout snatched the sword which he aaw
hanging at the belt of hs antagomist, and
hurling him, stunned and breathless, to the
ground, dashed away from the place.

It was a bold move, yet so far, it had
proved a safe one.

He now had an advantage which led him
to hope for the speedy accomplishment of
his plans.

Toward the Tennessee he guided the eap-
tured borse.

But the forest seemed alive with his ene-
mies.

His face wore the look of a man who un-
derstands that he confronts death, but who
bhas determiner to meet it, if need be, with-
out flinching.

A few seconds longer and he knew by the
shout which went up thut he had been dis-
covered.

‘“Halt!"

The tones were those of Colonel Fortmeroy.

Instead of obeying the command, the in-
trepid scout lashed his steed furiously, and
plunged madly against the sea of death.

Right and left he struck with his saber,
and wherever the blows descended, the
yells which followed told what execation he
had done.

Crack! crack! rung out his revolver at
intervals, and he saw the body of seldiers
welt away like dew under the sun of & sum-
mer day.

A few feet further.

QOn, brave youth!

Strike again, and once again!

At last, thank fortune, the line was pierced,
the knot cut, and our hero stood clearon the
outside. i

But, bark!

4 perfect rain of leaden messengerms sung
tbrough the leaves.

Was he safe yet?

Not a thread of his garments had been
cut.

Aund now, forward to the river.

**Away! brave steed, away!'’ shouted
Phil. **God bless yeu, my noble horse, for
bringing me through that fearful struegle! I
never will part with you till death. On, on,
faster, on!”

As if fully understandin
praise which its neyr-foun

the words of
master spoke,
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the strong beast, nerved to the utmost, cleft
the darkness, and in the twinkling of an eye
carried him beyond the verge of the forest.

Once more the scout pulled out his watch,
panting heavily.

Four o'clock!

The hour had come.

Upon the grass beside the rclliug Tennes-
see the scout kneels and draws from his
bosom the rocket he has carried through the
scenes of this venturesome night.

: He scratches a match ona stone beside
110,

The scout hovers the spark, and trembling-
ly holds it to the fuse of the rocket.

It hisses.

Then holding it high in air he sends it far
above the hill-tops.

It is done.

The red stars flashes like a meteor, aud
bearsits tidings to the Union general waiting
outside.

‘The strange red light hasnot yet died out
of the sky when the boom of acanuon wakes
the far-off silence.

General Grant has seeu the signal. He
know its meaning.

Again the crimson tide of battle will roll
dewn upon Pittsburg Landing.

When it recedesit will leave the turf wet
with the blood of freemen,but the war of the
rebellion will be decided.

CHAPTER XXIII.
A WOMAN'S DEVOTION,

A step or two backwarcl.

Laura Doaue, keeping her vigil by the side
of the Confederate ¢olonel, anxiously noted
the flight of time, aud momentarily longed
for thereturn of Phil.

It was a trying position in which to placea
girl of her passionate nature.

The colonel for some time remaiued silent,
regarding the girl, and inwardly chafing at
his imprisonment.

But at length he broke out into a thrilling
appeal.

‘‘ Laura,” he began, ‘1 did not think you
80 heartless as this: indeed, it seems to me
yourreal character, your own heartis not
leading youon in this matter. It cannot be

" that you actually hate me, as your actions
indicate. Some one is urging you on to in-
jure me.”

The girl remained quietly looking into his
face for a time. Theu she replied :

** Then you think medead to all true wom-
aunly emotion, do you? That I can listen to
the tale of the wrong you have done one of
my sister women. and still remain constant
in my devotion to you? If you do, then you
have not yet learned the nature of Laura
Doane.”

‘“ But, Laura, must 1 again tell you that
this is not true—that it is but the evil tale
of an enemy ? Iam not guilty as you seem
to believe. Why cannot you take my word
instead of that of a stranger?™”

‘“Colonel Fontneroy, there are scme
things a woman needs not to betold. I did
love you ouce, deeply, fondly: but my affec-
tion brought me no peace of mind. Even
thererose up between us a barrier. What
that unseen thing was I could pot tell. I
kpow now: I have known it ever since 1
learned the story of your infamy to Arthur
St. Clair and his innocent wife. As plainly
asif I had seen the whole tragedy enacted
do I discern the course you took to accom-
plish your basedesigns. You have never ut-
tered one word in denial—you cannot !’

