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THE HAPPY HOME.

How happy is he born and taught
That serveth not another's will—
\Whose armour is his honest thought,
And simple trath his utmost skilt!

Whose passions not his masters are,
Whose soul is stil! prepared for death—
Untied unto theworldly care

Of public fame or private breath ?

Who envies none that chauce doth raise,
Or vice ; who never understood .
How deepest wounds are given by praise
Nor rules of state, but rules of good ;

Who hath bis life from humours freed,

Whose conscience is his strong retreat;
Whose state can neither flatteries feed,

Nor ruin make accusers great ;

Who God doth late and early pray
More of his grace than gifts to lend;
And entertains the harmless day
With a well-chosen book or friend:

This man is freed from servile bands

0Of hope to rise, or fear to fall—

Lord of himself, though not of lands;

And, having nothing, yet hath all.—[ Wotlon.

THE LION OF FLANDERS;
or,
THE BATTLE OF THE GOLDEN SPURS.

0=

BY HENDRIK CONSCIENCE.
—e Qe ——

CHAPTER L

The eatt was reddening with the first doubtful
mys of the morning sub, still enveloped with _the
clouds of night as with o garment, a¢ the sametime
making & perfect rainbow in ench drop of dew; the
blue mist huog like an impalpable veil on the
{ops of the trees, and the flower-cups opesed lov-
ingly to the first beams of the new day light. -The
nightingale had more than once repeated his sweet
descnnt in the glimmering dawa; but now the
confused chirping of the inferior songsters over-
powered his entrancing melody. -

Silently trotted = little band of knights along the
plains of West Flanders, near the small town of
Rousselare. 'Pho clank of their arms and the heavy
tread of tireir horses broke the rest of the penceful
denizeus of the woods ;. for ever and anou fprang a
frightened stag from out 1he thicket, and fled from
the coming danger as on the very wings of the
wind »

The dress and arms of thesc
costly, ns bescemed nobles of the very
and even greater still than they, Tach worea
silken surceat, which fell in heavy folds over the
body; while a silvered. Lilmet, beplumed with
purple aud bright blus foathers, decked his head —
The steel - sealework .of . their ganntlets, .nn_d their
gold.inlaid kunecpieces,, flushéd brightly in the
benms of the rising sun, The impati-nt foam Le-
sprinkled steeds champed. their shining bits, and
the silver studs and sillsen tassels which omamented
their truppings glanced. snd .danced right wmortily
a3 they went ‘ R
. Though the knights were not armed ‘at nll points
in full battle-hnrness; . ye!: it was, easy to see that
they were by no means unprovided Aguinst'a possi-
We nttack ; for. the sleeves. of their shirtsof mail
were not hidden by tho sleevéless suréoat. ' dore-
‘over, thetr long :swords hung down at.thei

£ kniglts were alike
ry first rank,

enring“ his,: jnmp]
bore, "liis _cognisance . omb
Ureast, so- that at,o glanco th
each micht,casity e K

‘| upon their eyelids, and it was with the utmost diffi-

titlel T o .
§| 7 Upon-thia No retréated n few steps, st Lis Luck

of | against a'tie,

of the morning the travellers were little inclined
for conversation, The heavy night-airstill weighed

culty that they struggled against steep. All rode
onwards in silence, wrapped in a kind of dreamy
half-glumber.

A young man strode along before them in the
road. His long waving hair fiowed over his broad
shoulders; eyes of heaven's own blue glowed and
flashed under their brows; and a young curly
beard fringed his chin, He wore & woollen jerkin
drawn in to his waist with a girdle, in which he
bore the broad-bladed, cross-handled knife in its
leathern sheatb, at once the appropriate weapon
aud distinguisbing ensign of a free Flemish
burgher. It might easily be seep from the expres-
sion of his countenance, that the company to which
he was acting as puide was not to his taste.—
Doubtless his heart was full of some secret desizn ;
for from time to time he cast upon the knightsa
lock of peculiar meaning. Lofty of stature, and of
unusual strength of build, he stepped along so
quickly that the horses could hardly keep pace
with him at a trot.

