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THE LION _0F FLANDERS.
BT HKNDIUK CONSCIENCE.

CHAPTER Xir. CONTINUED.

À knight, whose dress sufficiently be
tokened his rank, now approached ; 
and after ordering bis men to keep a 
secure hold upon the prisoner.

“So, scoundrel I ” said he, “we 
know one another of old: you are the 
ruffian that, in the forest near Wynan- 
dael, killed one of Messlre de Chatillon'H 
men at-arros, and even went so far in 
your insolence as to threaten us 
knights with your knife ; and now 1 
find you murdering one of my best sol 
diers on my own ground Bat you 
ahull have jour reward ; this very day 
shall you be gibbeted upon the castle 
wall, that your friends in Bruges may 
see yon dangling, and know what 
comes of rebellion.”

“ You belie me foully,” exclaimed 
Breydel ; “ I have billed my opponent 
in fair fight and in self-defence ; and 
only give mo fair play, and f will show 
yon the same over again.”

“ Yon dared to insult the royal ban
ner of France----- ”

“ I spoke up for our own Black Lion, 
and so I will do while breath is left me. 
Put come, either lift me up, or finish 
me at once ; don't let me lie hero like 
a slaughtered ox.”

At a word from bt. Pol, the soldiers 
raised their prisoner from the ground, 
but without, for a moment, losing their 
hold, and cautiously ed him to tho 
door, Breydel walked slowly and 
quietly along, two of the strongest of 
his captors bolding him by the arms, 
and as many closely preceding and 
following him, so as to render resist 
anoe useless and escape impossible ; 
and many a tannt bad he to listen to 
the while from the soldiers who 
guarded him.

“ Be easy, my fine fellow 1 cried 
one ; show ns a brisk dance upon 
nothing to-morrow, and we will keep 
the ravens from you afterwards.”

“ Breydel answered only by a look 
of withering icorti.

“ If you dare to look at me so, you 
accursed Claward,” cried the svldier, 
“ I will give it you across the face.”

“ Coward Frenchman l” retorted 
Breydel ; “ that is ever your way—to 
insult your enemy when he is in your 
power, base hirelings of a despicable 
master 1*'

A blow on the chock from the soldier 
next him was the reply. Breydel ceased 
to speak, and bowed his head upon his 
chest, as though utterly cast down ; 
but in truth his spirit burned within 
him all, like the fire which smoulders 
deep in the bosom of a slumbering vol
cano. The soldiers, however, misin 
terpreted his silence, and jeered him 
all the more bitterly now that he 
answered them not a word.

Just at the moment, however, that 
they were about to step upon the 
drawbridge, their laughter suddenly 
ceased, and their faces b ourne p ile 
with terror Breydel had suddenly 
collected all his strength, and extrica 
ted his arms from their grasp. Like a 
panther, he sprang upon the two sol 
diers who had been the most forward 
in j ering him, and like the wild 
beast’s jaws bis iron fingers clutched 
their throats.

“ For you Lion of Flanders, will I 
die l” he cried ; “ but not on a gal
lows, and not un revenged.”

And as ho spoke, so fiercely did he 
grasp the throats ol his two foes, that 
in a moment they hung senseless in his 
hands ; then dashing their heads to 
gether with such violence that the 
blow re-echoed from the castle walls, 
with one tremendous throw he oast 
them from him helpless upon the earth.

This feat of strength and energy 
was the work of less time than it bas 
taken to describe It ; and for a moment 
the surprise so paralyzed the whole 
party, that Breydel gained time for 
flight, and was already at some distance 
from his enemies before they had fully 
recovered their senses. The soldiers 
were soon in pursuit of him, however, 
with shouts and curses ; and the chase 
was vigorously kept up, till at last he 
succeeded, by a tremendous leap, in put 
ting a wide ditch between himself and 
his pursuers, of whom only two were 
bold enough to follow him. On reach
ing the ditch, and attempting to cross, 
both fell into the va or, and the pur
suit was thereupon at an end. Wit.h- 
out further molestation, the courageous 
Buiche returned to the city, and ar 
rived safely at his own home.

On entering the house, Br< y del 
found, to his aawnisl menr, that no on* , 
was within except a young journeyman, 
who was himsbil just in the act ol 
going forth.

“ What is this ? Whore are my 
men ?” he cried impa iently.