“T can—I will. Hear me—"'

¢ StO{)! You shall not perjure yourself
now,. It is useless.”

The colonel turned his face away.

** Laura, I tell you truly I dolove you bet-
ter than any other oneinall the world—better
than I ever can love anyone else. You see
me now in weakness, and hear my honest
avowal. Believe me when I speak, and tell
me it you cannot accept my affection.”

The beautiful girl’s face became whiter
than the driven snow.

Again she was being put to the test.

Would she yield?

**I cannot.”

*Speak not thus, Laura. More depends
upon your answer than you think. Yield, I
pra¥ you !’

*1t'is impossible.””

Something like a groan escaped (‘olonel
Fountneroy.

Silence ensued.

* I have only one reqgnest further to make,
Laura. 1 am burniug with fever. My thirst
seems iutolerable. At the foot of the bank
not twenty rods from here there is a clear
spring. If I had some of its water—do you
t inlé‘you would dare to go 7"’

Laura gazed keenly upon the cclonel.
Was it indeed true that he wasill ? His face
did seem flushed.

Now that he might be suffering, the old
fond affection came rushing back.

Narrowly did the colunel watch the effects
of his words upon the girl. Would she grant
his request?

*1 will try to Aud the spring,” was her an-
swer. ‘“(Cau you tell me where to get a
pitcher?”

** Lift the cover of thatbox youder. There,
do you seeit?”

*Yes,"” replied Laura. as she took the
pitcher and started for the water.

Her footsteps had not died away iu the
distance when Fontneroy threw himself to a
sitting posture, and managing to crawl to
the door of kis tent, called lond enough to
reach the ear of a sentinel pacing a short
distance away.

‘““Help! help!

At the sound of this appeal
sprung to Foutneroy’s side.

‘*Sever these cords, will you? (‘urse them,
how they bhave cutinto my flesh. Ha! ha!
I'll cheat you yet, my fair she-devil!"

The cords were severed speedily and the
Confederate rose with a bound.

‘**Now, see here,”” he continued; “I can
trust you, I think. I want a little help. Yon
saw Laura Doane leave this tent a moment
ago?"’

‘] saw a woman.”

‘“ When she returns, she must he captured.
Do you understand? I am willing to pay
yon well for your assistance. Here.”

Heslipped a coininto the palm of the sol-

Come here quickly !

dier.

¢ Stand in the shadow of this tree, and
the moment she makes her appearance, seize

er.”

“Your word is my law, colonel,’” was the
response, and thg two men secreted them-
selves and wait

It was but a minute before the girl's form
appeared, approaching quicklivl.

She had allowea her sympathy to supplant
her better judgement forthe timebeing,and
was now eager to serve the man she pitied.

As she neared the spot, a hand was thrown
over her mouth, (zomplete-lg smothering her
voice, and the next instant she felt a grasp
of iron on her wrists.

‘“Now, my pretty fiend, we will see who
is master of the situation,” laughed Fontne-
roy. ‘It wasaclever ruse, was it not? I
couldn't play it again, doubtless. But now
we will go. Perhaps, after all, youmay be
induced to change your mind and accept me
atlast.”

Again helauglhed sardonically.

‘ Bring her along, will you I'll be re-
spensible to the officers of the guard. I think
I know of a quiet place where she can reflect
for awhile. She may change her mind re-
garding her suitor by and by.”

Hereupon the colouel turned upon his heel
and walked away, closely followed by the
soldier conducting Laura, who madeno at-
tempt to escape, but submitied, with flash-
ing eyes, to the insults applied to her.

A little way outside the camp there stood
anldanciem farmhouse, now deserted and
cold.

Toward this Foutneroy took his way with
his prisoner.

Leading her to the rear of thebuilding, the
two men passed through the door left f)artly
ajar, and entering, roamed about till the
found a secure room high from the ground,
and cheerless enough.

Into this they thrust the proud girl, and
left her still bound as they had brought her
thither.

She heard the key grate dismally in the
rustylock, and listened to their footsteps,
becoming fainter and fainter as they hurried
away.

