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THE LION OF FLAMERS.
HI HEN LIU K CONSCIENCE. 

CHARTER XX11I. contiMm’*
A single* banner alone* now remained 

y standing in all the French hunt ; the 
royal.htandard still waved its glittering 
folds, its silver lilies, and all the sparkl­
ing jewels with which the arms of France 
were embroidered. tiny pointed out 
with bis hand io the place where it 
stood, and cried to the golden knight, 
“ Yonder stands our prize !”

They redoubled their efforts to break 
through the French host ; but without 
avail, until Adolf van Nieuwland, find­
ing a favorable spot, pierced along the 
masses of the enemy, and fought his way 
to,éthe great standard. What hostile 
hand, what envious spirit, impelled the 
youthful warrior thus to certain and un­
timely death ? Had they known what 
hot and ^bitter tears were shed for him 
at that moment, how fervently and with 
how.many repetitions his name eame be­
fore God on the wings of a maiden's 
prayers, they eon Id not have thus ruth­
lessly consigned him to destruction ! 
For the royal banner was eireled round 
by a band of noble and valiant knights, 
who had sworn by their troth and by 
their honor that they would die rather 
than suffer it to be taken from their 
keeping. A ml what could Adolf do 
against the flower of French chivalry ? 
Word;; of scornful taunting greeted him. 
countless swords waved above his head ; 
and, notwithstanding tin* marvelous in­
trepidity, he could no longer defend 
himself. Already his blood streamed 
from beneat h his helm, and his eyes were 
clouded by the mists of death. Feeling 
that his last moment was come, he cried, 
“ Matilda ! Matilda ! farewell !” and 
gat tiering up his remaining strength, he 
threw himself, with the energy of 
despair, upon the swords of his foes, 
forced his way through them to the 
standard, and wrenched it from the 
standard-bearer ; Imt it was torn from 
him in an instant by numberless hands, 
his strength forsook him, he fell forward 
on his horse, and the whelming sea of foes 
closed over him.

The golden knight saw in a moment 
the danger of Adolf ; he thought of the 
hopeless anguish of the wretched Matil­
da were her beloved to die by the hand 
of the enemy ; and turning to his men, 
he cried, with a voice which rose like a 
thunder-dap above the crash of battle :

“ Forward, men of Flanders !”
Like the raging sea, which chafes 

against its embankment with fury irre­
sistible like I lint sea when, under sonic 
overmastering wave, the impediment to 
its mad career has been swept away, and 
it rolls its foaming billows over the 
plain, tearing up t he t rees by their resits, 
and dashing whole villages to the 
ground so sprang forward the herd of 
Flemish lions at the cry of the unknown 
knight. a

The French were burning with too 
fierce a courage for the Flemings to 
hope to overthrow them by one impetu­
ous onset; but the clubs and halberds 
fell thick and fast as hail u|h»n them. 
Long and desperate was the struggle ; 
men and horses were mingled together 
in indescribable confusion ; but soon the 
French knights were so hemmed in that 
they could not move, and they were 
driven slowly from their position. The 
axe of the golden knight had cleaved 
his way to the standard, and he was 
closely followed by Guy and Arnold van 
Oudeiiardv, with a few of the bravest, 
Flemings, lie looked anxiously in t lie 
direction of the banner for the green 
plume of Adolf van Nieuwland ; but it 
was not to be seen, and he thought he 
perceived it further on amongst the 
Flemings. The forty chosen knights 
who stood ranged around the standard 
now rushed upon the golden knight; 
but he wielded his axe with such effect 
that not a sword touched him. Mis first 
blow crushed the head of Alin do Bret­
agne, his second broke the ribs of Rich­
ard de Falaise ; and all around the Flem­
ings emulated his valour. The bearer of 
the standard now ret routed, in order to 
preserve it from capture; but Robert 
with one blow thrust aside Hires* or four 
of his foes, and pursued him into the 
midst of a group of Frenchmen at some 
distance from the spot whore t ho conflict 
was raging, and succeeded at length in 
grasping his prize. A whole troop of 
knights now assailed him to retake t he 
banner ; but the golden knight, placing 
it as a spear in its rest, dn<hcd impetu­
ously amongst his pursuers.. Ami thus 
he won his way back to the Flemish 
army, where held aloft flu* captured 
standard, and cried, “ Flanders! the 
Lion ! the victory is ours !”

He was answered by a universal shout 
of joy ; and the courage and strength of 
tin* Flemings seemed to increase every 
moment.

