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LONGING.-

W.ÂITIr<G, longing, lOve, for yen,
Listeing te, the cnshat's cee,

coolng, oh, se plaintively!
Watching as the sun sinks down,
And the moon sails o'er tho town,

Longing, yearning, love, for thec
In my hoart of hearts.

Listeming te. the autumu rain,
Rattling on the wsndow pane,

Soanding, oh, go dlsmally!
Watching, ao the snow-flske fbail
And the earth assUmesIts pail,

Waiting, longiiig for the time
When we meet again.

Oh! these pleasant summer days!
When 1 basked Iu love's own rays,

HUow the time pasbed cheorily!
yeg, the put is very pîsasant,
And the future; but the pre&ent

ipassetb, oh, se wearily!
Longing, love, for thee.

Speed then, @peed, thon lingering
Faster then blated peasant

Past some haunted bouse;
Fer I1sme a brlght day dawulng,
At the sight my droams are wsrma

When, My love, l'Il fold tbee tu
Mine for evermoe.

Quebeo.
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CHAPTER VI.

Mjessire Amaury Montruel, lord of
friend ef the king, wasted net that di
et which ho had se weli commeuced.

Wo witnessed, in the meruing) ti
whicb Samnson, the clerir, enset bis
ecuted a part eofbis orders; but Mess
had many strings te bis bow, and d
fine himseof te sncb email matters.

At about the same heur as the pag.
Leuvre with bis pretty compani(
Amaury waa ln bis retreat at the ]une
là-Boucherie, iu conference with two
important persenagos than the clerk;
the acbolar, Tristan.

Tho first et these personages weu
fifty, with a swollcu and llotched c
and rusty grey hair, ho was called Her
lord et Canterbury. He bad blicou
the privato and confidential çounse]
Plantagenet. For more than a year
absent trom tbe English court, t
Europe, and even lu Asia.

Those who knew John Sans Te,
wortby servant, the lord et Cauterbu
tho latter had net licou travelling
pleasure. He was met in the dive
Europe, at Copeuhagon, Germany, Bl
Fiauders ; ho had crossed the Bosphoi
with tbe Greek emperer ut C onsta
short, ho bad made a bold pnsb into
that country, se littie kuewu ln tho
which was grovelling lu the Mussen
Ho bad coufrouted, thoy said, tIr
barbarons Kourdlatan, and cleared
the tearful country of assassins 1

The ether personage with Messire
that man wlth tse remarkable an
face that We enceuntered in the op(
bistory, uipoti tho high road betwee:
and the Perte-aux-Peintres. Au e
keen and proved look-hair darkj
short over a brow slightly depressa
and lender figure-but under
appoarance was hidden an uncomu
strengtb. Ho was bandsomfe, thon,
Enropean point et view-wbich ex
nom etf conteur sud au amplitudq

imperiouoly as gracefuines-his wsu ie bizarre
and wild beauty which seems to beieng te the1
Great Desert.

He was, in comparison te European warriers,
wbat the high-bred Arab steed, with bis muscles
of steel> is to our robust and heavy chargers from
Normandy or Luxembourg. Everytlxing about
him denoted a muan ef decision-his beard was

epointed, and bis n ails were liko the talons of a
tiger. [lis visage bore the impress of great gra-
vity and cooluess, and al bis rnovements betray-
ed that quiet indolence of the bandsome panther,
by which we are so deceived, until we hive been
frigbtened by the predigious vigor of its leaps.
Bis age appeared te lie about thirty. The reader
already knews that this mani bore two names:
Mahmoud el Reis and Jean Cador. IMahmoud et
[luis wa3 the Mussulman who came from Syria
with anmysterious and terrible mission, and wvas
the man that Herbert Melfast, lord of Canterbury,
badl been te seek at the perid of bis lite, among
the deep gorges of the Anti-Libian. Ho was
one of tke initiated and iercer brotberhood, called
the Fedavi, or Sons ef the Crystai Poignard,
who executed the orders of the Prince of the

present, Mountain.
Jean Cador was the enthusiastie artisan, wbo

had profited by the crusades to learu, at their
very source tue secrets of the Saracen chisel.