“ Well, master," answered the 
youth, “ they are all gone to our hall ; 
a hasty message came to tell us that 
wo wore all to meet there.”

” What is going on then ?”
M 1 don’t rightly know, master ; but 

this morning the city crier read a pro 
clamation of the magistrates, enjoining 
ail citizens who live by work or trade 
to pay every Saturday so much of 
their week's earnings to the tax- 
gatherers ; and we suppose that this is 
the reason why the Doan of the (Jloth 
workers has ordered all the trades to 
assemble at their halls.”

*• Stay you and shut up the hbop,” 
said .Breydel, “ and tell my mother 
not to be alarmed If 1 should not com* 
homo to-night ; most probably 1 shall 
not.”

Ile took his axe from where it hung, 
hid it under his gown, and was soon at 
the hall of his guild, whore his en
trance was immediately greeted by a 
general murmur of «ath,faction.

“ Here is Breydel 1 here is the 
Dean was echoed by ail present, 
while the provisional president i mined i 
a tel y made place for him in the chair 
of honor. Breydel, however, instead 
of occupying it as usual, seated himself 
upon a stool, and looking round with a 
grim smile upon his comrades, he ex 
claimed :

“ Brothers, lend me your ears ; for 
I have need of you. To-day a dishonor 
has been put upon me, and, in me, 
upon our whole guild, such as we have 
never before had to endure.”

Matters and journeymen alike 
nretted eagerly around their Dean. 
Never before had they seen him so 
violently excited ; all eyes were ao 
cordingly fixed upon him as he con
tinued :

“ You, like myself, are true born 
citizens of Bruges ; you, like myself, 
have too long been suffering under the 
dl«grace and burden of boi dage ; but 
all that Is nothing to what I have had 
to endure to-day. By heaven 1 I 
hardly know how to tell it for very 
shame.”

The bronzed cheeks of the butchers 
already glowed with wrath, though as 
yet they knew not the cause of offence ; 
every fist was clenched, and mattered 
curses rose to the lips of all.

“ Listen, my brothers,” pursued 
Breydel, “ and be r the shame as you 
best can ; listen attentively, for you 
will scarcely believe your etrs : a 
French dog has smitten your dean 
upon the face—yes, on this very 
cheek 1”

If the butchers had been wroth be
fore, they were furious beyond all 
measure on hearing these words. Cries 
of rage re-echoed from the vaulted 
roof, and fearful oaths of vengeance 
burst out on every side.

“ How,” continued Breydel “ can 
such a blot be washed away ?”

“ With blood !” was the unanimous 
response.

“I see you understand me, brothers,” 
said the Dean ; “ yes, that is the only 
way. Now, you must know that it i* 
by the soldiers of the garrison at Male 
that I have thus been handled. Will 
you not tay, with me, that when to
morrow’s sun rises upon Male, he shall 
find no castle there?”

A unanimous cry of assent followed 
this appeal.

“ Come, then,” pursued Breydel, 
“let us go I Every one to his home. 
Let each take his keenest axe, and any 
other arms he can provide ; we shall 
want, too, what may serve for scaling 
ladders. At eleven o'clock to night 
we assemble-. *n the aider-ticket behind 
St. Ore»»*”

Af4#? a few special instructions to 
the Ancients, the assembly broke up.

That night, a little before the ap 
pointed hour, might be seen in the 
moonlight, upon the divers paths in the 
neighborhood of St. Cross, a multitude 
of figures, all wending their way in one 
direction, and finally disappearing in 
the alder thicket. Some of them 
carried crossbows, others clubs ; the 
most cf them, however, were without 
any visible weapons. Already in the 
thickest of the little wood stood Jan 
Breydel, taking counsel with his fellow- 
leaders as to the side on which they 
shou’d attack the castle.

At last it was unanimously deter 
mined to make tho attempt from the 
side of the drawbridge, first filling in 
a portion of the ditch, and then en
deavoring to scale the walls. A num
ber of the young journeymen had been 
busily at work cutting brushwood and 
small trees, and binding fascines ; and 
everything needfull for the escalade 
being in readiness, the Dean gave the 
order to set forward.