Guy de St. I Nil was yet posted at the 
Rotted he*rg with about ten thousand foot 
soldiers and a goodly troop of cavalry. 
He had already packed up all the valu­
ables in the camp ; and was about to 
«live himself by flight, when Fierro Le­
brun, one of those who had boon lighting 
near the .vox a I standard, dashed up to 
him, and cried :

“ What, St. Fol ! van you act thus ? 
Gail you fly like a dastard, and leave un­
avenged the death- of Robert <VArtois 
and our bret hreu in arms? Stay, I im­
plore you, for tin* sake of the honor of 
France ! Let ns rather die t han endure 
this shame ; advance ymir troops, and 
victory may yet be ours.”

But Guy do St. Fol would hear noth­
ing of lighting ; fear had taken complete 
possession til him, and he replied :

“ Messire Lebrun. I know my duty. I 
will not allow the baggage* to be* cap­
tured ; it is better I should load bank 
the* survivors to F ranee, than that I 
should hurry them to certain dost ruc-

11 And will you, then, abandon to the 
enemy all who are* still lighting bravely 
sword in hand ? Surely this is a trait­
or's deed ; and if I survive* this day. I 
will impeach you lie*fore the king for dis­
loyalty and cowardice.”

“ Friidenee oompols my retreat, Mes­
sire Lebrun. I shall go, whatever you 
may think tit to say of me* he-veaftev ; for 
you are now too much excited to be 
capable of reflecting on all the circum­
stances of your position. Rage has 
bereft you of your reason.”

“ And you are benumbed and paralysed 
by cemardice,!” retorted Pierre Lebrun. 
“ Do as you will ; to show you that 1 am 
as prudent as yourself, 1 shall mare'll 
with my division to cover and assist the

He* then took a Iroop of two thousand 
foot Mileliers, and hastened! with them 
to the lie-id of battle*. The number of 
the* Fre*nch was now so much reduee*d 
and there* were* so many gaps in their 
line, that the* Flemings were enabled to 
assail them at the same* time* in front 
and i/i re*ar. The gedden knight observed 
at once Lebrun's movement and its in- 
tention ; he saw clearly that St. Pul was 
about to make his escape with the bag­
gage, and he* sprang to the side* of Guy 
to inform him of this plan of the* enemy. 
A lew momenta after, several Flemish 
bands dispersed themselves over the* 
plain. Messire John Beirluut, with the* 
im‘n of Ghent., hurried along the* wall of 
the city and fell on Lebrun's flank ; 
while* the* butchers, with their Dean, Jan 
Breydel, made a detour round the castle 
e>f Nedermosschere, and fell on the rear 
of the* French camp.

St. Ped's soldiers had not reckoned on 
lighting ; they were busied in packing 
together a crowd of precious things 
whe*n the* axe*8 of the* butchers, and death 
in their train, took the*m by surprise. 
St. Pol, being well me>unt<*d, made good 
his e*scape, without bestowing further 
thought on the lute* of his troops. Sexjn 
the.* camp was won, and in a few moments 
not a Fre*nchman remained alive within 
it ; while* the* Fle*mings took jiossessioii 
of all the* gold and silver goblets, and of 
t he* count le*ss t reasures,which t he* French 
Intel brought with them.

On the llelel of battle the conflict had 
not yet cease*d : about a thousand horse­
men still persisted in their defence ; 
they had re*solve*d to se*ll their lives as 
dear as possible*. Among the-m were 
more* than a hundred noble knights, who 
had vowed not to survive this defeat, 
anel so fought on with a calm anel de­
spairing courage. But at length they 
were* driven on towards the* walls of the* 
city into the Bitte*r marsh, anel their 
ste*e*els sank into the* treacherous bank 
of the* Remeluite brook. The knights 
could no longe*r manage* or assist their 
horses ; so the*y sprang upon the* ground, 
range*el t he*mse*lve*s in a circle, anel con­
tinued the fight with desperate energy. 
Many of them were1, howeve*r, stifled in 
the- Better marsh, which soon be*came 
a lake of blooel, wherein we*r<* seen heads 
anel arms, and legs of slain warriors 
mingleel with he*lme*ts and broken 
swords, and which has pre*se*rved a mem­
orial of this elismal trageely in its pre­
sent name*, “The* Blooely Marsh.”

When some Lilyavels, among whom 
whe*re* John van Gistel, and a numbe*r of 
the* me*n at Brabant, saw that escape 
was impossible, they mingled with the* 
Fleunings anel shemted.

“ FlnneleTs ! the Liem ! Hail, hail 
Flanders !”

They thought thus to elude the* notice 
of their countrymen ; buta cloth worker 
rushe*el from the* throng towards John 
van Gistel, and struck him a blow on 
the- lieael which crtishe*el his skull to frag­
ments muttering the while*.

“Did ne»t my father tell you, traitor, 
that you woulel not die in your heel ?”

The othe rs were soon re*cognize*el by 
tin* make* of their weapons, and hewn 
down or picrce*d without pity, as trait­
ors anel ree*remits.