ing, Mah moud carried a poisoned dagger next bis
me, skia; bis thoughits were red with blood, and hie

belonged te IHerbert Melfast, who bad purcbased
WX-VÂNT. hilm frern tho Oid Man of the Mointain, on

account of John Sans Terre, bis master.
Jean Cador carried the sharp gouge of the

image-cutter-his tboughts bovered over artistic
spaco: be dreamed ouly of delicate lines-hand-

KING. sorne arches-asid beautiful granite saints. The
pious pr'ilate, Maurice de Sully, after baving seen

rfrens the one of luis sketches, badl shaken bis two bands
with enthusiasrn, ealling him bis dearest son.

"Now," said the lord of Canterbury, at the
moment we introduced our readers te the scene
enacting in the retreat of the king's friend,
IlNow, Messire Amaury, my cousin, the time for

,f Anet, and besitation bas passd-I warn yen of it; before
ay-the ove we leave this place, wo must know whether yen

are with us or against us."
secne in Amaury's eye ýwaa tixed and bis brow was
agents, ex- bathed in perspiration-for hie was a rogue with-

ire .Amaury eut any strength for iscif-but traltor enough
id not con- for a dozen; and Phiilip Augustus would secin

to bave heen inexcusable for having chosen sncb
:e gained the a man for a favourite. We can understand
'OU) Messire kings deceiving themscîves, and opening their
St. Jacques- secret counsels te great criminals, and we cannot
>rnuch more undcrstand a king soiling bis band by bringing
*Samson, or it iu contact with snch impotent perversity.

Amaury Mqntruei. made ne roply. Herbert
ts a man of Melfast looked at the Syrian, whe maintained
ountenance, bis impassibility.
bert MeUhsst) IlWeil,"1 exclaimied be, as the biood rnonted
a long time te bis face, ciI amn placed betweon one wbo bas
Lir et John been littie better than a mute frorn bis birtb-
h le had been pointing to Mabmond el Reis-and my cousin
travelling in Amaury, who trembles like a timid old woman,

without cver bcing able to decide upon any-
rre and bis tbing."1
ury, said that "lIf it waa a thrnst et the lance or a blow of
;merely for the sword" said Montruel.

ers courts of "lAh!1 Mort de Diable 1" interrupted the
ohemia, and Englishman "lif I was in tby place I would soon
rus, te cenfer choosc between the lance and the sword. Thou
intineple ; ln hatest that man as much as we do-more than
3 tho heart et we de-for thou art madly la love; and thal
se days, and man holds te thy beard the woman that thou
irmnas errer. worsbippest."
e dangers of Amaury wiped bis angnishod brow.
the limita of IlThat mati," continued Herbert Moifaat,

"lthon followest night and day-thon sittest at
cAmaurytwas bis table and thy conoh la spread beforo bis door
d intelligent when holie ops; and yet, instead ef kiling hlm,
ýening of our thou watchest over him. Wben tbou art
n St. Lazare cspcring on thy steed bcbind hlm could'st thon
agle noe-a net use thy lance? Wben ho sleeps ater tii

as cbeny, cnt repast et the inorning cenld'st thounent use tIr
cd; of a tali swerd?"
wbose frail 91We, Frencb chevaliers," said Amaury, Ilbave
7on degreceef other uses for our weapons, milord," in a tone
ýgh net from a which shewed that for a moment hoebail re-
zacts a round- covcred aU bhis Pride.
l et forrn as Meltaat gave hlm a bitter amileofet dlasn.

'Say plàinly that thon art agaiùist us!»I said
ho, in a dry and bard toue.

idI couid heartily 'wish that I was, My lord,
at the price et baîf my blood; for Pbillip of
France la my lord, and I have sworn fldefity te
hlm. But alas I bave neither stresgth uer
reason; I love Agnes te rny utter muin. 1 arn
net against you. 1 arn with yen." These iast
words were nttered as with a feeling et pain
and regret.

