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yOL. XVIII.

~ PHILIPPINE DE DAMPIERRE.
(¥rom the ZLamp.)
CHAPTER 1.

The sun was setting over the monotoncus plaio,
which extends from Biuges to the North Sea,
while the clock towers of the towas and villazes,
s thiekly scattered in Flanders, were the ouly
objects that enlivened the otherwise unioteresting
Jandscape. At the time of which we speak, the
castle of Wineodaele, sitvated not fur Irom
Bruges, wasthe residence of the counts of Flan-
ders: the setting sun lighted up the stained
glass of its beautiful chapel, and iiluininated the
thick, lead-set windows of its western tower.—
Two women were sithing near one of these win-
dows: they were very much alike, although one
was tn the dechime of life, and the other in bloan-
icg youth j they were, in fact, Margaret of Lux
embourg, Countess of Flanders, and wite of Guy
of Dampierre ; aad Padippine, the youngest and
dearest of their children, afinced, though only

yet fourteen years of age, to the Prince of |

Wales, afterwards Edward I,

The mother ofien interrupted ber coaversation
in order to wisit the adjoinmg apartment, where
waiting women aod various attendants were
busily engaged folding and packing a costly
wardrobe in numerous travelliog chests. She
directed their labors, aud seemed much absarbed
in these arrangements.

¢ Dearest morhgr)” sazd Philippive, taking her
baod, ¢ you are giting yourself a great deal of
trouble.

¢ It is for the last time,’ replied the countess;
fto-morrow, iny poor chid. you will no longer
have your mother to walch over you: to morrow
you will be gone {ram heace.

¢ Dear mother, said Puodippine, puttieg her
arms round the cowntess’s neck, ¢ they tell me |
shall be Queen of Eogland, and a great lady, bui
1 would much ratber stay with you, to console
you in your sorrows, and cheer you whea my fa-
ther and brothers #re away. When I am gone
yoa will bave none of your children with you,
except my sister Isabelle, who will soon go
too.’

¢ Tt is Gad’s will, my child, and your father’,
so I must stbmit.  Queens aond princesses have
more trials thap other motbers, ia whtch they re-
semble the Blessed Mary beneath the Cross.—
You also, my Puhppine, 10 future days, will
tremble for your sons wn battle, aod will thisk ot
your daughters married far from you.’

+ But, mother, 1 will come back !* cried Pinhp-
pine; ¢ T will atk Prince Edward to let me come
to you, dear mother ; our vessels are so swift, |
can easily take the vojage.’

¢ Yes, my daughter, ™ hope you will relurp,
but before you go to England, you will bave to
make another journey, which I shudder to thiok
of ‘

¢ What! dear moiher, do you fear my going
to Paris, to my godlether, Kng Philip 72 Is he
not the suzerain, the friead, the ally of my fa-
ther T T expect that he acd Queen Joanna will
give grand enterlaipments aod fetes in my
honor.?

The countess shook her bead at hearing these
words, so full of the credulous confidence of
youth, and replied sadly, ¢ King Philip does not
ispire me with aoy coafidence, for T believe his
beart 1o be full of malice and treason, He has
coveted Flanders for ulong time. He thinks
{kat our beautiful country, with its noble cities,
would be a bright jewel added to the crown of
France, and 1 believe tbat he leoks with no
favorable eje upon your marriage, as it gives to
Flanders so powerful a0 ally as the Kiog of
England. DMay God pardon me, 1f I judge bum
rashly, but my beart 15 full of uneasiness and sus
picion ; I sbould feel inore secure, my Gaughter,
f 1 knew that you were being tossed about by
the fury of a storm at sea, than that you were at
the mercy of King Piilip, in the ity of Paris.’

¢ Rutl am not pomng aleue; my father, two
of my brothers, and a strong guard accompany
me.’

