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lutes and smiies opon tbema se graciously ; as to
leading my men further tban that luto tho quar-
roi, iLs not to be thougbt of. Men wbeeana get their
living by bonest labour nover mix themselvos up
la sncb matters."

"Ah la for the best," resumod Samson ;c" maitre
Honoré will find the flesh for the scholars, and
Tristan the costume. That's the gaino; for my
part I will givo the sauce-a tbousand Bohemians
and rogues, whe ivilI ecd yell loud cnough for
fear, and wbo will do somthing botter than that
if yout givo them phenty te drink."

Montruel crossed the purlieus at faîl gallop.
Ncarly ail the sbops were desertod, and there

wcre but fcw workmen about the facado of the
principal entrance to the cathodral of Notre
D)ame. Ho tiod up his horse and slowly mount-
cd a kind of ladder wbicb led to tho workshop
of Joan Cador, the image-cutter.

Several days bad passed since that night of
ndventures-wbon madame Agnes had dared thej
outrages that badl heen boaped upon bier at the 1

tavera of the brigands. During these days
Amaury bad doubtless suffered cruelly; for ton
Yoars of furrows and wrinkles secmed addcdto
bis forcbcad. Ho was pale, and the foyer wvas
stili buraing la bis bollow eyes.

When hoe entered the door of the work-sbed,
the two black slaves wero, sitting cross-leçggcd on
eitber side of a atone statue, still unpolishied, and
whicb was ovidcntly about to receive the last
strokes of the chisel.

cThe eyes of Amaury sought the master.
"Whcre la Joan CadorT?"lho demanded.

The negroes remnined mute and imxnovable.
IlTbey do not know hlm by that anme,"l mur-

mnurcd Amaury; IlWhore le Mahmoud-cl-PRcis V'
The negroes rolled the whites of their cyos, but

stili gave no answer.
Amaury stepped into the middle of the shed)

and for the first timo remarkod the finishod image
of tho Virgin.

IlWhat Il' muttered hoe, la eight days 11"
The idea that thore was somne witchcraft about

the work, presented itscîf immodiately to bis
mmid; but another though t immcdiately seized
hlm and hoe xecoiled with astonlsbment.

Il IL is bier," ho said to bimself; "I t is the
quoen!1 le this by chance, or bas ho really scan
ber V"

Ho moved round the statue, to examine it
more closcly-tbe eyes of the negroos'stili re-
Inaining immevahie.

IYes 1 yes 11" hoerepeated, Il isindeed the
quoca; I cannot hc deceived. Has any womanheen bore ?" exclaimed ho, taraigt, h
slav7es~ n t h w

lusa nger b laid bis hand on bis sword,
and the negrees prostrated themselvee hefore
hlm, uttering inarticulate eounds, and opening
thoir mouths that Amaury might sec that they
bad ne tongues.

"iHow shahl I now ho able to leara, if she bas
been bere, and who le te, tell me wbether I oaa
count upon this infidel V"

A slight noise wag beard opposite the door of
outrance. Amaury tarned and saw that a car-
tain that divided the shed bad heen drawn, and
that Mabmond-ol-Reis was standing wiLb bis
armes crossed upon bis breast, before hlm. The
Syrian bad laid aside bis rich oriental clotblng,
and donned the dress of a French workman.

ciHe whom thon callest an infidel," snid Mfab-
mnond, "lbas nover betrayed bis oath-I hope it
May ho thus with thec, Amaury Montruel."'
.Alnaury sprang towarda hlm, and seizing hlm

by the arm, demanded engorly, la this a por-
trait?" pointing to the statue.

Mnhmoad nodded by way of affirmation.
"lThe portrait of wboin 7" demandod Montruel.
Mabmoud extende.d hie arm, and pointed to a

sketch upon the boards of the shed, whicb was
balf effaced.