They journeyed on thus for a while, till at last
one of the horses stumbled over the stump ofr
tree, so that it came upon its knees, and had well-
nigh fallen over altogether. The knight fell for
ward, with his chest upon his steed's neck, and was
08 near as possible measuring his length on the
ground.

“How now!" exclaimed ke in French; “umy
horse is gone to sleep under me ”

% Yes, Messire de Chatillon,” answered his neigh-
bor, with p smile, “ that one of you was asteep is
plain enough.”

# Rejoice over my mishnp, evil jester that you
are,” retorted De Chatillon; ©asleep I was not.—
For these two hours past I have had my eyes fixed
on those towers yonder, which are certainly be-
witched ; for the farther on wo rids, the farther off
they seem to be. But so it is; the gallows will he
one's portion ere oue hears a good word out of your
mouth.”

While the two knights thus twitted one annther,
the others laughed right merrily at the aceident,
and the whole cavaleade woke up out of its somno-
lency.

De Chatillon had meanwhile brought his horse
upon its legs again; and irritated with the quips
aod langhter which resounded from every side at
his expense, drove his sharp spur (after the manner
of the time, he wore but one,) fiercely ioto the
animal’s’side, which thereupon first reared in fury
and théh'tished headlong among tbe trees, where,
within‘the first hundred yards of its wild career, it
dashed itself agninst the stem of a gigantic oak,and
sank almést lifeless to the ground. .

Well was it for De Chatillon that, as the shock
came, he fell or threw himsetf sideways from the
saddle ; notwithstanding this, however, he secmed
to have had a severs fall, and It was some moments
before he moved either hand or foos.

Hig comrades came round him, dismouuted, and
carefnily raised him from the ground. Tbe one
amoung them who had Deen the readiest to mmnke
merry over his former mishap seemed now of all
the most tenderly concerned for him, and bore on
bis countennnce an unmistakable expression ¢f real
sorrw, .

“My dear Chatillon, he sighed out, *Iam |
keartily grieved at this. Forgive me my idl-
words ; believe me, there was no harm meant,”

¢ Leave me in peace,” cried the fallen knight,
now somewhat recovering himself, and breaking
loose from the 2rms of his companions ; ¢ am not
dead this time, my good friends all. Think you,
then, that I have escaped the Saracens to dic like a
dog in o Flemish waod? Noj God be praised, I
am still alive! Sec, St. Pol, I swear to you that
you should pay on the spot for your ill-timed gibes,
were we not too near in blood for such reckoning
between us "

“ Come, bo reasonable, my denr brother, [ prax
you,” replied 8t, Pol.  “ But I perceive youare
burt ; you are bleeding through your coat of mail.”

De Chatillon drew back the sleeve from his right |
arn, and then noticed that o bravch had torn the
skin, -

“ Ah 1 look 17 said be, quick'y reassured, ¢ this is
nothing, & mere scratel.  But Ida believe that
Flemish rascal bas brought us into these accursed
ronds on purpose; I will inquire into that matter :
nnd if it be so, may I forfeit my name but he shall
hang on this very oak of mischief”

The Flemiog, wha was all the while standing by,
looked as if be understood no French, and eyed De
Chatillon firmly and prondly in the fice.

# Gentlemen,” said the knight; * only look at the
peasant, how he stares at me ! Come here, rascal !
nearer, come nearer !

