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THE LION OF FLANDERS;

OR,

THE BATTLE OF THE GOLDEN SPURS.
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CHAPTER XVIII—(Continted),

The sun was rising in glowing splendour for the
fourth time over the free city of Drages. Matilda
was gitting in the same room of Adolf von Nieuw-
land's house which she had formerly occupl_ed. Her
faithful bird, the beloved falcon, accompanied her
ue more—it was dead, Sickness and sorrow had
spread their paleness over the soft features of
the maiden; her eyea were dimmed, her cheek
had lost its fulness, and her whole appesrance
showed that a deep grief I8y, like a gnawing worm,
in her heart. .

Those who are visited with long and bitter suffer-
ing take pleasure in sad and gloomy dreams ; and
as if the reality were not painful enougb, fashion to
themselves phantoms, which appal them yet more:
and thus was it with the hspless maiden. She
fancied that the secret of her father’s liberation had
been discovered; she snw in imagination the mur-
derers, bribed by Queen Josnua, mingling poison
with his scanty food ; and then she would shudder
convulsively, and tears of agony would stream down
ber cheeks. Adolf was dead to her: he bad ex-
piated, with his life, hie love and his magnanimity,
These heart-rending fancies passed ever anew be.
fore Matilda's sou), and ceaselessly tortured the

iden.

pogrt D::is moment her friend Maria entered her
roem, The smile which passed over Msuldl_\’s
features as she greeted her friend x_vnahke the smile
which, after a death of anguish, lingers awhile on
the face of the departed ; it expressgsd more of pain
and profound sorrow than the bitterest wailing
could bave done. She looked at Adolf’s sister, and
m'(‘l(.)h ! give me some comfort, Some alleviation of
my suffering 1 .

,].'\Iaria dregw near to the unhappy girl, and pressed
her hand in tender sympathy. Hc.:r volce took its
softest tone, and sank like music icto the soul of
the sufferer, as she aid: . ]

& Your tears flow in atillness, your heart is break.
ing with anguish and despoir ; and there is nothing,
nothing to lighten your heavy burden! Alas!you

indeed unhappy.”
M lIl;nhappyl sxf}? ;ou, my friend? Oh, yes! There

is o feeling in my heart which fills it to bursting.

n you imagine what
g:atizg be!or‘g my eyes? and can you understand
why my tears unceasingly flow? I have seca my
fatheér die of poison ; I have beard the voice as of
one dying—a voice that said, ¢ Facawell, my child;
"thou whom I have loved." o

# I pray you, maiden;" intetposed Maria, % banish
these gloomy shadows of your fancy.” You rend

my heart with ‘sorrow, Your father 8 yet alive. |

You sin griévously in abandoning yourse]f :t::u to
" despair. Forgive me these words of severity."
. Matilda seized Mariw's hand, and pressed it.gently,
. as though she would express to her' what comfort
‘these words had given Her,” Nevertheless ghe con-
tinued her desponding discourse, and seemed even
.. to find & kind of cemfort therein, For the wail-
- ings'ef an cppresced soul are, as it--wera tears
. “which, lighten the burden of the.: heart, .Bhe con-
“tinued: . .- e e TN
o t(l' E"!l'l]?“lli‘é’v'i?'.'sa%ﬂ yet ‘morg’than’ this, Maria 1 W
.. the headsmanof thelatinman Joanna of Frauce—he
avwuog his.axe over _ t
_aw that head fall on the dungeon fioor!

hideous fancies are ever

the:hoad ‘of your: brother; aad;I:

“OGod 1" cried Maria, “ what horrible fancies!
She trembled, and her eyes glistened with tears.

 And I heard his voice,—a voice that said,  Fare-
well ! farewell!’”