The* young Guy felt a profound pity 
f<u* the* remaining knights who maint alli­
ed so brave* anel obst inate* a defence, and 
called to them to surrender, assuring 
them that their live*s should be spared. 
V<mvinee*d that neither courage* nor in- 
intrepidity could avail them,they yield- 
e*el and were disarmed, anel given into 
the custody of John Borluut. The most 
illustrious of these noble captives was 
Thihautl II., subsequently Duke* of Lor­
rain ; the* remainder we*re all of noble 
race, and fame*el as valiant knights ; 
their number was about sixty.

Anel now their remained on the* field 
not a single enemy to be vanquished ; 
only he-*re* anel the*re in the* distance 
we're* seen a few fugitives hastening to 
secure a safe ivtreat.

GHAPTKR XXIV.
Alt hough a great part of the Fle*mish 

troops was e'ligageel in pursuit of the liv­
ing fiiemy, there still lvinaiiied some* 
e*ompanit*s drawn up in orde*r on the* 
battle-field.

John Borluut gave orders to his men 
to kee*p a strict watch oil the* lledel 
until the following day, aceairding to 
the* custom of war. The division led by 
Beirluut consisted now of throe thou­
sand iiumi of Ghent ; and in addition to 
these, many othe*rs had remained on the* 
ground, eithe-i* wounele-el or e*xhauste*d by 
fatigue*. And now that the victory was 
xvori, atiel I lie* chains of tlu-ir fatherland 
broke*n, tlie* Flemings testified their joy 
by repeate*el crie s of, “Flanders and the 
Lion ! Victory ! Victory !” Their 
shouts we*re* e*e*hoe*el back from tile* walls 
of the city by the men of Y pres and 
Court rai with even greater eue*rgy. 
The-y, too, might we*ll shout victory ; for 
while* the* battle was raging on the* 
Groeninge*n Flavv, the* Castellan van 
Lens had maele* a sortie from the* eitaeled, 
anel woulel have roelue*e*el the* city to 
ashes, had not the me*n of Y pros made so 
vigorous a re*sisiaue<\ that they el reive 
him back intei the* oitaded after a long 
eemflie't. 'I'lie* castellan found that 
scare-edy a tenth part of his sedeliers hael 
e*scape*el the* rage* tif the* eitizeMis.

The* capt ai ns and knights now returnee! 
to the- camp, ami thronged round the 
golden knight,'to express to him their 
fervent, gratitude*; but, ft*arful of lu*- 
t raying himsedf, lie* answered mit a word, 
tiny, who was standing at his side, 
tuvne*el to the* knights and said :

“ Me-ssires, the knight who has so 
w1 me! roils I y dedive*rod us and all the* land 
el Flanders, is a crusader, and wishes to 
remain unknown. The noblest son of 
Flanders bears his name.”

The* knights were silent immediafely ; 
and every one* was endeavoring to guess 
who this could be, who xvas at once 

! sex brave*, sei noble*, and so lofty 
ol stature. Those* of the'in who 

j ivmemberod the meeting at the* wood in 
I the valley \ve*re not long in recognizing 
( him ; but remembering their pleelge*.

t he*y ke*pt profound silence. Othe*rs 
i the-re were who had no doubt that tin* 

unknown was the Count of Flanelers him- 
l self ; but the wislt of the golden knight

to remain unknown imposed on them also 
the obligation of secrecy.

Alter Robert had eemversed awhile 
with Guy in a low voice, he* cast his eye 
<<ve*r the* surrounding gremp ol knights ; 
anel then turning te> Guy, with trouble 
ele*picte*d on his leaturcs, lie* said ; “ I do 
not see* Adolf van Nieuwland ; an agou- 
izing doubt troubles me. Can it be* that 
my young frie-nd has fallen beneath the* 
sword of the- foe* ? That would indeed 
be* to me* an intolerable* and an enduring 
grief ; anel my poor Matilda ! how will 
she* mourn her gexxel brother !”

“ He cannot be dead, Robert ;
1 am sure that I saw his green 
plume waving just now aiming the 
trees of the Neerlauder wood. He 
must be in close pursuit of the fexe ; 
you saw with what irrepressible fury he* 
threw himself upon the French in the 
battle. Fe*ar nothing for him ; God will 
not have allowed him to be slain.”

“ O Guy, are you speaking the truth ? 
My heart is wrung that my hapless 
child cannot taste the* joy of this day 
without an alloy of bitterness. I pray 
you, my brother, le*t the men of Messire 
Borluut se*arch the* field, and see whether 
Adolf is among the slain. I will go to 
console my anxious Matilda ; the pres­
ence of her father will be at least a 
momentary consolât ion.”

