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Saracens, and scarcely half recovered from twenty
wounds j—sw caring, stunping, striking his head
and his fists against the massive walls; praying to
God aud.all the saints; calling on Jerusalem, and
Kissing a blueand silver nhbou spotted with ].u‘"e
dark staing. It was Mathe's loVL-"lfL-—-\Lllllcb,
who before his departure had become his wife.
The good knight plucked up fresh courage every
morning, as 4 pious knight should do; but the
evening found him eronched on the pav um,nt sad

presented the history of Sainte Quettérie, a young
maiden mastyred at Aire, in Gascony, who carvied
her head, lm"ht, with glory, in her hands. The
sarpets were of the black bear and red fox of the
mountains, into whose thick fur the feet of the
attendant maidens sunk without a sound; the
coffer of black wood, inlaid with box, containing
her wools and needles; the Prie-Dieu in front of
afinely carved ivory crucifix; on the right, a
bénitier of silver-gilt and en.xmc) on the )eft a

and nlcsmnms;, his hands clasped cony ulal\‘d\ to- reliquary embroidered with the A"nus of Rome 5

gether, and his eyes unnaturally strained on the
damp-stained walls. Inaction was killing lim;

l

b(.m.'xth the presentation to the templc and St.
James. Mathe, kneeling on the cushion of the

the cold damp of the prison chilled his hc.ut and y Prie-Dieu, appeared tohold to life but by a thread ;

a longing to see his wife consumed him.
Iy he e\(.l.simu!—

Sudden- | her thin,

white hands, on which the blue veins
might b(. counted, wexc r.uacd to heaven, and she

“I would rather give myself to the Evil one prayed :—* My Saviour! and you, Blessed Mary!

than remain here any lon"er ™

and you, my lord St. James, patron of my house,

The Devil, always at hand and on the watch, j delivermy father fromall ev ll'—dch\'ermy brother

appeared.

It was not Lucifer, tha.t great archan- § from all evil l—deliver me from 2all danger !—and

gel, with proud front, bk wekened with the thunder- may Bos, my -beloved hushand, rest in peacel!”
bolts of heaven, yet beautiful still, even in his, The false Baron des Angles raised the hangings,

guilt; it was one of those wicked inferior spirits,
encased in a form, half man, half goat, with a shrilt
malicious laugh—with horns and & oofx——t hat vul-
gar devil, one of Lucifer's satellites, who traffics
in souls and makes bargains with wmisers, usurers,

unjust judges, usurper: sand other thieves—a demon i

who has the same offer for the poor wretch who
covets a well-filled purse, as for the great man who
is tempted by a throne.

“Take your wish, and give me your soul.
Command me,” said the Devil to the knight.

*“Oh, ho!” said Sive Bos, “I should not have
suspected that you were my companion here!™

T am always ready to render a service.”

¢ At what price?”

¢ Nething in this life.  You may, if you wish
it, live to be a hundred years old s afterwards you
will ielong to me.  That is but fair.”

€ Avauntl—it is an evil comp.xcl "

¢ Think over it, however,” returne:d the demon.
AL this very hour Godfrey dc Douillon flaunts
through Jerusalew, and you are absent.”

Bos made 2 gesture of despair.

“The crusaders ave embarking for their own
country 3 vou will never again see your Castle of
Bénac perfumed by the southern brecze from the
mountains.”

The knight's head sunk on his breast.

“You will rot in the sepulchre which you enter-
ed alive.”

Tie hanids of the knight were clenched.

“Your lands are r\\:x-'ul by your old enemy
and rival, the Bavon des .\.wlca You cannot
chastise him; he will laugh at your misfortunes
in your owa Touse.”

The knight started to Wis foct—

“Tle loves your wife, \htne she is beset by
his attentions 3 hier heart fals.”

¢ ast thou yetmore to tellme, thou more than
devil 2"

“If you desiveit, I will «cnorousl, show you
Mathe, ns 2 pledzc of our b':rgam.

“Show me Mathe"

Tmmnesdiately the Castle of Baudéan, where Mathe
had remained with her mother, appeared on the
damp wall, like a fine picture. There was the
room of the afflicted Chitelaine of Binac—her

! and entered the room f umlurlv excliiming—* By
our Lady of Bigarre, if you still continue to dcspxse
my love, and still refuse to become my wife, you
shall no longer be Chittelaine of your possessions,
for I will give them up to the fire and the sword,
and you shall become my concubine in a dungeon.”

Mathe replied with tears—* My lord give me
vet fificen days; if, in that time, Ishall receive no
news of him after seven years s absence, I shall
cn?\x‘(,ler him dead, and will become your lawful
wilc.

Gradually the picture faded from the wall, and
there remained but the damp streaming down.

** To-day is the fiftcenth day,” said the Devil;
tthe Baron des Angles is resolved, from mockery
and ostentation, to marry your wife, in your castle,
in your chapel.”

¢ Make thy bargain!™ exclaimed Bos.

“So be it,” said the demon; “for you, long
life and h'\ppmess for me, your soul!”

My soul is not mine, it belongs to God.”

““Well, then, your heart?”

“\[) heart is my king’s; let us, however agree
that \‘uctory shall remain with him who can outwit
the other.”

8o be it,” again said the demon, feeling sufii-
ciently secure of his prey.

“Thou must convey me this very evening to
my Castle of Bénac.

“In 2 moment, if you desire it; but I prefer
passing a few Touts on the way for the pleasurc of
tthonmc\.

“Tinvite thee to supper.”

“Yon may spare yourself that demonstration of
hospitality.”

“Thou art invited to supper after vespers; it
is a’sondition of the treaty ; thou must sup after
me.

¢ Before or after,” answered the demon; Iam
not proud after the manner of men.”

“Thou shalt have what I Ic:nc; if thou findest
anything thou canst bite, I give mysclf o theo.”

“ l\xuwht my teeth are "ood »

u© Dcmo.t I will incur the risk.”

The wic] ru.d spirit laughed fearfully like the
hissingof a <crpent, orthe crulhnrv of rusty bolts.

u L'm"h said the knigt, vvmvd\ “and by

large bed of green sammete, whos bangings re-ithe ho]_', mass, I shail not be the ono to weep.