¢ Alas! [ fear for your father, your brother,
and yourself,? )

Phiippine replied only by tears, 4

Her mother took her haod, saying, ¢ Lot us
g0 to the chapel, we will pray to God aund Llis
Holy Mother: cur help is in tbe name of the
Lord, who made heaven and earth.’

CHAPTER 1l

A week afrer, crowds of the idle and the cun
ous, always plentiful 1 large cities, assembled in
the streets of Paris, 10 see the splendid retioue
of the Count of Flanders and the future Queen
of England. At that Ume no nalion surpassed
‘tee Flemish in wealth and efegance; every one
now expected to behold wonders, nor were they
disappointed. The people of Punis admired the

musicians in their scarlet robes, who opened (be |-

Procession ; then the bumerous servants and
grooms who preceded the koights and barons ;
lhese last were the lLeirs of the proudest names
of Flanders, and, by the splendour of their ap-
_powtments, represented- the wealthiest lords of

»

the richest country of Earope. They were i
mounted on beautiful horses, caparisoned with

embrowdered trappings; their bright armeur was

covered with gold, and their {lumed helmets

might have been copied from the war dress of
the ancient Scandinavians. Pages wearing their
rcolors bore thew arms. In the midst of this
brilliant troop was the ¢ld count, dressed ioa
leng robe of black velset, over which flowed hie
tvenerable white beard. His grey bair escaped
{from under his cap, which was encircled by lus

rancestral ceown, The people, who knew that
i the old man had been one of St Lows’s compan-

lions 0 arms at Blansourah, cheered him loudly

las he passed. At the right of Guv of Dampierre,
imounted on 2n Arab horse of great value, rode
i Pinlippine, who, confused by seeing such a mul-

!litue, cast down her eyes, and tried to cover her
i face with the folds of her veil. They applauded

!her youth and beanty, aud the beralds rephed to

i their cries of * Welcome and long hi,” by abun-
"dant largesses.

Tie cavaleade arnived 1n good order at the
palace which Phil p le DBel inhamted. and be-
tweea whose strong towers arose the light beau-
| tful spire of the ¢ IHoly Chapel,” founded by St.
'Louvis, The count and his daughter alighted
before the steps, and 1he King’s cflicers con—
ducted to the presence of the Lord Suzeran the
most powerful of his vassals.  Pibppine trem-
bled on crossing the vast hall, with its walls
covered with fleurs de lis, filed wuh the pages
and servan's ot 1he king, some m long robes and
some in armour, who opened a way for ber, tli
she beheld seated under a canopy, in all Lis royal
majesty, Pilip le Bel. In her distress she did
vot look at the king’s manly face, or his noble
figure ; she bent submissively, and seemed about
io embhrace the knees of i w whom she re-
vered, not only the diznity of the sceptre, bul
also ope who held almost paternal rights aver
‘her.  Connt Guy spoke as follows

¢ Behold, sire, my dauashter, your cousin and
godehild, whom 1 and my novles bave promssed
to the English king as bride for his sen. She
would not cross the sea without first coming to
brd rou larewell)

A stern look came over Piilip’s face. No
feeliugs of pity fiied bis heacl as he looked at
the old man whom Ins sainted accestor had
colled friend and comrade, or at ins chid, for
whom Iimsell bad answered at the baptismal
font, both of whom were come to him with such
confidence. After a maoment’s silence, be said
sternly,—

¢« By Heaven ! Sir Count 1 think that your
daughter cannot have made an alhance so pre-
judicial to us aud our kingdom, without your or-
ders. But 1t shali oot ke thus, for you have
treated wilh cur epemies without our knowledge,
not recogmzing your sovereign lord.  You and
your daughter mvst in consequeace remain with
me.’

¢ My Lord King, this is treachery I’ cried the
¢ld count. ¢ My lands 1 may not dispose of
without your leave ; bul as to my caughter, know
that my paternal rights do not acknowledge your
sovereignty ! I owe you service in war, and 1
gave it Lo your grandfather—’

¢ You are bound to consult me m your al-
liances,” steinly iterrupted King Poilip 5 ¢ and
you must learn it now,1f you bave not known it
hitberto.
the tower of the Liourre ; as to your escort,
they are free, and may return to Flanders. 1
hare spoken, Sir Count !’

