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SERMONS BY THE LATE

REVEREND J. J. MURFPHY,

who lost his life at the fire at Back River on the
night of December 4th, 1875,
We have just received from our Agents in England
a consignment of SERMONS on VARIOUS SUB-
JECTS, given by
THE LATE REYV. J. J. MURPHY, IN 1871.
Price, 82.00. Free by mall on receipt of price

from
D. & J. SADLIER & CO,,
Catholic Publiahers,
275 Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

THE LION OF FLANDERS;
' w
THE BATTLE OF THE GOLDEN SPURS.

0.2
BY HENDRIK CONSCIENCE.
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CHAPTER XIII—(Continusd).

The black knight, now finding himself master of
the field, with no more enemie¢s in view, made
baste to dismount, bound his horse to a tree, and
proceeded to bestow his care upon the lady he had
rescued, aud who &till lay senseless, under the
corpse of the soldier which had fallen upon her,
and to which, probably, she in a great measure
owed ber escape from the hoofs of the horses, Her
face covered with mire and blood, her long hair
trampled in the mud, her features were fotally in-
distinguishable ; nor, indeed, did her duliverer for
the present seek to examine them more closely,
his first care being to convey her to some place of
greater security. With this object be raised her
carefully from the ground and carried her in his
arms within the ruing of Nieuwenhove, Haviog
laid her gently down upon the heibage in the court-
yard, he proceeded to investigate the yet remaining
portions of the bailding, if perchance some place
of shelter should Le found. At last he discovered
oue chamber of which the vaulting had not fullen
in, snd which might, in default of better, serve fora
Dlace of temporary re‘uze, Thelrinilow.paocsg were
gone, but otherwise the shelter was complete;
there were even some tattered remnants of tapestry
hanging from the walls, and pieccs of broken furni.
ture scattered about the floor, from portions of
which be succeeded in puiting together a kind of
couch, which, rude as it was, was atleast better
than the cold and damp ground.

Well pleaged at the result of his search, he retarn-
ed to his insensible charge,and carried herto the
terporary bed he had prepared for her. Here, with
anxious caro he Inid her down, pillowing ber head
with a Lundle of the tapestry rolled together,
This done, he first cutiously satisfied himself that
she wagalive and uninjured, and that the Llood
with which she was covered was not her own:
then, returning to scene of combat, he filled oue of
the helmets with water at 8 neighbouring #privg,
and led his horse back within the ruins. His next
care was to cleanse the 1ady's hair, face, and hands,
from mud and gore, a8 completely as the means at
his disposnl and the gloom of the vaulted chamber
would allow—n gloom, indeed (notwithstanding
thatthesun was by this time peeping above the
horizon), which still rendered her features wholly
indistinet, oven though the hideous mask which had
concealed them was removed, Having now done
all for her that circumatances in which they were
Placed rendered possible, he left her for a while, in
the hopes that rest and pature might gradually re-
stors her, . ‘ L

The knight's attention was next bestowed on bia
horse aud armour ; & considerable time was spent
'a collecting @ heap of forage for the one, and in
cleaning the other from the marke of tho combat:
When this occupation was completed, and the sun
stood high in the heavens, aud the face of nature.
8howed in all its varied colours, the sunbeams fell
Upon the window which lighted the chamber where
Jhe malden lay ; and. thither the- knightnow re.
turned, to aveil himaelf of the increamsed light for
making further acquaintancc with his charge. -. He.
eutered ;/shie-was'sittiig “up ‘upon’ her, couch; sur-
veyiug with'an astonighed air the bare amd blacken-

ed walls-of Her apartmentd ;' but’there wad 8. wild- |,." .,

ness and-fxedness’1ii her 'gare; which spoke ofdeep-,
er dxslurbanc’éﬂh&ﬁ’iﬁ?;i&iiﬁohiiﬁ:ﬁéﬁa”'-‘ Nosoo::
er hiad the kuight looked upon ber, ‘than suddenly

, guiab,

be turned ashy pale, a cold shudder ran all over
hxg limbr, bis Ulood seemed turned to ice in Lis
veins, and when he -essayed to speak, he could
only utter incoherent ejaculations ! than as sudden.
1y, ho rushed forward, and clasped the maiden in
bis arms, exclaiming in tones of mingled love and
angnish :

“ My own child! my poor Matilda; Have I
then left my prison only to find you thus in the
arms of death ?°

But the naiden pushed him back from her with a
look and gesture of passionate aversion.

