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affable, 1 bad taken no care te commend myseif
on the credit of the good chevalier. On gaining
the door, however, 1 remembered bis last words,
and said by chance-

1'Monseigneur, I was sent to you by the cheva-
tier Dieudonné.'

The good bisliop at first said like thee, father
Chiristian-ho replied by reseating bimself before
bis Iandsorne manuscript, sayiig-

'I know no chevalier of that name.'
'Stili, monseigneur,' he gave it me to give to

you as from your compere,' I replied.
' Dieudonné?' repeated the bishop, with indif-

fe rence, 'mon compere,'
He gave mue my congé witb a gesture; but

suddenly remembered, without donbt, for at the
moment when 1 had reached the other side of the
door, 1 heard bis voice crying eut-

' Ho! mnan, man!1'
[bhastcned to re-enter, and found the good

bishop laugbing te himself over bis manuscript.
1'And where hast thou known that chevalier

Dieudonné, my son,' demanded lie.
1 told bim as well as 1 eould wbat the cheva-

lier had done for me and my little brother, Adam.
1'That's a great sinner!l' murmured the bishop,

but bas a fine soul . ... allons, allons!1 thon art
fortunate, my son. Thou hast bad a happy ren-
contre on thy arrival. The chevalier is riglit
and I arn wrong; he has done me mucli honour in
calling me bis compere. On bis recommenda-
btin 1 receive thee as a mason on the works of
Notre Dame ; if tbere is no roem-we must make
some. Go and seek'lodgings in tbe purlieus,
and bold thyseif ready to-morrow morning at the
irst sound of the bell."'

Just as Brie bad uttered tbe last words ot bis
tale, tbe bell suspended from a taîl post in the
middle of the premises began to cali the inasons
to their labour.

Eric seized bis bammer and trowel. Eve put
on ber apprentice costume-ber plentiful blonde
liair was hidden away under a faded cap, and ber
chariig figure disappeared under a large sur-
coat al covered with plaster.

"Thats a beautiful tale," my children, said
Christiau, and proves that the chevalier Dieu-
donné exists--but that is all.,'

IlIt proves besides," said Eve, "lthat the
chevalier Dieudonné bas credit."

IlBefore tbe lord bishop, true," said the old
man; "lbut all-powerful as be is, the lord bisbop
bimself could net introduce you to tbe queen."1

Tbey desccnded the staircase of Thomas, the
lodging keeper, and fouud themselves already on
on the encumbered premises.

"iAh well!1 tbe king can do it," replied Eve,
"and I will even go to the king 1'1

CHAPTER IV.

The shops were opeued, and the kitchens
smoking, preparing breakfast for the masters.
There wau upon the purlieus a cowâpact and
moving crowd-composed of all kinds of pedlars,
and colporteurs of common objects, and objecta
that had been blessed. There were women who
cried bard eggs and warm bread, in that peculiar
and frigbtful voice, which seems to be the special
heritage of Parisian vendors.

There were beggars, wbo wept and displayed
their gangrened wounds. There were men car-
rying fountains on their backs, cbarged with the
wine of hypocras, like our modern cocoa mer-
chants, witb their lesbeady drink, and the
silver tinkle of their littie blis could be beard
above the confnsed noises of the crowd. It was
a veritable Babel-an incessant murmur whicb,
from tinie to time, would aIl at once rise into a
fracas, as tbey knocked against eacb other and
disputed ; the masous wbo were late, fearing to
lie fined, knocked dewn wemen and cbildren in
their passage-for woînen and cbildren in that
age, as in ours, formed a large element i the
Parisian crowd.

The bandsomo page, Albret, was in the middle
of that Babel, where bis costume of a gentleman
excited a certain surprise. Wbat did lie there Bo
early-at the bour wh,.n sncb people, like bim,
bad still three or four bours te sleep ? lis dark
cloak and lient bat would bave led to the lielief
that he bad passed the whole niglit in running
after some good adventure, if lie bad crossed the

place quickly, like a man in haste to reacli bis
lodgings. But be remained there, always in the
same place, with bis gaze fixed upon the bouse
of Thomas, the lodging bouse keeper. Tbe pro-
prietor of the sbop, against wbich be was lean-
ing, came ont like others to spread bis stall-and
was obliged te say te tbe page, "éMon maître, I
pray you to stand on one aide, that 1 May take
down my shutters."

