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THE LION OF FLANDERS.
BT HKNDKIK COMBCIKNCK-

ch after XVII.
Behind the village of 8t. Cross, at 

gone ftw bowshot» frun Bruges, rose a 
little wood, in summer s favorite Sun
day’s resort of the citizens The tr. es 
were so planted as to sflord ample 
space between them, and a soft turf 
covered the ground with its flowery 
carpet. This was the appointed place 
of rende a vous ; and at 2 o’clock in the 
morning, Breydel was there. The 
night was impenetrably dark, the^moon 
was hidden behind dense clouds, a 
gentle wind sighed among the foliage, 
nnd the monotonous rustling of the 
leaves added a mystic terror to the 
scene.

In the wood itself, at tie first 
glance nothing was discernible ; but 
upon more a:tentive observation nu
merous shadowy figures might be per 
oeived, as of meu extended side by 
side upon the ground, esch with a 
strangely glimmering light close to it 
making the turf look like a faint reflex 
of the starry heaven above, so thickly 
was it studded with luminous points ; 
which, in truth, were naught else but 
the bright blades of the axes, r« fleet
ing from their polished steel the few 
wandering rays wMeh they could 
gather amid the darkness. More than 
two thousand butchers lay thus in 
rank and file upon the earth ; their 
hearts beat quick, their blood bounded 
in their veins ; for tne long yearued- 
for hour, the hour of vengeance and 
liberation, was at hand. The deepest 
silence was maintained by this vast 
multitude ; and all conspired to throw 
a veil of necromantic horror over the 
mysterious band.

Breydel himself had his plate deep 
in the interior of the wood ; beside 
him reclined one of his comrades, whom 
for his well-tried courage be especially 
affected ; and thus in suppressed 
whispers, the two discoursed together 
as they lay :

41 The French dogs little expect the 
rousing up they will get this morn
ing.” began Breydel ; “ they sleep 
well ; for they have seared consciences 
—the villains 1 I am vuiiou» to see 
the faces they'll make when they wake 
np and see my axe, and their death 
upon its edge.”

“ Oh I my axe cuts like a lancet. ; I 
whetted it till it took off a hair from 
my aim ; and I mean to blunt it this 
night, or never to sharpen It again.”

“ Thli gs have gone too far, Martin. 
They tretst us liko so many dumb 
beasts, and thiuk that we shall crouch 
beneath their tyranny. They fancy 
we'ro all like those accursed Lilyards ; 
but they little know us.”

44 Ye*-, the villains cry, ‘ France for 
ever 1” and iawo upon the tyrants ; 
but they shall have something for 
themselves too. I didn't forget them 
when 1 took so muoh pains about sharp 
enlng my axe 1”

41 Oh, nr, Martin, no ; no Flemish 
blood must be shed. Duconiuck has 
strictly forbidden it.”

“ And John van Olstel, the cowardly 
traitor 1 Is he to come t II soot free ?”

41 John van Gistel is to hang ; he 
must pay for the blood of Deoonintk's 
old friend. But ho must bo tho only 
one.”

44 What I and the other false Flem 
logs are to escape scatheless ? Mas 
ter Breydel, Master Brejdel, that’s 
too much for me ; I cannot away with 
It.”

44 They'll have punishment enough ; 
disgrace will be their portion ; shame 
in their hearts, and contempt on the 
lips and countenances of ail good nfen. 
Were it nothing, think you, that each 
comer should throw coward and traitor 
in your face ? That's what remains 
lor them."

44 Faith, master, you make my blood 
run cold ; a thousand deaths were bet
ter than that. What a hell upon earth 
for them, if only they had one spark 
of the true Fleming in their souls I”

They were now silent for a few mo 
ments]; listening attentively to a sound 
as of distant footsteps which caught their 
ears ; but it soon died away, and then 
Breydel resumed :

41 The French savages have murdered 
my poor aged mother. I saw with my 
own eyes how the sword had pierced 
her heart through and through—that 
heart so full of love for me. They had 
no pity on her, because she had given 
birth to a right unbending Fleming ; 
and now 1 will have no pity cn them ; 
so 1 shall avenge my country and my 
own blood together.”