* Traitor I" she exclaimed, * how dare you deal
thusinsolently with a daughter of the House of
Flanders ? Ab, you think that I am belpless now !
Neither fear nor shame restrain yvou. DBut I have
still a protector—God, who watches over me
Tkere i lighteaing yet in store for you ;—yes, your
punisbment isat hand ! Hark, wretch! hear how
the thunder growls ¥

In an agony of griefand terror, Robertde Bethune
tore the helmet from his brow. O my own Ma.
tilda!” e cried, * you do not kuow me : I am your
father, whom you love so much, and for whose sor-
rows you have wept 80 many bitter tears. Heavens!
she trusts me from her !

A smile of triumph curled Matilda's 1p as she
exclaimed :

“ Now you tremble, vile ravisher! now fear
geizes upon your base and coward heart! But there
is no mercy for you. The Lion, my father, will
avenge me ; and not with impunity shall you have
put afiront npon the blood of the Connts of Fland-
ers. Hark! I hear the Lion'srcar; I hear hia
tread ; my father comes ! To me he brings his dear
embrace, and death to you.”

Not one of these words but pierced the father's
heart like & venomed arrow, and filled it with uu.
told anguish. Burning tearsran down his furrowed
cheeks ; in despair be smote hia breast,

 But,my poor child,” he cried, “ do you not
know me ? Laugh not so bitterly; you strike my
poor soul with death. I am your father,—I am the
Liocn,—whom you love, whom you call to help
you.”

“You the Lion !" ghe replied in accents of con.
tempt ;  you the Lion !—say rather, lHar! Iait not
the tongue of the Queen Johanna that I hear yon
speak with,—the tongue that flatters to betray ?
The Lion, too, went with them. They said, ‘Come;
and what found he? A dungeon! and soon, per-
hape, poison and a grave {”

In a transport of grief the knight pressed her in
hisarme, * Bat do you not hear, my child,” he
cried, ¥ that it is the specch of our fathers that i3
upon my lips? What anheard-of-sufferings have
thus unhinged your mind? Do you not remember
that our friend Sir Adolf of Nieuwland has procured
my liberty ? Oh, talk not thns ; your words wring
my very heart!”

At the name of Adolf, the convulsive strain of
the features somewhat relaxed, and a soft smile re-
place their painfal expression, while she ansrwered
more gently, and this time without repulsing her
deliverer ‘

G Adolf,sny you?  Adolf is gone to fetch the
Lion. Have you seen him ? He told you of the
poor Matildn, did he not? Oh,yes! he is my
brother! He has composed & new song for me,
Listen! I hear the tones of his harp. How swcet
are those sounds | But what is that ? Ak, my father
comes! Iseearay of light,—a blessed Leam of
hope! Begone, caitiff!”

Her words died away into inarticulate sounds,
while her countenance was overshadowed with an
expression of the deepest melancholy.

Half distractdd with alarm and grief, the knight
felt bis heart siok within him, and he knew not
what to do, Silently he took the maiden’s hand
within his own, and bathed it with his tears; but
almost jnstantly she snatched it back, exclaiming :

“No; this hand is not for a Freochman! A false
knight may not touch it. Go, your tears defile it;
but the Lion will wash out the stain with blood.
Look ! there is blood upon my garntent too,—
French blood ! See how blackitis!

