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CHAPTER 1II,

The knight, or minstrel, who was admitted
within the walls of Wynandacl by the hospitality
& 7 or compassion of its inhabitants, found himself.on
:pagsing its gates in an open square; on his righthe
f -saw the stables, amply sufficient for a hundred
E‘ horses, before which innumerable pigeons and ducks
{, -were picking up the stray grain; on his left were
. the lodgings for the soldiers and military retainers
é“ ofall kinds, tegether with the magnzines for the
i, - Hiege artillery of that day; as, for instance, batter-
' ing-rams, with their carriages and supports, balistas,
 which at one cast threw a shower of arrows into
.~ the besieged place, and catapults, which hurled
.. crushing masees of stone against the hostile walls;
caling-ladders, fire-barrels, and other like imple-
. -ente of war. .
%-, Right in front of the entrance lay the residence of
" the Count apd his family, rising majestically with
&' its turrets above the lower buildings aboutit. A
¢ - flight of stone steps, at the foot of which two black
<. lions, reposed, gave entrance to the ground-floor,
onsisting of a long range of quadrangular rooms,
- many of them provided with beds for the accommo-
i-dation ot chance guests, others decorated with the
i, arms of bygone Counts of Flanders, and with ban-
%.,ﬂnelr; and pennons won on many a hard-fought
. leld, ;
... On the right-hand side, in one corner of this vast
. building, was a smaller apartment, altogether dif-
»..ferent from the rest. On the tapestry with which
%..its walls were adorned might be read the whole
1.+ 8lory of the sixth crusade fin figures which almost
i Jooked alive. .On one side stood Guy, armed from
:head to Yfoot. and surrounded by his warriors, who
were recelving . from his hands the Cross; in the
%, backgronnd was a long train of men.at-arms already
-on their way tothe sceme of action. The second
8ide exhibifed the battle of Massara, won by the
4, Christian army 1 the yesr 1250, Bt Louis, King
of France, and Count Guy, weredistinguishable
fom the other figures by their banners, - The third
Ide presented a-hidesus scene. A multitude of Christ-
an knights lay dying of the plague upon a desert
';Plsin, Among the corpses of their comrades, and
;;the carcasses of harses, black ravens flew over the
. fated camp, watching for cacl one's death to gorge
{: themgelves with his flesh, The fourth side showed
- the happy return of the Count' of Flanders. His
Jifiat wife, Fogewts of Bethune, lay weeping on bis
\breast, while her little sons Robert and Baldwin
1dovingly pressed his hand. in theirs, :
V- By the marble chimuney-piece, within which a
-8mall  wood .fire” was burning, sat the old Count
,;..G"Y- In & massive arm-chair, * Full of deep thought,
i-he was supporting biz head on his right hand, bis
978 resting uncouscigusly on Lis son Willlam, who
08 busily reading prayers from a -book with silver
Clagps.” “Matilda,” Robert : de : Bethune's' youthful
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Saughter, stood. with her hawk on:the other side of

“A8chamber, “She was caressing the -bird,  without

Jeeding her grandfather or uncle: while'Guy, with
ark misgiving.of ' the future, was “brooding over
ihe bast,.aud - William . was.. piaying:to «Heaven for. |
fome alleviation’of :their. sorrows; she was playing
r-favorite, without ;aithought;that-her fath-
efitarice ; was - conflscated;aiid possessed 'by.
18 enomies;#Not. that she.was; wanting in feeling ;
10.was, ligr - sorpow; did ;not;lash
fita linpresslon which zotted ik
‘all"'the*‘towns of Flinders!

Hd as;sh
d

WheiTskis was told ¢
rere occupied by:the fog,

‘ahio “biitat ‘ntd abiridatt

and bitter tears; but by the evening of that self-
same day her tears were dried and forgotten, and
she was ready to caress her hawk as before.

After Guy’s cyes had for some time rested un-
meaningly upon his son, he suddenly let fall the
band which snpported his head, and asked,

“William, my son, what is it your are asking so
fervently of God 7

“I am praying for my poor sister Philipps,” was
the youth’s answer; “God knows, my father,
whether the Queen Joanna has not already sent her
to her grave; but in that case my prayers are for
her soul”

And as he spoke he bowed forward his bead, as if
to conceal the tears which fell from his eyes

The old father sighed heavily and painfully. He
felt that his son's evil foreboding might but too
easily turn out true, for Joanaoa of Navarre was
wicked enough to make it 5o ; nevertheless he would
not give uttersnce to such a feeling, and so he ouly
replied :

“Tt is not right, William, to sadden yourself with
forebodings of cvil. Hope is given to us mortals
for our concolation here on earth; and why, then,
should you not hope? Since yoursister has been
in prison, you mourn aud pine so, thet not a smile
ever passes over your countenance. It is well to
feel for your sister ; but in God's name do not give
yourself up to this dark despair.”

