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THE LION OF FLANDERS.
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CHAPTER XVII,

Behind the village of St Cross, at
some few bowshots from Broges, rose a
little wood, in summer » favoriie Sun-
day's resort of the citizeus. The trces
were 80 planted as to sflord ample

. apace between them, and a soft turf
covered the ground with its flowery
carpet. This was the appolated place
of rendezvous ; 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,
snd the monotonous rustling of the
Jeaves added a mystic terror to the

scene.

In the wood itself, at tre frst
glaoce nothing was discernible ; bat
upon more a:teuntive observation nu-
merous shadowy figures might be per-
oeived, as of meu e¢xiended side by
side upon the ground, each with s
strangely glimmering light close to it
making the tarf look like a faint reflex
of the starry heaven above, so thickly
was it studded with laminous points ;
which, in truth, were navght else but
the bright blades of the axes, r«flact-
ing from their polished steel the few
wandorisg rays whieh they counld
gather amid the darkness. More than
two thousand butchers lay thos in
rank avd fille upon the earth ; their
bearts beat quick, their blood bounded
in their veins ; for the long yearned-
for hour, he hour of vengeance and
liberation, was at hand. The deepest
sllence was maintained by this vast
multitude ; and all conspired to throw
a vell ol necromauntic horror over the
mysterious band.

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

¢ The French dogs little expect the
rousing vp they will get this morn-
fog.”” began Breydel ; *‘ thoy sleep
well ; for they have seared consciences
—the villalos | I am cutious to see
the faces they'll make when they wake
up and see my axe, and their death
upon its edge.”’

“ Oh ! my axe cuts like a lancet ; I
whetted it till it took off a halr from
mwy arm ; aud [ mean to blont it Lhis
might, or never to sharpen it again.”

** Thirgs have gone too far, Martin,
They treat us like so many domb
beasts, aud thiok that we shall erouch
beneath their tyranny. They fancy
we're all like those accursed Lilyards;
but they little know us."”

** Yer, the villains cry, ‘ France for
ever I'’ and fawn wpon the Lyraois ;
but they shall bave romething for
themselves too. I @didn't forget them
when I tovk 50 much pains about tharp
ening my axe !”

*¢ Oh, ney, Martin, po ; no Flemish
blood must be shed. Doconinck has
strictly forbidden it."”

““ And John van Gistel, the cowardly
traitor | is he to come ff scot free 2"’

¢ John van Gistel is to hang ; he
must pay for the blood of Deconinck's
old friend. But he must be the only
one.”’

* What ! and the other false Flem
ings are to escape scatheless ? Mas
ter Breydel, Master Breydel, that’s
too much for me ; [ cannot away with
it.”

“ They'll have punisbment enough ;
disgrace will be their portion ; shame
in their hearts, and contempt on the
lips and countenauces of all good nMn.
Were it nothing, think yoa, that each
ocomer should throw coward and traitor
in your face ? That's what remains
for them.'’

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

They were now silent for a few wo
ments]; listening attentively to a sound
a8 of distant footsteps which canght their
ears ; but it soon died away, and then
Breydel resumed :

**The French savages have murdered
my poor aged mother. [ saw with my
own oyes how the sword had pierced
her heart through and through—that
heart #0 full of love for me. They had
no pity on her, because she had given
birth to s right unbending Fleming ;
and now I will have no pity cn thew ;
%0 I shall aveoge my country and my
own blood together,"’

‘* Shall we give quarter,
Shall we make prisoncrs ?'

master ?

“ May 1 p rish, if 1 make a single
prisoner, or grant one single man his
lfe! Do they give quarter? No,

they murder for murder's sake, and
trample the corpses of our brethren
under their horse’s hoofs, And thiok
you, Martin, that I, who have the
bloody shade of my dear mother ever
before my eyes, can #0 much as look
upon & Frenchman without breaking

into a it of downright madness ? Oh |
I should tear them with wy teeth,
were my axs to break with the multi-

tude of its vietlws ! But that ecan
never be ; my good axe is the long
tried friend and faithfal partner of my
life.”

