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THE LION _U_ FLANDERS.
BT HENDRIK CONSCIENCE

CHAPTER X.
Bruges being Dow entirely at the 

mercy of the French psrty, De Ch.til- 
loo begin to thlnlt serlonsly of n-oot- 
ing the several commissions eith which 
be bid been chirged i and the first 
tbit occurred to him was the securing, 
ace, rdlng to the queen’s desire, the 
person of the young Matilda de Be 
thune. It might seem, Indeed, as 
though nothing need stand in the way 
of his Immediately carrying out this 
design, seeing that the city was oocu 
pied by hts troops in overpowering 
force ; nevertheless, a motive of policy 
reatrained him lor a time, lie was 
anxious, in the flrat Instance, to estab
lish bit dominion on a firm and per 
manent basis ; and this he conceived 
oonld be ffleoted ooly by breaking 
once for all the power of the guilds, 
ffrnH erecting a strong citadel in order 
to overawe the town ; this ac om- 
plishedyhe was prepared without farther 
delay, tc eelae Matilda and send her 
off to Prance.

The arrival and entry of the French 
troops had filled Adolf of Nieuwland 
with the most serions apprehensions 
for his yoong charge, now In the midst 
of her enemies, and totally without de
fence ; for though Deconlnck, indeed, 
visited her daily, and waroned over 
her without intermission, yet this was 
not enough to sot at rate the mind of 
the young knight. After the lapse of 
some weeks, however, finding that in 
fact no molestation was < ffered to the 
fair girl, ho began to think that the 
French had eithtr forgotten her exist
ence altogether, or else that they Dad 
ceased to have any hostile designs 
against her. Meanwhile his vigorous 
constitution, and the skilful care of his 
physician, had done their work ; the 
colour returned to his cheeks, »nd 
activity to his limbs ; but not so peace 
and joy to his breast, in which was now 
opened, in truth, a fresh source ol 
anxiety and sadness. Day by day it 
was his grief to behold the daughter 
of his prince and benefactor grow paler 
and paler ; wasted and sickly, like a 
blighted flower, Matilda pined away 
in sorrow and anguish of heart. And 
he who owed his life to her tender and 
generous care could do nothing to 
help her, nothirg to comfort her ! 
Neither kind attention nor pleasant 
words would bring a smile upon the 
countenance of the sorrowing maiden 
sighs and tears were the only utter
ance of her heart ; sighs and Uars for 
her father's unhappy lot, of whom no 
word of tidings reached her, and for 
the fate of the other dear prisoners, 
whom now she thought to see again no 
moro. Adolf's endeavours to mitigate 
her grief were incessant and fruitless ; 
in vain he sought out for her the oldest 
legends and the newest toxs ; in vain 
he sang to his harp of the Lion's deeds 
of valour ; nothing con'd rouse her 
from her depression, or dispel her dark 
forebodings. Gentle, Indeed, she wau, 
affectionate and grateful ; but without 
life, without interest in aught around 
her. Even her favourite bird eat 
apart neglected, with dull spiritless 
eye and drooping wing.

Some weeks had now passed since 
Adolf's complete recovery, when one 
day with sauntering > tops he passed 
the city gates, and struck into a 
narrow pathway across the fields, 
which led him on in dreamy mood 
towards the little hamlet of Sevecote. 
The sun was fast sinking towards the 
horizon, and the western sky was al 
ready glowing with the tints of even 
Ing. Wi h he«d bowed down, ai d full 
of bitter thought, Adolf walked on, 
following the path mechanically, and 
taking little heed whither he was 
going. A tear glistened from beneath 
his eyelids, and many a heavy sigh 
broke from his bosom. A thousand 
times had he strained his imagination 
to flrd some means of alleviating the 
young Matilda's lot, and as often had 
he fallen l ack into deeper despair, so 
sad and hopeless did it appear. And, 
for hims<lf, what wr* tchcdtesH, what 
shame ! each day, at.d all day long, to 
watch her pining away with sorrow, 
and sinktr g into an early grave, and 
thus to stand by the while with folded 
arms, pow#rlesu alike to help, to 
counsel, or to console l

Tie was now at some distance from 
the city. Wearied more with the 
burden of his sadness than with the 
length of the way, he seated hlrr.se if 
upon a bank, and still allowed his 
thoughts to drift along upon the 
drowsy current of his reverie. As he 
sat there, with his eyes bent upon the 
ground, he suddenly became aware that 
he was no longer alone a stranger 
stood before him.