"lAh 1" said Amaury; "ISeeýbut it le very
Btrange."ý

The Syrian studied bie features with great at-
tention, and said-"'l Thon thon knowest somo
Womlan whe resembles that sketch 7"

And as Amaury made ne reply, Mahxnoud ad-
ded, with a certain bitteruess la bis vQicç....."i t

is not the woman that came bore with thee the
other day, and that thon callest also a qucon."1

"Nol" replied Montruel, "it is not bier.
"Then,"1 said Mabmoud," do ail you Christians

bave two wives ?"
Amaury cnrled bis lip, and exelaimod, Il I do

do flot love that one-I hate lier 111
Mahmoud carcssed the image, with atne

and mclancholy look. ~ atne
49Dilah 1" bc murmured.
Thon addcd in a voico su low that Amaury

could flot hear bim-.
"lEach soul bas is sistor. Tho womaa who

rescmbles Dilab is without doubt the sister of lier
soul, and whomsoover sho may bc I will love
her."

CHAPTER VIII.

Mahmoud bad dismissed bis two slaves with
a siga, and was nOW alone with Montruel.

tgLa our fraternity,"1 said ho, in a slow and
solema voice, Il the mai who hesitates to give
bis life, to aecomplisb the commands of the
master, commits a sin but be among us wbo
risks bis lifo usclessly, even though ia accom-
plishing bis master's order, commits a greater
sin, s0 great that the sovcuth penitence is required
to ivasix it out 1'

IlIast thou thon not understood me VI inter-
rupted Montruci; Why, it is to-day! to-day
oven !"

1 did undcrstand tbee," replied the Syrian;
now try to understaud me. In the country

that I corne from they indulge ln few vain words.
King Phillip Augustus wears steel armour, and
is surrouuded by well armed andfaithful guards.
1 do not care to attack king Phillip in bis steel
armour and surrotinded by bis faitbful guards."l

Amaury had laid asido bis helmet, and was
seated, holding his head betweea his two hands.

IlKing Phiilip Augustus," ho repeatcd, ns
though trying to fi bis thoughts; "lThe king
knows al-the king knows toomucb ; we must
no longer trile with bim, and botray him by
balves 1"

Mabmoud was standing bofore window of bis
work-shed, running bis oye ovor tho small arm
of the Seine, over which bung, like a bizarre
fringe, the lace-like roofs, the small towers, and
the buttresses of tho water arches, but from time
to time ho turaed round and rua bhis cye over the
contours of bis new statue.

Mahmoud scarcely listened to what Amaury
Montruel had heen saying. Ile was thinking
that bis task was over; ho was thinking that tbat
was the morning of the ighth day, and that
the road which was to restoro him to happiness
was mucb shortenod.

The man who bad been speaking to him ho
regarded only as the, instrument that was to
facilitate tbe orders of the master.

Thon suddenly ho exclaimed, 14Salim had
steel armour and faithful guards. Salimi was as
mach above tby king as the great sua is above
the littlo stars. Salim, the friead of God-the
commander of the faithful. Five liuadrcd black
eunucbs, armed with sharp scymetars, ivere
always about him-always preceding hlm la
bis progresses, and nover sparing the unfortu-
nates who were found ln the way of their lord.
To look at hlm only was death-his namne alone
could make Bagdad and the provinces tremble.
Mabommed, the holy and the strong, represcntcd
boaven upon eartb, master of Alamont and of
seven buadred priories, told me IL was necessary
that I should go to Bagdad and kili Salirn, the
commander of the faithful. Twelve fcdavi liad
already left to accompliali that enterprise-none
returned; but left their bones bleaching oa the
high reads around Bagdad. I knew that,
thougli I was but sixten years of age. I departed
oa my errand, witb some gold la my girdie; and
for the first time the crystal poignard hidden
under my clotbing. la the streets of Bagdad
marble monuments bad been crected, to mark
the places wbero those bad fallen who bnd tried
to cempass tbe death of Salim, tho commander
of the faitbful. They showved me twelve of
them. I visited the palace and marked ont
with the point of My poignard, whero the thir-
teenth place wonld be, saying to myseît f; lore 1
or the kaliph $hall fa4l 1"'>

Montruol rose; "0 f wbat importance is al
that 7" exclaimed ho ; thon hast promised me te
kili the quea 1"

IlAnd thon promisod Le 'fre -- me-froath
king 1" 0m h

"1hIave 1 refasod thee 7' bogan Montruel.
Mahmoud coolly leanod against the window.