The chronicles tell us, that the men 
forming this expedition were seven hun
dred in number; nevertheless so intent 
were they on effecting their purpose, 
that the most perfect silence prevailed 
amongst them; not a sound was heard 
but tho wary tread of their foots eps, 
the dragging of the branches along the 
earth, and the baying of the dogs, dis 
turbed by the unwonted noise. At a 
bowshot from the castle they made halt, 
and Breydel, with a small party, ad
vanced to reconnoitre. The sentinel, 
meanwhile, from his station above the 
gate, had caught the sound of their 
approach, though yet uncertain of its 
import, and now came forward upon the 
wall the better to pursue his observa
tions.

“ Wait a moment,” cried one of the 
butchers; *1 will quickly rid you of 
this listening dog.”

And as he spoke a bolt from his 
crossbow rapidly winged its way to 
wards the sentinel. The aim, indeed, 
was good, but the missile shivered 
itself upon the tempered steel of the 
sentinel's breast-plate, and at the same 
instai-t the alarm was given.

41 Frar oel France! an attack! to arms! 
to armsl”

44 Forward, comrades!” shouted 
Breydel. ” Forward 1 Hero with the 
fascinesl”

No sooner was it said than done. 
The ditch was bridged, the ladders 
planted, and a scaling-party sten d upon 
the walls before any effectual resist 
ance could be opposed to them. With
in, meanwhile, the garrison was hurry
ing to arms, and in a few moments more 
than fifty t f them were in read ness to 
oppose the assailants. For ao instant 
Jau Breydel and his followers had the 
worit of the fray; there wore hardly 
more than thirty of them yet within 
the castle, and without helm or mail as 
they wore, the French arrows rained 
feaifully upon them. But this did not 
last lorg; in a short time all the Fiera 
logs hao made good their entrance.

’• Now, comrades, to work!” cried 
Breydel, “ Follow mel”

And, like a ploughshare through the 
earth, he opened a way, through the 
enemy's ranks. Every stroke of hi» 
axe cost a foeman s life, and his gar 
monts wore speedily drenched with the 
blood of the slain. His comrades ad
vanced with no less fury, and drowned 
the death cries of their victims with 
their shouts of triumph.

While the conflict was thus raging 
upon the ramparts and in the court 
yard, the castellan, Messire de 3t. Pol, 
seeing that there was no longer any 
hope of defending the fortress, ordered 
some of his men at arms to gvt to horse 
with all possible speed. A few mo 
meets after, a female figure was led, 
weeping and trembling, from an inner 
chamber, and placed before one of the 
mounted soldiers. The sally port was 
then opened, tho little body of horse
men issued from tho walls, and swim
ming the ditch, soon disappeared amid 
the surrounding wood.

Surprised and outnumbered as they 
were, the garrison defended themselves 
with courage and obstinacy. All re
sistance, however, was vain, and an 
hour later not a Frenchman remained 
alive within the castle. All that had

not fallen under the terrible axes of 
the butchers had made their escape by 
the postern.

Breydel’s wounded honour was now 
avenged; but his end was only half- 
attained, for the Lady Matilda had not 
yet been found. After a long and fruit 
le is search In every corner and crevice 
of the castle, from its loftiest turrets to 
its deepest dungeons, under the* guid
ance of one who knew it well, he was 
obliged to conclude that she had been 
carried off. And now, to make his veo 
geance complete, he set fire to the four 
corners of the building. Soon the 
flames mounted high Into the heavens. 
The walls cracked and fell, the Infor 
iafced assailants hewed down the gates, 
the bridge, the posts, and hurled them 
into the burning pile. Long before 
mornlrg nothing was left of the magui 
fleent castle of Male that the fury of 
the butchers and the devouring fire 
could lay waste.

Round about the fire bell resounded 
from village to village, and the peas
ants, as in duty bo. nd, hurried up to 
help at the call; but they arrived only 
to be spectators of the scene of dcstruo 
tion, which, to say the truth, did not 
greatly displease thorn.

4* Therel” shouted Breydel, with a 
voice at or oe deep and clear, as the 
last turret fell in; “now let to morrow’s 
sun look down upon the place where 
the castle of Male once wasl”

And the butchers marched off in a 
body to Bruges, singing in chorus a» 
they went the song of the Lion.