44 Shall we give quarter, master ? 
Shall we make prisoners _

41 May 1 p rish, if 1 make a single 
prisoner, or grant one single man his 
life ! Do they give quarter ? No, 
they murder lor murder’s sake, and 
trample the corpses of our brethren 
under their horse’s hoofs. And think 
you, Martin, that I, who have the 
bloody shade of my dear mother ever 
before my eyes, can so much as look 
upon a Frenchman without breaking 
into a fit of downright madness ? Oh i 
1 should tear them with my teeth, 
were my axa to break with the multi
tude of its victims 1 Hut that can 
never be ; ray good axe is the long 
tried friend and faithful partner of my 
life.”

44 Listen, master, again there’s a 
noise in the direction of Damme. Wait 
a moment.”

He put his car to the ground, then 
raised his head again :

e* Matter, tho weavers are not hr 
off,” he said ; may be some four bow
shots.”

44 Come, then, let us up I Dj you 
pass quietly along tho ranks, and take 
care that the men lie still. 1 will go 
and meet Deooninok, that ho may 
know what part of the wood is left 
open for his people.”

In a few moments four thousand 
weavers advanced fronVdiffereut sides of 
the wood, and immediately lay down 
upon the ground in silence, according 
to the orders they had received. The 
stillness was but little broken by their 
arrival, and all was soon perfectly 
quiet again. A lew men only might 
have been seen to pass from company 
to company, bearing the order to the 
captains to meet at the eastern end of 
the wood.

Thither, accordingly, they all re 
paired, and grouped themselves rjnnd 
Deooniock to receive instructions, who 
proceeded thus to address them :

44 My brothers, this day's sun must 
shine upon us as freemen or light ns to 
our graves. Arm yourselves, there 
fore, with all the courage which the 
thought of country and liberty cm 
kindle in your boson»; bethink yon 
that it Is for the city in which the 
bones of our father's rest, for the city 
io which our own cradles stood, that 
we are this day in arms. And remem
ber,—no quarter ! Kill, Is the word ; 
death to every Frenchman who falls 
into your hands! tl at not a root of for
eign tares may remain to choke our 
wheat. We or they must die 1 Is 
there one among you that can entertain 
a spark of compassion for thjae who 
have so cruelly murdered our brothers, 
on the gallows and under the hoofs of 
their horses ? for the traitorous foes 
who have imprisoned our lawful Count 
in foul breach of faith and poisoned 
his innocent child?'4

A low, sulien, terrible murmur fol
lowed, and seemed to hover for a mo
ment under the over arching branches.

41 They shall diel” was the universal 
response.

4 ‘ Well, then,” pursued Deconinck, 
44 this day we shall once mure be free. 
But that is not enough; we shall still 
need stout h#1 arts to make good our 
freedom; lor the French king will soon 
have a new army in ?hj field against 
us; of that doubt not.”

44 So much the better,” interrupted 
Breydel; *4 thore will only be so many 
more children weeping for their lath 
ers, as 1 do now for my poor muidered 
mother. God rest her soul 1”

The interruption had broken the flow 
of Deconinck s harangue; lest, there
fore, time might fail him, he proceeded 
at once to give the necessary instruo 
lions :

14 Well, then,” he said, 44 now hear 
what we have to do. As soon as the 
clock of St. Cross strikes three, you 
must get your men upon their feet, and 
bring them into the road in close 
order; I shall be on before you under 
the city walls, with a b.dy of my ovn 
people. The gates will almost Instantly 
do opened to us by the Glawards inside; 
do you then march in as quietly as pos
sible, and each of you take the direo 
tion I shall now give you. Master 
Breydel, with the butchers, will occupy 
tho Spey Gate, and then all the streets 
round about Suaggaert’s Bridge. Mas 
tor Lindens, do yon take possession of 
the Catherine Gate, and advance your 
men into the adjacent streets up to 
Oar Lady's Church. The curriers and 
shoemakers are to occupy the Ghent 
G .te, and from thence to the Castle. 
Tho other guilds, under the Dean of the 
masons, will hold the Damme Gate, ar.d 
all the neighbourhood of St. Donatua' 
Church. 1, with my two thousand men, 
will proceed to the Bouverie Gate and 
cut off the whole quarter from thence 
to the Asios' Gate, including the 
Great Market place. When once we 
have surprised all the gates, then each 
keep your stations as quietly as pos 
sible; for we must not wake the French 
up before all is ready. But as soon as 
ever you hear our country’s cry—4 The 
Lion for Flanders!' let every man re 
peat it, that you may know one another 
in the darkness. And then, at them ! 
Break open the doors of all the houses 
where the French are quartered, and 
make as short work as you can of them. ’

44 But, master,' remarked one of the 
captains, "we shall not know the 
French from our own townspeople, 
finding them, as we shall, almost all in 
bod and undressed.”