The young man approached slowly,—his eyes
fizedly bent on the knight. A peenlinr expression
Lovered over his foatures,—an expression in which
wrath aod cunoing were strangely united; some-
thing so threatening, and at thie snme time so mys-
terions, that De Chatillon conld net repress nslight
shudder, . ’

" Qne of the knjghts present, meanwhile, corsed
away, and walked off some paces through the trees,
with nn evident appearance of dissatisfaction atthe |
whole affair”

“well me, now,” said De Chatilion to the guide,
twhy yon have brought us by snchn road? and
why did you not warm me, when you saw she
stampin the way 7 - .
" 4 Sir," answered tlis Fleming, in bad French, “I
know of no other way to Castle Wynaudael ; and

| and take possession—thavs all.

| us speak of something else,

I was uot awara tbat yonr honor was pleased to be
asleap ¥ o )

And with thesq words a scornful smile playved
abont bis month; 'and it might easily be scen that |
he was turning the knight into ridicule.

# Tnsolent "'oied Pe Chatillon; “yon laugh—
'ou muke jest.of me? Here, my men! take this
rasenl ‘pessant-and hang him up ! les bim be food
for the ravens)? -

The youth laughied yet more contemptuousty, the
corners of his‘tnouth tiwitched yet more violently,
and his countenance became nlternately pale and
ved. © "0 o :

"« Hang 'a'Flemiag 1? lie muttered; “ wait o lit-

‘&t

ripped_up the'sleeves of his jeikin

dd

o his should

* of lnughier among the trees,

i~ Bufore the

hia bright cross-bandied Vivg ac the vouth sword in hand ;.

kuife from its sheath ; the mighty muscles of his
arms swelled up, and his features became like these
of an apgry lion,

** Woe to him that touches me!” thundered from
hislips: ¢ Flemish ravens will never cat we;
French flesh suits their stomachs better!”

“Lay hold of him, you cowards!" cried De
Chatillon tohis men; *seize him,and up with him!
Loolz at the poltroons! are ye afraid of a knif:?
Must I defile my hands with & peasant! But no,
that must not be, I am noble; and like must to
like, 8o it is your affair! Come, seize him Ly the
collar!”

Some of the knights eudeavoured to pacify De
Chatillon ; but most of them took his part, and
would willingly have scen the Fleming swing.
And assnredly the men.at-armr, urged on by their
master, would have fallen upon the youth,and in the
end overpowered him, had not at this moment the
same knight drawn near who had walked up and
down absorbed in thought. Hisdress and armour
far surpassed those of all the rest in magnificence §
the lilies iu a Llue field embroidered upon his breast
showed that he was of royal blood.

“ Hold, thete 1" cried Le, witl: a stern look to the
men-at-arms; while he added, turning to De Cha-
tillon: ¢ You seem to have forgotten that it is to
me that my brother and our king Thilip has given
the land of Flanders in fief. The Fleming is my
vassal ; it is I that am his lord aud judge, and you
have no right over his life

¢ Am I then to submit to D jusulted by a com-
moa peasant 7 agked De Chatillon, angrily. “ By
my troth, count, [ know pot why it isthat you ai-
ways take the common man’s part against the noble.
Is this Fleming then to escape with the boast of
having put to scorn n French kaight unpunished?
And yon, gentlemen, say, has he not richly deserved
to die ?”

% Messive de Valois” said St. Pol, “I pray you
Tet my brother have the satisfaction of eecing this
Flemish fellow swing, What difference can it make
to you whether this piy hended rascal lives or
dies 7"

¢ Now listen, gentlemen,” cried Charles de Valois,
thoroughly roused, *this inconsiderste talk is ex-
tremely displeasing to me. I would have you
know that the life of one of my subjects is nosmall
thing in my ever, and it is my will that this young
man go his way unmolested and unburt. T'o horse,
gentlemen ; we waste too much time here.”

# Come nlong, Ghatillon,” muttered St. Pol, turn-
ing to his brother, ¢ taka the horsu of one of your
people, and let us start : atter all, De Valois is ne
true man; be holds with the peoplel

Meanwhile the men-at-arms bad replaced their
swords in their scalbards, and were now busied in
Lielping their marters to remonat.