 Smile, said you, father ? smile while our poor
Philippa is buried in a dungeon? No, that I can
not! Her tears drop upon the cold ground in the
silence of her dungeon : she cries to heaven because
of her sorrows; she calls on yon, my father,—she
calls on usall for relief; and who answers her?
the hollow echo of the deep vaults of the Louvre!
See you her not, pale as death, wasted and faded
like a dying flower, with her hands raised o heav.
en 7 hear you her not, how she cries, ¢ My father,
my brothers, help me ; I am dying in these chains?
All this I see and hear in my heart ; I feel it in my
soul; how, then, can I smile 7"

Matilda, who had half listened to these gorrawful
words, set her hawk hastily on the back of a chair,
and fell with a violent burst of tears and sobbing at
the feet of her grandfather, Layiogher head on bis
knees, she cried out piteously:

¢ Is my dear aunt dead? O God! what sorrow!
shall T not then see her again 77

The old "Count raised her tenderly from the
ground, and gaid kindly :

# Be calm, my dear Matilda: weep not; Philippa
iz not dead.”

* Not dead 1" exclaimed the girl with astonish.
ment; “why, then, does my uncle William speak
so of death 7

%You have not understood him,” answered the
Count; “we koow of no change that has taken
place with regard to her.”

The young girl then dried her tears, casting the
while a reproachful look upon William, and saying

1 to him, in the midst of her sobs:

“ Yon are always saddening me to no purpose,
uncle! One would think that you had forgotten
all words of comfort; for you ever talk ina way
that makes me tremble, My very hawk is frighten-
ed at your voice, it sounds so hollow! It s not
kind of you, uncle, and it vexes e much."

William regarded his niece with eyes that seem-
ed full of sorrow for the suffering he bad caused
ber. No sooner had Matilda preceived this look of
grief, tban, running up to him, and seizing tenderly
onc of hig hauds:

“ Forgive me, dear uncle William!” she said;
] dolove youdearly; but do you too think of
me, and not torture me &o with the terrible word,
death, which is now ever upon your lipsand in my
ears, Forgive me, I pray you.”

And before her uncle could answer her, she had
already returned to the other end of the room, and
was playing with her hawk again, though with tears
still in her eyes. .

« My son, said Count Guy, #do not take our little
Matilda's words amise ; you know she does oot
mean unkindly.”

«1 forgive her,’sir, from my heart; for, indeed, I
love her froth my heart, And the sorrow which
she showed at my poor sister's supposed death was
comforting to me.”

And again William opened his book, and read,
this time aloud: °

#Q Jesus Christ the Saviour, have mercy upon
my sister | By tby bitter pangs release her, O Lord!”

And na the name of his Lord sounded in the old
Count's ears, he uncovered hie head, folded his
hands, and jolned {n William’s prayer, Matilda set
down her hawk again on the back of the chair, and
knelt in & corner of the chamber, ov & great cush-
ion, before a crucifix.

William went on:

« Blessed Mary, Mother of God, hear me, I pray |
Qomfort her in the dark dungeon, 0 Holy Virgin!

« Q Jesus! sweet Jegus! full of pity | have mercy
on my poor sister!” !

Count Guy waited till the prayer was at an end,
and then asked, without giving further heed to
Matilda; who had again returned to her hawk:

4'Pell me one thing, William ; do you not think
that we owo great thunks to Messire de Valois?”