Overpowered by these hideous thoughta, Maria
threw herself into Matilda's arms; her tears fell
fast on the heaving breast of her unbappy friend,
and the deep sobbing of the two maidens filled the
room. After they had held each otherina loog
and motionless embrace, Matilda asked :

“ Do you understand my sufferings now, daria?
Do you understand now why I am slowly wasting
away 7 ‘

%0, yes,” answered Maria, inan accend of despair;
f yes, I understand and feel your sufferings. O, my
poor brother !

e two maidens sat down exhausted, and with-
out utterivg a word. They looked at each other
swhile with unutterable sorrow ; but their tears
gradually lightened their grief,and Lope returned
into the hearts of both, they knew not how, Maria,
who was older than Matilde, and more :6lf-p08-
sel_iged iu suffering, first broke the deep silence, and
said,

“Why should we allow our hearts to be thus
crushed by false imaginations? Thereis nothing
to confirm the painful apprehemsions which tor-
ment us: I feel sure that no harm has befalien
Lord Robert, your father,and that my Lrother has
alrendy set out on his return to his fatlierland.”

“Yet you bave wept, Maria? Does one weep at
the smiling expectation of a brother’s return

“You are torturing yourself, noble damsel. Oh!
anguish must have struck deep itsroots in your
heart ere you could cling with such passionate energy
-to the dark dreams which are overshadowing you.
Believe me, your father yet lives; and who can say
how near his liberation ist Think of the joy you
will fael when his voice, the very voice that rings
so frightfully in yourdisturbed fancy, shall say to
you,‘ My chains are broken! when you shall feel
his warm kiss on your brow, and his loviag embrace
shall call forth again the roses upon your blanched
cheek. Once more shall the fair castle of Wynan-
dael open its gates to welcome you ; Messire de
Bethune will ascend the throne of his fathers, and
then shall you tend him again with loving care ;
then you will remember no more the sorrows of
ths present, or remember them only as sorrows
which yon enduared for your father's sake. Tell
me now, Matilda, will you not admit one solitary
ray ot hope into your heart ? Cannot these thouglhts
of joyful promise bring you any cousolation ?”

At these words, n scnsible change came over
Matilda; a gentle gladness beamed sgain in her
eyes, and a sweet smile played on her lips.

“ O Maria ! she sighed, throwing her right arm
around her friendly comforter,” *you cannot im-
agine what relief I feel, what happiness beyond
hope you have poured, like a bhealing balm, into
my heart! So may the angel of the Lord minjster
comfort to you in your last hour! With what
goothing words has friendship endowed you, O my
sister [

“ Your sister !’ repeated Maria. “ This name be.
seems not your handmaiden, noble damsel ; it isa
sufficient reward to me that I have been enabled to
dispel the gloom of death from your soul.”

“ Accept this title, my beloved Marin; I love
you so tenderly, And bas not your woble brother
Adolf been brought up with me? Has not my
father given him to mo as a bLrother? Yes, we
belong to oue family. Alas! I pray the livelong
night that the holy angels may shield Adolf op his
dangerous journey, Hecan yet comfort me, yet
cheer me, But what do I hear? Can my prayer
have been suswered T Yes, yes, that is our beloved
brother 1”

She stretched forth her arm, and remained stand-
ing motionless, pointing towards the street. She
stood like o marble statue, and seemed to listen
eagerly to o distant sound. Maria was tervified;
she thought the maiden bad lost her senges. As
she was about to reply, sli¢ heard the echo of a
horee’s hoofs in the strect; and then the wmeanving
of Matilda’s words flashed upon her. The same
hope filled her breast,and she felt her heart beat
with redoubled energy.

After both had listened awile in silence, the noise
suddenly cenged ; and already was the glad hope
deserting their hearts, when the door of the cham-
ber was violently thrown opeu.

There he is! there he is!” cried Matidla. “ God
be praised that mine cyes have seen bim once
more !” .

She ran eagerly townrds the knight, and Adolf
&8 eagerly hastened to mest her, when a sudden
emotion overcame him, and he well-nigh fell
trembling to the ground.