¢ Are you ready, gentlewen?” usked De Valoir,
4 If so, let us make haste and get on, else we shall
be too late for the hunt, And do you, vassal,
walk on one side, and tell us when we have to
turn. How much farther ave we to Wynaadael 7

Th- youth took off his cap, bowed respectfully
to his preserver, and answered: “A short hour’s
ride, my Jord” - '

% By my soul, L don’t trust the fellow? said St,
Pol; « 1 belirve Lie is but a wolf in sheep’s cloth-
ing” :

“That I bave long suspected” interposed th
chancellor, Peter “lotte ; “for he eyes us liken
wolf, and listens like a hare.”

“ ah { now I know whoheis ™ cried De Cha-
tillon, * Have you never heard of one Peter De-
coninck, a weaver of Bruges 77

“Yon are certainly wrong there” observed
Raoul de Nesle ; % I have myself spoken with the
noted weaver of Bruges, when I was there; heisa
far deeper ono than this fellow, though he has but
one eye, while our friend here has two, and those
none of the smallest,  Without doubt the lad is
attached to the old fumily, and is not over well
pleased at our victorious arrival to thrust them out
Surely we may
well forgive him  his fidelity to his country’s
princes in their evil days” -

4 Koough of this?” interrupted De Chatillon ;¢ let
Da any of you know
what it is that our gracious king Philip meansto
do with this Flanders ? If be Lkept bis treasury ns
closs us hiz brother De Valois' lips, by mine honour
it would be but a poor life at court.”

& There you're right,” apswered Peter Flotte ;
¢ but he is 10t 89 close with ever oue.  Keep your
horses  back a  little, and 1 will tell you
thines of which assuredly you wot not”

Curious to hear what it was e had to 1ell, the
knirhts drew together about him, ami 1¢t the Count
de Valois get somewhat in advance.  Assoon as he
was for enough not to liear what was seid, the
Chancellor proceeded 3

« Listen! Our gracious lord king Philip is at the
bottum of his treasure-bags. Lnzuerrand de Mar-
iguy las persnadedfbim that Flanders isa very
wine of gold ; and in that he is wot so far wrong,
for Liere there is more gold and silver than ioall
our France put together,” )

The knights Janghed, whil: oue aud the other
nodded assent. S

% Hear farther,” procerdod Peter Flotte : ¢ our

fqueen Joannt is deeply embittered against the

Flemiugs ; she hates this high and haughty people
more than words ~an express, [ myself have heard
her sy thatshs wonld Iike to s-¢ the last Fleming
diz on the gallows” .

« That is what. I eall speskinz liko a queen”
¢ricd De Chatillon ; ¢ and if ¢ver 1 hava the rule
liere, as my gracions neice has promised me I shall,
T will take cavo to fill her coffers, and send Master

' Pater Deconinek  with all his teumpery of guoilds

and city companies to the right abont. ‘Dt whot
business hina that raseal listening 7 . ..

Their Flemish guide Lad; in fact, drawn penr
unobscrved, nnd was drinking 1o every word that
passed with attentive vars. As soon aghe'saw that
e was noticed, he darted off with a strange burst
then halted at some

RN

distapce, and unsheathed his kaife.

. Messire de Chatillon 1" he cried

in a'thiéntnitg

toue, * look well at.this Luife, that you inny koow
it agnin when you feel it under the fifeh ¥ibwr 7

¢ Ts there poud of my servants, the ha
av<ngs.m2 7 oried De Chatillon in fury.: .
words were well .out’ of his m

rms had dismopnted, and was'm

bidrly man-at-a

- nd tho French knights

far from defending himself with his weapon, put it
up again into its sheath, and awnited bis ndversary
with no other aims than these two sinewy oucs
with which nature had provided bim.

“ Die thou th.lt, accursed Fleming! cricd tbe
man-at-arms, with uplifted sword.

The youth answered mot, but fixed his large
piercing eyes on the soldier, who suddenly stood
still with nmazed look, as though all courage bad
at once forsaken him. .