He then greeted the knights courteous­
ly, and hastened to the Abbey of Groen- 
ingen. Guy gave* orders to John ÿe.r- 
luut to disperse his men over the field, 
and to bring the wounded and dead 
knights into the* tents. As they began 
their search, they were seen suddenly to 
stand still, as though arrested by some 
sight of horror. Now that the 
heat and rage off the conflict 
had subsided, their eyes ranged 
over the broad plain, where lay 
in hideems confusion the mangled bodies 
of men and horses, standards and broken 
armor. Here* and there a wounded man 
stretched his hands toxvards them with 
a piteous cry, anel a low wailing, more 
dismal than the dreariest solitude, filled 
the* air : it was the* voice of the* wounded, 
crying, “ Water ! water ! For God's 
sake water !”

As the me'ii of Ghent roamed over the 
field, they sought those in whose bosoms 
were ye*t some pulses of life*, and brought 
them with care into the camp. One 
band was employed to fetch water from 
the- Gaver brook ; and it was a piteous 
sight to watch the* eagerness with which 
the wounded seized it, and with what 
gratitude, with what glistening eyes, 
they welcomeel the refreshing draught.

The soldiers hael receiveel orders to 
bring every knight they found killed or 
wounded, into the* camp. They hael al­
ready recovered more than half of the 
slain, and had traverst-el a considerable 
extent of the field off battle. As they 
tlrew near the place where the strife had 
been most deadly, they found the dead 
more numerous. They were busily re­
moving the helmet of Messire van Mac- 
chelan, when they heard close at hand a 
low moan, which seemed to issue from 
the ground. They listened, but all was 
still again ; neit one of the l)oelit*s around 
gave the faintest token of life. Suel- 
de*nly the moan was repeated ; it came 
from a little distance, from between two 
prostrate horses. After many efforts, 
they succeeded in drawing one of the 
horses asiele, and found the knight from 
whom the* sound proceeded. He was 
lying stretched across the bodies, and 
drenched in the blooel of many of the 
foe*. His armor was indented and broken 
by the tread of horses ; his right hand 
still ceinvulsively grasped his sword, 
while* in his left was a green veil. His 
pallid feature's bore the impress of ap­
proaching elvath, and he gazeel on his 
deliverers with restless wandering looks. 
John Borluut recognized in a moment 
the* unfortunate Aelolf van Nie*xvland. 
They loosed in haste the joints of his mail, 
raised his head gently, and moistened 
his lips with water. His failing voice 
murmured some unintelligible words, 
anel his eyes closed as if his soul hael at 
length taken its flight from his tortured 
body. The cool breeze and the refresh­
ing water had overpowered him ; and he 
lost for some moments all consciousness. 
When he at length opened his eyes, like 
one whose life was ebbing fast, he 
pressed Borluut's hand, anel said ko 
slowly, that betxveen each word there 
xvas a long pause—

“ * am dying. You sen* it, Messire 
•John ; my soul cannot linger much 
longe*!* on earth. But bewail me* not ; l 
tliv ce m ten ted, for our fatherland is doliv- 
ered is five* —”

Mis voice here faile*el him. Hisbroath 
gvvw shorten' ; his head dnipped ; he 
slowly brought the green veil to his lips, 
and imprinted on it a last kiss. This 
(lone, lie* lost all e*oiisciousii(*ss, and fell 
apparently lifeless in the arms of John 
Borluut. X <*1 his lie-art continuée! to 
beat, and the warmth of his body be- 
toke*ne*d romuining life; so that the 
oiiptain of Ghe*nt elid not altogether 
ahniielon hope, but e*onve*ye»d t liexvounded 
knightto t he* camp with the* tctidercst

Matilda had taken refuge in a veil of 
tin- Abbey of G men i nge*n during the 
battle, whit her she xvas accompanied bv 
Adolfs sister. Her terror and anxiety 
were extreme*; her relatives, her be- 
lovetl Adolf all were in that fearful 
conflict. On the issue of this contest, 
waged by the* Flemings against so over­
whelming a foe*, hung the* fi*ee*doin of 
her father; this tie*ld of battle would 
eut her win again for him tlu- throne* of 
Flanders, or forever crumble it to dust. 
Were the French victorious, she knew 
that-the death of all she loxvel was in­
evitable*, and that some* horrible doom 
awaite*el herself. As the wav-trumpe*ts 
eeheied oven* the* field, both maidens 
shuddered and grew pale, as if in iat 
sound the stroke* of death had descended 
on them. Their terror was too gn at to 
be expressed in words; they fell on 
their knees, buried their faces in their 
handst and hot tears st reamed down ' 
their cheeks. And thus the*y lay in fer­
vent prayer, nie>t ion less, almost lifeless 
as though sunk in heavy slumber,while . 
Irom time to time a deep groan broke ^ 
from their crushed hearts. As they ' 
caug'ht the distant sounds of the fi-ht 
Maria sight'd ;

“ O Gen! Almighty, Lord Got! of Hosts 
have mercy on us ! Bring us help in 1 
this our hour of need, O Lord !” I

And Matilda’s gentle voice con-* 
tinned : I

“ O loving Jesus, Redeemer of men, 
shie ld him ! Cull him not to Thee, 0 
Jesus most merciful ! Holy Mother of 
God, pray for us ! O Mother of Christ, 
consolation of the afliicted, pray for 
him !”