Tustead of the youthful bloowing .maiden whom

be expected to see, he beheld before bim a worn

and wasted figure, with haggard cheeks and sunken

eyes. While yet in doubt whether this shadow

could be Matilda, & cold shudder ran through kim ;

all his blood rushed to hLis oppressed hcart, and he

turned pale, pale as the white robe of his beloved

one. His arms dropped, he fixed his eyes intently

on Matilda's wasted cheeks, and remaed as one

struck by a thunderbolt. A moment he remained

in thig attitude; and then suddenly Lis eyes fell,

and hot tears rolled down his cheeks. He spoke

not & word—no lament, no sigh escaped his lip3.—

He would probably have remaived yet longer in

this stupor of despair,~for his heart was touched

with too keen a pain fo admat of his finding allevia-

tion in words, but Lfaria, who had hitherto re-

mained in the background out of reapect to Matilda,

threw heraelf on his breast; and the warm kisges

.which ghe imprinted on the 1ips of hLer beloved

brother, in the intervals’ of 'the most tender words,

soon aroused-him'from his stupor. ‘

‘The noblemaiden beheld with emotion this out-

burst of slsterly ‘love; she trémbled, and ‘a deep

trouble filled her heart. 'The paleneas of Adolf's

featares, the conaternation: which had 8o vigibly

seized hiw, said to her, * Thou ‘art/{ll.favored, thy

wasted cheeks and'thy dimmed and lustreless eyes
inspire fear and abhorréuce';: e whoni thou callest’|:
thy brother has shudderéd at thy look ‘of death.!~

A dark despati- overcotie her ; ‘8he felt her stréngth

desert her; only with"great effort did‘ahe succoed

in.reaching’a cotich; and’then sink'down falnt and.
eshausted? She bid*her'facy In'Hér hands; astbough’

- . ! nds; agthougl "gﬁdnse'il’n‘ﬁﬂ‘-'u{qq
to-exelude from ‘herSyfew -n'apectre that appalled:|

a few moments, all was quiet in the room; ske
heard no more, and thought that she was left alore
in that dreadful solitude.

But soon she felt a hand which pressed hers;
she beard a gentle voice, which spoke to her in sor-
row and in sympathy :

& Matilda ! Matilda! O my hapless stster 1"

She looked up, and saw Adolf standing before
ber, weeping, The tears fell thick and fast from
his eves, and his look expressed the warmest affec-
tion, the profoundest compassion.

“Tam ugly; is it not so, Adolf?" she sighed
forth. % Yon are shoclked at me ; you will no more
love me as in days that are past?"

The knight trembled at these words; Le looked
st the maiden with a strange and significant ex-
pression, and replied:

¢ Matilda, can you entertain a doubt of my aflec-
tion? O, then, you wrong memuch. You are, in-
deed, changed. What illness, what sufferings have
brought you 50 low, that the reses have thus withered
on your cheek? I have wept, and have been
alarmed indeed ; but it is from sympathy and com-
passion, from the deep anguish which your hard jot
bag caused me, Ever, ever will I remnin your bro-
ther, Matilda! {can comfort you now with joyous
tidiogs; [ can hesl your sorrows with a meseage
of gladness.”?

Gradually a feeling of joy and consolatiou stole
jnto the maiden’s heart. Adolf's voice exercised a
wondrous power over her, and she replied, with
cheerful animation :

# Good tidings, do .you say, Adolf? Good tid-
inge of my father? Speak, speak them, my fiiend.”

With these words, she drew two chairs near her
couch, and motioned to Maria and her brother to
sit down upon them.

Adolf reached forth one hand to Matilda, the
other to his beloved sister ; and 8o he sat between
the two maidens, as an angel of consolation, on
whose words one lingered as cn those of some holy
hymn,

% Rejoice, Matilda, and thauk God for His geod-
ness. Your father returned to Bourges ; in saduess
indeed, but in safety and in health. Noonc but
the old chatelain and Diederik die Vos kuow the
secret of bis temporary liberation. He is already
{ree even in his captivity ; for his gaolers have be.
coms his wurmest friends.”