44 Ob, there is an easy way to avoid 
all mistakes on that score. Whenever 
you can’t make out at the first glance 
whether it's a Frenchman or a Fleming 
make him say, 44 Schild cn vriendl ” 
(shield and friend). Whoever cannot 
pronounce thine words properly has a 
French tongue, and down with him!”

At this moment the clock of St. 
Cross resounded thrice over the wood.

41 One word more,” added Deconinck 
hastily. 44 Remember, all of you, that 
Messiro do Mortenay'a house is under 
my especial protection, and I charge 
you to see it most strictly respected ; 
let no one set his foot over the thres
hold of our noble foe's dwelling. Now 
to your companies with a 1 the speed 
you can ; give your meu the necessary 
orders, and in all things do exactly as 
I have told you. Qnlckl and as little 
noise as possible, l pray you.”

Thereupon tho captains returned to 
their companies, which they immediate
ly led forwaid in order to the edge of 
the road, while Deconinck advanced a 
large body o. weavers to within a very 
moderate distance of the city walls, 
lie nimself approached ttill nearer, and 
endeavored with his eye to penetrate 
the darkuesf-; a burning portfire, the 
end of which he couc<alt d io the hollow 
of his baud, shed its red glow from * e 
tween his fingers. So ho walked on, 
keeping a sharp lookout, till at last 
he espied a head peering over the wall; 
it was that of the cloth worker Gerard, 
whom he had visited the even;ng be 
fore. The Dean now produced a 
bundle of flax from under his garment, 
laid it upon the ground, and blew vig
orously upon the port fire. Soon a 
clear flame shot up, and gleamed over 
the plain, and the head of the cloth 
worker disappeared from the wall. A 
moment more, and the sentinel who 
was posted on the rampart fell heavily 
forward, with a single sharp cry, and 
lay dead at its foot. Then followed a 
confused noise behind the gate,—the 
clash of arms mingled with cries of the 
dying; and then all was still,—still as 
the grave.

The gate was opened : in deepest all 
ence tho guildsmen defiled into the 
city; and each captain drew off his com
pany to lho station assigned him by 
Deconinck. A quarter of au hour 
later all the sentinels on duty at the 
gates had bean surprised and out off, 
each guild had taken up its position, 
and at the door of every house occupied 
by a Frenchman stood eight Glawards, 
ready to force an entrance with bain 
mors and axes. Not a single street 
was unoccupied; each division of the 
city swarmed with Glawards, eagerly 
awaiting the signal of attack.

Deconinck was standing in the 
middle of the Friday market-place :

after a moment of deep thought, he pro
nounced the doom of the French with 
the words, 44 The Lion for Flanders 1 
Whoso Is French is false ; (Wat Walaeh 
is, valsoh !•) strike home 1"
' This order, tbs doom of the alien, 
was echoed by five thousand voices ; 
and it is easy to Imagine the fearful 
cries, the appalling tumult that fol
lowed. The Glawards, thirsting for 
revenge, rushed Into the bed chambers 
of the French, and slaughtered all who 
oould not pronounce the fatal words, 
•‘Schild en vrlend.” In many of the 
houses there were more Frenchmen 
than could be reached In so short a 
time, so that many had time to dress 
themselves hurriedly, and eeizs their 
weapons ; and this was the case espe 
daily In the quarter occupied by De 
Chailllcn and bis numerous guards, 
lu spite of the lurlous rapidity U 
Breydel and his comrades, about six 
hundred Frenchmen had collected In 
this manner. M sty also, although 
wounded, contrived to escape from the 
fray ; and the number of the fugitives 
was mas so much increased, that they 
resolved to stand, and sell their lives 
as dearly as they could. They stood 
in a compact mass in front of the 
houses, and defended themselves 
against the butchers with the energy 
of de-palr. Many of them had cross
bows, with which they shot down some 
of the Glawards ; out the sight ol 
their fallen companions only increased 
the fury of the survivors. De Chatil- 
Ion’s voice was every where heard 
animating his men to resistance : and 
Dj Mortenay was especially conspicu
ous, his long sword gleaming like a 
lightning flaeh in tie darkness.