In spite of this assurance the countenance ef
Melfast stili expressed a donlit; as te Mahmoud
ei Rois, be rernained standing la the middle et
the chamber as immoyable s a bronze statue.

"lIf thon art with us,» said Herbert Meiat,
with a tonset dist.rust " mare thy conditions,
my cousin ; I have power te accept tbem, what-
ovor they may be.

Amaury seemed te coilect bis tboughts.
ciIn the firat place, 1 wish for Agites de Mora-

nie," said lie.
"éThe love ef Agnes," replied Herbert; tgshe

abus e au give thee ;but as te ber body, thon
shall bave i t tongb a whole arrny et chevaliers
disputed it witb thee P"

IlAnd as it is uecessary that Agnes should lie
happy, that is te say, pewerful and rich as a
Qneen, I must have the. a ppesage et a prince."

"lChoose among the disohIes ot France and
Eugland, my cousin."

ciI desire the duchy et Burjgun4y, In France,
and tho duchy et Suffolk, in Englaild."

"iThon shait have them."l
"By lettors ef the king."

By letters et the king, seaied witb Uic
great seal 1"

"9But" resuniod the friend, et the king,
ciA gnes bas been suflnbllag a îong-time."

Herbert Mqelfast pricked sip bis cars. Amnaury
seerned te lie selocting bis words.

"gThe hatred et a womnan," aaeid he, iowering
bis veice, "gis net like thé hatfed et men, se
long asîngeburge lives>sOfftsething VIII licwant-
iug te thc happinessotÂgne""!

The;Englls canssune ou ol sile.
ilWe Must de ucmetbing fer' that beautiful

and excellent lady," sald bd,; aàd theft turning
te Mabmeud, be addressed himsclt te the Sy-
rian 41would'st thon have any répugnance te
poignarding qucen Ingeburge V"

The Syrian toldod bis arms upon bis lircast.
"iNoue"I replied ho, lu a grave and soft veice,

Lin spiteofe itastgrange guttural accent,"' she lsaa
1quecu-sho lsa aChristian,-and abs la con-
,demned."
L Herbert Melfast turned towards Montruel.

"lSes rny love for thec,"1 exclaled ho ; 4"and
this shonld. maire thes great sh agne, my cousin

tÂmaury; the. bargain la thon conctuded. Wc
LwRI give thee a queeu and two duchies, and

thon shaît give ut a klni. It 'le net a liad
1bargain for tbee; aud I will coede that thon
shadât tby goed reasoàs for~ holding eut; but let
-us te tacts-how wiit thon deliver te us the
iking V"

"iThe king la now always surronndOd by bis
ncw guardst, replied Mentroul; &&wO muSt watch
pur opportunity and givre-give---My cousin,

,fthe n6 oble Sans Terre, is subject te changes
_.I mut first ho secured in my duchies and in

e the balance."
Herliert Melfaat did net show himscif la tho

lest ofthnded liy the distrust testifled against
ibis master.

"tdiThe duchies are my conceru," said ho, Idwith
i a great laugh; "1but as te the balance, eny cousin

speaka ef, tbat la tho affair et tbY POIgnard,
triond Mabmoud."
tThe Syrian, raised bis bandacife flgure,

Lt rehled bis ejes trom oue lord te Uic ether, and
)r then made a sign that ho wus about te, speak.
2,Hc tbrew a strange and solemn dignity inte al

rt bis actions.
Q cgThere la ouiy oesGed," eaid ho, slewly,
ie tgaud Mahomet la bis Prophet; seven times
ly glory te God, aud threc tirnes glery te bis

Prophet. The sons Of Sebbah were sent direct
re trem AUIab. Prom thé day et bis translation te
le thc regielia of fticity, bis succos8ors becamo
e-heaveu'5 représentatives on earth. I arn

Mabmoud el Rois, son et Omar. My master
Mjohammed. sald t e , toilow that man-point-