Philippiae darted towards her father. He
pressed ber to his bosom with ofie arm, and
pomnting to the statue of St. Lows IN., ex-
claimed : ¢ Ab, sire ! the days of St. Lows are
passed ¥

Twmis sorrowful appeal was unheeded. The
royal guards, who had been prepared before;
band, surreunded the count and Ins daughter,
whilst the Flemish knights were disarmed, and
removed to a lower hall of the paluce. Half an
bour afrerwards, the gates ol the great tower of
the Lioucre closed upon the Count of Flanders
and the betrotlied bride of Edward.

The governor of Lhe Loavre received and con-
ducted them to an apartment which had before
seen princes within its walls,

¢« Ferdinand of Portugal was confined here for

.z_:me;Ai,, FRIDAY, NO

tsmibing face.

(Guards are waihing o conduct you 1o |

count 5 and bke a silly bird that throws iself
‘o the snare, [ have allowed myself to be
caught. Tfit had been only myselt . . . .
But my poor httle girl.?

He sighed, 20d Philippive, who divined lus
thoughts, embraced him, weeping, saying through
her tears, ¢ Courage, dear father. My brothers,
aad our gond people of Flanders, will not leave
us bere ; T shovld have neither sorrow nor an-
xiety, if it were not far the thought of my mo-
ther.  Qar captivity will be short, but she will
think it very long °

Tte governor left them: they were happy, at
least to be alone and o be able to speak freely,
and weep without observation. Towards even—
ing cne of the count’s valets jnined them, they
sent also to Philippine one of her mards of honer,
named Alice Sersanders,

CHAPTER Il

A species of stupor succeeded Lhe first shock
of grief and mdignation. Their captivily be.
tween the gloomy walls of the Louvre, appeare
to the pnor prisoners hke a horrble dream,so
quickly bad 1t taken from the count the exercise
of her motker, the sweels of liberty, and the
hopes, so near their fulfilmeut, of a bappy mar-
riage. Dot day succeeded day, and what had
appeared a dream, became a terrible reality,—
‘The old count bore his miclortune with Chris-
tan firmness ; haring already attammed old age,
Ire had no wish to dispule with lus enemies tor a
few more hours of authority, or a few more days
of happiness; but the sizht of ks daughter shnok
s courage. Ste. happy in her 1gnorance, and
sirong 1 hope, always met her [father with a
A few sto-my davs were not suf-
ficient to blast so fair a flower. She thought
herself so sure of speedy help, prompt deliver
ance, and complete triumph, Seated near ber
father, she told himm all her motives for bope.—
Was ot Flanders®a country which kings nught
rely upon 7 Her brothers, the fiery Robert de
Bethune, and the brave William, were they not
renowned for their Bhal love, aud their deeds of
valour 7 Would they, kmghts as thev were.
leave their father and sister in prison? Oh no!
Then she told over with pride the rvarious re-
sources ot her father’s kingdom. She spoke of
the guitds of Ghent, so well armed and warlike 5
of the peaple of Bruges, so eager and so rich;
of the fleets which saled tram their ports; of
the archers of Courtray 5 of the laberers armed
with axes and pikes, in whom the courage and
(erocuty of thew pagan ancestors were revived

. » would not the French king mimself fear
such soldiers? The count smiled at the piciure;
nevertheless, he knew better than his clnld what
difficulties these powerful, but jealous cities might
oppose to the liberation of their sovereign.—
When be feli into such mournfcl thoughts, Phi-
lipjune, in order to distract aod rouse lum, ran-
sacked her memory ; she sacg with a sweet, me-
lodious voice, the melodies of her country ; she
recited all the poetry she had learaed 1 French
Eoglish, and Flemish; aod when her father
seemed disposed to talk, she begged him (o tell
her ali about the warsg in which he had been en-
gaged. Ttis always cheered him, the remem-
brance of Iing Liouis was as a balm to his soul,
but he would oft:n say,*1 defended him at Man-
sourah, 1 did my best wirh my brave Tleungs;
many Frenchiner owe their lives to me, and yet
T am imprisoned in the Lirurre I’