Breydei raged like a madman, and 
dealt his blows right and left among 
the French. Sj many of the foe had 
fallen before him, that he already 
s ood raised some feet above the 
grom d. Blood was flowing in streams 
between the dead bodies ; and the cry, 
“The Lion for Flanders ! strike hom* 1 4 
mixed its terrible sound with the 
groans of the dying. Jan van Gistel 
was, of course, amongst the French. 
As he knew that his death was inevit
able if the Flemings gained the vic
tory, he shouted incessantly, ‘ France 1 
France!” hoping thus to sustain the 
courage of his troops.

But Jan Breydel recognized his 
voice. 44 Comrades,” said ho, wild 
with rage, 4 I must have the soul of 
this traitor. Forwards 1 he has lived 
long enough. Whoso loves me, let 
hi n follow me c!o> e.”

With these words, he threw himself 
with ilia axn amongst the French, and 
soon struck down every toe within 
reach of his arm. So furious was their 
onslaught, that they soon dr< ve the 
enemy back against the walls of the 
houses ; and five hundred of them fell 
beneath the axes of the butchers. In 
this moment oi extreme peril, of ter
rible agony, De Mortenay remembered 
the word and promise of Deconinck. 
Rejoicing that he yet had the power to 
save the governor general, he crlid.

“I am Da Mortenay, let me pass.” 
Immediately the Glawards made way 
for him with every token of respect, 
and opposed no obstacle to h s pass
age. “This way, this way ; follow me, 
comrades!” cried he to the surviving 
Frenchmen, hoping thus to rescue them 
from their fate.

But the Flemings closed in again 
upon them, and dealt their blows piti
lessly around. The number of the 
fugitives was so small, that, besides 
De Chatillon, not more than thir y 
reached De Mortenay'e house ; the 
rest lay weltering in their blood. 
Breydel made his men halt at the door 
of tiie house, and forbade them to 
enter ; he invested it on all sides, so 
that no man might escape, and himself 
kepi guard at the entrance

While this fray was going on, Deco 
ninck was occupied in hunting out the 
lew remaining Frenchmen in the Stone 
street, near S. Salvator ; and the 
other guilds were following his example 
in the quarters assigned to them. The 
dead were thrown from the houses ; 
and the streets were soon so obstructed 
that it was scarcely possible to traverse 
them in the gloom. Many of the sold
iers had disguised themselves, hoping 
thus to escape through one or other of 
the gates ; but this was of no avail, for 
every one was required to pronounce 
the words, “Schild en vrlend.” At 
the first sound of their foreign accent, 
the axe descended on their necks, and 
th« y fell groaning to the earth. From 
every quarter of the city resounded 
the shout, “The Lion for Flanders ! 
Whoso is French is false ; strike 
homo !” Here and there a Frenchman 
fled before a Fleming, but only to meet 
bis death, a few steps farther on, from 
the weapon of another foe.

rhis scene of vengeance lasted until 
the sun stood high in the heavens : it 
shone on the dead bodies, and dried 
the flowing blood, of five thousand of 
tne Freucn. Yes, in this night five 
thousand aliens were offered to tie 
shades of the murdered Flemings ; it is 
a bloody page in the chronicles of4 
Flanders, that wherein this number is 
written. /

B.fore the dwelling of De Mortenay 
was a strange and appalling sight. A 
thousand butchers lay spread on b on 
tho ground, with their axes in their 
hands, their threatening, revengeful 
eyes riveted on the door. Their naked 
arms and their jerkins were smeared 
with blood ; around them were piled 
heaps of uncounted slain. But of all 
this they took no heed. Here and 
there amongst the batchers passed 
guildsmen, seeking amongst the slain 
for the dead bodies of the Flemings, 
that they might receive honourable 
burial.
^Although their hearts were full of 
rage, yet no word of reviling escaped 
the lips of the butchers. The dwelling 
of De Mortenay was to them sacred, in 
virtue of their plighted word. They 
respected Deconinck’s pledge, and 
had, moreover, a great esteem for the 
governor of the city : so they con
tented themselves with investing the 
entire quarter, and keeping careful 
watch.

