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CHAPTER X.

Bruges being now entirely at the
mercy of the Irench party, De Chatil
lon began to think seriously of execut-
ing the several commlssions with which
be bad been charged ; and the first
that occurred to him was the securing,
scocrding to the queen's desire, the
person of the young Matilda de Be
thone. It might seem, icdeed, as
though nothing need stand in the way
of his immediately carrying out this
design, seeing that the city was oocu

fed by his troops in overpowering
roree ; nevertheless, a motive of policy
restrained bim for a time. He was
snxions, in the first instance, to estab-
lish his dominion on a firm and per-
manent basis ; and this he concelved
oould be eflested ooly by breaking
once for all the power of the guilds,
and erecting a strong citadel in order
to overawe the town ; this ac-om-
plished,he was prepared without further
delay, tc seize Matilda and send her
off to France,

The arrival and entry of the French
troops had filled Adolf of Nieuwland
with the most serious apprehensions
for his young charge, now in the midst
of her enemies, and totally without de-
fence ; for though Deconinck, indeed,
visited her daily, and watched over
her without intermission, yet this was
not enough to set at eate the mind of
the young knight. After the lapze of
some weeks, however, finding that in
fact no molestation was « flered to the
falr girl, he began to think that the
French had either forgotten her exist-
ence altogether, or else that they had
ceased to have any hostile designs
against her. Meanwhile his vigorous
constitution, and the skilful care of his
physioian, bad done their work ; the
colour returned to his cheeks, and
activity to his limbs ; but not so peace
and joy to his breast, in which was now
opened, in truth, a fresh source of
anxiety and sadness, Day by day it
was his grief to behold the danghter
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
countensnce of the sorrowing maiden ;
sighs and tears were the only utter-
ance of her heart ; sighs aud tears for
her father’'s unhappy lot, of whom no
word of tidings reached her, snd for
the fate of the other dear prisoners,
whom now she thonght to see again no
more. Adolt's endeavours to mitigate
her grief were incessant and fruitless ;
in vain he sought out for Ler the oldest
legends and the newest toys ; in vain
he sang to his harp of the Lion's deeds
ol valour ; ncthing con'd rouse her
from her depression, or dispel her dark
forebodings. Gentle, indeed, she was,
affectionate and gratefnl ; but withont
llie, without interest in avght around
her. Kven her favourite bird sat
apart neglected, with du'l spiritless
eye and drooping wing.

Some weeks had now passed since
Adolf’s complete recovery, when one
day with rauntering :teps he passed
the city gates, and struck into a
parrow pathway across the flelds,
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 hexd bowed down, and 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 straiped his imagination
to ficd rome means of alleviating the
young Matilda's lot, and as often had
he fallen vack into deeper desjpair, s
sad and hopeless did it appear. And,
for himself, what wretchedress, what
shame | each day, aud all day long, to
watch her pinirg away with sorrow,
snd sinkirg into an early grave, and
thus to stand by the while with folded
arms, powerless alika to help, to
coungel, or to copsole

He was now at some distance from
the city. Wearled more with the
barden of his sadness than with the
length of the way, he seated himse/f
upon a bank, and still allowed his
thoughts to drift along upen the
drowsy current of his reverie. As he
sat there, with his eyes bent upon the
ground, he suddenly became aware that
he was 1o lorger alone ;—a stranger
stood before him.

The urknown was dressed in a friar's
frook of brown woollen, with a wide and
deep hood; a long grey beard hurg
down upon his breast, and his bright
black eyes were overhung by ehaggy
brows. His ocomplcxion was deeply
bronzed ; his featares hard and strorg
ly marked ; his forehead scarred, and
deeply forrowed with wrinkles. Like
some way worn traveller, he dragged
his weary stepe to the spot where
Adolf sat, and for an instant a gleam
of eatisfaction seemed to light vp his
featuros, as though he recognized one
whom he was glad to meet. This, how
ever, was but for a moment ; the grave
and cold expresslon, whether real or
worn a8 a mask, with which he bad
first regarded the yonth, instantaneouns!y
returned,

Adolf, aware of the friar's presence
latter stood close before

only whea tho
him, immediately rose from his seat,
and greeted the stranpger
ocourtesy. Bat the melancholy

of his thoughts had
¢

tone of sadness to his voice ; and, to | hind in Flanders; and he fears lest the
say the truth, he had to pnt some | spitefal and erue! Queen Joanna should
violence on himself to speak at all. poersecnte his child, perhaps even to

“Noble sir,"”" responded the (friar, | death ['his dreadful thought will not

“‘a long day's journey has wearied me

and the pleas ntness of the spot which
have chosen tempts me to loiter

you

awhile to snateh a few moments’ rest

but I pray you let me not disturb

you."