When all was still, Laura tried to discover
some place of escape.

The attempt was useless.

Could she have discovered a way out, it
would have been impossible forherto have
made it available, pinioned as she was.

Night wore slowly away and found her
restlessly pacing up and down the limits of
her prison.

A stern look had gradually settled down
upon her face.

She had slain the last vestige of her affec-
tion for Fontneroy. He had proved un-
worthy of even her pity. And when pity
ceases to movea woman, the last avenues to
her heart has been closed.

Lostin thought, Laura scarcely was con-
scious of a noise at the single window of the
room,and it wa only when the figure of a
man raised itself above the sill that she
started from her reverie.

the soldier |

‘‘Laura.”

Surely she knew that voice.

Quickly she ran to the window.

There outlined against the glass she saw
St. Clair.

*“Mr. St. Clair! Thau Heaven for your
timely appearance.”

With one quick movement the strange
man, still in disguise, shattered sash and
pane, and stood beside the girl.

‘“Tell me you are unhur-t.”

(X3 I am'l'

“ My heart rejoices to hear it, I feared it
might not be so.”

* I cannot understand how you happened
to find me.”

‘“lhavesearched for you, Laura. All this
uight long I have earnestly sought you.”

‘“ And Molly—know you aught of her?"

““‘She waits a short distance outside. Poor
girl, she 13 almost beside herself with distress
and apprehension for you.”

* Dear girl. I long to see her once more.”

‘*Come, then. But first, Laura, forgive me
for addressing you thus. I cannot go from
here without knowing whether I may not at
least call vou friend. 1 am unworthy; [
know it. I have been a lonely man. but I
cannot deceive myself. You are very dear
to me. When this war is over, may I not
come to you with hope that you will receive
me kindly ? I am not handsome. Yon your-
s(slelf see it. I am rough, but my heartis ten-

er.”

* Wait,”’ said Laura, gently, * till the time
you mention is here, then come to me with
your question.”

‘“Thatisall 1 ask,” said St. Clair,

Then, hifting the girl iu his arms, thestrong
man stepped out of the window, and let him-
selfdown to the ground by means of an old
ivy vine which clambered up the side of the
houses.

We pass the scene of the meeting with
Molly, and bhasten to the stirring events tak-
ing place elsewhere.

CHAPTER XXIV.
IN THE MORNING TWILIGHT.

With countenance unmoved by the volca-
no over whose crater he was treading, the
Union general stood almost alone in the gray
lizht of that eventful morning, watching for
thesignal from Phil Lamonte.

Not for an instant did he remove his keen
eyes from the place where he knew the

onfederates lay, unsuspicious of his inten-
tions.

General Buell had now arrived, and his
fgrcee had marched to the position a signed
them.

The deceived Wallace had also discovered
his grevions mistake, and hastening on the
double-quick, his division had been honoreéd" .
with the privilege of opening the contest on
the extreme Confederate left, in case the
Union scout’ssigual was favorable.

It was already understood by Wallace that
no sooner should the rocket be seen than he
should command his gnus to speak.

Pacing to and fro under a wide-branched
tree, with his coat buttoned close up te his
throat, the general snliloquized :

“Itis placing u good deal of confidence in
that young scout. But I don't think he will
deceive me. Facesarethe indices of charac-
ter. In hisI read sterling integrity. If this
thing turns out all right. hie shall not be the
loser for the work he is now doing. Let's
see. What is the hour? Four o’clock this
minute. Now for the signal.”

If possible, the general gazed more sharply
than ever beforein the quarter he had been
watching 8o closely for the last half-hour.

**Ha! thereitis! Lamonte is prompt, at
least. Now what color does he show ?"’

As the meteor-like thing shot higher and
higher, General Grant intently looked for
the color.

**Victory is mine!”” he exclaimed. ‘It is
ared alone. Now, Wallace, to the work!"”

Mounting his horse, the general dashed to
the front.

A moment later the thunder of cannon on
the left woke the morning echoes.

Here, in person, Beauregard was in com-
mand.

He could not trust his most careful geueral
to guide his forces there against the heroic
Cnionists,

What a day that was!

Has American history auother like it?

It was a struggle not simply for theold
field beld by Grant. It was life or death for
the leaders who were directing the fight.