Messiro de Chatillon and Jan van 
Gistel the Lilyard had taken refuge In 
De Mortenay'a house. They were 
overpowered by an extreme dread ; for 
an inevitable death hovered before

their eyes. De Chatillon was a man ol 
courage, and awaited his fate will cool
ness ; bat the fsoe of Jan van Gistel 
was bloodless, and his whole frame 
quaked with (ear. Notwithstanding 
all his tHurts, he was unable tu conceal 
his terror, and excited the pity of the 
Frenchmen—even of De Chatillon, who 
was in equal peril. They occupied an 
upper room, overlooking the street ; 
and from time to time they ventured to 
the window, and gazed with awe on the 
butchers, who lay in wait about the 
door, like a pack of wolves lurking for 
their prey. Oooe, as Jan van Gistel 
showed himself a moment at the 
window, Jan B.eydel caught eight of 
him, and threatened him with his axe. 
An angry, impetuous movement arose 
amongst the butchers ; all ratted their 
axes towards the traitor, whose death 
they had sworn.

The heart of the Lilyard throbbed 
with anguish, tas he saw in the gleam 
of thesj thousand axes his doom of 
death ; and, turning to his companions, 
he slid, in a tone ol despair.

44 We must die, mesatres ; there is no 
âoorcy for ns, for they thirst for oar 
blood like famished hounds. You will 
never leave this place. My God, what 
shall we do?”

“ft in a disgrace,” replied DeChat 
illon, “to meet one's death at the 
hands of this rabole ; rather would f be 
slain sword in hand. But so it moot 
bo.”

The coolness of De Ohatillou dis- 
qule’ed Van GLtel still more.

4 So it must be!” repeated he. 4,0 
my God, what a moment of agony ! what 
torture they will inflict upon us! 
Bat, Messiro de Mortenay, I pray you, 
for God s sake—you have muoh in
fluence over them—ask them now if 
they will grant ns oar lives for 
a heavy ran tom. Rather than die 
by their bands, I would give them 
whatever they might ask, no matter 
how much.”

“I will ask them, indeed.” answered 
De Mortenay ; 44 but do not let yourself 
ba seen, or they will drag you from the 
house by force.”

He opened the window, and cried, 
44Master Breydel, Messire van Gistel 
wishes to ask you whether you will give 
him safe conduct for a heavy ransom. 
Ask whatever you please ; name the 
required sum ; and do not delay, I pray 
you.”

4 C jmrades,” shouted the Daan to 
his companions, with a bitter laugh, 
“they offer us goldrl they think they 
can buy t II the revenge of a people 
with gold ; shall we accept it?”

“No; we will have the Lilyard I ’ 
cried the butchers ; “he must die : the 
traitor—the dastard, degenerate Fiem 
in g 1”

This exclamation echoed hideously 
in Van Gistel s ears, and it seemed tu 
him as though he already felt the sharp 
edge of the axe upon his neck. De 
Mortenay allowed the s.ormy cries for 
vengeance to pass away, and then again 
called out:

44 You promised me that my house 
snould be an asylum and sanctuary ; 
way, then, do you violate the pledge 
you have given ?”

44 We will not violate your dwelling,” 
answered Breydel; “bat I swear to you 
that neither Do Jhatillon not Van Gistel 
shall leave the city alive ; their Mood 
must atone lor the blood of our brothers, 
and we will not leave this spot until 
our axes* have given them the death
blow.”

"And may I leave the city without 
molestation ?”

“You, Messire de M or tec ay, are at 
liberty to gj whithersoever you please, 
with your personal retinue ; and no one 
shall touch a hair of your head. But 
do not attempt to deceive us; for we 
are too well acquainted with those of 
whom we are in quest.”

“I give yon notice, then, that in an 
hour from this time 1 shall take my 
departure for Courtrai.”

•‘May God protect you! '
44And have you no compassion for un

armed knights ?”
“They had no compassion on our 

brethren, and their blood mast be shed. 
The gallows which they themselves 
erected still stand in the market-place.”

De Mortenay closed the window, and 
said to the knights,

“I commiserate you, messires ; they 
insist on shedding your blood. You are 
in very great peril ; but I hope that, 
by God's assistance, I shall yet be able 
to rescue you. There is an cutlet be
hind the court yard, through which you 
may be fortunate enough to escape from 
your blood-thirsty enemies. D.sguise 
yourselves, and mount your horses; 
then i „ and my servants will leave 
the house by the principal entrance ; 
and while I thus draw off the 
attention of the butchers on myself, 
you may be able to make your escape 
aloeg the walls. At the Smiths’ Gate 
there is a breach through wbich it will 
not be difficult for you to gain the open 
country, and your horses will secure 
you from being overtaken.”