Then the* roar of battle came nearer, 
and filled their hearts with fresh alarms; 
and their hands shook like the tender 
leaves of the aspen-tree. Deeper sank 
their heads upon their breasts, their 
tears flowed more* abundantly, and their 
prayers were murmured with fainter 
voice ; for terror had paralysed all their 
energies.

The strife lasted long ; the appalling 
cry of the troops, as they fought hand 
to hand, resounded through the lonely 
cell. For long hours those low-whis­
pered prayers went forth ; and still 
they prayed, when the golden knight 
knocked at the abbey gate. The sound 
of heavy footsteps caused them to turn 
their eyes towards the door, and they 
we*re still and motionless with sweet 
anticipation.

“ Aelolf comes again !” sighed Maria. 
“ Oh, our prayer is heard !”

Matilela listened xvith greater eager- 
i ness, and replied in tones of sadness :

“ No, no, it is not Adolf ; his step is 
not so heavy. O Maria, ! it may be a 
herald of evil tidings !”

The door of the cell turned on its 
hinges, a nun opened it ; and the gol­
den knight entered. Matilda's tender 
frame trembled with fear ; she raised 
her eyes doubtfully anel timidly to the 
stranger who stood before her and 
opened his arms to her. It seemed to 
her a delusive dream ; but her agitation 
was fleeting as the lightning which 
flashes and is gone ; she* rushed eagerly 
forward anel was clasped in her father's 
arms.

“ My father !” she exclaimed ; “ my 
beloved father ! elo 1 see you again 
free—your chains broken ? Let me 
press you to my heart. 0 God, how 
good Thou art ! Do not turn away 
your face, dearest father ; let me taste 
all my bliss.”

Roi>e*rtjele Bet hune embraced his loving 
daughter with unutterable joy ; anel 
when their hearts at length beat more 
tranquilly, he laid his helmet anel 
gloves of steel on the low stool on 
which Matilda hael been kne-e-ling. 
Wearied by his exertions, he sank into 
a couch. Matilda threw her arms 
around him, gazing with admiration 
and awe on him whose face hael been 
ever to her so full of consolation anel 
strength—on him whose noble blood 
lloxvvd in her veins, and who loveel her 
so deeply and tenderly ; and she lis­
tened xvith beating heart to the words 
which that beloved voice murmured in

Matilda,” said he, “ my noble child, 
God has long proved ns xvith suffering ; 
but now our sorrows are ended ; Flan­
ders is free—is avenged. The Black 
Lion lias torn the Lilie*s to pieces, anel 
the* aliens are discomfltted and driven 
back. Dismiss every fear ; the xile* mer­
cenaries of Joanna of Navarre are no 
more."

The maielvn listened with agonized at­
tention to the xvords of her father. She* 
looked at him with a peculiar expres­
sion ; she could but faintly smile. Joy 
had come sex suddenly upon her, that 
she seemed deprived of all power of 
speech. After a few moments, she ob­
served that her father hael ceased 
speaking; and she said :

*‘ O my God, our fatherland is free ! 
The French are defeated and slain ; and 
you, my father, 1 possess you once more. 
W e shall go back again to our beautiful 
Wynandael. Sorrow shall no more 
clone! your days ; anel I shall pass my 
life joyfully anel happily in your arms. 
This is beyond hope—beyond all that 1 
have elared to ask of God in my

“ Listen attentively, my child ; anel 
be calm, 1 beseech you ; this day I 
must leave you again. The noble knight 
who releasee! me from my bonds has my 
word of honor that I would return as 
soon as the battle was over."
\ The maiden’s head sank again upon 
her breast, and she sighed, in bitter 
grie*f,—

“ The)* will put you to a cruel death, 
0 my poor father !”

“ Do not be so fearful, Matilda,” con­
tinued Robert ; “ my brother Guy has 
taken sixty Fronch knights of noblest 
blood prisoners ; Philip the Fair will 
be* tolel that their lives are* hostage's for 
mine ; anel he cannot allow the brave 
survivers of his army to be offered up as 
victims to his vengeance. Flanders is 
now more* powerful than France*. So I 
implore* you elry your tears. Rejoice, 
for a ble*sse*d future awaits us ; 1 will 
restore Castle* Wynandael again, that 
we may lix-e in it as in days gone by. 
Then we shall again enjexy the chase*, 
with our falcons on our wrist. Can you 
not imagine how merry our first limiting 
party will be ?”