CHAPTER XIII.
At the t!me of the conquest of West 

Flanders by the French, in the year 
1296, the castle of Nienwenhove had 
i ffvred them an especially obstinate 
resit-tance. A great number of Flemish 
knights bad shut themselves up within 
it under Robert do Bethnne, fully re
solved to listen to no proposals of sur
render so long as a single man remained 
in a condition to defend himself. But 
their valor was in vain against the 
overpowering force of their assailants ; 
most of them perished, fighting desper
ately on the ramparts. The French, 
on entei ing through the breach t ffeefced 
by their engines, found not ft living 
soul within the walls ; and for want ol 
living beings upon whom to wreak their 
vengeance, they fired the castle, and 
afterwards deliberately battered down 
what the flames had spared, and filled 
up the moat with the rubbish.

The ruins of the castle of Nieuwen 
hove lay some few miles from Bruges. 
In the direction of Courtrai, surrounded 
by a thick wood. At a considerable 
distance from any human habitatl n, it 
was but seldom that the place re
sounded with the foot of man ; the 
more so, as the inc'ssant screeching of 
the night birds, which harbored there 
in great numbers, had possessed tho 
country people with the idea that the 
spot was haunted by the unquiet spirits 
of the Flemings who had fallen in the 
combat, and who now wandered upon 
earth crying for vengeance, or wailing 
after repose, Bat,..though ruined for 
all purposes of defence or habitation, 
the castle was yet not so utterly de
stroyed but that its ground-plan could 
be distinctly traced. Even consider 
able remnants of the walls were still 
standing, thou h cracked in every 
direction ; large pieces of the roofing 
lay on the ground beside the stone
work which had formerly supported 
them ; and windows might here and 
there be seen, of which the stone mul 
lions were yet undestroyed. Every 
thing betokened a devastation t fleeted 
in haste ; for while some portions of the 
building hsd been deliberately and 
« fleetually demolished, others again 
had been left comparatively uninjured. 
The castle yard still formed an enclos
ure, though but a broken one, atd en 
cumbered in every direction with heaps 
of rubbish and scattered stones. Dor. 
ing six years, moreover, which had now 
elapted since the assault and conflagra
tion, time and nature had d< ne their 
work to increase the wildness of the 
scene ; a vegetation, rank and luxuri
ant, in part, concealed, in part set off 
with its rich green the cold grey of the 
shat.ered walls, and was Itself relieved 
in turn by the varied tints of the 
flowers which grew profusely amongst

It was 4 in the morning ; a faint 
glimme.lng, forerunner of the rising 
sun, wah just appearing upon the east
ern verge of the horiz m, the ruit s of 
Nieuweuhove lay reposing in their dim 
shadow, and the face of the still slum- 
bering earth showed itself only under 
uncertain tinti—they could not yet be 
called colors—while the heavens had 
already begun to don their mantle of 
blue, llero and theie a night bird was 
still on the wi* g, screeching as it 
sought its hiding place before the com
ing light.

Tne figure of a man was seated amidst 
tho ruins, upon one of the heaps ol 
rubbleh. A plumeless helmet covered 
his head, and the rest of his person 
was clothed in complete armor. Hi» 
steel gauntlet rested upon a shield, ol 
which the cognisance would have been 
sought in vain, so completely was it 
obliterated by a broad transverse stripe 
of some non-heraldio color. All his 
armor was black ; even the shaft of the 
long spear which lay on the greund be 
side him was stained of the same fun
ereal hue, as if to betoken the deep 
aud hopeless sad nos- of the w< aror’s 
heart. At a little distance stood a 
horse as black as his rider, so complete 
ly baided with steel plates that it was 
only witu d fflonlty the animal could 
bow its head so as to crop the tops of 
the tall herbage. The sword that hung 
at the saddle bow was of extraordinary 
size, and seemed as if suited only for 
the hand of a giant.

The silence which reigned in the 
ruins was broken by tho knight’s deep- 
drawn sighs ; and ever aud anon ne 
motioned with his hands, as though en
gaged in an animated discourse. At 
last, after many anxious and suspicious 
glances around him in every direction, 
he ventured to raise the visor of his 
helmet, to far as to make his features 
visible. They were those of a mau far 
advanced in years, deeply wrinkled, 
and with grey hair. Although his 
countenance bore all the signs of long 
aud severe suffering, yet the extra

ordinary vivacity of hie eyes testified 
of the Are which still glowed within his 
breast. For some moments he remained 
lost in thought, gazing fixedly upon the 
ruins ; then a bitter smile passed over 
bis lips, hie bead sank upon his breast, 
and he seemed Intent upon something 
at his feet ; at last a tear fell from 
either eye, as he thus spoke :

“ O my brave brothers In arms I 
these stones have been wetted with 
your noble blood, aud here beneath my 
feet you sleep the long sleep of dea+b 1 
But happy you who have left this 
troublous life in your country’s cause, 
and without having seen our beloved 
Fland rs in bondage. The blood ol him 
to whom you gave the proud name of 
the Lion bedewed this ground along 
with yours ; but, less fortunate than 
you, he still survives—an outcast, left 
to sigh over your silent graves, like a 
helpless woman, impotent for aught but 
tears.”