DeChatlllon and Van Gistel joyfully 
embraced this last hope. The 
governor-general put on the clothes of 
his cas :e; lan, and Van Gistel those of 
one of the meaner servants ; the thirty 
remaining Frenchmen led their horses 
from the stables and made them ready, 
in order that they might fly with their 
commander.

When all were mounted, Da Mortenay 
and his servants issued forth into the 
street, in which the butchers lay, as it 
were encamped. The latter, havirgno 
suspicion of deceit, stood up, and re
garded with careful scrutiny all those 
who accompanied the governor-general. 
Bat soon the cry, “The Lion of 
Flanders! Whoso is French is false 1 
strike home 1 to the death 1” resounded 
io another street, and the clattering 
hoofs of horses at full gallop were 
heard round the corner. In the great
est haste the Flemings ran, bewildered 
and shouting, to the place whence the 
sound had come : but it was too late. 
De Chatillon if)d Van Gistel had 
escaped. Of the thirty men who ac
companied them twenty were struck 
down, for they were assailed by the foe 
on every side ; but fortune was pro
pitious to the two knights. They fled 
to the city wall, and reached the 
Smiths' Gate ; then they sprang into 
the mont, and swam across it at the 
peril of their lives. De OhntUlon's

groom sank with his horse, and was 
drowned. ,

The butchers bad pawed the flying 
Frenchmen as far as the gate: but 
when they saw the enemies they 
most detested disappear between the 
trees in the distance, they raged end 
jelled in beffltd wrath ; for now their 
revenge seemed to them unsated. 
After remaining some moments gr zing 
on the spot where DeChatlllon had dis
appeared from thel- view, they left the 
wall and returned to the Friday 
Market-place. Soon another tnmnit 
arrested their attention. From the 
centre of the city arose a shout of 
mingled voices, filling the air with pro
longed iounds of rtj >iciog, as though s 
prince were making his festal entry. 
For some time the botchers conld not 
distinguish the triumphant cries, for 
they came from too great a dis lance ; 
but by degress the exalting crowd drew 
nearer and nearer, anl the shouts be
came intelligible :

“Lo g live the Blue Lion I long live 
our Doan 1 Flanders is free!”

An inonmerab’emultitude, consisting 
of all the inhabitants of Bruges, poured 
itself through tho streets in dense 
throngs. The acclamations of the 
liberated Flemings echoed back from 
the houses, and filled the city as with 
the booming of thunder. Women and 
children ran confusedly amongst the 
armed guildsmen ; and the j >youe clap
ping ui their haeds singled with aud 
huim inizid the uninterrupted shouting 
“Hail! hail to the Blue Lion I”

From the midst of this crowd rose a 
whi'e standard ; on the waving folds of 
which w ,s wrought In blue silk, a lion 
rampart. Io was the great banner of 
the city of Bruges, which had for so 
long a time disappeared before the 
lilies of France. Ouoe more it came 
forth from its concealment into the 
light of day; now it waved over the 
prostrate bodies of its foes; and the 
resurrection of this holy standard vtas 
greeted with ten thoisaod shouts o! re 
j doing.

A man of small stature bore the ban
ner, and with his arm* crossed over 
his breast pressed it to nis heart, as 
though it inspired him with the deep 
est love. Abundant tears flowed down 
his cheekt—tears if love of father- 
land mingled with tears of joy and sad
ness ; and an nuuttcrable expression of 
happiness beamed Iron his every 
feature. He who had shed no tear for 
his greatest personal misfortunes, now 
wept when he brought back tno Lion 
to the ci'y of his fathers—to the altar 
of freedom.

All ejes were turned towards this 
man ; and the cries, “ Long live Dj 
coninck 1 Hail to the B ue Lion! ” 
were echoed and rc echoed ever louder 
and loader. As the Dean of the Cloth 
workers drew near to the Friday 
Market place holding aloft the stand 
ard, an inexpressible j 'y filled the 
hearts of the batchers ; they, too 
swelled the exalting shout of victory, 
and clapped thoir hands with an impet
uous outburst of love. Breydel rushed 
eagerly to meet tho banner,and stretched 
his impatient hands towards the Lion. 
Deconinck resigned it to him and said :

44 There, my friend, this hast thou 
this day wo i,—the palladium of our 
freedom.” Breydel answered nothing 
—his heart was too fall. T/embllng 
with emotion, he embraced the drapery 
of tho standard and the Blue Lion. He 
hid his face in the folds of silk, and 
wept ; fora few moments le remained 
motionless ; then the banner fell from 
his grasp, and he sank exhausted by 
his transport on Doooninck’s breast.