The unknown wan dressed in a friar's 
frock ol brown woollen, with a wide and 
deep hood ; a long grey beard hm g 
down upon his breast, and his bright 
black eyes were overhung by shaggy 
brows. His complexion was deeply 
bronzed ; his features hard and stror g 
ly marked ; his forehead scarred, and 
deeply furrowed with wrinkles. Like 
some way worn traveller, he dragged 
his weary steps to the spot whore 
Adolf sat, and for an instant a gleam 
of satisfaction seemed to light up his 
features, as though he recognized one 
whom he was glad to meet. This, how 
ever, was but for a moment ; the grave 
and cold expression, whether real or 
worn as a mask, with which he had 
first regarded the youth, instantaneously 
returned.

Adolf, aware of the friar's presence 
only whoo tho latter stood close before 
him, immediately rose from his seat, 
and greeted tho stranger in words of 
courtesy. But the melancholy tenor 
of his thoughts had commun Seated 
tone of sadness to his voice ; and, to 
say the truth, he had to put some 
violence on himself to speak at all

“Noble sir,” responded the friar, 
“a long day's journey has wearied me, 
and the pleasantness of the spot which 
you have chosen tempts me to loiter 
awhile to snatch a few moments’ rest 
but I pray you let me not disturb 
you.”

So saying he threw himself upon the 
grass ; and, motioning with his hand, 
invited Adolf to do the like ; who

thereupon, moved either by respect 
for the iriar'e sacred character, or by 
some secret wish to enter into oonver 
satlon with him, resumed at once his 
former seat, and thus found himself 
side by side with the stranger.

Something there was in the strange 
priest's voice which bad a familiar 
sound to Adolf's ear, and he endeav
oured to recollect when and where 
and under what circumstances be had 
heard it ; but as all his efforts failed 
he was at last obliged to dismiss the 
notion as a groundless fancy.

A short pause ensued, during which 
the friar regarded the young knight 
with many an anxious and Inquiring 
glance : at length, however, be pro 
ceeded to open a conversation.

•• Noble sir,” he commenced, 44 it is 
now long since I left Flanders ; and l 
should be greatly obliged by any In 
formation you c. uld give me concern 
Ing the present state of things in our 
good city of Bruges. I pray you be 
not offended at my boldness.”

44 How could I be offended, father," 
answered Adolf. “ It will be a pleas 
are to me to serve you In any way I can. 
Things go ill, enough truly, in our 
good city of Bruges ; the French are 
now our masters there 1”

“ That seems to please you but indif
ferently, noble sir. Nevertheless, I 
had understood that most part of the 
nobles bad renonuced allegiance to 
their lawful Count, and done homage to 
the stranger."

44 Alas 1 that is but too true, father. 
Oar unfortunate Count flay has been 
deser'ed by very many of his subjects ; 
and still more of them there are who 
have tarnished the glory of their an 
cient name by base submission. Yet 
are there left some in who e veins the 
Flemish blood runs pure ; still there 
are brave and loyal hearts, that have 
not given themselves up to the 
stranger."

At these words an expression of the 
liveliest satisfaction passed over the 
features of the friar. With more ex
perience of life, Adolf might haply have 
perceived something both forced and 
feigned in the speech and countenance 
of his companion, betraying to a keen 
observer that he was playing a part 
which was not bis own.

* Your sentiments, noble sir," ha re 
plied, " do you much honor. It is ever 
a true joy to me to meet with one of 
those generous souls who have not 
ceased lovingly to rt member our old 
Count Guy in this his sad estate. God 
reward you for your loyalty 1”

“ O father,” cried Adolf, 44 would 
that you could look into the most sec 
ret depths* of my heart, that so you 
might know the love I bear to our old 
lord—now, alas! so helpless—and to all 
his ancient house. I swear to you 
father, that the happiest moment of m> 
life would be that in which I might 
pour out for them tho last drop of my 
blood.”

The friar had good experience o! 
men's hearts, and of their words and 
faces tor; he could well see that there 
was no feigning in the young knight, 
and that Adolf was in very truth deeply 
attached to Count Guy, and devoted to 
his cause. After some reflection, he 
resumed :

“ Then, if I should one day give you 
the opportunity of making good what 
you have just averred, you would not 
hold back; but would be ready, like a 
man and a true knight, to defy all 
danger ?”