So saying he threw himsell npon the
grass ; and, motloning with his haod,

Adolf

in words of
tenor
communpicated a

thereupon, moved either by respect
for the friar's sacred character, or by
some secret wish to enter into conver
sation 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 voico which bad a fsmiliar
souud to Adolf's ear, and he endeav-
oured to recollect when and where
and under what circumstances he had
heard it ; but as all his ¢florts failed
he was at last obliged to dismiszs the
notion as a groundless fancy.

A short pause ensued, daring 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, ** it is
now long since I left Flanders ; and |
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 oflended at my boldness.”’

“* How could I be oftended, father,"
snswered Adoll. *‘ It will be a pleas-
ure to me toserve you inany way I can,
Thiogs go fll, enongh traly, in our
good city of Bruges ; the French are
now our masters there "’

** That seems to please you but indif-
ferently, noble sir, Nevertheldss, 1
had understood that most part of the
nobles bad renouuced allegiance to
their lawful Connt, and done homage to
the stranger.’”

“ Alas! that is but too true, father.
Oar unfortunate Count Giny 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
stravger.””

At these worde an expression of the
liveliest satisfaction passed over the
features of the friar. With more ex-
perierce of life, Adolf might haply bave
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 his own,

* Your sentiments, noble sir,’”’ he re
plied, ** do you much honor. It isever
a true joy to me to meet with one of
those generous souls who have not
ceased lovingly to remember onr old
Count Guy in this his sad estate, God
reward yon for your loyalty "

“0O father,”” cried Adolf, * would
that you could look into the most sec
ret depths®of my heart, that so you
might know the love [ bear to our old
lord—now, alas! ¢o helpless—and to all
his ancient house. 1 swear to you
father, that the happiest moment of my
life would be that in which I might
pour out for thew the last drop of my
blood.”

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

“* Then, if I shounld one day give youn
the opportunity of making good what
you have just averred, you would not
hold back; but wonld be ready, like a
man snd 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 my
courage. Speak now quickly; for your
silence tortures me,"’

‘*‘ Listen then,—but calmly. To Guy
of Flanders and to his illustrious house
I am boond by the tie of countless
benefits; and 1 have resolved, to the
utmost of my power, to pay them in
this their honr of need the debt of
gratitude which I ocwe them. With
this resolve I have been travelling
through Fravee; and there, sometimes
by money, somecimes under colour of
my prie tly character, bave found
moeans to visit all the noble prisoners.
I have carried to the father the grect
ing «f the son, and brought back to the
son the blessing of the father; yes, and
I have even sighed and wept with poor
Philippa in the dungeons of the Lov vre,
Thus havs | mitigated their sufferings,
snd bridged over for a moment the gu'f
that separates them from each other.
Many a time have [ spent the night in
long and toilsome journeys; many a time
have [ been repulsed with scorn : but
little recked I of all this, if thereby I
could serve my lawful princes in the
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
wnich all the gold in Flanders wou'd
have weighed as nothing."

‘" Blessings upon you, generous
priest! ' eried Adolf, **and a blessed
reward shall one day be yours! But
tell me, I pray youw, how is it with
Lord Roberts?"’

“ 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. Woree, however, his lot might
be; for he is free from chains and fet-
ters. The old ecastellan, under whose
charge he is, long ago fought in the
Sicilian wars under the banner of the
Black Lion; and he is now a friend
rather than a gaoler to our prince.”