‘* Listen, master, again
noise in the direction of Damme,
& moment,"’

He put his ear to the ground, then
raised his bead again :

‘' Mastor, the weavers are not fler
off,"”" he said ; may be some four bow-
shots,"’

** Come, then, let us up! Do you
pass quletly along the ranks, aud take
care that the men lle still. I will go
and meet Deconinck, that he wmay
know what part of the wood is left
open for his people.”

In a few moments four thousand
weavers advanced from’different 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 few men only might
bave been seen to pass from company
to company, bearing the order to the
captains to meet at the eastern end of
the wood.

there's a
Wait

Thither, sccordingly, they all re
paired, and grouped themselves round
Deconinck to receive instructions, whe
proceeded thus to address them :

‘““My brothers, this day’s sun must
shine upon us as freemen or Jight us to
our graves, Arm jyourselves, there
fore, with all the courage which the
thought of country and liberty can
kindle in your bosoms; bethink you
that it is for the city in which the
boues of our father's rest, for the city
in which our own cradles stood, that
we are this day in arms. Acd remem-
ber,—no quarter ! Kill, Is the word ;
death to every Frenchman who falls
into your hands! tiat not a root of for-
eign tares may remaln to choke our
wheat. We or they must die! Is
there one among you that can entertain
s spark of compassion for those who
have so0 cruelly murdered our brothers,
on the gallows snd under the hools of
their horses ? for the traitorous foes
who have imprisoned our lawful Count
in foul breach of fiith aud poisoned
his innocent child?"’

A low, sullen, terrible murmar fol-
lowed, and scemed to hover for & mo-
ment under the over-arching branches.

“*They shall die!"” was the universal
response,

** Well, then,” pursued Deconinck,
*‘ this day we shall once more be free.
But that Is not enough; we shall still
need gtont hearts to make good our
freedow; for the French king will soon
bave a new army in th: fleld against
us; of that doubt not.”

** 8o much the better,” interrupted
Breydel; ** thore will only bs s0 many
more children weeping for their fath
ers, as | do now for my poor murdered
mother, God rest ber soul!"

The interruption had broken the flow
of Deconinck s harangue; lest, there-
fore, time might fail bim, he procceded
at once to give the necessary instruc
tions :

““ Well, then,”” he said, ‘‘ 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 1nto the road in close
order; 1 shall be oa before you under
the ecity walls, with a b.dy of my ovn
people. The gates will almost Instantly
pe opened to us by the Olawards inside;
do you then march in as quietly as pos-
sible, and each of you take tho direc
tion I ghall now give you. Master
Breydel, with the butchers, will occupy
Lhe Spey Gate, and then all the streets
round about Saaggaert's Bridge, Mas
ter Lindens, do you take possession of
the Catherine Gate, aud advance your
men into the adjiccnt strects up to
Oar Lady's Church. The curriers and
shocmakers are to occupy the Ghent
G ite, and from thence to the Castle.
The other gailds, under the Dean of the
masons, will hold the Damme Gate, and
all the neighbourhood of St. Donatus’
Charch, 1, with my two thousand men,
will proceed to the Bouverie Gate and
cut off the whole quarter from thence
to the Asses’ 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. Bat as soon as
ever you hear oar country's cry—* The
Lion for Fianders!' let every man re
peat it, that you may know one another
in the darkness. Acd then, at them !
Break open the doors of all the houses
where the French are quartered, and
make a8 short work as you can of them, ’

** Bat, master,’’ remarked one of the
captaing, *‘'we shall not know the
French from our own townspeople,
finding them, as we shall, almost all in
bad and undressed.’’

““ Ob, there is an easy way to avoid
a!l mistakes on that score, Whenever
you can't make out at the first glance
whether it's a Frenchman or a Fiewing
make him say, ** Schild en vriend! "
(shield and friend), Whoever cannot
pronounce thote words properly has a
French tongue, and down with him!"

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

** One word more,” added Deconinck
hastily., *' Remember, all of you, that
Messire de Mortenay's 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 dweiling. Now
to your companies with al the speed
you can ; give your men the necessary
orders, and in all things do exactly as
I bave told you. Qalck! and as little
noise as possible, | pray youn."