«But should the evil-minded Joanna desire te
avenge on him the insult which has been oftered to
Fionce, who will then shield him from the execu.
tioner? You are no longer with him, my uoble
friend.”

¢ Listen, Matilda. The guardians of the castle of
Bourges are alt old warriors, who, Ly reason of their
wounds, are no longer equal to active warfare.—
Most of them witnessed tLe heroic deeds of the
Lion of Flanders at Beneventum, Yeou cannot im-
agioe with what love, with what admiration, they
regard him at whose name the armies of France has
so often trembled. Were Robert to seck to cicape
without the permission of the castellan, their mas-
ter, doubtless they would prevent him, ButI as-
sure you,—and I know well the noble souls of those
warriors, who have grown grey banenth their couts
of mail~—that they would shed their Iast drop of
bload for him whont they revere, were but a hair
of his head threatened. Fear not, then ; the life of
your father is assured ; and, but for the sorrow he
felt on account of your sad fate, lie would have
borne his captivity in patience.”

«Yon bring me such good tidings, my friend,—
your words sink so consolingly ioto my relieved
heart,—that I seem to drink in fresh life from your
smile. Spenk on still, if {t be ouly that I muy
henr the accents of your voice.”

« And yet fairer hopes has the Lion given me for
you, Matilda, It may be the deliverance of your
father is very near at hand ; it may be that you will
very soon be with him, and all your dear relations,
in the beautiful Wynandael.’

% What are you saying, Adolf? Itisyour{riend-
ship that prompts thess words: but do vot mock
me with hope of a bliss that is jmpossible.”

% Be not thus unbelieving, Matilda, Listen o
the grounds of this joyful hope, You know that
Charles de Valois, that noblest of Frenchmen, Las
drawn the bravest of the knights after bhim into
Italy. He has not forgotten at the court of Rome
that he is the guiltless cause of the captivity of
your relatives, Ifhas been abitterthought to him,
that he himself, like a traitor, had delivered his
friend and companion in arms, the Lion of Flanders,
into the hands of his enemies; and be has been
striving in every possible way, to effect his libera.
tion. Ambassadors have already been sent from
Pope Boniface to King Philip the Fair, and have
demanded of him, with urgency, the releas2 of your
father and all your relatives. 'The Holy Father is
sparing no effort to restore to I'landers its rightful
princes ; and the court of France scems already in-
clined to peace. T.et us embrace this consoling
hope, my dear frieud.” - .

« Yes, indeed, Adolf, gladly might we surrender
ourselves to these consoling thoughts; but why
should we flatter ourselves with hopes so deceitful ?
Will not the King of France avenge his fallen sol-
diera? Will not De Chaiillon, our most rancorous
enemy, goed on his terrible niece Jonnna? Think,
then, Adolf, what pangs cannob this bloodthirsty
woman Imagine, to avenge on us the bravery of the
Flemings?" ‘

“Torment not yourself; fogyour fears are with-
out foundation. ~ Probably the botrible death of his
soldiers has ‘convinced Philip the Fair that the
Flemiogs will never bow their free necks to the
yoke of the alien. Hia own interest will conatrain
him to set at lbeérty our country’slords; otherwise
he will lose The fairest fief of his crown.  You sgee,
noble damsel, that every thing is propitious to us.”

4 Yes;'yes, Adolf; in your presence all my sor-
rows melt. away, and ‘disappesr utterly. . Your
spetch is .so. full of comfort,-you awaken' such
sweetly echoing tones in’my heart! . R

i They conyersed tlius.a long'timo, peacefully:to-
gether on'their feats'and thieir hopes, When Adolf
had given Matilda al!'the informstion i bis pawer,
and'bad filled " het heart” with comfoft; ha turned
with Lrotherly love to hia sister, and hisld with her
» a0otlilng smmr!gav b attuned’ théut all to,

idnegs ahdiserenity.” Maf{lda fd bygons
stifferings ;"she" breathed “Treely. s {th'courage,

Ler ; and’thuas remained atill and motioniess. After

~

.and the velns, whichweérd spread . ofec. het ‘checks.

theyexulted at th
need not wondér" that -

like delicate network, were filled with warmer
blood.

