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assassins-the war with the English-tlie tales
of the Holy Land-and the sittings of the coun-
cil were laid aside as things of the past.

Paris neyer gossips but of one subject at a
tbmc, and the absorbing subject now was queen
Ingeburge. That naine was now in ail moutbs
-to the facts of the late riot were added a
thousand enîbeiiishments, and every one was
enquiring who was the leader and promoter of
thie quarrel.

The students of the un iversities protested that
they had nothing to do with it-the grand
master of the freemasons swore upon the gospels
tliat bis fraternity had taken no part In the
sacrilegious procceedings.

Some mischievous tonues had endeavoured
to show that the disappearance of Madame Inge-
burge was in accordance with the cherished
plans of Phillip Augustus. But how conid that
be, when it was the archers of king Philip who
had laid their heavy bands upon the rioters and
disperscd them ?

it is truc that page Albret and the king's
archers had arrived very late, and that the
queen had disappeared.

Then the question arose, IlWbere was she?
liad they put ber to deatb ? or bad tbey piunged
lier mbt some dark prison ?"

The people of Paris-the truc people this
time-that rough and honest crowd, who are so
aj)t to judgo correctiy, when ail sophistry is laid
aside, took a decided intercst in the fate of that
poor unhappy young maiden, whose arrivai they
lad one day witnessed, so full of bappiness and
s0 beautiful-to be Queen of France; but who,
instead of a palace, had found the cheeriess ceii of
a monastry-tben a prison-and then, perbaps, a
tonib. And the poor qucen bad done notbing
10 deserve such a fate; ber only crime was that
of adoration for the king, who hated ber. They,
therefore, began to grumbie around the Louvre;
and it is certain, that if thc gentie qucen lad
heen capable of hicading a party, she wouid soon
bave found an army to support ber. But Qucen
Angel only kne w how to pray, and how to love;
and besides that, no trace of ber couid be dis-
covered-though she was souglit for by ail tbc
ardent hearts of Paris.

There wdas Eve-adroi t as a fairy-old C bris-
tian, and Eric, wbose wouud did not prevent bis
being constautly on foot; then there was the
bandsorne page Albret, wbose wound, given also
by the hand of Mahmoud, did not prevent 1dm
from commanding the kiug's forces, and also of
disposing of the king's favours.

Ail thesefrienda of the queen were cxhausted
by their useiess effors-neither the qucen nor
Jean Cador, the image-cutter, were any where
te lie found.

One niglit in tbe large corridors of the Louvre,
wbich were lit up by wax-tapers, suspcnded
from the arched ceilings, Albret tliougit lie saw,
in the eliade, the sharp features of the Syriau.
11e sprang forward to seize liim, but lie* must
bave been grasping at a vision, for bis baud had
oniy ciutched at cmptincss. Aibrets beart and
soul were fevcrish, and fever produces pliantoms.
llow lad Mabmoud been able to clear the wide
and deep ditches whicb surrounded the Louvre?
liow have scaled the waiis of the tower and
eluded tbe vigilance of tbe watcb?

Albret was obliged te coufeas that bis head
was ail wrong.. Ail those wlio were seeking the
queen, were asking wbether the mystericus story
spread abroad by the lay brethers of tbe abbey
St. Martin miglit net ho true, and if tlie dark
enemy of the buman race liad nlot reaiîy carried
off the queen on that unfortunate niglit.

Four days liad now passed laver since thec
assault was given to tb e House of God, and
Pbuliip Augustus was engaged in a iow and
tender conversation witb Agnes de Meranie, in
bis bedelianber.

IlAlas!1 ny weii-beioved lord," said Agnes,
passing ber fingers tbrougb the bair of Pbiiip
Augastus caressingly, Ilmay I nlot know why
1 never feel quiet and safe? -Wby my love for
you increases a tbousand-foid eacb day? And
wby blinI love, iately so fu of dedigbts, is now
cliauged into martyrdom ?"

She lookcd at tbe king, and lier beautiful eyes
were fu of a sorrowfui inquietude?'