Suddenly the knight rose frem his 
seat, and hastily closing his visor, 
turned towards the ro? d, as if anxiously 
giving his ear to some distant sound 
A noise as of the tramp of hortes was 
now audible In the distance. As soon 
as he had convinced himself that his 
first Impression had not deceived him, 
the knight seized his spear, and hastily 
mounting his charger, took up hi» 
station behind a portion of the wall, so 
as effectually to conceal hïmseif from 
view. He had not long occupied this 
post, however, when other sounds fell 
upon his ear along with those which it 
had already caught ; through the clank 
of armor ard the rapid tramp of the 
horses, he could now distinctly bear the 
lamentations of a female voice. At 
this his cheeks grew pale under his hel 
met, not with fear—for that was a 
thing his heart knew not—but his honor 
as a knight, his feeling as a man, urged 
him to succor the helpless, and above 
all to protect a woman, while at the 
same time a high mission aud a solemn 
VOW forbade him to expose himself to 
recognition. The mental struggle 
which he had thus to undergo showed 
itself plainly in bis countenance.

But boon the party drew Dearer, and 
he could distinctly hear the maiden's 
words, as with an agonising voice she 
cried ; “Father 1 oh, my lather I” a 
voice, too, which, though he recognised 
it uot, bad yet something in its sound 
that spoke irresistibly to his heart. In an 
instant all hesitation was at an end ; 
giving the spur to his horse, he hastily 
made his way over the heaps of rubbish, 
came forth upon the open road a little 
in advance of a body ol six horsemen, 
who were proceeding along it at a rapid 
pace, and who, by tûeir accoutrements, 
appeared to be French. Th^y were 
without lances, though otherwise armed 
at all points, and one carried before 
him upon the saddle a female, whose 
wild and terrified air, irrespective of 
the exclamations of distress which 
occasionally burst from her lips, 
sufficiently indicated that she was an un
willing captive in their hands. With 
levelled spear the black knight 
awaited them. The Frenchmen no 
sooner beheld this unlocked for oppon
ent, than they reined in their horses, 
and regarded the stranger with looks of 
winder not unmixed with fear ; white* 
he that seemed to have the command ol 
the escort advanced to the front, and 
called out in a loud voice :

’ Oat of the way, sir knight, or we 
ride over you 1”

“Stand, false and dishonorable 
knight 1” was tho answer, “stand and 
let go this lady, or you will have me to 
deal with 1”

“Forward 1 down with him 1” cried 
the leader to his men.

But the black knight gave them no 
time to make their onset ; stooping upon 
ills charger's neck, ho dashed in full 
career upon the astonished Frenchmen, 
and in an instant one of them fell 
mortally wounded from his saddle. 
The rest meanwhile had fallen upon 
him from all sides with their drawn 
swords, and St. Pol, the leader of the 
band, had already wiih a tremendous 
blow cut away one of the sable champ
ion s shoulder-plates. Seeing himself 
thus beset, the knight dropped his 
spear and drew his giant sword, and 
wielding it with both hands, speedily 
cleared a space around him ; for, after 
a short experience of his prowess, no 
one ol his opponents dared to venture 
within its sweep. St. Pol, whose horse, 
irritated by a wound, was no longer 
fully at his command, perceiving now 
thaw tho issue of the conflict was less 
certain, at all events less immediate, 
thau he had anticipated, made a sign tv 
the soldier on whose horse the prisoner 
rode to make his escape with his charge. 
Bat the black knight was as vigilant as 
he was valiant. By a sudden movement 
he barred the way, and, dexterously 
parrying the blows which rained upon 
him, “For your life, set her down 1” 
he cried in a voice of thunder ; and, 
as the soldier turned off on the road*, 
and sought to slip by him on one side, 
the mighty sword descended quickly 
upon his head, and cleft him to the 
teeth. In two red streams the blood 
gushed from the unhappy man, en 
crimsoning the white drapery of the 
young girl, and bedabbling her fair 
looks. For a moment the arms of the 
dying man convulsively retained their 
hold, and then both sank together to 
the ground. The consciousness of the 
young maiden had failed her under the 
alternate agitations of hope and tqrror, 
and she lay beside the corpse of the 
soldier motionless and senseless.