¢ IMather, there is a chapel here dedicated to
St. Lows ; shall we not ask his aid 2

“Tinveke it, daily, my daughter, as a friend
whom 1 possess 1n Eeaven ; but we must re-
double our prayers, for 1 foresee great misfor-
tuges for tius kingdom of F'rence.’

No news reached the prisoners; it appeared
that tha compiaint addressed by 1he Count of
Flanders to the Erench peers had been disre-
garded. Miny months had passed, and even
Philippine began to doubt. Ooe evening, wien
the castle pates were being closed, the governor
entered, followed by servants beariny torches.—
A young man accompanted han, who, throwing
himselt at the counUs feet, sail to him, with 2
voice trembling with emotion,— .

¢ My lord, my venerable father, you are free.!

¢ Robert, my son,is 1t you? exclaimed the
old man. *You have not, theo, forgotten your
cld father.

thirteen years,” sad Coust Guv, casting a me-
lancholy glance round the vast and gloomy cham-
ber. l’

¢ Pardon me, my lord.? replied the goveruor, |

with & low bow, *it was in the dungeon under |
the clock tower, wineh is . coosidered the safest
of all. You nay see the tower from the win-
dow.’

s But, my daughter 7 said the coust at last to
the governor who was standing near, * where is
she to lodge ? .

¢ There, Sir Count, at the right ot your cham-
ver there are two apartmeals for Lhe noble young
lady, and one for ber waiing-mad. Tue or-
Gers of the king, my lord, were precise on this

subject.’
+ He has

been expeéting us,” murmured the old

¢« Not for one nstant,’ replied IRobert de Be-
thune ; “nor have your good towns forgotten
you, my lord. We have never ceased o de-
mand your hberation from King Philip ; the
Court of Peers, solernnly assembled, has judged
your cause, and has declared you innocent of all
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¢ And my daughter, my poar little daughter ;
you say nothwg of her,’. said Count Guy, in a
voice of anguish,

¢ My father, Philippine must remaia at the
Lousre as your bostage.’

¢ Dear father, I shall be glad to du so.” cried
she. ¢ Ga back to my mother; 1 shall join you
soon.’

¢ My sister,) said Robhert, *on my koightly
word 1 will deliver you.’

Guy hesitated ; a cruel thorn was attached to
s unboped for dehiverance. His two children
on their kuees besought bim, for thewr motber’s
sake, who wonll die of grief, to profit by the
permission of the king. Ile was obliged to con-
sent, and, with lie heart torn with griel, be gave
his parting blessicg to Philippine, who kissed hus
hands and suppressed hier tears,

¢ My child,” said he, at last, ¢it should hase
been your old father’s lot to die here, and yours
to be free.’

Ilobert hurried, nay almost dragged him away,
after giving a hasty farewell embrace to bis cap-
tive stster.  She heard the heavy gates open and
close again; in the silence of night she could
distingwsh the tramping of the horses of the
escort who accompanied ber father. The sound,
at leagth, Jied away i the distance. She
tooked around, and, finding that she was ndeed
alone in that gloomy place, a deep mpression
overcame ber, and she wept bitterly. DPresently
she felt a hand press her own, and a sweel voice
whispered to her,—¢ We also shall return to
Flanders. '

She turned and saw ber faithful handmaid,
Alice, who wept with ber.

CHAPTER IV.