Thereupon the captsins returned to
their companies, which they immediate-
ly led forward 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,
He aimsell approached ttill nearer, and
endeavored with his eye to penetrate
the darkuess; a burning portfire, the
end ol which he coneealed in the hollow
of his band, shed its red glow {rom *e
tween his fingers. So he walked on,
keeplog a sharp lock out, till at last
he espied a head peering over the wall;
it was that of the clothworker Gerard,
whom he had visited the evening 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 eloth
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
dyiog; and then all was still,—still as
the grave.

The gate was opened : in deepest sil
ence the guildsmen defiled into the
city; and each captain drew off his com-
pany to the station assigned him by
Deconinck. A quarter of an hour
laver all the sentinels on duty at the
gates had bean surprised and cut off,
each guaild had taken up its position,
and at the door of every house oecupied
by a Frenchman stood eight Clawards,
ready to force an entrance with ham
mers and axes. Not a single street
was unoconpied; each division of the
city swarmed with Clawards, eagerly
awaiting the signal of attack.

Deconinck was standing in the

middle of the Friday market-place :

after & moment of deep thought, he pro.
nounced the doom the French with
the words, ‘' The Lion for Flanders |
Whoso Is French is false; (Wat Walsch
is, valsch is) strike home !"’

- This order, ths doom of the alien,
was echoed by Ave th d volces ;
and it is easy to imagine the fearful
cries, the appalling tamult that fol.
lowed. The Olawards, thirstiag for
revenge, rushed into the bed chambers
of the French, and slaughtered all who
could not pronounce the fatal words,
*Schild en vriend.”” In many of the
houses there were more Frenchmen
than could be reached in so short a
time, s0 that many had time to dress
themselves hurriedly, and seizas their
weapons ; sud this was the case espe
cially in the quarter occupied by Do
Chatillon snd bis numerous goards.
In spite of the furious rapidity of
Breydel and his comrades, about six
hundred Frenchmen bad collected in
this maoner. My also, although
wounded, contrived to escape from the
fray ; and the number of the fogitives
was tbus 80 wuch increased, that they
resolved to stand, and sell their lives
as dearly as they could. They stood
in a compact maes in front of the
hoases, wand defended themselves
sgainst the butchers with the energy
of de-pair. Many of them had crose-
bows, with which they shot down some
of the Clawards ; oot the sight of
their fallen companions only increased
toe fury of the survivors. De Chatil
lon's voice was every where heard
animating his men to resistance ; and
D> Mortenay was especlally conspicu-
ous, bhis long sword gleaming like a
lighuning flash ia tbe daskness.

Breyde: raged like a madman, and
dealt his blows right and lett among
the French. S) many of the foe had
fallen before him, that he already
s.00d raised some feet above the
grouid. Blood wis flowing in streams
between the dead bodies ; and the cry,
*The Lion for Flauders ! strike hom:! '
mixed its terrible sound with the
groaus of the dying. Jan van Gistel
was, of ccurse, amongst the Fronch.
As he knew that his death was inevii-
able if the Flemirgs gained the vie-
tory, he shoated incessantly, * France !
France!” hoping thus to sustain the
courage of his troops.

But Jan Breydel recogoizod his
voice, *' Comrades,”" said he, wild
with rage, I wuost have the sool of
this traitor. IForwards ! he has lived
loog enough., Whoso loves me, let
hin follow me clore,”

With these words, he threw himseli
with his ax» amongst the French, and
soon struck down every foe within
reach of his arm, S) farious was their
ouslaoght, that they soon dr(ve the
enemy back agalnst the wa'ls of the
houses ; and five hundred of them feil
beneath the axes of the butchers. In
this womcnt vi exireme peril, of ter
rible agony, De Mortenay remewmbered
the word and promise of Deconinck.
Rejoiciog that he yet had the power to
save the governor general, he cricd.

“l am Ds Mortenay, let me pass.”
lumediately the Clawards made way
for him with every token of respeot,
aud opposed no obstacle to h's pass-
age. ‘‘This way, this way ; follow me,
comrades!’ crled he to the surviving
Frenchmen, hoping thus to rescue them
from their fate,

Bat 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 Da Mortenay's house ; the
rest lay weltering in their blood.
Breydel made his men halt as the door
of the house, and forbade them to
enter ; he invesied it on all sides, so
that no wan might escape, and himself
kep. guard at the entrance

While this fray was going on, Doco
ninck was occupied in hunting out the
few remaining Frenchmen in the Stone
street, near 8. 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 8o obstructed
that it was scarcely possible to traverse
them in the gloom, Many of the sold-
iers had disguised themselves, hoping
thas 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 vriend.” At
the first sound of their foreign accent,
the axe descended on their necks, and
they fell groaning to the earth. From
every quarter of the city resounded
the shout, **The Lion for Flanders !
Whoso is French is false ; strike
home I'" Here and there a Frenchman
fled before a Fieming, but only to meet
bis death, a few steps farther on, from
the weapon of another foe.