“ On ! stab him ! kill him !” cried De Chatillon.

But the Fleming did not wait for his foe to come
on, With adexterous side-spring he threw himself
within the sword’s point, caught the man-at-arms
with his powerful grasp abont the waist, and dashed
him so mercilessly head foremost against n tree,
that he fell to the ground without sign of life. A
last shriek of despair resounded through the wood,
and 1h: Frenchman closed his eyes forever, while
a final spasm convulsed hislimbs. With a frightful
laugh the Fleming placed his mouth andthe dead
man's ear, and said in o tone of bitter scorn :

“ Now go and tell thy Jord and master that Jan
Dreydel’s flesh is no food for ravens;—a French
carcasg is fitter meat for them.”

And with this he sprang into the thicket, and
disappeared in the depthbs of the forest.

The knights, who had meanwhile halted, aud be-
come rnxious spectators of the scene, had not had
time to exchange so much as & word with one
another; but, as soon as they were recovered a lit-
tle from their first astonishment, St, Pol exclaimed:

“In very truth, my brother, I believe that you
have to cdo with a magician; for,as God is my
helper, this is not according to nature.”

“The place is iudeed enchanted,” replied De
Chatitlon, with n disconsolate air; “first my poor
horse breaks his neck, and now I ferr here is n
faitliful follower’s life gone ;—n most unlucky day!
My men, take up your comrade, and carry him as
well as you can to the nearest village, that there he
may be cared for or buried, as his need may he, I
pray you, gentlemen all, let the Count de Valoie
liear nought of this matter.”

“ Of course not!? was Peter Flotte's ready answer
# But let us now spur on a little; for I perceive
Messire de Valois just at this moment disappearing
among the trees.”

Thereupon they gave their horses tho veins, nnd
soon overtook the count, who had meanwhile trot-
ted steadily ou, and did not now notice their ap-
proach. His head, with its silvered helmet, drooped
in thought upon his breast; his gauntlet, Jieeping
mechanically its hold of the reins, rested careless-
iy on his borse's mauc; his other hand clasped the
hilt of the long sword that hung down beside the
saddle,

As he thus rode, immersed in thought, and the
other knights by signs to one anothor jested at bis
displeased air, Castle Wynandael, with its massive
ramparts and lofty towers, was slowly rising before
them.

# Hurrah !” cried Raoul de Nesle, joyfully; #there
is our journey's end. Spite of the devil and all his
works, here we are at Wynandacl at lnst t”

#Would that I could see it on firc!” muttered
De Chatillon; “the journey hascost mea good
horse and a faithful servant.”

And now the knight with the lilics on his breast
turned to the others and spoke ;

4 This castle, gentlemen, is the abodeof (he un-
Lappy Count Guy of Flanders—of a father whose
child lias been taken from him, a prince, who has
lost his land by the fortune of war, which bas
favoured us :—1 pray you let him not feel that we
come as conquerors, and Lo careful not to cmbitter
his sufferings by any words of affront.”

“Think you, Count de Valois,” snappishly inter-
poged De Chatillon, “that we know not the rnles
of knightly good breeding ? Think you that T am
ignorant that a rrench knight should be generons
in victory 7’

“You know it, as T hear,” replied De Valois, with
strong emphasis; “I pray you, therefore, et me
see you practise it. It is ot in empty wonls that
honour lies, Messire de Chatillon. What arails it
that the precepts of knightly béaring come tripp-
ingly from the toogue, if they are not at the same
tiwe graven in the beart 7 He that is not gencrous
in his denlings with those Leneath him, can never
be really so with his ¢quals, You understnad me,
Meogsire da Chatillon.”

This rebuke excited the object of it to the most
furious rage, which would certainly have broken
out into words of violence but for the interposition
ot his brother, 8t Pol, who held him back, nud at
the same time whispered in his ear:

 Hush, Chatillon, hush ; the count is right, It
is but due to our honour, that we add no roflering
to the old Count of Flanders: be has troubles
caongh !!