*'I pray you, father," cried Adolf, 
in a tone of supplication, “I pray you, 
doubt not either of my faith or of ray 
courage. Speak now quickly; for your 
silence tortures me.”

“ Listen then,—but calmly. To Guy 
of Flanders and to his illustrious house 
I am bound by the tie of countless 
benefits; and 1 have resolved, to the 
utmost of my power, to pay them in 
this their hour of need the debt of 
gratitude which I ewe them. With 
this resolve I have been travelling 
through France; and there, sometimes 
by money, sometimes under colour of 
my prie tly character, have found 
moans to vhib all the noble prisoners.
I have carried to the father the greet 
ing t f the son, and brought back to the 
son the bletsing of the father; yes, and 
I have even sighed and wept with poor 
1‘bilippa in the dungeons of the Loi vre. 
Thus havd I mitigated their sufferings, 
and bridged over for a moment thegu'f 
that separates them from each other. 
Many a time have I spent the night in 
long and toilsome journeys; many a time 
have I been repulsed with scorn : but 
little recked I of all this, if thereby 1 
could serve my lawful princes in tho 
time of their distress. A tear of joy 
which my arrival might evoke, a word 
of thanks which might greet me on my 
departure, was to me a reward against 
winch all the gold in Flanders wou’d 
have weighed as nothing.”

Blessings upon you, generous 
priest! ’ cried Adolf, “ and a blessed 
reward shall one day be yours 1 But 
tell me, I pray you, how is it with 
Lord U >berth?”

Let me proceed, and you shall soon 
hear more of him. He lies in a dark 
some tower, at Bourges, in the land of 
Berri. Worse, however, his lot might 
be; for he is free from chains and fet
ters. The old castellan, under whose 
charge he is, long ago L.ught in the 
Sicilian wars under the banner of the 
Black Lion; and he is now a friend 
rather than a gaoler to our prince.”

Adolf listened with intense eager 
ness ; and many a time were exclama 
tiens of heartfelt joy upon his lips. Ha 
restrained himtelf, however; and the 
friar meanwhile proceeded :

“ His imprisonment would thus be 
tolerable enough, had he only himself 
to think of; bat ho is a father, and has 
a father's heart, and it is that which 
suffers most. Ills daughter is left be
hind in Flanders; and ho fears lest the 
spiteful and cruel Queen Joanna should 
persecute his child, perhaps even to 
death. This dreadful thought will net 
suffer him to rest, and his prison is be
come to him a very pit of despair ; his 
soul is filled with the bitterest anguish 
and each day of his life is a day of tor
ment. ”

Adolf was about to give vent to his 
compassion ; and Matilda’s name was 
already upon his lips, when a sign from 
the iriar prevented him from speaking.

_Weigh well now, " resumed the
stranger in a solemn tone, “whether 
you in very truth are ready to risk 
your life for the Lion, your liege lord. 
The castellan of Bourges is ready to 
sec him free for a season, upon bis 
knightly word to render himself on the 
appointed dav; but he roust find some 
fai hful and lovir g subject to take his 
place the while.”

The young knight seized the priest's 
hands, and kissed them with tears in 
his eyes.

“ O happy houi 1” he cried ; “ ard 
shall it be mire to procure this consola
tion frr Matild*? Shall she once more 
be» old her father, and that by my 
assistance ? Ilow does my heart beat 
with gladness 1 Father, you see he 
fore you the happiest man upon earth. 
You cannot tell what delight, what ira- 
m'xed happiness, your words have 
given me. I will fly to my prison ou 
the wings of joy 1 More precious to 
me than gold shall be the Iron bars ol 
my dungeon. O Mati da I would that 
the winds oonld speed to you this rap- 
tu one news!”

Without interrupting the knight’s 
transport, the friar now rose Irom h's 
seat ; Adolf lolloped his example, and 
they walked cn together slowly towards 
the city.