I'nis scene of vengeance lasted until
the sun stood high ia the heaveas ; it
shove on the dead bodies, aud dried
the flowing blood, of ive thousand of
the Kreuch. Yes, in this night five
thousand allens were offered to the
shades of the murdered Fiemings ; it is
A bloody page in the chronicles of
Flanders, that wherein this number iy
written, /

B .fore the dwelling of De Mortenay
was a strange and appalling sight, A
thcusand butchers lay spread oul on
the ground, with their axes in their
hauds, their threatening, revengsful
eyes riveted on the douor. Their naked
arms and their jerkins were smearcd
with blood ; aroand them were piled
heaps of uncounated slain. But of all
this they took no heed. Here aud
there amongst the butchers passea
guildsmen, seeking amongst the slain
for the dead bodies of the Flemings,
that they might receive honourable
burial,
gaAlthough their hearts were full of
rage, yot 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 themselvesa with investing the
entire quarter, and keeping careful
watch,

Messire de Chatillon and Jan van
Gistel the Lilyard had taken refuge in
De Mortenay's house. They were
overpowered by an extreme dread ; for

an inevitable death hovered before

their eyes, De OChatillon was & man of
courage, and awaited his fate will cool-
ness ; but the face of Jan van Gistel
was bloodless, and his whole frame
quaked with fear. Notwithstanding
all his efforts, he was unable tuv 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 ;
aod from time to time they ventured to
the window, and gazad with awe on the
bautchers, who lay in wait about the
door, llke a pack of wolves lurking for
their prey. Oavce, as Jan van Gistei
showed himself a moment at the
window, Jan Beeydel caught sight of
bim, aud threatened him with his axe.
Ao apgry, impetuous movement arose
amongst the butchers ; all raiced their
axes towards the traitor, whose death
they had sworn.

The heart of the Lilyard throbbed
with anguish, (as he saw in the gleam
of thess thousand sxes his doom of
death ; and, turning to his companions,
he waid, in & tone of despair.

“We must die, messires ; there is no
wercy for us, for they thirst for oar
blood like famished hounds, Youn will
never leave this place. My God, what
shall we do ?"’

*It is a disgrace,” replied DeChat
illon, ‘““to meet oue's death at the
hands of this rabsle ; rather would I be
slain sword in hand, Bat so it mu:t
be.””

The coolness of De Chatilloa dis-
quleted Van Gistel still more,

‘8o it mast be!'' repeated he. *'O
wy (Rod, what a mowment of agony ! what
torture they will irflict npon wus!
Bat, Messire de Mortenay, I pray you,
for God's sake—jyou have wmuch in-
flaence over them—ask them now if
they will graot us oar lives for
a heavy ransom. 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 ; ‘‘but do not let yoursell
ba seen, or they will drag you from the
house by force."’

He opened the window, and cried,
‘“Master Breydel, Messire van Gistel
wishes to ask yon whether yoa will give
him eafe conduct for a heavy ransom.
Ask whatever you please ; name toe
required sum ; and do not delay, I pray
yuu‘ﬂ

¢ C)mrades,’’ shouted the Daan to
his companions, with a bitter laugh,
*‘they offer us golg! they think they
can buy «ff the revenge of a peojple
with gold ; shall we accept it ?"

““No; we will have the Lilyard!’
cried the butchers ; **he must die : the
traitor—ihe dastard, degencrate F.em
ing!”

Lhis e¢xclamation echoed hidecasly
in Van Gistel's ears, and it seemed to
him a8 though he a'ready felt the sharp
edge of the axe upon his neck. Deo
Mortenay allowed the sormy cries for
vengeance to pass away, and then again
called ont:

"“You promised me that my hounse
should be an asylum and sanctuary;
woy, then, do you violate the pledge
you have given ?"’