While the two Doans held each other 
in this warm embrace, the people 
ceased cot their shouts ; loud exulting 
cries poured from the lips of all, and 
their quick and impassioned gestures 
attested the rapturous gladness of 
their hearts. Tne Friday Market place 
was too small to contain the thronging 
citizens. In the Stone street far away 
to. S. Salvator's, were clustering 
swarms of men ; the Smiths, street and 
Bouverie street were crowded with 
women and with children.

The Dean of the Cloth wo: kers turned 
himself towards the centre of the 
market-place, and advanced to the 
gallows. The bodies of the Fleming* 
who had been hacg?d had been already 
taken down and buried ; but the eight 
ropes had been purposely left dangling 
in the air as signs and memorials of the 
tyranny which had put them to death. 
The standard with the Lion of Bruges 
was planted close to the apparatus of 
murder, and greeted afresh with cries 
cf joy. After regarding for a few mo
ments in silence the reconquered ban
ner, Deconinck slowly bent his knee, 
bowed his head, and praj ed with folded 
hands.

When one throws a stone into still 
water, the movement spreads ia treru
ions circles over the entire surface, 
and awakens the tipples of the whole 
lake; so the the ugh t and the act of 
Deconinck communicated themselves 
to the crowd of citizens, although but 
few could positively see him. First, 
those who were immediately near to 
him knelt silently down ; thru the 
movement extended itself farther and 
further amongst the more distant, until 
every head was bowed in prayer ; the 
voices of those in the centre of the 
vast circle were first hushed, and so 
further and further spread the silence, 
until it pervaded the whole multitude. 
Eight thousand knees touched the 
yet bloody earth, eight thousand 
heads humbled themselves be 
fore the God who hid created 
meu for freedom. What a harmony 
must have swelled up to the Throne of 
the Most High in that moment I How 
grateful to Him must have been that 
solemn prayer, which, like a cloud of 
fragrance, was wafted upwards to His 
Footstool I

After a abort time Deconinck arose, 
and availed himself of the unbroken 
stillness to address the following 
words to his assembled fellow-citizens •

44 Brothers I this day the sun shines 
on ns with fairer splendour, the breeze 
of heaven is purer and more exhilarat 
ng In our city ; the breath ol tde 

foreigner pollutes it no more. Toe 
haughty Frenchmen deemed that we 
were their slaves forever ; but they 
have learned, at the price of their 
live., that our Lion may Indeed slum- 
bur awhile—die It never can. Again

have we re-oocqnered the hérita», ni 
oar fathers, and washed out lo m„°! 
the footprints of the aliens. Bat °2! 
oar enemies are not yet overcum! 
France will send ns yet more J 
hirelings, for blood demand, blot!? 
That, tndee-f, Is ol small moment i 
henceforth we are Invincible ■ ' bo, 
nevertheless, think not that yoi m'J 
.leep alter the victory sehleved. 
your hearts Arm, bald, qaiet; Be J 
let the noble 6re which at this J 
ment glows In your Breasts waver oi 
wane. Let each betake himself now to 
ht« abode, and rejoice with his iamilv 
In the victory of thle day. Kialt and 
drink the wine ol gladness ; lor this is 
the fairest dsy nl your lives. Those 
oltlzens who have no wine may g0 t0 
tee hall ; there a measure shall be dis
tributed to each. ”

The ehonte, which gradually became 
laud.-r and louder, did not permit 
Deconinck to say more ; he made a sign 
to the surrounding Deans, and went 
with them up to the Stone street. The 
crowds reveiend/ made way lor him 
and on him, above all, were bestowed 
the gladsome greetings ol the t»pp, 
citizens. Every one now pressed to- 
«aids the standard which reared i-sell 
up by the aide of the gallew, ; each in 
auoeeislon gazed with ecstasy on the 
Bine Lion, as on a Iriend who had 
again returned amongst his brethren 
alter long j mrnej logs in strange lands 
They stretched out their hands mw-vj." 
It; and were to overpowered with j , 
that they would have seemed ti the 
cool and dlsp wsionate observer to have 
lost their senses.