Each knew it, and each was determined
not to yield. And their men seemed to en-
ter as fully into the spirit of the battleas
their commanders.
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Like tigers they fought.

From the left where the contest was open-
:d, the battle extended further and further
slong the line till at last it became general.

One continuous roar of artillery mingled
with the rattle of musketryand the hoarse
cries of the contesting forces rent the air.

Here isa line which the Confederates re-
solve to hold in spite of everything.

They gallantly withstand charge after
oharge, and the Uniouists recoil, leaving
hundred of brave boys who never will meet
the shock of war agaiu.

Gallantly the Unionists come up again to
the red-hot mouths of those guns. ~Gallantly
they parry the deadly blows of saber and
bayonet.

trengthened by fresh forces they press
closer up to the guns, their faces ashy white,
their teeth set for victory or death.

See!

Now the Confederate line wavers.

It rallies!

Wavers again!

Then come shouts of dismay, commingled
with commands, barsh and confused, as of-
ficers rush up and down striving to bring to-
gether the shattered column.

Itis too late.

Catching the little vantage ground they
have gained, the boys in t»lue push doggedly
onward.

Cheers rise above the noise and din of the
combat.

Every man has become a hero.

Now hand to hand and foot to foot the
struggle goes on.

Ouce more the Confederate line is broken.

In spite of command or entreaty the rebels
begin to fall back.

The day is won.

Oh! the scenes that then followed.

Can ever man forget them ?

Lost to the Confederates was everything.

In vain they strove to regain their %ost
vantage ground.

It was Shiloh!

Through ablinding storm of sleetand chill-
ing rain they fledtoward the heights of Mon-
terey, fixing their course in the direction of
Corinth.

During that retreat, a distance of nine
miles only, three thousand Confederate sol-
diers died.

Their entire loss was more than teu thou-
sand.

Strewn along that dismal route they lay,
their last battle over.

In theirretreat Breckenridge covered them
with a force of twelve thousand men.

Not five times ten thousand could then
bavesaved the day to them.

It was irretrievably lost.

__But the victory was dearly bought to the
Cnionists.

Fifteen thousand of the Union troops had
been killed, wounded or made prisoners.

But the bloody traces soon vanished. The
slain left on the field of battle were buried ;
not a dead horse was left unburied. The ves-
sels sent down the Tennessee bore hundreds
of the wounded and sick boys in hlue.

In the midst of that awful combat two
men could beseen everywhere.

They were Phil Lamonte. and Arthur St.
Clair Who had both returned in time to take
part in the b, ttle.

As if borne to command, they flew hither
and thither, reorganizing the shattered ranks
of Union troops.

Once when the line of blue wavered and
seemed about to give way, Phil dashed to the
very front, his head bared to the air, and his
hair flying wildly in the wind, and thrusting
himself upon the Confederates, cried:

** Hold—hold, for your lives! One more
charge! It will win the field forus! Steady,
on theleft! Hurrah! the enemy trembles.
A step forward now! They yield! They
fly! The duy is ours!™

And hespokethe truth.

Looking into the face of such a hero what
band of men could stand ?

In time to witness the young man's daring
and to hear his words of encouragement,
General Grant rode up.

Intently he watched him for some time till
the serried ranks of the Confederates gave
way. Then, muttering to himself, he sum-
moned him.

‘That man is the lion of this battle. But
for him I believe it might have been doubt-
ful whether we could bave carried the
feld.” ]

Shortly the scout came galloping up.

* You sent for me, general,’ he said.

. Yes.!’

** Your wish!”

&4
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“I want to thank you personally. More
than a little is owing to your bravery.”

* Well?”

¢ You shall bea colonel fromn this day ou.”

** A golonel! 1 a colonel? General, I am
not worthy the honor. Indeed—""

‘I know hest about that.”

“There are thousands of boys out younder
who are braver aud truer thau I."

*“You are modest. 1 appreciate it.””

‘I must speak further, then. I am no
Yaunkee. I was born on the other side. In
the village just bLelow, of Southern parents,
I had my birth.”

**Thatdoes not detract from yeur mer-
its, [ believe. Please object no further.
It is settled with me. Come and see me next
week.  Your commissiou will be ready.”