An inexpressibly sweet smile and a 
ferxent kiss were Matilda's answer. 
But on a sudden a thought of pain 
seemed to cross her minel ; for her coun­
tenance xvas exversprvael with gloom, 
anel she bent her eyes on the* ground, 
like* one who is ove*rcome by shame.

Robert looked at her inquiringly and 
as keel :

“ Matilda, my child, why is your 
countenance so sueldeiilv overcast with 
sadness ?”

“ The maiden only half raised her 
eyes, and answered with a low voice :

“ But —my father-—you say nothing exf 
Aelolf ;—why did he not come with 
you ?”

There was a slight pause before 
Robert replied. He discerned that un­
known to herself, a profound feeling was 
slumbering in Matilda's heart ; there­
fore not without design lit* answered 
he*r thus :

“ Aelolf is detained by his duty, my 
child; fugitives are scattered over the 
plain, and 1 believe lie* is pursuing them. 
1 may say to you, Matilela, that our 
friend Adolf is the most valiant 
and the most noble* knight T know. 
Newer have 1 seen more manliness and 
intrepedity. Twice he saved the life of 
my brother Guy; beneath the banner 
royal of France the enemy fell in num­
bers beneath his sword ; all the knights 
are repeating his praises, and ascribe to 
him a large share in the deliverance of 
Flanelers.”

While Robert was uttering these 
words, lie kept his eye fixeel on his

• daughter, and scrutinized every emotion 
'that flitted across her expressive fea­

tures. He read therein a mingled pride 
and rapture, anel had no lurthvr eloubt 
that his conjecture was well bninded.. 
Maria, the while*, stood with her eyes 
fixed Robert, and elrank in with 
eager joy the praises which he be­
st e»xve*el so lavishly <>n her brotlie*r.

While Matilda was gazing on her 
father in a transport of bliss, there* was 
heard suddenly a confused noise e>f 
voices in the court of the monastery. 
After a few moments all was again still ; 
then the* dexir of the cell opened, and 
Guy entered slowly, and with a disturb­
ed countenance lie came near to his 
brother, and said :

“ A great disaster has befallen us my 
brother, in the lexss of one who is most 
dear to us all ; the men of Ghent found 
him on the field of battle, lying under a 
heap eif slain, and they have brought 
him here into the monastery. His life 
trembles on his lips, and 1 think the 
hour of his death cannot be very dis­
tant. He anxiously begs to set* you 
once more ere he quits this world : 
wherefore 1 pray you my brother, grant 
him this last favor.” Then, turning to 
Maria, he continued : “ He desires to 
set* you also, noble maiden.”

One cry of bitter anguish broke from 
the hearts of both maidens. Matilela 
fell lifeless into her father’s arms ; anel 
Maria flew to the door, anel rushed from 
the chamber in an agony ol' despair. 
Their cries brought two nuns into the 
cell, "'who took charge of the unhappy 
Matilda ; her father stooped and kissed 
her, anel turned to visit the* dying Adolf ; 
when the maiden, perceiving his inten­
tion, tore herself from the arms exf the 
nuns, and dinging to her father, cried :

“ Let me go with you my father ; le*t 
me see him once more ! Woe, woe is 
me ! what a sharp sword pierces my 
heart ! My father, I shall die with him ; 
1 feel already the approach of death. I 
must see him : come, come speedily ; he 
is dying ! 0 Aelolf ! Adolf !”

Robert gazed on his elaughter with 
tender compassion ; he could not doubt 
now the existence of that secret feeling 
which had slowly and quietly taken root 
in his daughter's heart. The* eliseïovery 
gave him no pain, caused him no dis- 
ple*asure ; unable to comfort her with 
xx’ords, he* pressed her to his heart. But 
Matilela disengaged herse*If from these 
teneler bonds, anel drexv Robert towards 
the door, crying.

“ O my father, have pity on me ! Come, 
that 1 may once more hear the* voice of 
my good brothe*r, that his eyes may look 
on me once more before he* elie*s.”

She knelt eloxvn at his feet, anel con­
tinued, amidst burning tears.

" 1 implore* you, elo not reject my peti­
tion ; hear me ; grant it, my lord and my 
father.”

Robert would have preferreel leaving 
his daughter in the care of the nuns ; 
for he* feared, with reason, that the* sight 
of the dying knight woulel completely 
overwhelm her ; yejt he could not deny 
her urgent prayers ; he took her, there­
fore*, by the hand, anel said :

“ Be it so, my daughter* ; go xvith me, 
and visit the unfortunate Adolf. But, I 
pray you, disturb him not by your grief ; 
think that God has this day bestowed 
on us a great mercy, and that He may be 
justly provoked to anger by your des­
pair.”