Meanwhile the black knight had 
already laid prostrate another of his 
foes, of whom now only three remained. 
But these seemed rather exasperated 
than intimidated by the fall of their 
com panions, aud the fight continued 
with increased fury. The horses tore 
up t he ground, and seemed themselves 
to tak • part in the conflict ; wonder, 
it was that the unconscious maiden was 
not crushed and trampled upon as she 
lay beneath their iron shod hoofs. The 
combatants, though panting with fa 
tigue, weak with loss of blood or severe 
contusions, seemed to have no idea of 
anything but fighting to the.;death. 
And now the black knight suddenly 
reined hie horse back a few paces, 
while the Frenchmen’s hearts leaped 
with exultation at they thought that he 
was at about to retreat. But they did 
not long enjoy this pleasing illusion, for

an instant after he rode at them at full 
speed ; and so well had he calculated 
his blow, that, even at he reached the 
nearest of them, helmet and head went 
flying across the road. This dexterous 
teat completed the discomfiture of the 
foreigners ; for, astonished and terrified, 
St. Pol and his one remaining com pan 
ion instantly turned rein aud fled, in 
the full conviction that it was no 
mortal adversary they had encountered.

These events, which have taken so 
many words to describe, were crowded 
into a few rapid moments. The sun 
had not yet risen above the horizon, 
the fields still lay In dim twilight ; but 
the veil of mist was already lifting it 
self from of the woods, and the tops of 
trees were beginning to show a brighter 
green.

The black knight, now finding himself 
master of tho field, with no more 
enemies in view, made haste to dis
mount, bound his horse to a tree, and 
proceeded to bestow his care upon the 
lady he bad rescued, and who still lay 
senseless, under the corpse of the 
soldier which had fallen upon her, and 
to which, probably, she In a great 
measure ow# d her escape from the hoofs 
of the horses. Her face covered with 
mire and blood, her long hair trampled 
in the mud, her features were totally in
distinguishable ; nor, indeed, did her 
deliverer for the present seek to ex
amine them more closely, his first care 
beint: to convey her to some place of 
greater security. With this object he 
raised her carefully from the ground, 
and carried her in his arms within the 
ruins of Nienwenhove. Having laid 
her gently down upon the herbage in 
the court-yard, he proceeded to in
vestigate the yet remaining portions of 
the building, if perchance some place 
of shelter should be found. At last he 
discovered one chamber of which the 
vaulting had not fallen in, and which 
might, in default of better, serve for a 
place uf temporary refage. The wlrdow- 
paueg re re gooe, but otherwise the 
shelter was complete ; there were even 
some tattered remnants of tapestry 
hanging from the walls, and pieces ol 
broken furniture scattered about the 
floo*, from perdons of which he suc- 
cedded in putting together a kind of 
soucb, which rude as it was, was at least 
better than the cold and damp ground.

Well pleased at the result of his 
search he returned to his In
sensible charge, and carried her to 
the temporary btd ho had prepared fer 
her. Here, with aoxions care he laid 
her down, pillowing h r head with a 
bundle ol the tapestry rolled together. 
Tais done, he first cautiously nathfi-id 
Himself that she was still alive and 
uninjured, and that the blood with 
which she wis covered was not her 
own ; then, returniog to the scene ol 
cor bat, he filled one of the helmets 
with water at a neighbouring spring, 
and led his horse back with! the ruins, 
llis next care was to cleanse the lady » 
hair, lace, aud bauds, from mad and 
gore, as completely as the means at his 
disposal ana the gloom of ck9 vaulted 
chamber wo..Id allow,—a gloom, indeed 
(notwithstanding that the sun was by 
this time peeping above the horiznt ), 
which still rendered her featuies wholly 
indistinct, even though the hideous 
mask which had concealed them was 
removed. Having now done all for her 
that the circumstances in which they 
were placed rendered possible, he left 
her for a while, in che hopes that rest 
and nature might gradually restore her.