Adoll listened with intense eager.
ness; and many & time were exclama
tions of heartfelt joy upon his lips. Ha
restrained himself, however; and the
friar meanwhile proceedod :

“[fis imprisonment would thus be
tolerable enough, had he only himself
to think of; but he is a father, and has
a father's heart, and it is that which
suffers most. His daughter is left be-

, | suffer him to rest, and his prison is be-
come to him a very pit of despair ; his
soul 1s filled with the bitterest angnish
;| 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

- '“Weigh well now, " resumed the
stranger in a wolemn tone, ‘‘whether
you in very truth are ready to risk
yoar life for the Lion, your liege lord.
The eastellan of Bourges is ready to
sot him free for a season, wpon his
krightly word to render himself on the
appointed dav; but he must find some
fai'hful and lovirg 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 hou:!”’ he cried ; * ard
shall it be mire to procure this consola-
tion f-r Mati!d4+? Shall she once more
be! old her father, and that by my
assistance ? How does my heart bear
with gladoess! Father, you see be
fore yon the Mappiest man apon earth.
You cannot tell what delight, what uo:
m'xed happiness, your words bhave
givea me. [ will fly to my prison on
the wings of joy ! More precious to
me thap gold shall be the iron bars of
my dangeon. O Mati da! would that
the winds conld speed to you this rap-
tu ous news!"’

Withoat finterrupting the knight's
transport, the friar now rose from hs
geat ; Adolt followed his example, and
they walked on together slowly towards
the city.

*“ Noble sir,"’ said the prie«t again,
*I canpot bat admire the g nsrosity of
your :pirit; bat though [ doubt not of
your courage, thick yoo, h .ve yon well
woighed the rivk you are ahont to run?
The deception ooce discovered, the re
ward of your devotedness is death ™'
*Is death, then, a word to frighten a
Flemish knight ?'' answered Adolf:
“*no, nothing shall keep me back. Did
you but know how, day and night, for
these ¢'x months past, [ have had ro
other thonght but to devise means how
I might serve the house of Flanders at
the peril of my life, you wounld hardly
speak to me of danger or of fear. Even
now, when first you saw me sitting sor
rowfully beside the path, was [ earnest
ly praying God to skow me how I might
best accomplish the objact nearest to
my heart ; and He has avswered me by
you His priest.”

‘“We must depart this very night,
lest our secret be discovered,’’ 1¢joined
the friagr.

*“Th®é 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 tor the part you have
to play. It may be that in feature you
are not unlike to Robhert de Bethune ;
but the d'fference of age is much tvo
great. That, however, shall be n«
hindrance to us ; in & few moments my
art shall make up the dificiency in
years.”

“*What mean jyou, father ? how eau
you make me older than 1 am 2"’

‘“T'hat indeed I cannnt do ; but I can
change your face, so that the very
mother wio bore you should aot recyg
nise yon. Tnois I ecan do by means of heros
of which T bave learued to know the
virtues ; think met that any unlawial
art hath aught to do therewith, Bue,
noble sir. we are now hard upon the
city ; can you tell me whereabout re-
rides one Adolf of Nieuwland 2"’
‘‘Adoif of Nienwland I"" exclaimed the
knight ; ‘it is with him you are now
conversing. I am Adolf of Nieuwland."’
Great seemed the friar's surprise ; he
stopped, turned full upon Adolf, and re-
garded him with well feigned astonish
ment.

**What! you Adolf of Nieuwland !
Then it is in your housg that the lady
Matilda de Bethune now is ?"

“That honour has fallen to its lot,”’
ans»cvred 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 chese words 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
Jjoy woich her delight would give him.
The friar's pace was now too slow for
him ; so urgent was his impatience, that
he always tound himself a step or two
in advance of his companion,

Onee within the eity, they soon stood
betore Adolf's house ; and here the
priest tovk general but attentive survey
both of it and of all the neighbouring
buildings, as though Axirg them jo his
memory for future reccgoition. At
lust he said :

*'Sir Adolf, I must now bid you fara
well; ere the day close I will be here
again ; probably it may be somewbat
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; [ pray you do me the
honoar of taking refreshment and re-
pose beneath my roof."

“‘I thank yor, sir ; my duty as a priest
calls me elsewhere ; at ten o'clock I wiil
see you again. God bave you in His
holy keeping 1"

And with this greeting he parted
from the astonished knight, and turned
into the Wool street, whence he
speedily vanished into Deconinck’s
house,

I'ransported with joy at his unex-
pectod good fortune, which has come
upon him like a golden dream, Adolt
knocked with the greatest impatience
at his door. His dear master's letter
seemed to glow between his fingers;
and as soon as the door was opened, he

corridor like one mad,
speely answer.