**We will not violate your dwelling,"’
answered Breydel; ““bat I swear to you
that neither Do Chatillon nor Van Gistel
shall leave the city alive; their blood
mast atone for the blood of our brothers,
and we will not leave this epot until
our axes: have given them the death.
blow."’

‘*And may I leave the city without
molestation 1"’

““You, Messire de Morteray, are at
liberty to g» whithersoever you please,
with your personal retinue ; and no one
shall touch a hair of your head. Bat
do not attempt to deceive u:; for we
are too well acquainted with those of
whom we are in quest.'’

“I give yom notice, then, that in an
hour from this time I shall take my
departure for Couartrai.’’

**May God protect you!l'’

‘“And have you no compassion for un-
armed knights 2"’

“They had no compassion on our
brethren, and their blood must be shed.
The gallows which they themselves
erected still stand in the market.: place,’’

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

[ 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 outlet 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 [ _and my servants will leave
the house by the priacipal entrance ;
and while I thas draw off the
attention of the butchers on myeelf,
you may be able to make your escape
aloog the walls. At the Smishs' Gate
there is a breach through which it will
not be diffizult tor you to gain the open
country, and your horses will secure
you from being overtaken.’

DeChatlilon and Van Gistel joyfally
embraced this last hope. The
governor-general put on the olothes of
his cas:eilan, and Van Gistel those of
one ol 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, D2Mortenay
and his servants issued forth into the
street, in whieh the butchers lay, as it
were encamped. The latter, havirgno
suspicion of deceit, stood up, and re-
garded with carefal scrutiny al} those
who accompanied the governor-géneral.
Bat soon the ory, ‘“‘The Lion of
Flanders! Whoso is French is false!
strike home ! to the death!'’ resounded
o another street, and the olattering
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 ; bat it was too late.
De Ohatillon d Van Gistel had
escaped. Of the thirty men who ao-
companied them twenty were struck
down, for they were assailed by t!.e foe
on every side ; but fortune was pro-
pitious to the two knights. They fled
to the oity wall, and reached the
Smiths’ Gate ; then they sprang into
the moat, and swam across it at the
peril of their lives, De Chatillon’s

groom sank with his horse, and was
waoed,
“oTho butchers had pursued the flying
Frenchmen as far as the gate: bat
when they saw the euemies they
most detested disappear between the
trees in the distance, they raged and
yelled in baflsd wrath ; for now their
revenge scemed to them unsated.
After remaining some moments g:zing
on the spot where DeChatillon had dis-
appoared from thei~ view, they left the
wall and returned to the Friday
Market-place. Soon another tamult
arrested their attention, From the
centre of the city arcse a shout of
mingled volces, filling the air with pro-
longed sounds of rejoiciog, as though »
rince were makiog his festal eucry.

'or some time the butchers could not
distingnish the trinmphant cries, for
they came from too great a disiance ;
but by degress the exalting crowd drew
pearer and nearer, and the shouts be-
came intelligible :

“Lo g live the Blue Liou! long live
ounr Dean ! Flanders is free!”

Au inocumerable multitude, consisting
of all the inhabitants ot Bruges, poared
itseli through the streets in dense
throoge. The acclamations of the
liberated Flemings echoed back from
the honses, and filled the city as with
the boomiog of thunder, Women anad
children ran confusedly amongst the
armed guildsmen ; and the jryous clap-
ping ol iheir hauds @'ogled with and
h.rmonizsd the uninterrup’ed shontiog
“‘Hail! hail to the Blue L'on!"

From the midst of this crowd rose &
white standard ; on the waving lolds of
which wis wrovght In blue silk, a lion
rampart. It was the great bauner of
the city of Bruges, which had for so
long a time disappeared before the
lilies of France. Ouce 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 was
greeted with ten thoasaud shouts of re-
Joiciog.

A man of small statare bore the ban-
ner, and with his arms o¢rossed over
Lis breast pressed it to his heart, as
though it inspired him with the deep
est love, Abundant tears flowed down
his cheeks—tears f love of father-
land wingled with tears of joy and sad-
ness ; and an nuuiterable expression of
happiness beamed from his every
feature. He who had shed no tear for
his greatest personal misfurtunes, now
wept when he broaght back tne Lion
to the ci'y of his fathers—5o the altar
of frecdom.