“Noble sir,” said the prle-t again,
“ I cannot bat admire the g neroslty of 
your > pirit; bat though l doubt not of 
your courage, thiok you, h ve you well 
weighed the rl: k yon are about to run? 
The deception once discovered, the re 
ward ot your devotedness is death ”

“Is death, then, a word to frighten a 
Flemish knight ?” answered Adolf 
“no, nothing shall keep me back. D'd 
you bat know how, dr-y and night, for 
those six months past, f have had no 
other thought but to device means how 
l might serve the house of Flanders at 
the peril of my life, you would hardly 
speak to me of danger or of fear. Even 
now, when first you taw me sitting sur 
rcwfully beside the path, was I earnest 
ly praying God to show me how I might 
best accomplish the object nearest to 
my heart ; and He has answered me by 
you His priest.”

“ We must depart this very night, 
lest our secret be discovered,” it joined 
the friar.

“The sooner the better ; in thought I 
am already at Bourges with the Lion ol 
Flanders, my lord and prince.”

“Bat remember, sir knight, you are 
somewhat young lor tho part you have 
to play. It may be that in feature you 
are not unlike to Robe rt de Bethune 
but the difference of age is much too 
great. That, however; shall be 
hindrance to us ; in a few moments ray 
art shall make up the diflciency in 
years.”

“What mean you, father ? how cat 
you make me older than 1 am ?”

“That indeed I cannot do ; but I can 
change your lace, so that the very 
mother who bore you she aid nut reccg 
nise you. Tais 1 can do by means of hero* 
of which I bave learned to know the 
virtues ; think not that any unlawful 
art hath aught to do therewith. But, 
noble sir we are now hard upon the 
city ; can you tell me whereabout re
sides one Adolf of Nieuwland ?”

“Adoif of Nieuwland I” exclaimed the 
knight ; “it is with him you are now 
conversing. I am Adolf of Nieuwland."

Great seemed the Iriar's surprise ; he 
stopped, turned full upon Adolf, and re
garded bird with well feigned astonish 
ment.

“What 1 you Adolf of Nieuwland I 
Then it is In your bons* that the lady 
Matilda de Bethune now is ?"

“That honour has fallen to its lot, " 
answered Adolf, “Your news, father, 
will bring it consolation ; and not be
fore it is wanted ; for Matilda's life is 
fast wasting away with sorrow."

“Here, then, is a letter from her 
father, which I commit to your charge 
to place in her hands ; for I can well 
perceive that it will be to you no 
trifling satisfaction to be the bearer of 
such happy tidings."

With these word j he drew from 
underneath his frock a parchment 
secured with a seal and silken cord, and 
handed it to the knight, who received 
it in silence and with deep emotion 
Already he seemed to be in Matilda’s 
presence, and to have a foretaste of the 
joy which her delight would give him. 
The friar s pace was now too slow for 
him ; so urgent was his impatience, that 
be always found himself a step or two 
in advance of his companion.

Once within the city, they soon stood 
before Adolf's house ; and here the 
priest took general but attentive survey 
both ol it and of all the neighbouring 
buildings, as though flxirg them io his 
memory for future recognition. At 
last he said :

“Sir Adolf, I must now bid yon fare 
well ; ere the day close I will be here 
again ; probably it may be somewhat 
late; meanwhile, make all the necessary 
preparations for your journey.”

“Will you not, then, allow me to 
present you to the lady ? Moreover, 
you are weary ; I pray you do me the 
honour of taking refreshment and re
pose beneath my roof."

“I thank yon, sir ; my duty as a priest 
calls me elsewhere ; at ten o’clock 1 will 
see you again. God have you in His 
holy keeping 1"

And with this greeting he parted 
from the astonished knight, and turned 
into the Wool street, whence be 
speedily vanished into Deconinch's 
house.

Transported with joy at his nnex 
pectod good fortune, which has come 
upoo him like a golden dream, Adolf 
knocked with the greatest impatience 
at his door. His dear master’s letter 
seemed to glow between his fingers; 
ami as soon as the d< or was opened, he 
rushed past the servant and along the 
corridor like one mad.

“Where is the Lady Matilda," he 
inquired, in a tone which demanded 
speedy answer.

“In the front room,” replied the 
servaut.

He hurried up stairs, aud hastily 
opened the door of the chamber.

“Dry your tears, Lady Matilda," he 
cried. “No more sadness and sorrow 1 
Light is breaking in upon our dark
ness 1"

As Adolf entered, the young Count
ess was sitting disconsolately in the 
window, and from time to time sighing

heavily. She looked at the knight for 
some moments with a countenance on 
which was depicted wonder, mingled 
with doubt bordering on Incredulry.