“Whut ! The faithless vassal has made war upon
our king, and so offended our niece, Joanaa of Na-
varre, thut she has well nigh been irritated into
sickness ; and now he is to be spnred, forsooth ¥

“ Gentlemen,” repeated De Valois, “you have
heard my request; I do not believe that yvou will
Le wanting in generngity. And now, forwards! I
already hear the dogs; onr approach foo has bLeen
observed, for the bridge [falls, and the portenllis is
rajsed ’ .

The Gastla of Wynandael (its ruins may still be
seen near Thourout, 10 West Fianders, hard by the
villuga of the same name), built by the noble Count
Guy of Flapders, was ono of the fairest and strong-
est existing at that day. From the broad mont
which comnpassed it rose bigh and massive walls,
ahove which again, on every side, a multitude of
watch-towers wers coospicuous. Through the
numerous loopholes might be seen glancing the
keen eyes of the'bowmen and the sharp steel of
their arrows, Surrounded by the ramparts rose tle
pointed roofs of thelord's dwelling, with their gild.
ed weather.cocks glittering in the. sun . At the
angles of the walls and in’ the forecourt etood six
round towers: which served for ‘hurling ‘missiles of
all kinds upon the foe, to keep Lim aloaf from the
body of the building.. A single dfawbridge crossed
thie moat, and made'a way fiom .the island fortress
to the surrounding woods and vales, . _

As the knights drow near, the séntinel gave the
sigh to the guard within, and immediately the

' heavy gates creaked upon their hinges., The tread

unding upon the bridge,

of the hoises was already.so )
“hassed  oninto the - custle,

botwe wé o Fler

“ipfantry, drawn ‘u

in arms to receive thom. The gates closed, the
portcullis fell, and the drawbridge slowly rose be-
hind them. )

——

CHAPTER II.

The heaven was coloured with so pure a blue,
that the eye failed whon it sought to measurc the
skyey deptbs; the sun rose radiant above the
horizon ; the loving turtle.dove was sipping the
last dewdrops from the verdant folinge,

Castle Wynandael resounded with one continual
cry of hounds; while the neighing of the horses
mingled with the cheery tones of the horns, But
the drawbridge was raised, and the passing country-
mean could only conjecture what was going on with-
in. Numerous sentinels with shield and crossbow
paced the outmost ramparts, and throngh
the loopholes might be discerned o mighty running
hither and thither of a multitude of armed re-
tainers,

At Inst some of the guardians of the walls made
their appearance on tho upper platform of the gate-
way, and let the drawbridge down ; and at the same
moment the gates oponed wide, to give egress to
the hunting-party which now rode slowlsy over the
bridge.

A megnificent cavalcade it waus, and of right
high and mighty lords and ladics.  First rode the
old Count Guy of Flandcrs on o brown steed. His
features bore the expression of quiet resignation
and unuttered grief. Bowed down by his cighty vears
aud his hard lot,his head hung heavily forward upon
his bosom ; his cheeks were farrowed over with
deep wrinkles A purple surcoat flowed from his
shoulders upon the saddle ; his snowy bair wound
about with a kerchief ot yellow silk, was like a sil-
ver vase hooped with gold. Upon his brenst, on a
heart-shaped shield, might De seen the black lior
of Flanders, rampant in his golden field,

This nnfortunate prince found himself now, at
the end of bis days, when rest and peace would have
been the fitting meed for his long teils and strug-
les, thrust from his high estateandrobbed of all.
His children, too, deprived of their inheritanes by
the fate of war, bad only a life of poverty and ob-
scurity in prospect,—they who should have been
the wenlthiest among Europe’s princes. Bat though
besct with enemies flushed with recent vietory, and
sorely tried by fortune, the brave old count vislded
not to despair one inch of ground in hix heart,

Beside him, and deep in discourse with him, rode
Charles de Valois, brother to the king of France,
who veemed desirous of impressing on the old
count some views of his own inte which the atter
did not very rendily enter. The battle-sword at the
French chief's side had meanwhile given place to
another of less formidable proportions, and the
kneepieces, too, were no longer to be seen.