All eyes were turned towards this
man ; and the crles, *' Long live D>
coninck! Hail to the Bue Lion!"
were echoed and re echoed ever louder
and londer. As the Deav of the Cloth
workers drew near to the Friday
Market place holding aloft the stand
ard, sn inexpressible jry flled the
hearts of the batchers; they, too
swelled the exalting shout of victory,
and clapped their hands with an impet-
uous outburst of love., Breydel rushed
eagerly to meet the banner ava stretched
his impatient hands towards the Lion.
Daconinck resigned it to him and sald :

*‘ T'here, my friend, this hast thou
this day wo»,—the palladiam of our
frecdom.’ Breydel answered nothing
—his heart was too faull. Trembling
with emotion, he embraced the drapery
of the standard and the Blue Lion. He
hid his face in the folds of silk, and
wept ; for a few moments le remained
motionless ; then the banner fall from
his grasp, and he sank exhan:ted by
his transport on Daconinck's breast.

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

The Dean of the Clothwo: kers turned

himself towards the centre ol the
market-place, and advanced to the
gallows. The bodies of the Flemings

who had been havg=d had been already
taken down and baried ; but the eight
ropes had been purposely left dangling
in the air as signs and memorials of ths
tyrancy which had put them to death.
The standard with the Lion of Bruges
was planted close to the apparatus of
murder, and greeted airesh with cries
of joy. After regarding for a few mo-
ments in silence the reco:.quered ban-
ner, Deconinck slowly bent his koee,
bowed his head, and prayed with folded
hands.

When one throws a stone into still
water, the movement spreads ia treru-
lous circles over the eatire sarface,
and awakens the ripples of the whole
lake ; 8o the thcught 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 keelt silently down ; th.n the
movement extended itself furthsr and
further amongst the more distant, until
every head was bowed in prayer ; the
voices of those in the centre of the
vast oircle were first hushed, and so
farther and farther spread the silence,
until it pervaded the whole maultitude.
Eight thousand knees touched the
yet bloody earth, eight thousand
heads humbled themselves  be
fore the God who had created
men for freedom, What a harmony
must have swelled up to the Throne of
the Most High in that moment! How
grateful to Him must have been that
solemn prayer, which, like a cloud of
fragrance, was wafted upwards to His
Footstool !

After a short time Deconinck arose
and availed himselt of the uubrukeu’
stillness to addres the following
words to his assembled fellow.citiz¢ns $

** Brothers | this day the sun shines
on us with fairer splendour, the breezo
of heaven is purer and more exhilarat
ing in our city; the breath of the
foreigner pollutes it no more, The
haughty Frenchmen deemed that we
were their slaves forever ; but they
have learned, at the price of their
lives, that our Lion may indeed slum-
ber awhil

—
bave we re-conquered the herj

oar fathers, and washed out i:‘lbﬂluol
the footprints of the aliens, Bat ”ﬂ
our euemies are not yet overcum:.
France will send us yet more armeq
hirelivgs, for blood demand, blood
That, indeed, is ot small woment, 1 -
benceforth we are invincible -
nevertheless, think not thag ym.J
sleep ;l‘ur uhoﬂvlo&or; achieved,
your arts firm, bold ulet; p

let the noble fire which qat. tul:v:;.
ment giows In your breasts wayer or
wane. Let each betake himself
his abode, and rejolce with his famj
in the victory of this day. Exult, Mﬂ
drink the wine of gladness ; for thi is
the fairest day of your lives, Those
oitizens who bave no wine may g0 to
tae hall ; there & measure shall be gjg.
tributed to each.’’