IlThe beart jndges ariglit,"l she murmured,
"and tells me that if I suifer, it is because my

lord loves me no longer."
Those who knew with wbat passion tbe king

had lovcd Agnes de M-eranie, and those wlîo
knew tbc magie powers whicli the accents» of
that cnchantress bad bitherto exercised over lier
royal lover, wonid have concludcd from the fore-
going scene that Phillip Augustus was sti11
under tue cbarm of Agnes de Meranie, for lie stili
iooked uipon ber witb ravisbed eyes.

And who is ignorant of the rare beauty cx-
bibited by those daughters of the gipsey race
in their hours of dalliance. Their bizarre pîîy-
siognomy-so striking n~t first siglt-is uow all
iliuminatcd, and a radiance spreads over that
iow brow-bctween the audacious cycs and the
luxuriant tresses-and the ardent and almost
masculine expression of strengtlî, is subdued by
the all-conqîîeriug passion. Agnes de Meranie
was as beautiful that nighit as couid bc desired-
beautiful with blie soft melanebioiy of regret.

1 repeat il, these women have enclîantmcnts;
and if iii open day the radiaut and calîn beaîîty
of more boly women puts their blnndislîmcnts to
fliglit, tbey risc again at niglit, witlî tie light ofconscious triuimph sparkiing in their eye.

"Foolish woman," murmured Pilip drawing
the baud of Agnes b luis lips, Il keowest thou
flot thine empire over me ?"I

Agnes, on feelinîg the lips of the king touching
bier baud, experienced something of tlhe sensation
of one suffering from some dangerous malady,
and wbose pulse is beiug felt by a plîysician;
but slie slîivercd, for tlhe king's lips wcre cold.
lier cyes glaced towards a mirror hanging op-
posite to ber, and though iti satisfîcd lber about
bier admirable beauty, it conld net cempietely re-
assure bier.. "cAh 1 cf what account is beauty>
ivben one is ne longer loved V"

IlI believe yoî-I believe you," my lord, she
said, "lfor if 1 beiieved it not, I sbould die.",

The king kisscd ber band agrain. The magni-
ficent Agnes was acting tbis comedy supcrbly;
but sue had somne experience and some know-
iedgc of the king's skilt in that line. She knew
blînt Philiip Augustus çould give bier some points,
and stili win the garne. Wbat rendercd lber
more foolish cand bold, was lier belief tbat tbc
king was ignorant of lier secret ways ; but, ever
and anon, bier beart wouid siuk within ber, wben
she calied 10 mind that tbreateningr voice that
she lad beard at tbc brigacd's tavern, repeating
those ominous words-

Il The king knows ail!"
It was somethiîîg in Agnes' favor that a per-

fect calim reigned arouind the piace-leaving îbhe
km g' s bcd-chamber quite undisturbed-and
Agnes wished to profit by il, for suc lhad stili
another battie f0 figlit there, and sometbing bold
bier that upon the resuit of thnt battie depended
lier wiîoie destiny.

"lI tbank yoîî, my lord," murmured sh,-
"you are very kicd ; and yoni re-assure me, be-

Cause I observe that yoîî bave some pi ty for your
poor wifc. But you must know thnt anxious
love secs everywîîere symptoms of abaudonmncnt,
and I have beeil neglected se long. Shall we
net be happy to-niglit as formerly, wbcn, witb a
smile on your face, yen would faIt asieep to the
souind cf my voice and my lute ?"

JUst as Phillip was about to reply, the dlock
cf the Louvre struck eleven.

IlMy adored lady," said bie, rising abruptiy,
"I have been flgliting nil day for love of you-

not with my sword, but with rny tongue-not
agai nst men-at-arms, covcred w'ith steel bu

dcis hurchmen, cr n ne their sur-
plices a wbole arsenal of texts and arguments,
wlîich bave quite cverwbelmed me. In former
times, when 1 was engaged in figbting wibb tbe
English, 1 bcd more leisure, but now that I am
engtged in debating witb the ceuncil, I am
obligcd te excuse mysclf, and canot listen
cither 10 your lute or your songs 1"1

Here was a congé. Agnes rose immediabcly,
and did ber best te cocceai bier chagrin.

I must tlîank you again, my lord," said she,
trying 10 assume a toue of gaiety; "lif you gain
thc victory, and tbc council allows me te bc
witli yen, I shall enly be tohappy. But when
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wiil fIat tedious council ever deliver ils judg-
ment ?"

Phillip Augustus gave lier bis baud, and led
bier towards the door.