It was plain to be seen that Phil was made
more proud than he would have been will-
ing to coutess by this houor which General
Grant bad bestowed upon him.

It meant much to him that this skillful
commander should have watched his course
during that rain of shot and shell, :nd
maurked bimn as one deserving of advance-
ment.

‘“I need net tell you, general, that I am
grateful for this sign of confidence from you.
[ shall try to merit it.”

Salnting the general with these words, the
young man was about to ride away, when
Grant called out:

*“Stay! Who was that brilliant soldier I
saw with you to-day? A man, rough in ex-
terior, but bold as Caesar.”

*“ His numeis St. Clair, general.”

‘* When you come to me next week hring
him with you."

*“Gladly willI1 do so. I know he is more
fitted to command than I.”"

Separating from his superior officer, Phil
hastened toward a point elevated above the
field of battle, where, in a safe position, Mol-
ly Grame and her cousin had watched with
breathless interest the scenes below.

CHAPTER XXV.
LAST WORK OF THE AVENGEK.

Under the branches of a murmuring pine a
short distance from the scenes of thetrag-
edy where the sun of that April day crept
down torest over the western hills, therelay
a man whose uniform indicated rank iu the
Confederate army.

He was wounded—wounded to the death.
And as he moaned in agony upon the carpet
of green, deeply stained with his life-blood,
one could catch, now and then, a word he

uttered.

Listen.

“This is what it comes to, then. Death
alone, unwept, unknown! Ah! Laura

Doane, your prophecy has been fulfilled.
Evil has overtaken me. I am near the end.”

Then there was silence, as the soldierre-
mained gazing up into thedull ski. his gaze
appeariug to pierce the thin veil which hung
between him and eternity.

“] am dying of thirst!” he whispered,
hoarsely. ‘‘'If Laura were only here now, I
would not deceive her, but wait for the wa-
ter she brought.”

Just theun a footfall arousedhim, and start-
ing up, his eyes fell upon the face of Arthur
St. Clair.

“You here?
defeuceless, I suppose.
to see yeu."”

The colonel turned his face away from
those eyes which seemed piercing deep into
his soul.

“Wretched man,” was the reply, * you
mistake. I shall not make your snfferings
any harder to bear than they naturally
would be.”

** You come to pity me, then!"”

“No, Fontneroy; I want to do anything I
can to make you easy. For you are going
out.”’

“] know it—who better? But I can’t bear
it. You are kind to me: you, of all men. It
cuts me to the quick."”

‘“Iheard you cry for water. Hereis my
canteen. I just tilled it at a spring below.
Drink deeply.”

The wounded man %msped the canteen,
and held it long to his lips.

When it fell from his fingers, he turned to-
ward the man who had thus striven to
lengthen out his life, and said, in a stronger
voice:

‘‘Take off that disguise, will you? [ want
to see what you are like now."”

Without a word 8t. Clair reached up and
removed his false hair and beard.

The face which was thus revealed was
handsome, despite the lines of sorrow writ-
ten there.

Come to taunt me when [am
Goon! I don't want

For several minutes the dying Coufederato
regarded him in sileuce.

I have becn a demon to you.™

There was 110 response.

‘It is not strange that you hate we. When
I first knew you, you werehappy. Yes, and
so was she. I changed it all.”

‘* Let us talk of other things.”

*“Not yet. Imust go on. I wuut to ask
one last favor of you.”

**You have hut to name it.”

The Unionist drew off his heavy coat, aud
making it into a pillow, placed Foutneroy's
head upon it.

** Thank you; that is much easier. efore
I ask your kindness further tell me it you
kuow by whose hand T received this <hot ?”

‘“ Do you suspect me?”’

“1 thought—that—""

‘It might be my last blow. No: I can hou-
estly tell you that the shot was not mine. The
oue which you received at Coriuth ashort
time ago was. I am ashamed to say it, Fout-
ueroy, I cannot deny that my life for sowme
time past has beendarkened hy the old days.
If you have much to repent of, so have I 1
have watched you all day, Foutneroy. T'wice
my weapon was leveled upon you. I thought
I would take into my own hands the execu-
tion of the law which belougs to oue higher
iu command than any man can ever be.
There came before my eyes the tearful face
and pleading looks of oue we hoth know, and
I could not send thebullet. To-night 1 came
here to ask you to forgive me. Will you—
can yon?”