# Megsire de Valois is the worthiest knight I
know,” angwered the youth; “he has treated us
with true generosity; he has honoured, your grey
hairs, and even done his Lest to give you some
comfort, I well know that all our troubles, and

‘my gister’s imprisodment, would soon be at an end

if it depended on him, May God grant him eternal

bliss for his neblencss of heatt!” =~
“Yes, may God be gracious to him in his last

hour ! said the old Count. * Can you understand,

‘my son, how it I8 that our enemy should be noble

enough to endanger himself for our Eakes, gnd
bring upon himself the hatred of Jonnna of Nav-
arre?” o S

"%Yes, my father, I do understand it, when it is
'Charles de Valois that does it. But, after all, what
can he do for us and my sigter 7"

u Listen, Willlam. " Thig morning, 85 twe were
‘tiding togetlier to'‘the‘ hawking, he showed me a
‘way wheroby, with God's help, we may be reconcll-
‘ed with' King' Philip."* T
* In’s transport of; joy the "young .mdn struck ‘his

‘hands together, and exclaimed:; '
4 O Heaven |

. “Hi§ gobd'angs] must hive spokeén
«by his mouth’l“Anid whatils'it you bave to doymy,
fathor B e e e

“1, with my nobles, must go to the king at Com-
piegue, and throw ourselves at his feet.”

‘ And Queen Joanna ?"

% The Implacable Joanna of Navarre is at Parls,
and Enguerrand de Marigny with her. Never was
there o moment so favourable as this.”

“The Lord grant that vour hope may not deceive
you! And when will you undertake this perilous
expedition, my father?” :

“The day after to.morrow Messire de Valois
comes to Wynandael with his suite, and be will ac-
company us. I have called toguther those nobles
who remained true to me in my misfortuner, in
order to inform them of this matter. But your

brotlier Robert comes not; how is it that he has
not yvet returned to the castle ?”

* Have you already forgotten his quarrel of this
morning, my father ? e has bad tu clear himself of
the lie direct; of course he is with De Chatillon.”

" You are right, William. I bad forgotton that.
This quarrel may do us harm ; for Messire de Cha-
tillon is powerful at the court of Philip the Fair.”

In those times honour and good name were a
knight's dearest possessions, and not the shadow of
a reproach conld he allow to pass upon them with-
out a demand for instant reckoning; combats, there-
fore, were matters of daily occurrence, and excited
bat little attention.

Presently Guy rose, aud said :

% There, I hear the bridge fall; doubtless my
faithful nobles are already there, Come, let us go
to the great hall,”

And immediately they went out together, leaving
the young Matilda alone, and took their way to the
hall, where they were speedily joined by the Lords
of Maldeghem, of Roode, of Courtrai, of Qudenarde,
of Heyle, of Nevele, of Roubuis, Walter of Lovend-
eghem, with his two ULrothers,and several mnore,
who came in one after tbe other, to the number of
two-and-fifty in all. Some of them were already
temporarily lodged in the castle, others had their
possessions and residences in the neighbouring

Inin,

P All stood with uncovered head before their lord,
anxiously awaiting the intelligence or command he
might have to communicate. After keeping silence
for some little time, Count Guy addressed them
thus:

%My friends, it is will known to you that the
true obedience with which I have ever followed
the commands of my liege lord King Philip has
been the cause of all my misfortunes. He it was
that laid it upon me to call the ity corporations to
account for their government, which I therefore as
a true subject and vassal desired and attempted to
do. Then the city of Bruges retused me obedience,
and my subjects rose against me, . . .Afterwards,
when I went into Franc to do my homage to the
king, he made me prisoner; and not only me, but
my poor child, who was with me, and who still
groans in the dingeons of the Louvre. All this
you know ;- for you were the companions of your
prince, Then, as became me, I sought to make
good my right with arms; but fortune was against
us, and the false Edword of England disregarded
the bond we had entered into, and deserted us in
our need. Now my land is confiscated; I am now
the lenst nmong you,and your prince no more;
another is now your lord.”

% Not yet I cried Walter of Lovendeghem; “when
that day comes I break my sword forever. I know
no other lord than the noble Guy of Dampierre.”

# Sir Walter of Lovendeghem, your faithful at-
tachment is truly gratifying to me ; but hear me
patiently to the end. Messire de Valois has over-
Tun Flanders with his arms, and has now received
it as a fief from his brother King Philip. Were it
not for his magnanimity, I should notbe with you
here at Wynandael ; for he it was that assigned me
this pleasant abode. But this isnotall; he has
resolved to build up again the house of Flanders,
and to eet me once more on my father's seat. This
is the matter which I have to speak of with you,
my noble friends; for I need your help in it.”

The astonishment of all present, who were lis-
tening with the deepest sttention, reached its high-
esi pitch at this announcement. That Charles de

ralois should be willing to give up the land he
had won and taken possession of, seemed to them
utterly incredible. ‘They regarded the Count with
looks that expressed all they felt ; and after a short
pause he resumed :

& Ay noble friends, I doubt not in the least your
affection for me ; therefore I speak in the full con-
fidence that you will grant me this last request
whick I now make you; to-morrow I set out for
France, to throw myself at the king's feet, and I
desire to he accompanied by you, my faithful no-
bles.”