Albret moved docilely, but without taking his
eyes off the bouse hie was se interested in. People3
began to question-Wbo there could be in that
bouse to attract the attention of sncb a gallant
seigneur ?

Every one knows bow littie it takes among us
Parisians to excite criosity-they gathered te-
gether aud criticised bis condut-baîf a bun-
dred strange suppositions, absurd and ridiculous
slanders which the fertile soil of Paris produces,
were let fiy in an instant. At the end of ten
minutes the general and profoundly rootcd opi-
nion was tbat queen Ingeburge bad cscaped from
tbe banda of ber pious jailors, and was to be found
in the bouse of master Thomas. The principal
fact once establisbed, aud the bow sud the wby
commenced. Neyer was ParLis so embarrassed to
find a ridiculous reply to an impossible question.

Tbe amaîl peddlars, the bypocras vendors, the
old women and the beggars, iuvented the Most
ingenieus and improbable details. We should
be remiss were we not te tell that amoug these
beggars were to be found, in tbe first rank, our
unfortunate frienda, Ezekiel and Tréfouilloux, the
nocturnal bandits of the rue St. Honoré.

Like their successors of the presenit day,
Ezekiel and Tréfouilloux robbed by niglit and
begged by day. Their beggiug business was not
much more profitable than their brigandage, for
bere again they found a detestable amount of
competition. There was in Paris twico as many
beggars as charitable seuls, and the surplus spoilt
tbat peaceable profession which miglit otberwise
bave bad se many ebarrus.

No eue can lie ignorant of the baneful effects of
competition-killing all industry and exaggerat-
ing its efforts till it makes its agony a torture.
We bave seen rival carrying companies, giviug
free passages, aitber by land or by water, and
even effering travellers refrealiment on the road
-and aIl te accompliali their mutual destruction;
dowu that incline tbey are net long in reacbing
madness. Thus, in a normal state, a beggar
euly wants a broken leg, a paralyzed arru, or an
incurable ulcer. A beggar, witheut any legs,
passes in every country for a stnrdy beggar;
and a beggar pnrely blind bas been known te
excite the cbarity of passers-liy. But itwas net
se witbin the purlieus of Notre Dame-necessity,
that effspring of competition, had tben beated
tbe imaginations and inventive faculties of the
beggar artista. Tbe cul-de-jatte, or men draw-
ing tbeir legs after thern on littie trucks, and
even paralyties, had but moderate successa;
semething more striking, aud less classie than
these badl become necessary te attract auy
attention.

Ezekiel, who, as a beggar, was eue of the elite,
bad trussed tup both legs bebind bis thiglis, like
a capon prepared for the table; lie bad bis twe
arma reversed aud a ghastly wonnd scored in
red ochre across bis brow.

Tréfonilloux was another vrntable artiat; be
bad psinted upon bis left breast a cemplicated
ulcer-bis breast was bared te the liglit, and
Trefouilloux constautly aneunced that for a
liard any bedywonld be permitted te look tbrough
that fearful skyligbt, and miglit sec the working
of bis heart and longs. The veritable Euglish
gobemouclie bad net yet been iuvented, or the
unbappy Trefonilloux would bave been takeon at
bis word; in our day ho would very seon have
fouud some curions gentleman who would bave
paid bis money and thrust bis lorgnette into the
man!s stomacl-but in Trefouilloui's day, after
ail the trouble be bad been at, and the pain lie
bad endured, the exhibition did net cdean its
expenses.

A gigantic womau-exteuded on some straw
befone bim, and who lead four arma, on one of
wbich was the foot of a geat-carried everytbing
liefone ber.