Behind Charles trotted a knight of haughty air
and gloomy aspect  His eyes rolled and Aamed
within their sockets ; and if perchance they fall
upon one of the French knights, he compresged his
lips, and ground his teeth so violently, that an at-
tentive ear might have cnught the sound. Hard
upon fifty yenrs old, but still in the fullest vigour
of life, with broad chest and powerful limbs, he -
might well pass for one of the stoutest knights of
hia day. The horse, too, on which he rode was
much taller than avy of the rest, so that he showed
a full hend above nny of his companions. A glit.
fering helmet, with blue and yellow plume, a heavy
coat of mail, and a curved sword, were all hia arms,
defensive : his surcont, which covered his horse’s
croup with its long skirt, was distinguished by the
Flemish lion. There werc few knigbts of that day
who would not at once have recognised this prond
champion among n thousand others as Robert de
Bethune, the old Count Guy’s eldest son,

For some years past his aged father had commit-
ted to his charge the internal adminietration of
the land In every campaign it was he thathad
led the Flemish armies, and he had earned himself
n glorious name, far and near. In tae Sicilian war,
in which he, with his soldiers, had formed a part of
the French host, he had performed such wondrous
feats of arms, that ever since he was_hardly spoken
of otherwise than as the Lion of Flanders. The
people, which ever cherishes with love and admira-
tion the name of a hero, sang many a lay of the
Lion’s deeds of valour, and was proud of bhim who
was one day to wearthe Flemish cordnet. As Guy,
from his great age, rarely left his home at Wynan.
dnel, and was, moreover, not very popular with the
Plemings, the title of Count was equally given by
them to his son Robert, who was regarded through-
out the land as their lord and master, and met with

joyful obedience from all.

On his right rode William, his youngest brother,
whosc pale cheeks and troubled air contrasted like
the face of a delicate girl with the bronzed features
of Robert. His equipment in no way differed from
that of his brother, except by the crooked sword,
which Robert alone wore.

Then followed many other lords and gentlemen,
both Flemings and foreigners. Among the former
were cspecially noticeable Walter Lord of Malde-
gem, Charles Lord of Inesselare, Sir Roger of Akx-
roele, Sir Jun of Gavern, Rase Mulaert, Diederil
die Vos (t/he foz), avd Gerard die Moor.

The French koights, Jacques de Chatillon, Gui
du St. Pol, Rnoul de Nesle, and their comrades, rode
among the Flemish nobles, and each engaged in
courteous conversation with snch of them as hap-
pened to come in his way. e

Last of all came Adolf of Nieuwland, a young
knight of one of the noblest houses of the wealthy
city of Bruges. Ilis fuce was not one of those thut
attract by their effuminate beanty ; he was none of
the carpet heroes, with rosy- cheeks and emiling
lips, who want nothing buta bodice to transform
them into young ladies,- - Nature  had made no suck
mistake with him - His cheeks, slightly sun-burnt
gave biin n Jook ‘of “seriousnegs - beyond his ‘Fears;
bis forehend was nlready marked-with the two-signt:

ficant furrows wliich early’ thought rarely fails to -
imprint. . His fentures’ were striking and mianly; -
his eyes, half-hidden under their brows, ‘indiented
a'soul at once ardent and reserved. Although':in
rank and'position‘inferior to none of .the’ knights
fn whose coripany he now was, hé -held - back be--
hind the rest. - More than, once: had ‘others. made -
room ’to -allow “him' to ‘come" forward’; but iheir-. -
lity, bad hithérfto, bacn' quite throwa away upon:’ -
nct, d'alto :