Suddenly they heard a loud tumult in the street’;
a thousand voices rang from the roots of the houses,
and the jubilant shouts of the crowd were mingled
in irndistinguishable confusion; only at intervals
was the cry intelligible amidst the joyous clapping
of bands ; “Flanders, the Lion! bail, Lail to our
Count!” Adolf and the two maidens had drawn
near to the window ; they saw.the countless heads
of the crowds hastening to the market-place, Wo-
men and children swelled the procession, which
passed before the curious maidens like a billowy
sea, In another street rosounded the tramp of a
multitude of horses, so that they were confirmed in
their conjecture that a troop of cavalry had entered
Bruges. While discussing the probable reasons
of this pepular commotios, a servant announced the
arrival of a messenger, who craved an audicnce,and
who eotered the room immediately on receiving
permission,

1t was a youthful page, a delicate bay, whose fea-
tures bore & peculiar expression of innocence and
truthfulness : he was clothed in blackand blue silk,
set off with manifold adoraments. Ashe drew near
to the ladics, he respectfully umcovered his head,
and made lowly obeisance without speaking a word.

“ What good tidiogs do you bring us, dear boy ?”
acked Matilda, graciously. The page raised his
head, and replied with his gentle voice :

% For the most illustrious daughter of the Lion,
our Count. I bring a measage from my lord and
master Guy, who has just entered the city with five
hundred horsemen, He sends his greeting to his
fair niece, Matilda de Bethune, and will, in a few
moments, express his deep affection to her in per-
son. Thisis the message, noble maiden, which I
was charged to deliver to you?

And with these words he made areverential bow,
and disappenred at the door. In fulfilmont of the
promise which he had made to Decouninck in the
wood, near the rnins of Nieuwenhove, the young
Guy had arrived with the promised succours from
Namur, He had taken Castle Wynandael on his
way, aod bad put the French garrigon to the sword.
He had razed to the grouad the Castlo of Sysseelo,
because the castellan was 8 sworn Lilyard, and had
offered the Freoch a refuge within itg walls. The
victorious entry of Guy filled the citizens of Druges
with exultiog joy, aud in every street resounded
the cry, “ Hail to our Count! Flanders! the Lion!”

When the young general with his suite had
reached the Friday Market-place, the masters of the
guilds presented him with the keys of the cily ; and
he was thus proclaimed Count of Flanders, until
the liberation of Robert de Bethune, his brother.—
The citizens already decmed their liberty securs

great feudatorics of the crown with their vassals ;
and in a very short time the French army counted
more than fifty thousand meun.

= Aftor the Lion of Flandersand Charles de Valois,
Robert d’Artols was the nblest warrior that Europo
Lozsted that time; and indeed his great and varied
experience, gained in numerous expeditions, gave
him, in some respects, an advantage over these
two commanders, For eight whole years ho had
vever laid aside his armour; bis hair had literally
grown gray beneath tho belmet. Tho unrclonting
hate with which he regarded the Flemings, who
had slain his only sen at Farnes, determined the
Queen to give bim the chief commaund of the
whole army ; and in truth no one wag betlter
qualified to filt this honorable post than Robert
d’Artois.

Want of money, and the daily arrival of the more
distant vassals of the crown, retarded for some time
tho departure of the host, The excessive ardour
and precipitation with which the French nobles
usually entered on their expeditions had so often
proved prejudicial to them, and they had learned
at such heavy cost that prudence and foresight are
important clements of strength, that they resolvest
on this occasion to take every precaution, and-
procetd with thie greatest deliburation,

The fiery queen of Navarre seut for Robert
d'Artols, and urged him to chastise the Fiemings
with the utmost cruclty, She enjoined him for {n-
stance, ¥ to rip up all the Flemish swineo, and to
spit their whelps or the point of the sword, andt to
strilie every Ilemish dog dead,” "Tho swine and
the whelps were the women and children of Flan.
ders ; and the dogs were those heroes who, sword
in hand, were defending their fatherland, The
fuithful chronicles bave preserved for us these
shameless words of a quoenanda womau, as a token
of Joanna's ferocious spirit,