“What mean you ?” she cried at last ; 
“what light can visit such darkness as 
mine ?"

“Nay, but so it is, nc ble lady ; s 
better lot awaits you. 9ee, here is a 
letter; dues not the throbbing of your 
heart already tell you frem whose hand 
it comes ?”

More he would have said ; but, 
even as he spoke, Matilda sprang Iron 
her seat, and snatched the letter from 
his hand. Her bosom heaving, her 
cher k» glowing with a colour that bad 
long been stranger to them, and tear* 
of joy streaming down her cheeks, the 
broke tbe seal and tore off the silken 
cord ; aud thrice had her eyes wandered 
over the writing on the parchment ere 
she seemed to catch its purport. Then, 
at las', she understood it too well ; 
unha: py maiden 1 her tears ceased not 
to fl >w, but the cause of them wa> 
changed ; they were no I on get tears of 
joy, but of ne v and bitter sorrow.

“Sir Adolf,” at last she raid, in a 
tone of de- p st suffering, “your j >y 
adds torture to my grief. What was 
it you said ? light ! Read, and weep 
with me for ray unhappy father."

Toe knight to k the letter from 
Matilda’s bands, and as he read it, his 
countenance fell. For % moment he 
feared that the priest had dealt 
treacherously by him, and bad made 
him the bearer of evil tidings ; no 
sooner, however, had he fully possessed 
himself of the contents of tbe letter 
than his suspicions vanished; but 
recollecting his incautious exclama 
tions, he was seized with self reproach, 
and remained silent and lost in thought 
And now compassion filled Matilda's 
breast ; seeing him musing so sadly, 
with hts eyes fixed mournfully upon the 
letter, she repented of her hasty words, 
and approaching him where ho stood, 
while a smile gleamed through her 
tears.

“Forgive mo, Sir Adolf," she said : 
“be not thus troubled. Think not that 
I am angry with you for having raised 
my hopes too high; full well I know 
the fervour of your zeal for a’l that 
touches me and mine. Believe me. 
Ado f, I am not ungrateful for your 
generous se 1-devotion."

“ Princely lady,” he < xclalmed, “ 1 
have no: raised your hopes too high. I 
repeat, there is light for you, and my 
joy is not in vain. All that the letter 
tells you was known to me already ; bat 
it was not for that I so rej deed. Dry 
yonr tears, lady, again I ray, and cease 
your mourning ; for soon your father 
shall press yoo to his heart."

“ What !” oried M*ti!da 41 can it 
indeed be true ? Shall /, then, see my 
father, and sp°ak to him ? Bat why 
torture me thus ? why talk to me in 
riddles ? O Adolf I speak, I pray you. 
and f-ee my heart from doubt."

A slight shade of vexation passed 
across the young knight’s countenance. 
Gladly would he have given her the ex 
planatlcn that she sought ; but his 
generous spirit could not bear to pub 
lish his own deserts. He answered 
therefore, in an earnest tone ;

41 I pray you, illustrious lady, take 
not my silence amiss. Be assured that 
you shall in truth see my lord, your 
father ; that you shall hear his beloved 
voice, receive his warm embrace ; and 
that too, on the soil of our own dear 
Flanders. More to tell you Is not in 
my power."

But the young maiden was not to be 
thus put off. A double feeling—her 
woman's curiosity and a lingering 
doubt—alike impelled her cot to rest 
till she had discovered the solution of 
the enigma. Evidently not well 
pleased, she began again :

But do, Sir Adolf—do tell me what 
this is which you would fain conceal 
from me. You surely do not rate my 
discretion so low as to suppose that I 
shall betray your secret—I that have, 
so much at stake ?"

441 pray you spare me, lady," he re
plied ; “ it is impossible. I must not,
I cannot tell you more."

With each refusal or evasion of the 
knight, Matilda s curiosity grew more 
and more. Again and again she 
pressed him to disclose his secret ; but 
all In vain. To curiosity succeeded 
impatience, to impatience irritation; 
till at last she lost all self command, 
aud burst Into a flood of tears, like a 
child that cannot have its way.