From this tune Pulippine felt indeed a pri-
soner.  Uuntl now her thovghts had carried ber
peyond Lhe walls of nLer prison upon ways by
which help might come ; she had hoped, she bad
lived in the future ; and, above all, she had had
her fatber to strengthen and cheer; now she
was alone. A» she looked at the won gratnas,
hiope was extinguished in ber =oul,and the weight
of capuvity pressed heavily upon her. She poo
dered now, as for the first lime, aver the tninense
strength of the fortress; its enormous valls
flanked by twenty massive towers, Its iron gules,
its winding corridors echoing the steps ol the
prisoners, s vast, gloomy bally, and 1ts dun-
geons, the very name of which filed ber with
horror.

¢ T shall live and die,’ she said to herself ; ¢1
shall never agan behold the pgreen fields of my
dear country ; I shall never reach the siores of
Eagland, where Edward awaits me. Kiog
Pmlip will never let me see my mother or my
betrothed. [ shali be a prisoner for ever.

When these thoughts tack possession of ber,
she fell into that deep despair which 1s one of the
most [atal maladies ot the mind ; ste would weep
and shut herself up for Jong mtervals ia solitude
and darkness., Theo her young attendant, Alice,
would seek her, sit down beside her, and fulfil in
her turn the oflice of consoier, as Pbilippine bad
done 1o her father.

Alice was an orphan, and being attached from
childhood to the service of the young countess,
she loved her swith a sisterly tenderness, aud
with the devotion of a heart which has concen-
trated its affection on a siogle object. 1ler only
sorrow was the grief of Pinhppine, for her hfe
haviog heen consecrated to her younog mistress it
was indillerent whether she served bker in the
Lousre or 1 Fogland. When her gaiety and
the cheerfulness of ber discourse had excited a
shadow of hope in the heart of the young eouatess,
the latter would say 10 ber: * When I am mar-
ricd to Prince Edward 1 will espouse you, Alice,
to some Euglish oobleman, and you shall be the
first lady of my court.’” Alce would reply, ¢ No,
no! I will never leave you; I will live aud die
maid of honor to the queen !

To pats their tine they oflen read alternately
books of piety and recreation which Philippine
had brought with her from Flanders ; tbey sang
duets, and embroidered on the same frame.—
Sometimes they cultivated a few sickly flowers
on a kind of terrace between two towers, whese
they were allowed to walk, Now and theo they
obtaimed permwssion to enter tie chapel; and
happy 1ndeed were they when they were able to
pray before the tabernacle, where their God was
a willing captive,

No vews reached themn ; no one spoke to them
of Flanders, and ofien [hilippine would say,
sighing, * Oli! they caonot bave forgotten me.

offence towards your suzeraw ; and yet Phillip
would not open the gates of your prison. I come
to Paris myself, with my brotbers William and
Philip, and, thanks to the sovereign ponuff,
whose aid we bad solicated, we were granted an
audience with the King of France. He imposed
upon us hard conditions, hut we accepted them,
in order to restore you to your people and to our
mother.’

My parents thiok of me. Robert has given me
his word of honor; aud if they do not come to
deliver me, it is because they are not able, DBut
Edwsard, my affianced; cannot le claim lus
bride ¥

Oae day, howerer, the chaplain of the Louvre,
who was occasionally allowed to see Pailippise,
and io whom the sight of so much misfortune in
spired the deepest compassion, said to her:—
¢ "They say, noble lady, that the Couct of Flan-

Saying these words, Roebert cast down his
eyes. .
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Edward of England, to demand your hiberty,
May God grant it, for Iis greater glory !’

After bearing this, Philippme could not sleep
every mament she expeefed 1o hear the sound o
foois'eps and voices which had before preceded
the entrance of Robert de Bethune. She con-
stantly 1magme her brave brather appearing be-
fore ber, with the words, ¢ Thou art free P

During whole months this hope sustaived ber,
though noling occurred to confirm it; for the
choplan etther knew nothing or dared say no-
thing further. At length, not able to bear the
suspense any longer, she ventured to Guestion the
governor,

¢ King Philip le Bel has been victorious in all
his enterprises,” rephed he; ¢ he bas trinmphed
over I'landers, as Ins great graodfather, Phlip
Augustus, of ustricus wemory, did before him.
The city of Lulle has eapitulated, ard your bro—
ther Robert, noble Iady, is mndebted to my lord’s
clemency for being allowed to retire wmith his
arm~ and baggage.’