Again the kuight endeavoured to make bis wan-
dering child comprehend who he was; again he
took her in his arms, and would have pressed her
to his bosom ; but she violtently pushed him from
her, while in picrcing tones she exclaimed :

“ Begonel away with those arma! They coil
around me like envenomed serpents ; their very
touch is dishonour. Helease me, villain! Helpl
belp I

With n sudden aud despernte effort she disengag-
ed herself from her deliverer snd sprang shriehiog
from the couch, the knight hastily pursuing her
to prevent her egress from the chamber. A heart-
rending scene here ensued.  Beside himself wit_h
grief and alarm, be caught the unhappy mniden in
his arms, and strove to carry her back to the couch;
while ko, nevved Ly all the energy of delirinm aod
despair, resisted his utmost endeavors. Great as
was the strength of the knight, she seemed fora
while almost a match for him ; but at last makiog
a giganticeflort he succeeded in Learing her back
to the concl. She'now cemsed from all further re-
sistance ; her mood appeared fuddenly to chanae,
She sat till ; and looking reproachfuliy on the
kaoight, srid with bitter tears:

%It well beseems you to set your strength
against that of a maiden, false lknight, And why
do you dvlay to complete your crime? No one
sees,—only tod | But God has placed death bet-
ween U8 ; o yawning giave divides us. Therefore
do you weep, because——-—"

‘I'he unbappy father was too much overcome by
bLisgrief to cateh the lasé words of the maiden,
Full of despair, he had seated himself upon a Btone,
and was gnzing upon her with moist tears, uncon-
scious of aught but & senration of unutterable an-

Prerently Matilda's eyes closed, and she appear-
ed to sleep, As he perceived this, a beem of hope
lighted up the heart of the afflicted father, Sleep
might restore her ; and finding in this thoughtsup-
.port and consolation, he sat noiselessly by her sidr,
watchiing with.tenderness and anxioty every breath
she drew.: T, I
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his comrades back to St. Cross. Already, on their

way thither, they had received intelligence from

Bruges that the French garrison was uoder arms,

and prepared to fall upon them as they entered the

city ; but elated by their recent victory, and deem-

ing themselves sufficiently strong to oppose any

force the enemy could bring against them, they

nevertheless continued their march. Scarcely,

however, had they passed St. Cruss, when an upex-
pected obstacle presented iteelf, &nd brought them

suddenly to a stand. From the village to the city-
gate, the whale road was covered with a muliitade
of people pressing forward in the opposite direc-
tion ; and so dense wag the throng, thut all farther
p}ﬁgress on the part of the butchers became impos-
gible.

Notwithstanding the obscurity of the night, the
Iatter at ouce perceived, by the confused hubbub of
voices and the dark masses moving before them,
that a Iarge portion of the population was leaving
the city. Surging onward came the multitude ; and
Breydel and his men, full of wonder at the sight,
ranged themselves on one side, 50 as to nllow them
to pass, The retreat of the fugitives, Lowever, had
none of the appearance of a disorderly flight ; each
family walked on by itself, forming n separate
group, and keeping jtself diatinct from all the rest
without any appearance of mingling or confusion.
In the centre of one of these groups might be seen
a mother, weeping as she went, the grep-headed
grandfather Jeaning upon her for sapport, an infant
at her breast, and the younger children, crying and
wearied, clioging about her knees, while the elder
ones followed behind, toiling nnder the weight of
furniture or other property which they carried upon
their backs. Group after group followed each other,
in what seemed an interminable succession. Some
few among them had carts or other vebicles loaded
with goods; others, though these were Lbut rare ex-
ceptions, were themselves mounted.

It may casily be imagined that Breydel was not
long in seeking to ascertain the cmuse of this
strange procession ; but the lamentations with
which he wag every where greeted in answer to his
inquiries were far from affording him any satisfac.
tory explanation.

i Master,” cried ome, the French would have
burned us alive; we are flying from a miserable
death.”