In the mean time the lemings had greatly in-
creased their army, The itlustrious Master John
Borluut bad excited the citizens of Ghent to rise
and drive out of their city the I'rench garrison ; and
geven hundred were slain in this insurrection.
Oudenard: and severnl other citis cffected their
freedom in like manner; so that the cuemy retain-
cu posiesston only of a few fortified places, in
which the flying Frenchmen found refuge, Wil-
linm van Qulick, the priest, came from Germany to
Bruges with n numerons troop of archers, and ns
soon as Master John van Renesse bad assembled
foar hundred Zeelanders, they united thelr forces,
and, accompanied by a crowd of volunteers, moved
towards Cassel, in order to fall upon aud expel the
French garrison. This clty was exceedingly well
fortificd, so that it could not be taken by surprise,
Willinm ven Gulick had counted on the” co.opera-

for now they bad a chief who coutld lead them forth | tion of the cltizens ; but thie Freach kept so vigilant

to the fight. Tho horsemen were quartered amongst
the most distinguiehied citizens; and so great was
the zcal and the joy of the inhabitants, that there
was quite n struggle to seize tho reing of the
horses ; for evely one wished to receive into his
Louso one of the Count’s followers; but it Is eagy
to imnagine with what kindnoess and courtesy these
valuable auxiliaries were welcomed,

As goon as Guy assumed the Government which
Deconinck bad establish and secured, he bastened
to the house of Nieuwland, embraced his afllicted
nicce, and recounted to lier with joy how he had
driven the aliens from their beloved Wynandael —
A costly banquet awnited them, prepared by Marin
in bonor of her Lrothers return., They drabk the
wine of joy for the liberation of the enslaved
Flemings, and sonsecrated a tear to the mournful
memory of the poisoned Philippa.

——

CHAPTER XIX

After the fearful night in which the bLlood of the
French had flowed in such abundant streame, De
Chatillon, Jun Van Gistel, and the few others who
liad escaped death, were received within the walls
of Courtrai. Inthe city they found a numerous
garrigon, trusting in peaceful security to the strength
of the castle ; for on this place the French counted
wmost confidently, as its fortificattons were really
unaseailable. De Chatillon, a prey to hopeless
despuir on nccount of his defeat, was burnfng with
the desire of vengeance. 1le hustily drew some
small companies of merceneries from other cities
to Courtrai, in order still further to protect it in the
cvent of an attack, and he cotrusted the commnand
of these troops to the castellan, Van Lens, a bastird
Fleming, Using the utmost despatchhe visit:d
the other frontier cities, placed within them the
troops that yet remained to him in Picatwdy, gave
the command of Lille to the chancellor, Pierre
Flotte, and hastened to France, to the court of
Philip at Paris, where the tidings of the defest of
his army had already preceded him.

Philip the Fuir received the governor-general of
Flanders with marked displeasure, and reproached
Lim angrily with the tyrennical conduct which
bad been the caure of the disaster. De Chatillon
would have undoubtedly fallen into disgrace, had
not Queen Joannoa, who, as we know, hated the
Flemings and exulted in their oppression, found
meaus to exculpate her uncle so dexterously, that
Philip at length began to believe that he deserved
thanks rather than reproofs, And thus the whole
wrath of the king was again turned backon the
Flemings, and he swore that he would exact from
them a dire revenge,

An army of twenty thousand men had assembled
at Paria, in order to deliver the kisgdom of Majorca
from the hand of the infidel; nod these were the
troops of whose gathering Robert de Bethune had
spoken to the lords of Flanders. They -might
cagily have marched this host upon Flanders ; bat
Philip would ryn no risk of defeat, and resolved
therefore to postpone his vengeance a short time in
order to collect more eoldiers, T