‘I forgive you! Oh! this is the keenest
thrust of all. I, who have dropped into your
life, which was pure as crystal and sweeter
than that of any man I ever knew, the stone
which turned itsfountain into gall and made
it seethe like a raging whirpool, I forgive
you. S8t. Clair, why this cruel satire "

‘] swear that I speak naught but my hon-
est wish. I mean all { have asked. . The fire
which raged in my hearthasburned out and
left it all the freer from dross.”

The dying Confederate closed his eyes for
a moment, and no word passed his lips.

“I shall know that Eou are sincere if you
grant the request I ask,’” he said, at length.

‘ Speak on.”’

“I cannot undo the past. 1 havedone you
a wrong which noman haspower toremedy.
My own life has beeu made black by it. I
became a very demon after I had broken up
your home. It may be that iu the time to
come what I am about to do will not make
the stain upon the’IPage of my soul's history
any the blacker. There is only oune thing 1
can do. Have you pencil and paper?”

" Yes-"

“Take them and write. A few hours ago
Lamonte compelled me to do the same at his
dictation. I shall not force you now ; it is
beyond my power, nor would I if I could.”

‘It was a dangerous thing to do: yetin
thelight of to-day’s conflict, looking from
my standpoint, it was justifiable.”

“Perhaps.”

The Unionist produced writiug material,
and kneeling beside the efficer, whose
strength seemed now going fast, prepared to
write the last wishes of Fontneroy.

With sinking breath and bhurriedly the
colonel proceeded to stite that, inasmuch as
he had comwitted a great crime against Ar-
thur 8t. Clair, and knowing that the death
angels were hovering over him, he did, by
thatlast act of his sin-blighted life, make
said St. Clair his sole heir-at-law, be-
queathing to him all his lands, goods and
chattels, now situated in Atherton High-
lands, Teunessee, believinF that to be the
fullest reparation he could make for the
deed he had committed.

This done the Confederate colonel reached
up a hand, trembling and thin, for the pen-
cil.

~ Fountneroy, I beg you will not do this,”
said St. Clair. ‘I am Just as fully convinced
now that your heart is right toward me as if

I now saw your signature to this paper. I.et
the past go.”

‘*“No—no,” was the husky auswer. 1
must do it. I shall feel easier, then. Give me
the pencil.”

Reluctantly theother obeyed.

Taking the pencil between his stiffening
fingers, Fontneroy wrote, in characters al-
most illegible, his full name.

‘“There. I am satisfied now. This is uota
sudden freak onmy part, St. Clair. It has
been long on my mind. You believe me,
don't you?"

There was something irresponsibly sadin
the tone.

St. Clair put his hand up and brushed away
something which looked very like a tear.

*I do believe you,’’ he said. ‘I believe you
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fully, and 1 have no words with which to
ggeak of this last act of yours. Be sure that
if any deed of yours has clouded m{ bappi-
ness the cloud will everhereafter be like that
in yonder sky, at this moment lighted up by
thesun'slast rays, Do you seeit? Le:me
litt you higher.”

St. t'lair raised his old-time foe to a sitting
posture, and turned him toward the fading
3unses,

* Ouly one thing more do 1 crave, my
friend.  Ah! It seems like days gone by to
call you friend. Would to Heaven that time
could come again!”

** What more canI do for your Speak free-
1y, Fontoeroy.”

*“It i1 beyond your power to comply with
this wish, I fear. ftis of Laura Doane I was
thinking, It may be—nay, I know it is true
—that I have done cruel things to her. I
think I have been almost beside myself of
late. If I could hear her say she bad no ill-
feeling toward mme—"

* Your request may be granted. I left her
with two friends not far away a short time
ago.
be fcund.”

The oflicer set his teeth hard toget her.

‘**Go!" be said.

Hastening away at the top of hisspeed, St.
Clair soon discovered Laura with
moute aund Molly, standing upon a knoll,
looking aver the field of carnage.