Ere these xvords were ended they had 
left the cell. Adolf|hael been brought into 
the* refectory of the monastery, anel laid 
carefully on a feather-bed upon the floor. 
A prie*st. well skille*tl in the* he-aling art, 
had examined him with care, and found 
no open wounel ; long blue stripes indi­
cated the* blows he* had receive*<l, and in 
many places were large bruises and con­
tusions. He was bleel ; and then his 
body was carefully washed, and a restor­
ative balsam applied. Through the care* 
of the skilful priest he hael recovered a 
measure of strength : but yet lie* seemeel 
at the point of death, although his eyes 
were no longer so dull and lustreless. 
Around his bed stood many knights in 
eleep silence, mourning for their friend. 
John van Renesse, Arnold van Ouden- 
arde, anel lle*ter Deconinck assisted the* 
priest in his operations ; William van 
Gulick, John Borluut, and Baldxvin van 
Rapenrode stood at the left hand of the 
couch, while Guy, Jan Breydel, and t lie­
nt her more illustrious knights, gazeel on 
the* wounded man with their heads bowed 
low in sorrow and in sympathy.

Maria was kneeling weeping ne*ar her 
brother ; she had seized his hand, anel 
xvas bedewing it with her tears, while 
Aelolf bent on her an unsteady and al­
most vacant look. As Robert and his 
daughter entered the* re*fe*e*teiry, the* 
knights were all struck with xvemder 
anel emotion. He*, who hael come in 
their hour of ne»e*d, their mysterious 
deliveror, was the* Lion of Flanders, their 
( omit ! They all l>ox\'e*el before him 
with profound reverence, and said :

" Honor to the* Lion, our Lirel !” 
Rolivrt left his daughter’s hand, raised 

Messiivs John Beirluut and van Renesse* 
from the* ground, and kissed both of the-m 
on the cheek ; h<* then beckoned to t lo­
ot her knights tei rise*, and adelressed 
them thus :

“My true and loyal J vassals, my friends, 
you have shown me to-day how mighty 
is a nation of hemes ! I wear my coronet 
now with a loftier pride than that xvith 
which Philip the Fair wears the crown 
of France* ; for of you I may xve*ll boast 
and glory.”

He then n|i|ininelieil Adolf, took lii* 
build, it11<I looked ;it him for some titno in
silt-nee ; n tear ................I awhile I..... .
eaoh eyelid of the Lion, and at length 
dropped a pearl of price— upon tin- 
ground. Matilda was .kneeling at the 
head of Adolf's couch ; she had taken 
her green veil from his hand ; and her
tears fell hot and fast ......... this token of
her affect run, and of his self-sacrifice and 
devotedness. Sin- spoke not a word ; 
she did not even steal a look at Adolf ; 
hut covered her face with her hands’, 
and wept bitterly.

The priest, too, stood motionless, his 
eyes steadily fastened on the wounded 
height. lie marked some wonderful 
change passing over his features : some­
thing which, increasing every moment, 
spoke of returning life and vigor. And 
in truth Ids eyes had lost their lived 
and glassy expression, and his counten­
ance no longer bore the signs of ap­
proaching death. Soon he raised his 

( eyes to Robert, with a look of intense 
love and devotion ; and said sloxvlv, and

with a voice broken by Hiffc,j„t 
weakness.

•• Ob, my lord nml Count ! y,,ui. 
cnee is to me a sweet consolation \
1 can die In peace. . . . (Jnr 'lut'hè?.
land is live 1 ion will Uceup\ ■ 
Lion's throne In peaeehil and 'i,.,. ^ 
days .... Gladly do I now 
this earth, now that the future promise, 
so much happiness to you and to x.„,r 
noble daughter. Oil, believe me, ju"t|lis 
my hour of death, your udsehanees «ete 
usas, grievous to uie, your uuworthv 
servant, than to yourself. Often haw f 
in the still night, moistened mv lad 
With my tears, as I thought of the mourn­
ful lot of the noble Matilda, and of v,,u, 
captivity. . . . ." Then turning his 
head slightly towards Matilda, he made 
her tears flow yet more abundantly as 
he said : ___ *1

“ Weep not, noble maiden ; llm rit ,T- 
this tender compassion. There is an,ai," 
er life than tins ! There it is nu h,,H" 
and trust 1 shall see my good’sister 
again. Kemain on earth, the star and 
solace of your father's old age' „ l( 
sometimes in your prayers think ol X,,UI 
brother, who must quit you—"

Suddenly lie stopped, and looked 
around him in astonishment.

“ Merciful God 1” cried he, turning ;,n 
inquiring haik on the priest, •• «|lut 
means this? 1 feel a renewed vigor- 
my blood flows more freely 
veins !"