40 haster Breydel ! exclainied another, in a still
more piteous tone, '*for your life gn not back to
Bruges ; there is n gallows waiting for you at the
Smith's Gate”

As the Dean was about to pursue his inquiries,
in the hope of obtaicing some clearer information,
a wild ery was heard in the rear, and a voice, strong
and powerful, but hoarse with terror, shouted
aloud :

“Forward ! forward! the French men-at-arms are
upon us !

Then there was a general rush onward, and the
living tide rolled by with incredible rapidity, Sud-
denly, from o multitude of voices, there arose the
cry:

“« Woe ! woe! they are burning our city! See, our
houges are in flames! Obh, woe to us! woe! woe !”

Breydel, who up to this time had remained mo-
tionless and silent from sheer nstonishment, now
directed his eyes towards the cily; and there in-
deed, ever and nnon, might be seen red jets of flame
shooting up amidst volumes of Inrid smoke, which
curled bigh above the wallse. Rage and anguish
now combined to rouse him from lis stupor, and
pointing to the city, he exclaimed :

#What! men of Bruges! is there one among you
coward enough thus to abandon your city to de-
struction ? No! never shall our foes make merry
round that bonfire! Room here! room! Let us
pass through, and then——"

Thus saying, and fellowed by his comrades, he
dashed with registiess impetnosity through the crowd
throwing it aside right and left, while a burst of
ghricks arnse from the affrighted multitudes, whoin
their terror imagined that now iudeed the French
troaps were upon them, Regardless of the alara he
liad excited, Breydel rapidly pursued his way, wond.
ering sl the while that no meu of warlike nge were
10 be seen among the throng, when all at once his
progruss was arrested by a body of guildsmen who
were advancing towards him in regular'order. it
was n band of Clothworkers, all armed, but not all
armed alike: some had crossbows, others halberds,
other axes—such armes, in fact, as each man had
been able to lay hands npon at tlie moment ; mauy
kad onls their kuives, Onward they came with
measured tread, their leader at their head, stopping
the way as completely ns o fixed barrier ; while be-
vond them again, aud following close upon their
stepr, other similar bodies might be seen tssuing
successively from the gate. They amouanted in all
to five thonsand men. Breydel was on the point of
addressing himself to the leader of the troop for an
explanation, wlen far in the vear, above the din of
arms aud the heavy tramp of the guildsmen, re-
sounded the well-kuown volce ot Diconinck,

i Steady, my men,” he cried; " courage  Keep
well together. Forward, third division! Close np,
rear tanks! Fall in there on the l-ft!"

Instantly Breydel pushed forward till he came
within call of his friend, * What means all this ?”
he exclaimed. # A pretty time you have chosen fur
your drill! Ts this what you age about while the
city is buruing? ranning awuy likea ret of cowsrds
after the women and children ?°

« [iver the same ! aver hot and impatient !’ was
the answer, © What is it vou say about the city ?

Take my word for it, the Freucl dogs shall Lnrn

nothing there” . )
% But, Master Deconinek, are you hlind? Do you

.ot see the Aamey blazing up above the walia 2*

# Oh, that is what you mean, is it ? '_l‘bs.t‘ls only
the ntraw we et fire to, that we might not be
hiudered in getting our waggons through the gates,
"The city in-#afe enobgh, my friend ; sct your mind
at esse, and come back with me. You kunow that
I look at “things coolly, -and 8. it often happrns
that I am vizht. Take-my advice uow,and,order
your men to face about, and ‘proceed nlonqjy‘vi:{n.u;

_ & in tenth, Master Peter, it i the cnly-thiog'I
om.do, a8l do'not yet kuow what in ,on‘-.fnsq:-_' Bu

your:péaple must Halt for'a*moment” - 1 T = P
. Decanineki.gave ;the: necdrsaiy orderito thotsubs
ardinate officers ; aud Jmmediately afterwards was

‘short march brought the Dean of the Butchers nud

Leard in loud clear toner, the voice of Breyilel =
. : :

% Batchers, face about, and then forward! keep
your ranks, and be quick !