“In the front room,"
sorvaunt,

He hurried up
opened the door of the chamber.

eried,

ness !’

invited to do the like :

who

the friar prevented him from speaking.

rushed past the servant and along the

““Where is the Lady Matilda,'” he
inquired, in a tone which demanded

replied the
stairs, and hastily
“Dry your tears, Lady Matilda,' he
**No more sadness and sorrow !
Light is breaking in upon our dark-

As Adolf entered, the young Count-

ess was sitting disconsolately in the
window, and from time to time sighing

heavily. She lookad at the knight for
some moments with a countenance on
which was depicted wonder, mingled
with donbt bordering on increduli'y.
“What mean you ?'’ she cried at last ;
“‘what light can visit such darkness as
mine 7"’

“*Nay, but so it is, ncble lady;s
better lot awaits yon. See, here is &
letter ;: doer not the throbbing of your
heart alreidy tell you frcm whose haud
it comes 7"’

More he would bave said; but,
cven as he spoke, Matilda sprang fron
her seat, and snatched the letter frow
his hand. Her borom heaviog, her
checks glowivg with a colour that bad
long been stranger to them, and tears
of joy streamivg down her cheeks, rhe
broke the seal and tore off the silken
cord ; aud thrice had her eyes wandered
over the vriting on the parchment ere
she seemwed to catch its purport. Then,
at las, she understood it too well ;
unhappy maiden | her tears ceased not
to rw, but the cause of them wa:
changed ; they were no louge: tears of
joy, bat of ne~ and bitter sorrow.

“Sir Adolf,'"” at last she eaid, in a
tove of de-p st suflering, *‘your joy
adds torture to my grief. What was
it you said? light! Read, and weep
with me for my nuhappy father,”

The knight to k che letter from
countenance fell. For a moment he
feared that che priest
treacherously by bim, and bad made
him the bearer of evil tidirgs; ro

himselt of the contents of the letter
than his suspicions vanished; but
recollecting his incantions exclama
tions, he was seized with zelf reproach,
and remained silent and lost in thought

with his eyes fixed mourufully npon the

and approaching him where he stood,
while a smile gleamed through her
tears.

“Forgive me, Sir Adolf,” she said :
‘‘be not thus troubled. Think not that
I am angry with you for having raised
my hopes too high; foll well [ know
the fervour of your zeal for a'l that
tonches me ard mine. Believe me,
Adof, I am not uogratefal for your
generous se {-devotion."”

* Princely lady,”’ he «xclaimed, *' 1
have no: raised your hopes too high. |
repeat, there is light for you, and my
joy i3 not in vain, All that the lehter
tells you was knowa to we already ; bat
it was not for that [ o rejriced. Dry
your tears, lady, again I say, and cease
| your mourning; for soon your father
shall press yoo to his heart.””

‘“ What !"" oried Matilda ¢ can it
indeed be true ? Shail I, then, ses my
father, and speak to him ? But why
torture me thus ? why talk to me in
riddles ? O Adolf | speak, I pray yon,
and {ree my heart from donht.”

A slight shade of vcxation passed

Gladly would he have given her the ex
planation that she sooght; but his
generous spirit could not bsar to pnb
lish his own deserts. He answered
therefore, in an earnest tone :

‘T pray you, illustrious lady, take
not my silence amiss. Be assured that
you shall in truth see wy lord, your
father : that you ehall 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 pot off. A double feeling—her
woman’s curiosity and a lingering
doubt—alike impelled her not to rest
till she had discovered the solution of
the enigma. KEvidently not wel)
pleased, she began again :

But do, 8ir 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 sappose that I
shall betray vour secret—I that have
80 much at stake 2"’

had dealt |

across the young knight's countenance. |

Matilda's bands, and as he read it, his |

sooner, however, had he fully possessed |

*¢ | pray you spare me, lady,” he re-
plied : ** it is impossible. I must not,
I cannot tell yon more.”’

With each refusal or evasion of the
knight, Matilda's curiosity grew more
snd more. Again and again ehe
pressed him to disclose his secret ; but
all in vsin, To curiosity sncceeded
impatience, to impatience irritation;
till at last she lost all sell command,
sud burst into a flood of tears, like a
child that eannot have its way.