All present answered, one ofter the other, that
they were ready to accompany and stand by their
Count, where and when and iz what way he would.
All answered him except one, Diederik die Vos.

% 8ir Diederik,” neked the Count, * will you not
go with us 7"

«Surely, surely," apswered he, thus personally
appealed to, ¢ the fox will go with you, were it to
the mouth of hell. But I tell you, noble Count—
forgive e, but I must have my say—I tell you,
that one need be no fox to sece where the trap lies
here. What! after once having been caught in this
way, will you run into the very same snare again ?
God giant that all may turn out well; but one thing
I tell you, Philip the Faic 8hall not cateh the fox.”

“You judgeand spenk too slightly, Sir Diederik,”
answered Guy ; “we are to have a written safe con-
duct from Charles d¢ Valois, and his howour is
pledged for ourfres return to Flanders.”

The Flemish nobles, well knowing Dé Valois as
a model of Luightly bonour and good fuith, were
satisfied to trust to his promise, and went cn to dis-
cuss the matter with the old Count, Meanwhile
Diederik slipped unobserved out of the hall,and
wandered up and down the outér court wrapped in
deep thought, . o

Before he had spent much time in this occupa.
tion, the bridge was.lowered, and Robert de Beth-
une entered the castle. As soon 88 he had dis-
mounted, Diederik approached, and thus, addregsed

s T need.vot ask.:noble’Count,.as.to the result of:
your affair of -to-day,: the Lion’s sword.hag -never.
“failed him yeot’; doubitléss Ly this time'Messire.de:
“Chatillon is on bisjourney for'the’other world.”: , !
.t No," adswered Robert ; ¥ iy .sword came down,

‘upén bis helmét el uch” ort thiat” he'will hardly’

speak for some days to come, He iz not dead, God
be praised for that; but another mishap hns be-
fallen us, Adolf of Nieuwland, who was with me
as my second, fought with St. Pol, and he had al-
ready wounded bis opponent {u the head, when his
breastplate failed him ; upon which he received a
severe wound, I fear even & mortal one, Ina few
minutes you will see him, for my men are now
carrying bim hither.”

“ But say, my lord,” procecded Diederik ; © think
vou not that this journey to France is a venture
somewhat of the rashest ?”

" #\What journey? I know not what you mean,”

“What! you bave not yet heard of it ?”

t Not one word.”

“ Well, we set off to morrow with your noble fa-
ther for France.”

“ What is it you say, Diederik ? are you jesting—
to France 7%

% Yes, Lord Robert. 'To throw ourselves at the
feet of the French king, aud sue for forgiveness.—
I bave never yet seen 2 cat creep into a sack of her
own accord ; but before long I sball see it at Com-
plegne, or I am greatly mistaken.”

“ But you are quite sure of what you say, Die-
derik? You fill me with alarm.”

% Sure, do you say? Be pleased to go into the
hall ; there you may see all your friends assembled
with your futher, To-morrow we set out for our
prison, Believe me, then, and cross yourself when
you leave Wynandael.”

Robert could hardly contain himself for indigna-
tion at this intelligence.

¢ Diederik, my triend,” he said, ' I pray you bave
my poor Adolf taken up to my own chamber when
he is brought in, and laid upon the left-hand bed.
See that he is duly cared for untit I come myself;
and send, too, for Master Roger to dress his
wounds.”

And with these words, he hurried away to the
hall, where the Count was still in conference with
his nobles, and pressed forward hastily till he stood
before his father, not a little to the astonishment of
all present; for he was still in full armour from
head to foot. -

“O my lord und father !” cried he; * what re-
port is thia I bear ? are you really nbout to deliver
yourself up to your enemies, that they may make
a mock of your grey hairs? that the vile Joanna
may cast you fnto fetters 2’

- % Yes, my son,” answered the Coant steadfastly ;
“ I am going to France, and you with me,—such is
the will of your father.?

“ Let it be o, then,” replied Robert; I will go
with you; Lut not to fall at the king’s feet! God
forbid that we should so humiliate ourselves !”

“It must be so, my son ; and it behoves you to
accompany me,” was the unalterable reply.

It cried Robert ia fury; “I fall at Philip's
feet! I, Robert de Bethune, prostrate myself be-
fore our foa! What! shall the Lion of Flanders
bow his head before a Frenchman, a maker of false
coin, a perjured prince ?"’