#Then, after-personally superintending the execu-
tion of the manaurre, he added :

* Now, Master Deconinck, I am af your orders.”

* No, Master Dreydel,” replied the Dean of the
Clothworkers, “ now that you are here, you must
take the command ; yqu will make a better general
than I shall.”

Not a little plensed at this flattering recognition
of his abilitier, the Dean off the Butchers lost no
time in taking possession of this oftice. * Butchers
and Clothworkers, forward!? he thundered out,
" steady, and not too fast!”

Upon this the guildsmen set themselves in mo-
tion, the little army advanced steadily along the
road, and in a short time reached St, Cross, where
they found the women and children, with the bag-
gage, awaiting their arrival. Singular, indeed, was
the appearance presented by this confused encamp-
ment. A wide range of plain was thickly dotted
with groups, each consisting of a single family.—
The night was 80 durk that it wonld have been im-
possible to distinguish objects beyond the distance
of a few yards; but the pumerous fires which
already lighted up the scene, showed the unfortunate
wanderers crouching round them ; or, in more ex-
tended circles, illuminated the remote background
with their flickering glare. Sad and straoge waa
the gight presented to the eye, the sounds that
etruck npon the ear were not less wild and mourn.
ful. The cries of the children, the low wailings of
the mothers, weighed upon the heart like the last
sigh of a dying friend, But above the universal
din might be heard the shouts of those who had
strayed from their companions, or were calling to
the missing ones ; and louder and sharper still was
the fierce barking of the doge, faithfully keeping
watch over their master's househeld, or searching
for them amid the confuafon of the night.

On their arrival at St. Cross, Deconinck teck
Breydel apart into a house by the road-side, the
owners of wkich received them with great respect,
and readily granted them a chamber for more
private conference, Here, by the light of a small
lamp, and with every precaution taken against their
being overheard or interrupted, the Dean of the
Clothwotkers proceeded to inform his colleague as
to what had taken place in the city during his ab-
gsence,

“First,” he began, " as to the cnuse of cur flying
from the city in the manner you see, and at this
hour of the night: it is entirely awing to your
breach of promise, aud your imprudent proceedings
at Male. No sooner were the fiames of tho burning
castle seen from the city-walls, than the tocsin
sounded in the streets, and immediately all the in-
habitants flocked together in the utmeost terror ; for
in these troublous times they ever Lave the fear of
death before their eyes. Messire de Mortenay had
his men under arms in the market-place ; but only
as & measure of precaution, for no one knew what
wna going on. At last, some of ihe French who
had escaped from the burning castle came flying
into the town, calling aloud for vengennce; then
there was no possibility of keeping the troops in
the city quict, nothing would satisfy them but fire
and sword,and Messsire de Mortenay had to threnten
them pretty sharply with the gallows in order ta
keep them within bounds. You muy imagive that,
in such things, I had lost not n moment in sum-
moning my Clothworkers together, that at least we
might not fall without making a deternined fight
for it. Perhaps we might even have succeeded in
driving the French out; but such a victory could
only bave damaged the cause, as I shall presently
shaw you. Then I lind an interview with Messire
de Mortenay, under safe-conduct, and obtained from
Lim & pledge that the city should ba respected on
condition of our furthwith evacuating it. Any
Clswards found in Bruges after suarise will be
hung” )

¢ What!” cried Breydel, not a little indignant at
the cool tone in which his brother Dean recounted
a capitulation which appeared to him so scandal-
ons; “ Wrat! is it possible? let onrselves be turned
ont like u berd of wheep! Ob, if I had bewu there 1
our Bruges should not bave been N