Il To-morrow, at tlii same lonir," replied the
king, Il hie co'îccii of bishops iih ld thleir
iast sitiu-no longer in a bail cfthie palace,
but in flic choir cf Notre Dame, tIec key-stonc uof
whicli wvas placed ye;terday. Wben flhc bour
of niidnigbit strikes, thec mass d'action de graccs
wîll becîrocounccd, anîd bbc prelates ivili tien,
proclaini flic namieofute lic uen."1

Tlins saying, Pbiilip Augusttis. for trie thirdl
lime. kissed thîe band of Agnes. Tbiese last
wvords wcre prououueecd iis'tnlb an acceut uof
affectionate gallanîry, that anv- one beariug
tlîem miglît bave put thc anme uf Agiies in the
place cf tbc qucen, without feariug ho bave il
struck cut again.

Madame Agiies, wbob liaIt' lfolcncd bthe
door by wlîicb sIc ivas about bo leave, umdcr-
stood bbe king's words in that sense, and pressed
Pbillip's bauds with gratitude.*

Oubside bbc door stood Amaury, armced ah ail
points, and fnlfilling thie duties of bis charge.
lie bowved iow and respectfully te Agnes, wlîo
returned bis sainte.

'Good eveciug, Amaury," said bbe king,
kindiy.

"May God preserve yon, my dreadcd sife,"
replied Moctreul, "land give you peaceful slum-
bers!

Thîe kiug said, Iltlîank you," and re-entered
bis bed-cbamber.

Montrent laid doivu, ail arîued as bec vas,
across thbclcosed door.

'l' be continued.

A FEMALE FIEND.

E LlZABETH -._'ý' was wout te dress wel,
inodrt laebrhsad and sIc?

sion, a lady's-maid saw sometbing wrong in lier
bcal-dIress, and, ns a recompense for obscrving
it, received sncbi a severe box on the cars bliat
bbc blook gnsbed from ber nose, and spirted on
ber mîstress's face. Wlien tbb bied drops werc
wasbcd from cff ber face, ber skin appeared
mucli more beautiful-whîter and more tran-
sparent on bbc spots wbere the blecd lad been.
Elizabeth formed tbc rçsetution te bathe ber
face and bier wbole body in buman blood 50 as
te cuhance lier baauty. Two old women and a
certain Fitzko &Çsisted lier -in ber tindertaking.
This menster used te killthebliuckiess victim,
acd bbc old women cauglit bbc bleod,1 in wbicb
Elizabeth wvas wonî le batbe at tbc heur of four
in bbc mercing. After tbc bath ebe appeared
more beautiful than before. Shecocnîinued this
habit after tbc deall cf lier liusbaud (1604,) in
the bepes cf gaining new suibors. Thc unbappy
girls wlîo were allured te the casîle, under tbc
plea that tbey werc te lbe baken mbt service
there, wvere lockcd up in a ceilar. Here tbcy
were beaten tilt their bodies werc swolien. Eli-
zabeth net unfrequeuîly tcrtured the victims
beriielt'; eften she dlianged tbeir clothes- wliich
dripped witb btoed, and then renewed lier cruel-
lies. Tbe swcllea bodies were tIen cut up witb
razors. Occasienally shc lad tbe girls burned,
and then cnt up, but, the great majerity were
beatcu te deatli. At test lier cruelty became se
greal, Ibat she would stick needles into buiose
wbo set witb lier in a carniage, espccialuy if
they were cf ber owe sex. One c f «ber servant-
girls she stripped neked, smeared lier witb
bocey, and 50 drove ber eut cf bbc bouse. Wben
sbc was ill, and could net induige ber crnciîy,
she bit a persen hi o came near bier sick bcd, as
thougli shc werc a wiid beast. She caused, in
a1l, bbc deatb cf 650 girls; some in Tsclieita,
on bbc neuîral ground, wbere she lad a cellar
censtructed for the purpose; others in différent
lecelities; for murder and bloodsbed became
with ber a necessity. Wlien at lest bbc parents
cf bbc lest cbldren couid no longer lic cajcled,
tbc casîle wes seized, and tlie traces cf bbc
murders wcre discovcred. 11cr accompuices
were execuîed, and sbe was impnisened for life.
Book of Were-Wolve8, by S. Barring Gould.
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