Soon came gnildimeu with lull cans 
back to the market-place, and spread 
the joylnl lid Inns that a measure ol 
wine would be distributed to each. An 
hour later every citizen bad his wine
glass io bis hand. And ao ended the 
eventlul day, without confusion and 
without strife ; one and the same i.-el 
ing quickened every heart—the feeling 
which fills the heart of the captive 
when he ou ce more beholds the light 
of the sun and the wide wotld is h:s 
only prison.

CHAPTER XViH.
Two years had gone by since the 

foreigner had set foot In F.ar.der*, and 
cried ; “ Bow your head,, ye Flemings I 
ye sons of ttte north, yield to the osil- 
dran ol the south, or diel ” Little 
thought they that there had been bon 
io Bruges a man endowed with large 
sagacity and inspired with heroic 
courage ; a man who shone forth as a 
bright light amongst his contemporaries 
and to whom, as to Ills tervact Moses; 
God had said : " Go and deliver tiy 
brethren, the children of Israel, from 
the thraldom of Phaiaoh. ”

When the desolating bands of the 
French first tioi the soil cl his father
land, end darkened the horizon with 
the dnst oi their march, a secret voice 
spoke in Deconinck's son I, and said :

Take heed, these are in quest of 
slaves 1'*

Ac its sound, the noble citizens quiv
ered with anguisu and wrath :

“ Slaves I we slaves 1" groaned he ; 
“ forbid it, O Lord our God 1 Toe blood 
of our free-born fathers hath flowed in 
defence of Tain, altars ; they have 
died on the sands of Arabia with Thy 
Holy Name on their lips. 0, sofftr 
not their sons to bear the debasing 
fetters of the alien ;—suffer not the 
temple which they have raised unto 
Thee to have bandsmen for wor
shippers I"

Dooonick had breathed this prayer 
from his deepest soul, and all his heart 
lay open to his Creator. He found 
therein all the noble courage and 
energy wherewith Ue had endowed the 
Fleming ; and Ho sent down an answer
ing ray of trust and hope. Instantly 
filled with a secret strength, Decon
ick felt as though all his capacities of 
thought and actions were doubled in 
energy ; and, impelled by a true in
spiration, he ci ied :

“ Tea, Lord, I have felt Thy strong 
and Thy strengthening hand ; yes, I 
shall ward off this degradation from my 
lathetlano ; the grav. e of Thy servants, 
my fathers, shall never be trodden 
down by the foot of the alien. Blessed 
are Thou, O my God, Wno hast called 
me to this I”

From that moment one only feeling, 
one only deep yearning lived in Docon- 
ick's heart ; his every thought, his 
every faculty, all were consecrated to 
tha great word—my fatherland I Bail- 
nose, family, repose, all were banished 
from his ample heart, which held hut 
one, one only affection—his love for the 
native soil of the Lion. And what man 
more truly noble than this Fleming, 
who a hundr d times risked life and 
liberty itself for the freedom of Flan
ders ? wbat man was ever endowed 
with more ample sagacity Î Alone and 
unaided, in spite of recreants and Lily- 
ards, who would have sold their coun
try's freedom, he it was who hi.Ill )d the

Neuralgia 
In the Face

Long standing case completely cured by 
Dr. A. W. Chase's Nerve Food.

Headache and Neuralgia.
What hosts of people seek for cure of these 

ailments.
And in vain.
Because they are misled by going after 

medicines which only relieve.
Dr. A. W. Chase's Nerve Food is not a 

mere relief for headaches and neuralgia but 
is a thorough cure in the only way these 
troubles can ever be really cured—by restor
ing the nervous system.

Mrs. James Clancy. 714 Water St.. Peter- 
boro, Ont., states: '1 was troubled more or 
less with severe headaches and neuralgia for 
nineteen years. Besides suffering I w s use
less as far as work was concerned. Dr. 
Chase's Nerve Food built up my system 
generally and made a thorough cure of my 
old trouble. It succeeded in my case after 
a great many treatments had failed

Neuralgia and nervous headaches are 
always an indication of exhausted nerves. 
Make the cure thorough by using Dr. 
A. W. Chase’s Nerve Food. 50 cents at 
all dealers, or Edmanson. Bates & Do.» 
Toronto, Ont. Portrait and signature of A. 
W. Chase, M. D., the famous Receipt Book 
author, on every box.