Returning with themn quickly he said, s

be gently took the dying man's head once |

more in his arms:

‘ S8he is here,
her 7"

* Faintly. The daylight is'going. It brings
on a long night, Laura; put your bhand in
mine. 1 loved you trul% v passionate
beart bart you cruelly. Forgive me! (Can
you? Speak quiok!"

**I do,” said the girl firmly, her cheeks
pale as ashes.

** That’saall. Higher, St. Clair! Raise me

Foutperoy. Can you see

up.’
The Uniouist obeyed.
There was a gasp and a shndder.
That waus the end.
Breakiug through the clouds, the sunlight-
ed up witha sudden splendor the dome of
the Soutnern sky. For a moment it lin-
gered.

Then the golden rays died ont.

Tt wa» night.

CHAPTER XX VI.
GATHERING U’ TEE THAREADS.

'Three years afterward.

War hasgiveu place tosilver-winged peace.

We gather up the threads of our story at a
time when the North, though jubilant with
the victory it has wou, is, nevertheless, sad
with weeping for the brave boys in blue who
lald down their lives under the Southern
pines, and when the South, conscious of de-
feat, e¢rushing and complete, also mourns
lday and night for the dear ones it, too, has
ost.

Phil Lamonte and Arthur St. Clair were
both mmade recipients of the highest honors
from General Grant, who did not forget the
work they did at Pittsburg Landing, nor his
promise made to the former after the battle
WAaB OVer.

Many a time when the leader was in need
of a reliable scout he sent for Philand made
his wishes knowun.

Layiug off the epaulets and sheathing his
sword, the young man donned the garb of a
com o soldier, or, Ferhaps, if necessity de-

-manded, assumed the attire of a private
citizen.

He followed the fortunes of his superior
officer till the last gun was lired and the
sword slung upou the wall, let it be hoped,
never to be stained by the blood of civil
strife.

The laurels be won were muny, but they
were shared with his gallant soldier-in-arms,
St. Clair.

The home of Laura and Molly became the
asylum for meun of both parties in need of
ovmfort.

Cuion.
fouud shelter beneath the roof of the grand
old mansion, and not unfrequently soldiers
from hoth arvies visited there.

And vo one said nay.

Molly, atauch iittle patriot as she was, of-
ten argued with her stately cousin that it
was wrong for her to aid and abet the rebel.
lion hy«aring for the troops engaged there-
in,

Laursa, in turn, retorted that she con-
sidered sick and suffering soldiers who wore
theazzray justas worthy of assistauce as those

Confederate: or colored refugees

If you will wait, I will see if they can ;

hil L.

lwlm were clad in the blne, and perhaps |

 THE WAR‘LIBRARY.

moreso.

Anyway, it was not the common soldier
who wasto blame: the leaders were at fuunlt, |
if fault there was. 3

So Molly kept on curing for t hose from the ;
North, and Laura, lent . kind hand tothe |
friends on the other side.

Som«titues they worked together without
a word ot reluctance.

hW’)ho shall say how far they were wrong in
this ?

Mine shall not be the pen to write nught of
censure to elither.

The great strugsrle is over.

Men erred on one xide as well as ou the
other.

One day there rode to the door of the
Doane mansion a man bronzed with the sun
and heavily covered with the dust of travel,
and it was envy to recognize the handsome
face of Phil Lamonte.

There tripped to meet him a maiden, whose
blushing cheek and laughing eye bespoke the
joy she felt at meeting this bearded soldier.

At last!™

The voice was Phil’s.

*“You have come to stay?

*“I'hat depends.”

Uy on what?”

** You, little treasure. I have come to ask
whether you care for me to stay or not.””

[ ¢are! Phil Lamoute, you know I care.
You are u pretty fellow to ask me soch a
thing.”

[ thought—that is—I never have heard
you say that you love me."

*Well, hear it, then. Truly, truly I do
care for you more than for any oueelse in
the world!"’

*There's certain sound aliout that, any-
way,” said Phil, laughing at the girl’s earn-
estuess.  * Butit's highly satisfactory to me,
I assure you; and let me tell you, little one,
that all the love you can twish is yours. My
heart has loved you, und you only.”

Bending down, he kissed her tenderly up-
on the lips.

A footstep aroused them.

*Isn't this rather too publi¢ a place for
such demonstrations? 1 am inclined to ob-
ject upon the ground that the effect will be
demoralizing.”