“Yeq, indeed, i you had been there; know you
what would have happened then?  Bruges would
have seen a night of fire and sword, and the morn-
ing sun would have risen upon a scene of cainage
and desolation! Hear me out, my hasty friend,
and, I know, in the end, you will say I was right.
One thing is certain, that we men of Bruges cannot
accomplish our freedom alono; and do you not see
that, as long as the other citics of thelaad lie bound
hand and foot, the enemy has his strong places at
our very gates? Besides, how can wa think only
of vur city, and forget our country? No, all the
Flemish towns must stand or fall together! T
doubt not that you have ofter pondered over all
this ; only in the moment of action your spirit runs
away with ycu, and you forget all difficulties.—
There is, however, another important point to be
considered ;: pruy Answer we this question—who
gave you and me the cdght to kill, burn, and
destroy ? Who liaa given us authority to do these
things, which we shall one day have to answer for
at the judgmeat-sint of God 7"

# But, muster,” replied Preydel, witli a somewliat
displensed louk, * I suspect you are tryiog to throw
dust 1u my eyesx with all these fine speeches of
yonrs, Who guve us & right to kill and burn, say.
you? And pray, who gave {t to the Feenchmen ¥

“ Whn ? why rheir king, Philip. Thu head that
waars a crown tales all responeibility upon itself;
a subject does not rin by fidelity and obedienco—
'he blood that is shed cries out against the master
who commanded.the blow, not against- the servant
who struck it, But if we go to work oa our own
account, we are answerable before God and the
world, and the blood that is shed Lles at our door [**

«But, Master Deconinck, what have we dooe ?
What else than defend . our life and property, and
upheld the right of our .lawful prince? For my-
‘gelf, T fuel-that I have uothing ¢ither to be eorry
for or ashamed off ; and I-hops my axe hasn't yet

1 struck {ta last: bléw, " Buf,iafter :all, Master Peter,

T will nob flad-fadlt ‘with' saythltig' you'say of do,

But (' though I coufers I do not understand you your

[y

1thodghts-aro’ beyond the-“kin ‘of “/nprtél' mao;and,
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tHatitathe trath of it : ,
' Well, in pert you are right; there is something

" | behind-more iLan you know of yet, and that is the

knot I am just going to umravel. I know, Master
Jao, that you have always thought meo too patient
and slow of nction ; but listen now to what I have
been doing while you bave been risking allon a
picce of useless vengeance. 1 lave found means
to nequaint our rightful lord, Count Guy, with vur
plans for the liberation of our country,and he bas
been pleased to confirm them with his princely ap-
probation, So now, my friend, we nrc no longer
rebels, but the generals of our lawful sovercign.”

“ 0 master I” interrupted DBreydel, in & tone of
enthusiasm ; “ now I understand you; now indeed
I thank you! How proudly does my heart beat at
that honorable title! Yes, now 1 feel mysclf a
true and worthy soldier ; ay, and the French dogs
shall feel it too 1"

QL this anthority,” continued Deconinck, * 1
bave 3écrelly availed myself for the purpose of ‘b-
viting all the friends of the coantry to a general
rising. 'This effort has bLeen attended with the
fullest success; and at the earliest call every city
of ¥landers will pour forth its levy of brave
Clawards, as If they sprang forth from out of the
ground.”

Here in o transport of feeling, be pressed Brey-
deV's hand, while for o moment his voice faltered.
with emotion : * And then, my noble friend, shall
the sun of freedom rige agnin for Flanders, and not.
one living Frenchman shall be left for him to shine
upon. Then, too, for very terror of our further
vengeance, they will give us back our Lion, And
we-—we, the men of Bruges, shell have done this—
shall have delivered our country! Does not yéur
spirit awell within you at so proud a thought 7"

In a transport of delight Breydel threw his arms
around Deconinck's neck, # My friend | my friend 1”
he exclaired, “how swectly do your words fall
upon my ear; & joy possesscs me such as I never
felt before. 8ec, Master Peter, at this moment I
would not change my name of Fleming even for

-| the crown of Philip the Fair himself!”