Adolf could now resist no longer ; ho 
resolved to tell her all, however much 
It might cost him to be tbe herald of 
his own self-sacrifices. Matilda soon 
read her victory In hie countenance, 
and drawing more closely to him, re 
garded him with a smile of pleasure, 
while he thus addressed her :

44 Listen, hen, lady, since it most be 
so, and hear in how wonderful a man 
ner this letter and these joyful tidings 
reach* d me. I had wandered out 
toward* Sevecote, and was sitting upon 
a bank deep in thought, fervently be
seeching heaven to have mercy upon 
my lawful but unhappy lord. Sad 
denly, happening to raise my head, to 
my surprise ( saw before me a stranger 
priest. In the instant it seemed to me 
that roy prayer had been heard, and 
that some consolation was at hand, of 
which this stranger was to be the min
ister. And so It was, lady ; for it wav 
from h!s hand that I received the let 
ter, ami from his mouth the happ> 
news. Your noble father has obtained 
from a generous keeper the boon ol a 
few day's liberty ; but on condition 
that another knight take bis place in 
prison"

14 O, joy !" • xclaimed Matilda ; 44 1 
shall see bien 1 1 shall s; eak with him 1 
Ah ! my father ! how has my heart 
longed lor one kiss of your lips I O 
Adolf, I am beside myself with joy ! 
How sweet are your words, my broihei! 
Bat who will be willing to take my 
father's place ?"

44 The man is already found,” was 
tbe brief reply.

44 The blessings of our Lord be upon 
him 1 How noble a spirit most his be 
who can thus devote himself for my 
father’s safety ! But tell me now, who 
is this generous koight ? Let me know 
his name, that I ever think of it with 
love ard gratitude ; that is the least 
return I can make to one who thus re 
stores mo to life at the instant peril ol 
his own."

For a moment Adolf hesitated ; the 
words would not pa*-s his lips. At last, 
bending one knee to the ground, with 
a hadty effort be exclaimed :

“ Who else, lady, c~>uld it be than 
your servant A doll ?”

Her eyes were now fastened upon 
him with an expression ol deep ©mo 
tion ; then, raising him from the 
ground, she said :

44 Adolf, my good brother, how shah 
we be ever able to repiy your self de 
votion ? Well do I know all that you 
have done to soften my hard lot. Have 
I not seen that my wall being bas been 
the one constant subject of your 
thoughts ? And new you are about to 
take my fa tier's p'ace within tbe dun
geon walls—to risk your very life tor 
him and me ! Ungracious that I have 
been—thankless as i must have seemed 
—how have I deserved so much ?”

An unusual fire sparkled in the eyes 
of the young kn'ght, and communicated 
itself to his speech. In tbe exaltation 
of his feelings he exclaimed :

44 Dobs n >t the ancient blood of the 
Counts of Flanders flow ic yonr veins ? 
Are you not the be oved daughter of 
the Lion—A him who is the glory of 
our common country, the benefactor to 
whom I can never sufficiently express 
my gratitude ? My blood, ray life, are 
devoted to your illustrious house ; and 
all that the Lion of Flanders loves is 
sacred to me.”

While Matilda was still regarding 
him with astonishment, a servant came 
to announce the arrival of the stranger 
priest. Immediately after, the father 
himself entered the apartment.

" H»11 t° toe#, lllnutrlon, 
of the Lion our lord ?" |l6 b 
Ing a lowly reverence, and ,t th' ““lk' 
time throwing back hi» cowl oe ll0ie 

The sound of the voice in«t8nt,. 
traded Matilda'» attention. Xh lt' 
him with a close scrutiny aVd « * Chd 
ly taxed her memory to r««i “?* 
name ol one whose accent» /le
familiar to her ear. Suddeu/fj0 
seized him by the band, and wit/ “•

S22*T* dt‘"8bt •"&31
- Heaven» I I

father's bosom Iriei d !
see before me

all besides .Sir Adolf here luddeiar*'» 
but no*, thanks be to tied, JT" 
sent me a second protector !” na8 

Diederik die Vos stoed aghast. u 
art had failed before a woman'V.ta 
With an air of something uke ch 
he threw off Me beaid, aod „ow S 
in his own character before his youth 
ful friends ; then turning tu M.mî '