Adolf could now resist no lorger ; ho
resolved to tell her all, however much
it wight cost him to be the herald of
his own self-sacrifices, Matilda soon
read ber victory in his countenance,
and drawing more closely to him, re
garded him with a smile of plescure,
while he thus addreesed her :

* Listen, 'hen, lady, since it must be
80, and hear in how wornderful a man
ner this letter and these joyful tidings
reachetd me. I had wandered out
toward» Bevecote, and was sitting upon
a bank deep in thought, fervently be-
seeching heaven to bave mercy upon
my lawiul but unhappy lord. Sud
denly, happening to raise my head, to
my surprise [ saw before me a stranger
priest. 1In the instant it seemed to me
that my prayer had been heard, and
that sowe consolation was at hand, of
which this stranger was to be the min-

** Hall to thee, illusty
of the Lion our lord 7' |I.:u,:.. daughie,
ing & lowly reverence, ang “g:'n, Mak,
time throwing back his cow), ¢ tamg

The sound of the voice instant|
tracted Matilda's attentiop, 1 &
him with a cloge serutiny, and
ly tazed hor memory
name of one whose accenty BOund
familiar to her ear, Suddey) “d %o
selzed him by the band, anq wit
flashiog  with  delignt
exclaimed :

** Heavens !

A Xiggy,
recal) lhe

VI 0 ey
,:‘xnn]onaw’

I see before

father's bosom frierd | | :Imug!t: y
all besides Sir Adolf nere 1.4 Uele::l:é

but now, thanks be to Gog he
sent me a second proector ! g bay
Diederik die Vos stocd aghast ; }
art had failed before a womap's e
With sn air of something iike g 1.'
he threw off bis beard, and noyw ,,x”'
in his own character before hig vo':“
ful friends ; then turning v 51?.“]?'
** In truth, lady,” he « xelaimed ...'
wst allow thAt Jour eight i sharp gy
piercing ; I may now as wel 1e8m,
my npatural voice. I had -
irdeed, have remained unur ¢
for the disguise which yon h
etrated Is of the last necessity fop g
noble master’'s weal, pray yony
therefore, be careful how you breathe
bing of who I really am ; it mighg 000:

guized ;
ave pep

ister. And so it was, lady : for it wae
from his hard that [ received the let
ter, and from his mouth the happy
news. Your noble father has obtained
from a generous keeper the bovn of »
few day’s liberty ; but on condition

| that another knight take his place in

And now ecompassion filled Matilda's |
breast ; seeing him musing so sadly, |

prison’’

0, joy I”
shall see bim ! | shall g;eak ®ith Lim !
Ah i wy father! how has my heart
longed for one kiss of your lips! O
Adolf, I am beside myself with joy !

| How sweet are yonr words, my brothe:!

letter, she repented of her hasty words, |

But who will be willlvg to take my
father's place ?"’

“ The man Is already found,” was
the brief reply.

¢ The biessings of our Lord be upon |

him | How noble a spirit must his be
who can thus devote himself for my
father's safoty ! Bat tell me now, who
is this generouy kuight ? Let me know
his name, that I ever think of it with
love and gratitnde ; that is the least
return I can make to one who thus re
stores me to life at the instant peril of

{ his own,"”

For a moment Adolf hesitated : the
words would not pass his lips. At last,
beniing oae knee to the ground, with
a hasty effort he exclaimed :

** Who else, lady, could it be than
your servant Adolt ?"

Her eyes were now fastened npor
him with an expression oi deep emo
tion ; then, raising him from the
ground, she said :

“ Ado!f, my good brother, how shali
we be ever ahle to repay your self de
votion ?
have done to soften my hard lot, Have
I not seen that my well being bas been
the one constant subjsct of your
thoughts ? And ncw you are about to
take my fa'her's p'ace within the dan-
geon walls—to risk your very life for
him and me ! Upgracious that I have
been—thankless as i must have seemed
—how have I deserved so much ?"’