*8t. Clair, old fellow, you here?’ ex-
claimed Phil, heartily, as he saw his chum
comeround a splendid shrub, bearing the
beautiful Laura upon his arm.

©“Of course. Whyuot I as well as you?
The day of surprises isnotover yet, 1 fancy."

** 8o it seems. St. Clair, let me giveyou the
pl_é;_ﬂsure of shaking hands with my future
wife.”

“Itisindeed with pleasure 1 accept this
invitation.” answered St. Clair, comiug for-
ward. ‘I am made happier, however, hy
being able to reciprocate.  Allow me to pre-
sent the lady who is to bear my name in the
near future.”

‘There were general congratulations. and a
happy time followed.

apidly must we pass to the end of our
story.

Phil Lamonte took his bride away to the
old ancestral homestead near (‘orinth not
long after the war c¢losed.

Needless is it to say that theirs wus a hap- .
py home.

8t. Clair disposed of the Fortneroy prop- |
erty in Arthur Highlands, and went to the '
Doane plantation, becoming one of the most |
wealthy men of the vicinity. |

The shadow which bad darkened his past |
life rolled away, leav.n% the sky all the .
brighter for the storms it brought with it.

Toward the ¢lose of a rainy day in autumn -
there came to the Lamonte mansion a maa
wretchedly ¢lad, prematurely bowed and
olid before hix time.

Knocking at the door he
bread.

When his hunger had beeu appeased he re- |
quested the maid to call ber mistress, saying
that an old acquaintainee wanted to speak
with her forr a moment.

Somewhat surprised by this request Molly,
however, came down to meet her visitor.

For a moment she saw nothing to recog-
nize in tbe nnkempt- itnd broken-down mau,
l\]\7hn rose with u show of politeness to greet

er.

The stranger saw this and saud

I see youdon't remember e, nand I don't
wonder atit; for Tam all used np—a mere
shadowof what I once was.™

The voice broughh hack ta Molly the name
of its owner.

‘“Mr. Oglethorpe, can it be? Why what
bas happened toyou? Youare so changed
no one would have recognized you.”

Tell e that.”

begged for some

«* Evil has befallen me. 1 am nolonger the

i

——— 2

man I once was. I am so abject a
thfaft 'I doubt if I ever can recover my former
self.’

“8ay not 80, said Molly, in pity, looking

. npou the dirty creature bowing hefore her,

*There is anlways a chance formencing. Whaut
canyoudo?’

Perhapsit was fancy, but the kind hewr ted
Molly imagined that even there coubi i
seemn fomethingof a prouder bearing in Ogle—
thorpe, and he seemed more mauly.

“Do! I can do auy thinug I ever could if I'
had a chance.and could feel my work ap-
preciated. That's the great trouble. No one
ciares for moe; no one helieves in me.”

“How did you come in this way. What
hnﬂ)ened fo you?”

1expression, almost vindictivein its nats
ure, swept over the man’'s face. )

I thiukitall grew out of a thing that
Coufederate colonel, Fontneroy, did. I w
fool enough to trust him. e pretend
that he wanted me to do sowe work for hi
asa twesseuger. He betrayed me into ¥
hands of General Beauregard. I was arres
edand imprisoued as a ep{. Barely did
escape death. In the night I found my wag
out of the cell in which I was shut up. Since
then I have almost hated everyone. Itbag
been a curse to my existence. I thinkif}
could be somewhere where I could f
the past I might become a man again.”

Molly’s face was grave.

* I will speak with my husband aboutit.
Wemay beabletodosomething for you." .

A cloud settled over Oglethorpe'sface, as
the girl apoke of her husbaund. It cut him to
the quick to think what be bad lost. "o

Molly was true to ber word; and Phil, as - *
amxious as she herself to give the man s
chunee to redeem himself, placed him in
churge: af his h:uds.

Under the genial influence of that hap;
home. Oglethorpe seemed to cutgrow his (ﬁ N
evil nature. Boast he ever would; it was
charucteristic. But lie became a respestable
citlzen.

The war over, the geninl hand of prosper-
ity began to touch the South with her wand
and places laid waste hy the devastation o
hattle once more bloomed.

[THRE END. .
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