“But, Master Breydel, you do not yet know the
whole. The young Guy of I'landers and Count
Jobn of Namur are to be with us; Sir John Borlunt
is to briag up the men of Ghent; at Oudenarde
there is the noble Arpold; at Alost Baldwin of
Paperode, Sir John of Iienesse has promised to
come and aid us with ail his vassals from Zealand,
and several other distinguished nobles will do the
like. What say you now to my patience ?”

I can only marvel at you, my friend, and thank
God from my beert that He hns given you such
wisdom. Now It is all over with the Frenchmen ;
1 would not, give six groats for the life of the Jongest
liver nmong them.”

_"To.day,nt nine o'clock iu the morning," con-
tinued Deconlnck, “the Flemish chiefs meet to ap-
point the day for action, The youog Lord Guy
remaing with ue, and takes the command ; tlie rest
return to their domains in order to have their
vaseals la rendiness. It would be well that you
too should be at the mecting, that you may not
through ignorance disconcert the measures that
may be ndopted  WIll you, then, accompany me
to !ho White Thicket in the Valley 77

% As you will, mnster; but what will our com-
rades say to our leaving them 7’

“That I bave provided for. Tley arc prepared
for my temporary abscnce, and Dean Lindens will
for the present take the command ; he is to pro-
ceed with our pcople to Damme, and there to wait
for us. Come, let us start without further delay ;
for the day is beginning to break)” i
The Dean of the Clothworkers had taken care to
have horses in rendiness, Breydel in haste gave
the necesgary orders to his men, and the two friends
set off together. Thero was but little opportunity

for conversation during their basty journey ; never-
theless, Deconinck found time, in reply to]Brey-
del'a-questions, to explain to him in brief terms the
proposed scheme of gemeral liberation. After an
honr's sharp riding, they at Inst perceived the shat~

tered towers of a ruined castle peeping outfrom
amonyg the trees,

“Thatis Nieuwenhove, is it not 7" inquired Brey-
del, “where the Lion made such havoe of the
French 77

“Yes; alittle further, ned wo are at the White
Thicket,”

“It must be acknowledged that our noble lord
has not got his name for nothing; for a true lion
he is when once the sword ia in his hand.”

These words were hardly out of Breydel'a moutb,
when thoy arrived at the spot on which the battle
had been fought for the rescue of Matilda ; there
lay the corpscs of the slain still weltering in their
blood. . )

“Frenchmen!" muttered Deconinck as ke rode
by ; * come on, master, we huve no time to lose.”

Braydel looked with .fierce delight upon the
bloody spectacle; and regardless of his compan-
ion's remonstrance, drew in his horse the'better
to contemplate it at his ease; and not only go, but
he even urged his unwilling beast to trample the
bodies nnder his hoofs, until the Dean of the Cloth-
workers looking round, also reined in his steed, and
tirned back to the spot.

 Master Breydel}” be exclaimed; * what is this
you are deing? For God's sake biold! Sarely yon
are taking a dishonorable revenge!"” '

“ Let me alone,”” answered Breydel; “ you do not
know that these are some of the very radcals who
gtruck me on the cheek! Butlisten! whatis that
Don’t you hear yonder among the ruins the sound
ns of n woman's cries? The thought isdistraction ;
but it wag by this very road that the villains car-
ried off the Lady Matilda I” Lo

‘With these woids ke leaped from his horss ; and,
‘without even stopping to.securs it, started offat.
full speed towards,the ruins. -His friend proceeded-: -
to follow him 'withiont ‘delay ; Ut ‘so ‘mach more "
‘deliverafely, thit Bieydel wis alyeady” willithe
castle-yar ited ang
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fastened the horses to the road-side, . 0

re: Decqningk bad. dismounted an
. . (10 BY CONTINUED 1N OUR NEXT) .’
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