The Couunt was silent for a few moments; but as
soon as Robert's first burst of indignation had sub.
sided, he resumed :

% And yet, my gon, you will do it for my sake?”

# No, never 1" cried Robert; *mever shall that
blot rest upon my shield. Bow before a forcigner—
I! You know not your son, my father !”

% Robert,” pursued the old Count calmly, “your
father's will is a law for you : I command it {"?

“ No!" cried Robert yet again; “the Lion of
Flanders Lites and fawns not, Before God alone,
and you, my father, have I ever bowed tht head or
bent the knee ; and no other man on enrth shall
be able to say of me that I bave thue humbled my-.
gelf before him.”

 But, Robert,” insisted his father, * have you no
compassion for me, for your poor sister Philipps,
aud for your unbappy country, that you thus reject
the one only means by which we may yet bo de-
tivered ?”

Robert wrung his bands violently, in a very
agony of grief and anger. .

“ What will you now, my fatler 2" ke exclaimed ;
% do you indeed desire that a Frenchman should
look down upon me as his slave ? I am ready to
die with shame at the very thought. No, never|
Your command, your entreaty, even, is of no avail,
I will not,—I connot do it!"

Two tears glistened upon the old man's hollow
cheeks, The singular expression of his count-
enance threw the lookers-on into doubt whether it
was joy or grief that had touched him, for at the
same time a smile of comfort seemed to hover on
his countenance.

Robert was deeply moved by his father’s tears;
he felt, s it were, the pains of martyrdom in his
heatt. At Iast his emotion burst all bounds, and
almost beside bimself, be exclaimed :

“ My prince and father! your curse upon me, if
you willl but this I swear to you,—never will I
creep or bow before a Frenchman! Ia this thing I
oannot obey you "

But even amid all his excitement Robert was ter-
rified at his own words. DPale and trembling in
every limD, he clinched his hands convulsively,
till the iron scales of. his gauntlets might be heard
grinding u,on one another throughout the hall.—
He fult his resolution shrinking, aad awaited the
curse be had deficd in an anguish like that of
deanth.

All present waited for tho reply of the old Count
with anxious expectation, At last ho threw his

‘aged arms round his son's neck, and cried with

tears of love and joy: .

: O my noble son! my blood,—tbe blood of the
Counts of Flanders, flows undegenerate in your
veins! Your disohedlence has bestowed on me the
the happiest day of my life.. Now willingly could
Idie!l One more embrace, my son ; for words do
not suffice to express the joy of my heart.”

Admiration and sympathy filled -the hearts of
all the noble company, who .looked on in solemn
silence, while the old Count, releasing his son from’
his embrace, and turning to his- barons, exclaimed
‘enthuslastically : J

«“See, my friends; such was I in my younger.
.days, and such have the Dampierres ever been.—
Judge by what.you ‘hiave heard and seen whether
‘Robert de Bethune ddea:'not -déserve to wear. his'
Jather

Yes, my son,.you are right; a Count of ‘Flanders:|

‘mut never bow. his head:before any stranger. . But:

‘T'am old; T am the poor imprisoned Phillppa's fa-’

5

ther, and yours, my Lrave son, I will myself kneel
Lefore I'lilip; since such is the will of God, I bum-
bly submit, And you, Robert, shall go with me;
but not {o bow the head or bend the knee before
the oppresror.  Hold yourself, as ever, erect; that
5o therc may be a Count of Flanders after me frec
from shame and reproach.”

The various prepsrations for the journey were
now discussed at length, and manyp important poiats
were deliberated upon and settled. Rolert (e Be-
thuze now calmer and more collected, left the hall,
and proceeded to the smaller apartment, where
Matilda still remained, he took the maiden by the
hand and led her to a chair; then drawing one for
himself, ke sat down beride hLer.

* My dear Matilds,” he legap, * you love your
father, do you not "

“You know I do” was the reply, while she
;:aret;scd the knight's bearded cheek with her soft
nnd,

*But,” he continued, “ would you not also love
a man that ventured his life in my defence?”

* Yeg, surely ; and bear him oternal gaatitude.”