Tne knight's attention was next be 
stowed on cis horse and armour ; a con
siderable time was spent in collecting 
a heap of forage tor the one, and in 
cleaning the other liom the marks of 
the combat. Wben this occupation was 
completed, and the sun sto ;d high in 
the heavens, and the face of nature 
showed in all its varied colors, the sun 
beams fell upon the window which 
lighted the chamber where the maiden 
lay ; and thither the knight now re 
turned, to avail himself of the increased 
light for making further acquaintance 
with his charge. He entered ; she was 
sitting up upon her couch, surveying 
with an astonished air the bare and 
blackened wails of her apartment ; but 
there was a wildness and fixedness in 
her gaze, which spoke ol deeper distur 
banco than mere astonishment. No 
sooner had the knight looked upon her, 
than suddenly he turned ashy pale, a 
cold shudder ran over all nis limbs, hL 
blood seemed to turn to ice in his veins, 
and when he essayed to speak, he could 
only utter incoherent ej tcuiations ; 
then, as suddenly, he rushed forward, 
and clasped the maiden iu his arms, « x 
claimed in tones ol mingled love ana 
anguish :

44 My own child ! my poor Matilda I 
Have 1 then left my prison only to find 
you thus in the arms ol doatn ?”

Bat the maiden pushed him back from 
htr with a look and gesture of passion 
ate aversion.

“ Traitor 1” she exclaimed, “how 
dare you deal thus insolently with a 
daughter of the House oi Flanders ? 
Ah, you think that I am helpless now 1 
Neither fear nor shame restrain you. 
But I have still a protector—God, who 
watches over. me. There is lightning 
yet in store for you yes, your pun 
ishment is at hand 1 Hark, wretch ! 
hear yoo how the thunder growls ?”

In an agony of grief and terror, 
Robert de Bethure tore the helmet 
from bis brow. “ O my owl Matilda! ' 
he cried, “ you do not know me : I am 
your father, whom you love so much, 
and for whose sonows you have wept 
so many bitter tears. Heavens I she 
thrusts me Irom her !”

A smile of triumph curled Matilda's 
lip as she exclaimed :

“ Now you tremble, now fear se zes 
upon your base and coward heart I 
But there is no mercy for you. The 
Lion, my father, will avenge me ; and 
not with impunity shall you have put 
affront upon the blood of the Counts ol 
Flanders. Hark I I hear the Lion's 
roar ; l hoar his tread ; my father 
comes I To me he brings his dear em
brace, and death to you,”

Not one of these words but pierced 
the father's heart like a venomod arrow 
and filled it with untold anguish. Burn
ing tears ran down his furrowed checks- 
in despair he smote his breast.

“But, my poor child,” he cried, “do 
you not know me 7 Laugh not so bit- 
terly j you strike my soul with death.

I am your father-I am the Llon-whniVl 
you love, whom you call to hein 7

“ Yon the Lion 1” she replied 
cents of contempt ; “ You th« n 
-tty rather, lûr I [„ ,! Ll<*
the tongue of the Qoceo j”0* 
that I hear yon «peak 
tongue that flattera to botrav ? J?* 
Lion, too, went with thi m. Th„„ 
‘Come and what found he 7 I j d‘ 
geon I and eoon, perhapa, poleon and",' 
grave 1” UQ *■
L> » transport of grief the kni.ht 
pressed her In hie arma. ” But do 
not bear, my child,” he cri.d, ••,!,? 
It la the epeeoh of onr father, that I. 
upon my lip. ? What unheard „f 
Inga hare thua unhinged your mind » 
Do you not remember that our (ri,nI 
Sir Adolf of Nleuwltnd has nrocnrJ? 
my liberty T Ob, talk not thu,.* 
worda wring my very heart !”

At the name of Adolf, the convuUI,. 
etraln of the features eurnewhat n 1 xed 
and a «eft smile replaced their 
expreaaion, while ,he answered 
gently, and thla time without repel,lnl 
her deliverer ; •
. “ Adolf, eay you ? Adolf la g„n, •„ 
fetoh the Lion. H .re you seen him » 
He told you of the poor Matilda did he 
not f Oh, yes I he la my brother 
He has composed a new «ting for me‘ 
Listen 1 I hear the tones of hi, hlr‘ 
How sweet are those sound, i But whit 
la that ? Ah, my father com.., : , lee 
a ray ol light—a blessed beam of hune I 
Begone, caitiff I"

Her worda died away into inarticu
late sounds, while her couutenar ce wai 
overshadowed with an expression of the 
deepest melancholy.