Ihf thon hast not refnsed," said ho, I"then lis-.
ton te me? la order te know bow 1 shonld wi;3h
te have the king deivered to me."

To bc continued.

NO MAN'S LA.ND.

T IIE New Forest le almost the only large dis-
Striet left la England wbich has net heen

invaded by the nineteenth century. Yon may
drive or ride for miles ovor thousands of acres,
and find the country la exactly the same stato
that iL was left by the Norman kings; the roade
are probahly a good deal better, and the penchers
use guns instead of hows and arrows ; but except
la these particulars,the same wide commons stretcb
hloak and haro, with bore and there a withored
stump hy a sullen, black, boggy pool, succeeded
hy heautiful knolls whoe tho tall deer, whom
the 1 Conqueror loved as if ho were their fathor,'
onjoy tbemselves as thon, with picturesque oaks
and boantiful green bollies dotted about as ilaa
park, from amonget which William Rafus might
ride eut without any sense of incongruity; while
old Perkins, wbo carried the King's body in a
carL te Winchester, lived in just sncb a mud
hovel, dressed la much sncb a dark 1'surplico'1
(smock frock) and leathora leggings as bis des-
cendant who now inhabiLe the same spot, baving
neither risea nor fallen la the scale during al-
most 800 yoars.

The population la a very lawless one, living,
ike their ancostors, on woodstealing and poach-

ing; and of ail the lawless parts, a district called
Ne Man'e Land stands pre-eminent. The old
Spartans, I beieve, considered* tbeft was net a
fauît unlese it wore fonnd ont: No Man's Land
thought the same.

Every mud cottage stood separate. Iu tho
wbolo bamlot there wore net threo dwolinge te-
gother. The meet substantial and prcttiest of
them all belongeul Le the parish clerk; IL pos-
sessed a second story, and was partly hut of
brick; for Silas Russell was a censiderabie man
la those parts. Ho ived nearly twe miles from
the lithe village churoh, but as ho was the only
man la the hamlet at the ime of bis appoiatmont
wbo could rend, there had heen ne choice in the
mater. Ho was as prond of bis rare accomplish-
mont as Beauclerc bixaseîf; and as knowledgo
was power even la No Man's Land, ho was great-
ly considored for IL. Hia bouse stood on the odge
cf a.liLLle bih esheltered froxa the aorth, with an
orchard of mornies (the ite black cherry) ab)out
it, and a passion-flower trained over thre front,
for the cimate le almost as mild as Devonshire;
wbihe the little gardon made n gorgeons show in
June, with great red peonios, blue harkspnrs, and
golden marigolds.

It was Sainday mid-day, and ho and bis grand-
daughter wore jnst returning from the ' berrna'
cf bis old wife. Hle did net speak, and Rachel,
always rather afraid of hixa, dared nuL bogia. At
last thoy reachod the door; the. empty lieuse-
place seemed Lu stnike cold on the old man-thio
vacant chimney cerner ivhere Lhey two had sat
opposite ecd othor for se many years, and lho
spoke ont but IL was nuL a sentimntal grief.
' Eh, but sho vere fallen away te nothing; shle
war a perfec' notamy. ciSmahl heft ýhall h ho te
carry te tho lictun," says shie; and she var that
sure. But iL wero a fino borin, chiue, and a sighit
cf voko, and thoy ahi spoko as how she wcre a
terriable good woman.'

And se poor ohd Lizzio's fanerai oration ivas
done.

.Rachel Russell waS a vory protty girl, cf the
type common in those parts, smaîî and il!-
made, with delicato nefined featîîrus and wbiat
would be called clogance il, another celase la al
ber motions anIdlhouka. She was an orphnn.

Old Russell was exceedingly particular about
bis grandchild ; ne one was 9'aîîowed'ý about the
plae, nUx t LWgs s<g lox4ly th4t hie tuk wQIld
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