- A proclamation was borne throughout-France by

.8wift megsengers ; the great vaseals.of the kingdom

were informed bow the Fleminga .had.put to death’

.8oven; thousand Frenchmen ;.and .that the .kirg

smmosied them to Paris with all the troopa at thelr
command, and with the; utmost epeed, in .otder to

‘avenge the jngult,  In.thosetimes warfare and feats

of arms were the gole occupation of the nobles, and’
ulted at the very. mention of battle ;' s0 .we.
, " thig/appedl ‘met: an'imme,.
diate and - hearty respouse.” From every er,’
from overy: castle. of mighty ‘ France, poured” the'

a guard, that they could not make the slightest
movement ; go that Master William found himselC
compelled to begin o regular slege, aud await the
arrival of tho necessary stores and ULattering
machines,

The youthful Guy had beea received with ac.
clamation in all the morc hi#portant citics of West
Flanders, his presence everywhere infused courage,
and inspired every man with a burning desiro to
defend his fatherland, Adolf van Nieuwland
bad also visited tbe lesser towns, in order to sum-
mon together all who wsre capnble of bearing
arms.

In Courtrai there lay about three thousand
French under command of the castellan Van Lens.
Instend of cndeavouring to win the affections of
the people by kindncss, they cshausted their
patience by continued acts of depredation and petty
tyranny. Eacouraged by the example of the other
cities, the inhabitnots rose suddenly against the
French, and slew more than half of them; the re-
mainder made their esoapo to the citade), which
they fortified in the best way they could, Theru
they revenged 1themselvea by shooting burning ar-
rows into the city ; so that many of its finest build.
ings, eapecially those surrounding the market-place
and the Beguinage, became o prey to the {lames,
The citizens thercupon invested the citadel with
their whole forces ; but they did not number suf-
ficiently strong to be able to expsl the French.
Filled with mournful apprehiension that their clty
would soon be entirely destroyed by fire they serrt
messenyrers to Bruges with an carnest request to the
young Count Guy for aid,

The messenger reached Guy in Bruges on the 5th
of July 1302, and wade him acqoainted widh the
melancholy condition of the city, aud its urgent
need of aid. Tho Count was deeply moved by the
account they gave, and dctermined to hasten with-
out detay to the hapless city. As William van
Gulick had taken all the troops with Lim to Cassel,
Guy had no other rescurce than to call together the
guildsmen. He caused all the deaps to be imme-
diately summonsd to the upper-hall of the prince’s
castle, atd DLetook himself thither with the few
knjghts who were about him. An hour later, all
the deaps, thirty in number, were nssembled, and
awaited, with uncovered heads and in silence, the
subject to be proposed for their deliberation. Deco-
ninck and DBregdel, as leaders of the two most
powerful guilds, occupied the foremost place.
Count Guy sat in a rich arm-chair at the upper end
of the hall; around him stood Messire John van
Liobterwelde and Messire var Heyne, both peers -
Flavders;* Mesairo van Gavem, whose father p .+
bgen slain by the French at Furnes; Mes< ;g van
Bornhem, & kaight templar; Robert var, yqougrer.
ghem ; Baldwin van. Raveschoot; Iv,, yan Belleg-
hem ; Henry, Lord of Lonchyn, fg Luxemburg
Gorwyer van Goetzenhove and, Jan van’ Cayck oé
Brabant ; Peter and Louis van Lichterwelds ; Peter
and Louls van Goethals of Ghent; and . Henry van
Potershem, Adolf van Nieuwland was-standing on
the right hand of tho Count, ‘and "engdgad in’con-
fidential conversation with him. ~ . " °

(Y0 BR CONTIZUED IN OUR ‘NExm.):- .
-3 Thare.wete four noble familfes’ in Flanders, of
whiol' the: heads were c;allevdnger’s, Or. peers; When
f'."’ mce of -the count ‘l?_epame&-e.xﬁn.ct-’ the ‘new:
[prince . was .to . be.chogen: from - amohget) thedo-
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