Half distracted with alarm and gref 
the knight felt his heart sink within 
him, aud he know not what to do. 
Silently he took the maiden's hand 
within his own, and bathed it with hi» 
tear»- ; but almvst.instantly she snatched 
it hack, exclaiming :

“ No ; this ha d is not for a French, 
man ! A false knight may not touch 
It. Go, your tears defile it ; but the 
Lion will wash out the stain with 
blood. Look 1 there is blood upon my 
garment t;;u—French blood I She how 
black It is |M

Again the knight endeavored to 
mi ke his wandering child comprehend 
who he was ; again he took her in hig 
arms, and would have pressed her to 
his bosom ; but she violently pushed 
him from ber, while in piercing tones 
she exclaimed :

“ Begone 1 away with those arms 1 
They coil around me like envenomed 
serpents ; their very touch is dishonor. 
Release me, villain ! Help ! help 1”

With a sudden and det-perate effort 
the c isengaged heme f from her de
liverer, and sprang shrieking from the 
couch,the knight hastily pursuing her to 
prevent ber egress lrom tho chamber. A 
heai t- rending scene here ensued. Beside 
himself with grief and alarm, he caoght 
the unhappy maiden in his arms and 
strove to carry her back to the conch ; 
while she, nerved by all the energy of 
delirium and despair, resisted his utmost 
endeavors. Great as was the strength 
of the kn ght, ehe seemed lor a while 
almost a match for him ; but at last, 
making a gigantic effort, he tucceeded 
in bearing her back to the couch. She 
now ceased from all farther resistance; 
her mood appeared suddenly to change. 
She sat still ; and looking re proach
fully on the knight, said with bitter 
tears ;

“ It well beseems you to set yoor 
strength against that of a maiden, false 
knight. But God has placed d- ath be
tween us ; a yawning grave divides as. 
Tnerefore do you weep, because—”

The unhappy father was too much 
overcome by bis grief to catch the last 
words of the maiden. Full of de
spair, he had seated himself upon 
a stone, and was gazing upon 
her with eyes moist with tears, un- 
ccnsoic ua of aught but a sensation of 
unutterable anguish.

Presently Matilda's eyes closed, and 
she appeared to sleep. As be per
ceived this, a beam of hope lighted ap 
the heart of the fll cted father. Sleep 
orght restore her ; and finding in this 
thought support and consolation, he sat 
noiselessly by her side watching with 
tenderness and anxiety every breath 
she drew.

TO BE CONTINUED.

None feared to approach our Lord ; 
a'l found Him leisured, considerate, gen
tle, helpful. And yet a slight headache 
or annoyance, a little press of work, I» 
enongh to make me preoccupied, incon
siderate and churlish to all around me. 
Lord make my heart like unto Thine 1

We must study our Lord’s faithful
ness to His friends. His patience, Hi» 
lov&hleness. Not for us only, but for all 
our brethren, for all our fellow servants, 
for every soul on the wide earth, Christ 
died.

Appendicitis Prevented
111 Seven Out of Toil Cases by 

Avoiding Constipation with an 
Occasional Hose of Hr. Chase'* 
Kidney-Liver Tills.
Appendicitis is the direct result of con

stipation, or a cold settling In the abdomen, 
starting inflamati.n of the app ndix Of 
these 75 per cent, are the rsult of constipa- 
Mon. Besides abdominal soreness, and tho 
colicky pains which finally centraliz. in û 
pe-sistent localized pain in the right abdo
men, the patient may be subject to vomiting, 
stomach upset, and occasionally chilly sen" 
sation.

Operations are dangerous and expensive, 
so, naturally, it is important to avoid these 
symptoms. Bani h constipation and you 
are safe. There is no preparation that holds 
the confidence of the people for a constipa
tion cure as does Dr. Chases Kidney-Live 
Pills. Besides loosening the bowels they 
put the liver and kidneys in a healthy con
dition. It is the combined action of t* 
medicine on the liver and kidneys that make- 
these filtering organs effective in eliminating 
poisons from the system. ,i|

Ask your neighbor about them. 0ne P 
a dose, 25 cents a box, at all dealers, 
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto, un*. 
Write for Dr. Chase's 1908 Calends* 
Almanac.


