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buildings anxd were not disappointed.
But modern Glient is a tlourîshiug
place as well. It is a flower.gardeui
where industry flourishes between the
azalias and orchids, for the Belgium
flower trade amnounts te millions and
millions of francs, and for flax and
lace it is equali>' rcniowned.

lt le a180 a uiinversity towu, sud
like ail lelgium cities, lias a splendid
towu-haIl, but the etcher decided that
the earily Gothie chiurcli o! St. Nick-
elas, the oldest in Glient, was muost
worthy o! bier skill, snd with part
of a bridge in the !orcground aud
sorne workmneu drawxxg a barge aloug
tIi. canal, it made a most successf ni
plate.

The Chatesu des Contes, with its
greut ioats, le one of the mnost pic-
turesqune places in Glient, and it 'was
lier. that I again met 31r. Co-, I
mean Mr. Vivian Guy. Ile was per-
sonally ceuducting a party of Free-
klrk.rs around the mansion, cslling
upon themn te admire certain views
and talking veluibi>, especiaUly wheu
lie noticed a tendene>' in ene o! tic
part>' te ask a question.

" imagine the ladies o! the Flemisli
court, as the>' st with their embroid-
e?>' .,.7

'<What date?" I interrupted, but
lie frowned at me, and when lie had a
chance lic whispered:

"If you want te ku ow anything try
Bsedeke(r. I make this up as 1 go
along. "

.As soon as the etching was finished,
w. leit Ghent and out draped bed
snd mir bewhiskcred liostess and the
cheerfuIi conversation o! Mr. Vivian
Guy', who aimuscd us greatl>' wheu lie
wasn 't buisy with the Preekirkers.
Eroxu there we went te Malines, where
tii. town by the. railway station was
dull-coloured aud fraukly ugly, but
the. Malines o! hister>', not far away,
stood intact in ail its dignifled respec-
tabilit>', quiet te the point o! stagna-
tion. There le au old Flemisb mat-
ket-place framed ln old Flemish build-
ings; an old F'lemish meoat refleets the.
old Plielis gable of a hospital, sud

the streets are pervaded witli a ton3b-
like silence.

The people were nearly ail dressed
in blaek and had a religious air. They
eyed us askance and made us8 f eel that
our gowns were too briglit, too stylieli,
sud that we were altogether too cheer-
fui for the place. The towu wa-s spot-
less, the buildings ver>' white, and thue
roofs almost cerise, while the very
cobble-stones looked as if they were
polished dail>'. And visitors seemed
s0 searce, we were sure the liotels
would welcome uls witli open armas.
But tus was not the case. Evideutly
the people of Malines thouglit w.
looked wealiliy, for the>' asked very
high prices. In dcsp air we were about
to seek lodgings lu a couvent, aud
asked a buteher - quite the miost
cheerful person we liad seen-whlere
we iniglit fiud one. 1le called his
wif c, a sifl more cheerful person, aud
their littie girl trotted after her, thie
smilingeýst one of the lot. Madame
seenued to know at once that we were
neither ricli or proud, and said they
would be delighted to, have uls stay
with them. We followed lier through
the shop and up the stairs ito a
charming room, beautifully cean, aud
with a fine vlew of the square. So
there we stayed. The etcher adopted
the habit of shuitting ber eyes when
she passed throuigh the shiop; until
ene day shc bumped into a careass of
bec!, after whicli she dashed thirouglu
with slighitly lowered lids, and prob..
ably, liad we remiained longer, sie
would have quite become used to the»
sight, possihly have painted it, au
Rembrandt did.

Malines is the scat of the Pri-nate
o! Belgiumn, and the palace of th~e
Archbishop stands near the Cathedrai
o! St. Roxubaut. The tower la three,
liundred feet higli and would have
been stili higlier had flot the sale of
indulgences corne te a slump whie
the building wss in progress.

The etcher chose the view o! St.
Rombaut's from across the square,
showiug the tewer with its dial of
wrought Iron belonging te the I&g