An anusual fire sparkled in the eyes
of the young knight, and communicated
itself to his speech. In the exaltation
of his feelings he exclaimed :

‘ Doss n)t the ancient blood of the
Counts of Fianders flow in your veins ?
Are you not the be oved daughter of
the Lion— ) f him who is the glory of
our ¢eommon couun'ry, the benefactor to
whom 1 can never sufliciently express
my gratitnde ? My blood, my lifs, are
devoted to your illustrions house ; and
all that the Lion of Flanders loves is
sacred to me,'’

While Matilda was still regarding
him with atonishment, a servant came
to announce the arrival of the stranger
priest. Immediately alter, the father

the treatment.
as to their worth ;:—

himself entered the apartment.

cxelaimed Matilda : ** 1 |

Well do I koow all that you |

me my life, and what 1s of gregep %0,
| ment, defeat the mission | haye %
hand. Yo r countenance, Iady, wig.

| neszes to the sufllerings of your heart
| but if our hopes do nut doceive ne

¥es QO D +OC61IVe oy,
your sorrow will soon be over. Neyep,

thelexs,should your tather’s csptiyity be
ev:n yet prolonged, we must o

‘ 1Ot cease

to put our trust in the justice g
| heaven. Meanwhile, T h ve reen tpe
Lord Robert, ard conversed with hip

| His lot is muech alleviated he cony.
tesy of the castellan in w charge
he is ; for the preseuat, therelore, )'Unl"
heart may be at ease regarding hig,”

‘“But tell me all be raid, Sir Died.

erik ; describe his priton to me, ard
how he occupies his time ; that Imy
have the pleasure of pieturing itallt

myself, since r8 yet | eannot see him,"

Therenpon Diederik began a mingte
dessrip'icn to the castle of Bourge .
and related circumsatantially t the lady
a'l that he thonght could interest her:

answering with ready sympathy he
most trivial questions, and ¢ ‘f?"'!"g
her with the hope of & happiar futur,
Adolf meanwhile had left the room, 1

inform his sister of the journey he m
about to undertake and to give diree.
tions for horse ard armour to he ip
readiness., He also charged a copfid.

¢ntial servant to inform Dec neklind
Breydel of his abtence, that they might
keep closer '!\Lch over their yourg
princess ; a precaution, however, which

was not, in fact, necessary ; since Died.

I erik die Vos had already concerted meas

| nres with them to that end.

‘ As soon as the young kni! t re‘urned
Diederik rose from his seat; " Now,

| Bir Adol!,"” said he, “w $
much time to spare; allow me, t
fore, before we set out, to throwa little
more age into your countenance, Sit
do#n, and let me have my own way,
and fear not ; [ shall do nothing that
will barm you."

Adolf accordingly took a seat ic

front of Deiderik, and leaned his head
backwards. Matilda, quite at a los to
understand the scene before her, losked
on in astonishment ; with curions eyes
she followed Diederik's fingers, as he
traced many a deep line on Adolf's
youthful visage, and darkened its com-
plexion. Her astonishment increased,
as at every stroke of the pencil Adoll's
countenancze gradually changed its ex
pression, and assumed something thit
reminded her of her father's features,
At last the work was completed, sod
Diederik desired his patient to stard
up and sho® himself.

“ There, it is done,’’ said he; *you
are as like Lord Robert now as if the
same mother had borne you ; and ifl
did pot know the work of my own hands,
I should make my obeisance to youasio
the uoble Lion in person.’’

Backache That Tells of
Kidney Derangements

Pains in the back just over the kidneys, weak back,

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

warm at work.

lame back, aching back are the most marked and persist
ent symptoms of kidney disease.

It may be from

For such are the causes which make kidney diseases s0
prevalent among workingmen. Dr. Chase's Kidney-Livef
P.lls hold the good-will and confidence of the working
people by their power to cure as well as the ch(‘a]‘ynces'ol
Immediately following is a testimonial

Back so Lame Could Not Walk.

“For two years [ was completely laid np with lame back, and could n
walk nor ride.

I tried many treatments,

good,

them in the hou

= them.”"—MR. Gro,

Bo far as we have been able to find out there is no treatment obtainable which so ¢
and so thoroughly removes the eause of kackaches and bodily pains as Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liv
Pilla. The kidneys are set right, the uric acid poisons are elimirated from the body and
need be no further dread of Bright's disease, diabetes, dropsy or stones in the bladder.

only increased the suffering and did not do me the slig

eithee
which

ind the doctor put on a fly blister hest

* A friend told me about Dr, Chase’s I(ivln",‘"!"wrlvtill"l;
2 h and I had not finished the first box hefore 1 was compi¢
N \<\ cured. I have never had a lame back or kidney troublé
. . p ne of boxed
s+ gince, and it has been the means of selling dozens ol houb
\ of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pille. We are never \\"(l' l‘i”

se and think there is no mc A
TryYON, Westport, Leeds Co., Unk

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills
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