Ezekiel, ini a psabn-singing tone, cried-See,

Cliristians, a man wlio lest both legs in the
crusade againat the Pagans, wbose arma have-been tortured, and whose akuil bas been Split
with the stroke of a cimeten, who bas been
left for dead, without auy succoun, on the sanda
of the desent. Have pity, Chnistians, and secune
yonr salvation!1

Sec, Chnistiaus, nesumed Trefouilloux, the
great nîcer of the unbappy man who bas onîy
one day more te live-condemned by the faculty,
and already pierced tbrough aud tbneugh by the
gnawing worms which are deveuriug bis liver
and lungs.

But it wasalsl of ne use; thene are some pen-
sons wbo neyer bave auy luck. Worms, Pagans,
trussed limbs, ulcers aud sabre-strokes completely
failed ; aud there was only sometbing for the
woman with four arrs-one of which bad the
foot of a geat.

CHAPTER V.

Tbe curiesity of the good people wbo wene
watcbing the bouse of Thomas, the lodgiug
keeper, still augmaented. At the moment wben
the uewsmengers abandoued the stery about
Quecu Ingeburge, te fabricate anotbor, whene
Agnes de Meranie played a rôle sufficiently
scaudalous, a uew person anived te complicate
the scene.

This was our camarade, Tristan the scholan,
with his cap saucily posed, sud the elbowa of
bis suncoat wern baro by leaning se mucli on
tavern tables, and with his unmeasurable old
poiutcd buakins. Tristan de Pamiers bad
fiuisbed with clenk Samson; bis pockcts wero
well filled, and lie came now te ramble a little
round that dwelling which, te his taste, enclosed
thc moat beautiful girl in Paria; sud Tistau waa
net witbout acquaintance with sucli mattena.
Juat as bce bad raised np bis bead and put on a
bold look, the door of maître Thomas's bouse
was epened, sud Christian the Dane, Eric sud
little Adam came forth.

The uoisy crowd knew nothing of the last
two; as to old Christian, ha had for many moutha
kept sliop witbin the libenties of Notre Dame,
wbere lie sold trowels, squares, bammens, ceom-
p)as5s, and otber instruments in use ameng the
workmen on the cbnrch.

The page, Albret, leaped behind the shop, as
thougli afraid of heing seen.

IlStay, stay," growled the disappointed crowd,
"that is neither queen Ingeburge uer Madame
Agnes de Meranie."

Il Lt is bim-it is him 1" said the haudsome
page, Albrnet, "suad it is ber also-I arn sure of

These two opposite pensoual pronouns rolateci
lioth te Adam sud Eve.

IlPsbaw 1" growled Tristan, wbo bad posted
hiruseif inselently in the passage of our friands,
"wlat means this masquarada ?"

Eric, bis sisten, sud old Christian, the Dane,
coutinued their walk te Notre Dame, sud were
talkiug witb great vivacity, aud appeared te
psy ne attention te the man wbo was watchiug
them. Eva still coutinued lier efforts to cou-
vince CJhristian, who remaiued obstinately in-
credulous.

IlThe king can do anything t" said Eve; ciI
defy yen te deny that."

"The king can do as ho likea ! replied the
old man, shaking bis white head.

ilWbeu the king knows we 1 arn-', began
Eve, again with petulauce.

IlSpeak lower," said the old man, penceiviug
that they were obsenved. le saw Albrnet, with
bis nose in bis cloak, followir'g tbem tbrougb
the crowd.

ciif it is nothing about queeu Ingebunrge or
queeu Agnes, at auy rate tbey are talking about
the king."

"lThe king would like it," exclaimed gve at
that moment.

Tistain, withont any oermouy, laid beld ef
ber liy the chun.

"lAh!" said lie, twisting bis moustache witb
bis othen baud, IlI sbeud lika to kuew why yen
thus bide the Most delicieus figure that there is
in the wonld under the ignoble liveny of an
apprentice mertar-mixer."y

Eric tried te place himself between bis lister
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