The shonts, which gradually became
loud:r and louder, did not pormj;
Deconinek to say more ; he made 3 sign
to the surrounding Doaus, and wept
with them up to the Stone street, Tpe
orowds reverenily made way for g
and on him, above all, werc bestowed
the gladsome greetings of the appy
citizens, Kvery one now pressed 0
wards the standard which reared | self
up by the side of the gallows ; each jy
sucecession gazed with ecstasy on the
Biae Lion, as on a iriend who g
again returned amongst his brethrey
atter loog jurneyiogs instrapge lands,
They stretched out their handy ro»
it; and were £0 overpowered wit
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tast they wounld have scemed )Z;
cool and dispissionate observer to haye
lost their senses.
Soon came guildsmen with full cane
back to the market-place, and «pread

the joylul tidincs that & wmeasure of
wine would be distributed to each, Ap
hour later every citizen had his winc.
glass in his hand. And 80 eunded the
eventtul day, without confusion and
withoat strife ; one and the same {eel
ing quickened every heart—the fecling
which fills the heart of the captive

when he once more beholds the |ight
of the san and the wide world is hig
only prisoa.
CHAPTER XVIII,
Two years had gone by since the
foreigner had set foot in Fianders, and
cried ; ** Bow your heads, ye Flemings|

ye sons of the north, yield to the enil

dran of the south, or die!
thought they that there had )
in Bruges a man endowed witl
sagacity and inspired with
courage ; a man woo shone forth a8 3
bright light amongst his contemporaries
and to whom, as to His tervant Mose
God had said: * Go and deliver tiy
brethren, the children of Iirael, [(rem
the thral!dom of Pharaoh,

When the desolating bands of the
French first trod the soil of his lather.

land, and darkened the horicon with
the dust of their march, & secret voice
spoke in Decovinck's soul, and said:

‘ Take heed, these are in quest of
slaves |7

At its sound, the noble eitizens quiv.
ered with anguisn and wrath :

‘' Slaves | we slaves !"" groaned he ;
““forbid it, O Lord oar God ! Tae blood
of our free-burn fathers hath flowed in
defence of Taine altars ; they have
died on the sands of Arabia with Thy
Holy Name on their lips. O, soffer
not their sons to bear the debasing
fotters of the alien ;—zuffer not the
temple which they have raised unto
Thee to have bondsmen for wor-
shippers "'

Deconick had breathed this prayer
from his deepeat soul, and all bis heart
lay open to his Creator. He found
therein all the noble courage and
energy wherewith He had endowed the
Fieming ; and He sent down an answer-
iag ray of trust acd bope. lostantly
filled with a secret stremgth, Decon-
ick felt as thongh all his capacities o!
thougzht and actions were doubled in
euergy ; and, imp:lled by a true io-
spiration, he cried :

** Yea, Lord, I have felt Thy strong
and Thy strengthening hand ; yes, I
shall ward off this degradation from wy
latherland ; the grav. s of Thy servants,
my fathers, shail never be trcdden
down by the foot of the alien. Blessed
are Thou, O my God, Whno bast called
me to this 1"

From that moment vne only feeling,
one only deep yearning lived in Decon-
ick's heart ; his every thought, hie
every faculty, all were consecrated to
the great word—my fatherland | Busi-
uess, family, repcse, all were banished
from his ample heart, which held but
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 itselt for the freedom of Flane
ders ? what man was ever endowed
with more ample sagacity ? Alone and
unaided, in spite of recreants and Lily-
ards, who would have sold their coun-
try's freedom, he it was who bufllsd the
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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,

they are misled by going after
which only relieve
W. Chase's Nerve Fooc
mere relief for headaches and neuralg!
is a thorough cure in the only way
troubles can ever be really cured—by
ing the nervous system

MRs. ] Crancy. 714 Water St.,
boro, Ont., states: ‘I was troubled more of
ess with severe headaches and neuralgia for
nineteen years, Besides s._ffering [ w s use
less as far as work was concerned. Dr.
Chase's Nerve Food built up my sy .
generally and made a thorough cu I my
old trouble. It succeeded in my case after
a great many treatments had failed "

Neuralgia and nervous headaches aré
always an indication of exhausted nerves.
Make the cure thorough by using Dr.
A. W. Chase's Nerve Food. 50 ceats at
all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Cou
Toronto, Ont. Portrait and signature of A
W. Chase, M. D., the famous Receipt Book

v

e—die it never can, Again

author, on every box.

effor
itw
lion'
slav
thel

the)
shat
chal
thet
of !
cun
den
ap |
fent
the
blot
temw
the
rod
tire
and
ruli
tha

had
for
not
Bn
eib

liv

ite
nat
of

ma
hei
ag
th

cEv o

Pecsapwo

- 0 A D B S me e e P e B