“We]l then, my daughter ; a knight bas risked
his life in your father’s quarrel, and is sorely
wounded, perhaps even unto death "

“0 God! I will pray for his recovery forty days,
and wmore too "

" Do s0, my child, gud for me too; but I have to
ask yet something more of you

“Speak, my father; I am your obedient child,”

# Understand me well, Matilda ; we are going for
some days on a journey, your grandfather and I,
and all the knights that are here with ue. Who,
then, shall give the poor wounded knight to drink
when he is thirsty 7

“Who? I, my father; I will never leave his
gide till you return. I will take my kawk into his
chamber, and be his constant attcndant. Fear not
that I will leave him to the servants; my own
hénd shall hold the cup fo his lips. His recovery
shall be my best hope and my dearest joy.”

“That is well, my child; I koow your loviag
heart ; but you must, moreover, promise me that in
tho first days of his illness you will keep his cham-
ber perfectly still; make no noise there yourself,
nor et any one else do s0.”

“Fear not for that, father; I will taltk to my
hawk so softly, that not eone word of it shall the
wounded koight hear.” .

Robert toole his daughter by the band, and led
her out of the chamber.

1 must show you your patient” he eaid ; ¢ but
speak low while you are with him.”

Meanwhile Adolf of Nicuwland had been carried
by the attendants into n chamber of Robert's lodg-
ing, and Inid upon a bed ; two surgeons had Lound

s coroyjet.  Such are the men of Flanders!—1|,

up his wounds, and now stood with Diederik die
Vos by the bedside. No sign of life was to be per-
ceived ; the countenance of the young kaight was
pale and his eyes closed.

“Well, Master Roger,” inquired Robert of one of
tho surgeons,  how goes ‘it with our unfortunate
fricnd 7"

“ But badly, my lord,’ answered Roger; “but
badly indeed. I cannotat this moment say what
hope there is;gand yet I have a sort of presentiment
that he will not die.”

* Then the wound is not mortal I’

*Well, it is and it is pot; nature is the best
physiciap, and often works cures which neither
mineral nor simple could effect. Ihave laid upon
his breast, too, a thorn from the Holy Crown ; the
virtue of thut relic will, I trust, assiat us.”

During this conversation Matilda had gradually
approached ihe wounded kuight's face, she fud.
denly recognised that of her dear friend and play-
fellow. With a mournful cry she started back,
tears burst from her oyes, and she gobbed aloud.

“ What is this, my child 7 said Robert, “are you
no Letter mistress of yourself than that? Know
you not that one must bo calm and quiet by a
wounded man's bedside ?"

#Calm shall I bel Calm when our poor Adolf
lies at the point of death! He that taught mesuch
sweet songs | Who shall be our minstre! at Wynan-
dael now? Who shall help me to break my hawks
ond be to me na a brother 7  And then approach-
ing the bed again, ehe wept over him as he lay in-
scosible, and at Inst sobbed out: “ Sir Adolf! Sir
Adolf! my good brother!”

But no answercame. Covering her face with her
hands, she fell back in an agony of grief intoa
chair,

After some little time thus spent, Robert, seeing
that she was uaable to command herself, and that
her presence would be more injurious than useful,
took her by the hand.

“ Come, my child,” e said, * leave this chamber
till );ou are somewhat more mistress of your sor-
row,

But sbe would not leave the room. “0, no!”

she replied, “ let me stay here, my father! I will
not weep any mdre, Let me care for my brother
Adolf. Those fervent prayers, which he has him.
s_e(llf f;?ught me, willI pour out for him by his bed-
side. ‘
And thus saying, she took the cushion from a
chair, 1aid it on the ground at the hend of the bed,
and kneeling on it began to pray silently, while
suppressed sobs burst from her breast, and her eyes
overflowed with tears, .

Robert de Bethune remained {ill far onin the
night by Adolfs bedside, hoping to see him come
somewhat to himself. His hopes were, however,
fn vain; the wounded man breathed feebly and
slowly ; nor was there the slightest movement per-
ceptible either in limbs or body. Master Roger,
too, began to fear seriously for his lifo; for a slight -
fever had made its appearance, and the sufferer's
temples began to burn, - . B

Those of the nobles who were present at the
conference and were, not lodged in the castle had
already taken their departure, not without a feellng
of contentment at what had happened; for; as true
knights, they rejoiced at' baviog: an opportunity of
-once miora dofg. their old prince: d: pledsureanda
service,” 'Such’of them. as were the Count's guests
botook’ themselves to thelr “bedchiambers.” . Two
.hours later not'a sound . was. héard ‘at Wynandael
;bat the call of the sentinecls, the baying'of thie dogs,
dand the screech of the night-owl, " e
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