“ In truth, lady," he exclaimed ‘A* 
must allow that your sight is sharp Ja 
piercing ; I may now as well .Lm, 
my natural voice. I had rather 
Indeed, have remained nur cognised? 
lor tbe disguise which you have pen’ 
etrated Is of the last necessity for œ» 
noble master's weal. I r,ray . y 
therefore, be careful how you breathe a 
bint of who I really am ; It might cog* 
me my life, aud what is of greater mo 
ment, defeat tbe mission I have jD 
hand. Yo> r countenance, lady, ^ 
nesees to the sufferings of jour heart ■ 
but if our hopes do n„t doceiv* 
your sorrow will soon be over. Never
theless,she uld your father's captivitybê 
ev d jet prolonged, we must not cease 
to put our tract In tho justice of 
heaven. Meanwhile, ! h ve teen the 
Lord Robert, at d converted with him. 
His lot is much alleviated by the oour- 
tony of the castellan in whose charge 
he is ; for the preseat, therefore, your 
heart may be at ca«e regarding him.'5

“ But ttll me all he raid, Sir Died- 
erik ; describe his prison to me, aid 
how he occupies hit time ; that I* may 
have the pleasure of picturing it all to 
myself, since rs yet I cannot see him."

Thereupon Diederik began a minute 
descrip ion to the castle of Bourgei • 
ar.d related circumstantially to the lady 
a 1 that he thought could interest her ; 
answering with ready sympathy her 
most trivial questions, and comforting 
her with the hope of a happier future. 
Adolf meanwhile had left the room, to 
inform his sister of the journey he wag 
about to undertake and to give direc
tions for horse ard armour to he in 
readiness. He also charged a cocfld- 
• ntial servant to inform Deconinckjmd 
Breydel of his absence, that they might 
keep closer watch over th* ir yourg 

I princess ; a precaution, however, which 
was not, in tact, necessary ; since Died
erik die Vos bad already concerted meas
ures with them to that end.

As soon as tho young knijht re'nrned 
Diederik rose from hts seat ; “ Xm, 
Sir AdoF,” said he, "we have not * 
much time to spare ; allow mo, there
fore, before wo set out, to throw» little 
more age into your countenance. Sit 
down, and let me have my own way, 
and tear not ; I shall do nothing that 
will harm you.”

Adolf accordingly took a seat ic 
front of Deiderik. and leaned his head 
backwards. Matilda, quite at a lots to 
understand the scene before her,looked 
on in astonishment ; with curious eyes 
she followed Dk-derik's fingers, as he 
traced many a deep line on Adolf's 
youthful visage, and darkened its com- 
pit xion. Her astonishment increased, 
as at every stroke of the pencil Adolf's 
countenance gradually changed its ex
pression, and assumed something that 
reminded her of her father’s features. 
At last the work was completed, aud 
Diederik desired his patient to stand 
up and show himself.

“ There, it is done," said be ; 11 yoc 
are as like Lord Robert now as if the 
same mother had borne you ; and iff 
did not know tbe work of my own hands, 
I should make my obeisance to you as to 
the uoble Lion in person.”

Backache That Tells of
Kidney Derangements

Pains in the back just over the kidneys, weak back, 
lame bank, aching back are the most marked and persist
ent symptoms of kidney disease. It may be from

'/a.

i the house and think there is 
-M il. Gico. Tryon, Westport, Leeds Co., Gnu

Straining at work.
Exposure to dampness and cold.
Sitting with back to draught after getting 

warm at work.
For such are the causes which make kidney diseases so 
prevalent among workingmen. Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
Pdis hold the good-will and confidence of the working 
people by their power to cure as well as the cheapness ot 
the treatment. Immediately following is a testimonial 
as to their worth :—

Back so Lame Could Not Walk.
"For two y oars I was completely laid up with lame back, and could 

walk nor ride. I tried many treatments, and the doctor put on a fly blister wir 
only increased the suffering and did not do me the sligh 
good. p.,i.

“A friend told me about Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 1* 
and I had not finished the first box before I was comply,*
cured. I have never had a lame back or kidney p, 

nil it has been the means of selling dozens of ^ 
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills. We are never wi ■

no medicine n

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Fills
Bo far ns we have been able to find out there is no treatment obtainable which so quickly 

and eo thoroughly remove* the canse of backaches anil bodily pains as Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Uy* 
Pille. The kidney* are set right, the nric acid poisons are eliminated from the body and th®*’ 
need be no further dread of Bright'* disease, diabetes, dropsy or * tones in the bladder.