Matilda arose at these words, and 
gazed at him in painful expectation. _\n 
looked anxiously and inquiring!! :ll n „ 
priest, who had las-n attentively 
watching Adolf during this scene. ;M,d 
noting Ids most fleeting expression and 
emotion. It., t.aik Adolf's hand and n it 
his pulse, while all the bystanders 
lowed liis every movement with , , r
curiosity ; and at length they read ,1,, 
good priest's countenance that la- had m - 
abandoned all hoi*- of restoring - - 
wounded knight. Tile skilful I,,, h 
opened the eyelids of Ids patient ii sil­
ence, ami attentively examined hi - , 
he opened Ids month, and passed his 
hand over ids uncovered breast ,,,d 
then turning to the knighta around the 
couch, he said, in a time of decided con­
viction : '

" I can now assure you, messire- :| - 
the fever which threatened the lit, [ 
the youthful knight has subsided : he 
will not die,"

A sensible tremor passent over all 
present, and one might have thought the 
priest had littered a doom of death : Imt.
s.sm this convulsive thrill was su,..... ded
by a bounding Joy, which broke forth in 
words and gestures.

Maria hael answered the assurance f 
the |irie*st with a piereing cry. and 
el a si ie<l her brother tdi her breast: while 
Matilela fe*ll on her knees, raised he*r 
hands texward heaven, anel crieel xvith a 
loud voice :

I thank Thee, O Goel all merciful, 
lull of compassion, that Thou hast heard 
the* pravers of Thine unworthy hand­
maiden ; ’

And after this brie-t thanksgiving she 
sprang up, and throw herself, tremulous 
xvith joy, into he*r father's arms.

“He* vrfll live ! lie* will not die !” she 
exclaimed, in a transport of gladness. 
“Oil, now 1 am happy !” anel she rested a 
moment exhausted on Robert's breast. 
But soon she* turned again eagerly back 
to Adedf, and exchanged wortls of joy 
anel gratitude with him.

What appeared a miracle to all pres­
ent was but a natural re*sult of Adolf's 
conditiem. lie* had receive*el no open nor 
eleep wound, but many bruises; the* pain 
which these occasioned him had induced 
a violent fever, which threatened his 
life* ; but the* presence of Matilela seemed 
to have* brought the* malady to a crisis, 
anel by imparting fresh energy to his 
soul, gave him strength to battle* with it, 
and, as it were, to cast it e>ff ; and thus 
eliel she appear as an ange-1 of life to 
rescue him from the* grave, which already 
yawned to receive him.

Robert ele* Bet hune allowed his daugh­
ter, who was beside herself with joy, to 
remain kneeling by Adolfs side • and 
advancing towards the* knights, he ad­
dressed them in these worels :

“Wi, noble sons of Flanelers, have 
this day won a victory, the memory 
whereof shall live amongst your chil­
dren's chilelre-n as a record of your lofty 
prowess; you have* shown the* whole 
weirld he>xv dearly the alien has expiated 
his temerity in setting his foot mi tlie 
soil of the Lion. The love* of your 
fatherland has exalteel you into heroes; 
anel your arms, lierveel by a most right- 
fous vengeance, have* laiel the tyrant 
low. Freedexin is a preeienis thing in the 
est mil of those* who have sealed it with 
their heart's l>h\>(l. Henceforth no 
prince of the* sou Mi shall enslave ns 
more ; you would all rather die a thou­
sand deaths, than allow the* alien to sing 
over you a song of triumph. Now t his fear 
exists no longer. Flanelers is this day 1 
exalted high above all other lands; and 
this glory she owes to you, most noble 
knights ! Atiel noxv our will is, that rest 
and peace shemlei re*ce>mpense t lie* loyalty 
ot our subjects; our highest joy will he 
that all should greet us by the name <»f 
father, so far as our loving care and un­
sleeping vigilance can render us worthy 
of this title. Nevertheless, should the 
h reiich dare to return, again xvoukl we 
lie* the* Lion of Flanders, and again should 
our butt I e-axe le*ael you on to t lie* conflict. 
And now let our victory be unstained 
by further violence ; above all, pursue 
not the* Lilyards, it behoveth us to pro­
tect. even their rights. For the present 
I must leave you ; until my return, 1 
pray you exbey my brother Guy as your 
liege* lord and count.”

“\\ hat say you of leaving ?” cried the 
skeptical John Borluut; “you arc surely 
not going back to France. They will 
avenge their defeat on you, noblo

“Messires,” said Robert, let n\o ask 
you, who is there* amongst you who 
would, from tear of death,break his word 
of honor and stain his knighthood's 
loyalty ?”

All at once hung their heads, and 
uttered next a word. They saw with 
sorrow that they dared not oppose their 
count's return. He continued :

"Messire* Deconinck, your lofty xvisdoiu 
has been of essential service to us, and 
we hope to task it still further ; you are 
now a member of our council, and 1 re-

l_ Messire Breydel, your valour and fidelit * 
merit a great reward ; 1 appoint you