¢And did not King Edward come to his as-
sistance 1 cried Philippine, eagesly.

* King Edward brought with fnm but a very
small troop of men-at-arms ; and it is decided
that now he will recross the sea to fns own king-

" dom.?

Philippine made no reply, but despair agam
took possession of her heart. Some time after,
the governor, without being questioned, said to
her :—

¢ My Iord the king bas concluded a treaty
with the court of Damperre, by which be be-
comes master of the greater part of Wianders,—
The ity of Bruges has cubmitted to its cuzeram
aod the king has put a garnison ia the priacipal
towns.?

“Great Gnd ! allis lost I" said the princess,
claspiog her hands and exchungmy with Alice a
ook of the deepest affliction. ¢ My father will
be runed, and I shall die a prisoner !’

The governor was not devoid of humanity, and
cauld not help being moved at wilnessing such
griel. ¢ Noble lady,” saul be,in a low voice,
¢ ds not luse courage ; they say that the Sove.
reign Pontifl solicits your deliverance.’

v Alas? replied she, it is the wauk of the
common Iather of the T'authfal to bhave pity on
the unfortunate; but the king, my godfather,
will he hsten ¥

*Lndy, smd Alice, when they were alone,
¢ the King of [France has 2 daughter.?

* Yes ; her name 1z Isabelle. T haped (o see
her before gomng to Eagland. DBut why do you
speak of her, Alice 7'

‘ The king of LEngland has a son

{ My betrothed caonot betray bis laith !*
Philippne.

¢Alas! my noble lady, T believe that King
Phlip bas some great motive for keeping you
captive. May God grant that my fears he
groundless !’

cried

CHAPTER V,

Some daye after, on the eve of the Nativity of
our Lady, Alice had obtaned permssion to go
to confession to the chaplain. When she came
out of the chapel a gaoler opened the door lead-
ing to the stai-case of the great tower, and she
slowly ascendsd the steep steps, Al the top of
each {light there was a landwng place, surrcuaded
with stone benches, and lighted by loopholes,
through which a glimpse of the court could be
oblained. At the second of these Alice sat
down to rest. She was lost in holy and peace-
ful thoughts, when a word pronounced close to
ler attracted ber attention. Some one was
speaking in a neighboring room, and Alice heard
the wards distmetly,

¢ The king would be much obliged to vs,” said
a man’s voice, *if we freed him of thes hitle
Philippine. She s 1o bis way, for be wants to
marry his own daughter to the heir ot LEogland.
Oue thrust of a dagger into the heart of this
Flemish girl would be well paid.

¢Jf I were sure of that,” said the other voice.

“Try it: it will only add another rag to the
bundle of your general cootession.’

¢Oh, its not that that hinders me, but the
fear of the gallows.’

¢ Oh, na fear of that: it is in behalf of the
king, and the Seine would receive the bedy. I
tell you in confidence that Master [Mlotte wishes
1o do tlus httle service for his sovereign.’

 Master Peter Flotte! DBut does he pay.
well P

¢ You'll see)’

¢ But what mnst I do to find out ?’

¢ Gro this evening to the little princess’s roow,
the key of which I have taken from tha gover-
nor’s bunch, and there give her the death-stroke.’

€Tt is settled then. Tius evening /7 °

Abce bad pot lost one word of this horrible ™
plalogue ; she recogmzed the voices of two of .
the officers of the prison. Trembling with weak-.' .-
ness and terror, she with difficulty staggered:.to
her apartment, and there reflected: in silence.=
No human a1d could saye Philippine ;- but”

not heaven revealed to her this" dirk secret;

L oud
oy

3 4.

(|

S

<




