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THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS.

BY CLEMENT O. MOORE.

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through
the house .

Not a creature was stirring, pot even a mouse;

The stockings were hung by the ckimmney with

care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas goon would be there ;
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plumsdanced through their

heads. ) .

Aud mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap,

Had just settled our brains for & long winters nap,
When out on the lnwn there arose such a clatter,

I sprang from my bed to ree what was the matter;
Away to the window I flew like a flasii,

Tore open the shuttersand threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow,
Gave a luster of midday to objects below ;

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver so lively and quick,

1 knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, .

Aud he whistled, and shouted, and called them by
name: .

“Now, Dasher! now Dancer! now, Prancer! now,
Vixen! .

On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen—

To the top of the porch | to the top of the wall!

Now, dash Away, dash away, dash away alit

ds dry lenves before the wild hurricane fly,

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the
sk

S0 up t’:; the house-top the courgers they flew,

With a sleigh full of toys, and 8t. Nicholas, too;

Aud then in a twinkling I heard on the roof .

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.

AsIdrew in my_ﬁend and was turning _round,

Down the chimney St, Nicholas came with a bound ;

He was dressed all in fars, from bhis head to bis
foot

Aud his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and
soot;

A bundle’ of toys he had flung on l.x,ia back, .

Avd he looked like a peddler just opening his
pack. : ‘ o

His eyes, how they twinkied! his dimples, how
merry | . '

His cheels were like roses, his nose like a cherry;

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,

Aud the beard on his chin- was as white as the
BUOW; . -

The atumg; of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And thesmoke it encircied bis head like a wreath.

He had a broad face and & ljt'.tlé round belly

That shook when he .Jaughed: like a bowl of full |

Jelly; SRR ST O .
He was chubby and plump, a Tight jolly old elf,
- And [ laughed when I saw: him,in spite of. myself.
A wink of his eye and a twist of hishead .| .. .. -
Soon gave me to know Ihad:nothing to dread.. .

He spoke not. » word, .but, ";ﬁ.v:ené &t aight o his

],

i finger, aaide.of, b5 Hoae,
. And giving.a nod;:up.the.chimney

Ho.sprang,to_his slelgh,torhis taam gave a, whistle,

u. tirned with a.
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THE LION OF FLANDERS;

OR,

THE BATTLE OF THE GOLDEN SPURS.

120-:
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CHAPTER X VII~—(Continued).

5y

But- Jan Breydel recognised his voice. “ Com-
radés,” gaid he, wild-with rage, “ I must have the
soulof this traitor. Forwards! lie has lived long
enoigh. Whoso loves me, let him follow me
close.”

With these words, he threw himself with bisaxe
amongst the French, and soon struck down every
foe within reach of his arm. So furious was their
onslaught, that they soon drove the enemy back
against the walls of the houses; and five hundred
of them fell beneath the axes of the butchers. In
this moment of extreme peril, of terrible agony, De
Mortenay remembered the word and promise of
Deconinck. Rejoicing that he yet had the power
to save the governor-general, he cried,

] am De Mortenay, let me pass.’ Immediatoly
the Clawards made way for him with every token
of respect, and opposed no obstacle to his passage.
4¢ This way, this way, follow me, comrades!” cried
he to the surving Frenchmen, hoping thus to rescue
them from their fate.

But the Flemings closed in again upon them,
and dealt their blows pitilessly around. The num.
ber of the fugitives was 86 small, that, besides De
Chatillon, not more than thirty reached De BMor-
tenay's house ; the rest lay weltering in their blood.
Breydel made his men halt at the door of the house
and forbade them to enter; he invested it on all
sides, so that no man might cscape, and himsel{
kept guard at the entrance,

While this fray was going on, Deconinck was oc-
cupled in huating out the faw remaining ¥French-
mea in the Stone Street, near 5, Salvator; and the
other guilds were following his example in the
quarters assigned to them. The dead were
thrown from the houses ; and the streets were acon
sa obstructed, that it was scaroely possible to tra-
vetge'them in the gloom...Many of.the .soldiers-
had disguised themselves, hoping thus to escape
through one or other of the gates ; but this was of
no avail, for every one was required to pronounce
the words, “ Schild en vrisnd.” At the first sound
of theirforeignaccent, the axe descended on their
necks, and.they fell groaning to the earth. Erom
every quarterof the city resounded the shont, " The
Lion of Flanders! Whoso is French is false;
strike home!” Here and there a frenchman fled
before a Fleming, but only to meet his death, s
few steps further on, from the weapon of another
foe, -

This scene of vengeance laated unmtil the sun
stood high in the heavens; it shone on the dead
hodies, and dried the lowing blood, of five thousand
of the French, Yes,in this night five thousand
aliens were offered to the shades of the mwdered
Flemings; it is a bloody page in the chronicles of
Flanders, that wherein this number is written.

Before the dwelling of De Mortenay was a strange
and appalling sight. A thousand butchers lay spread
out on the ground with their axes in their hands,
their threatening revengeful eyes riveted on the
door. Their naked arms and their jerkins were
smeared with blocd ; around them were piled heaps
of uncounted slain, But of all this they took no
heed., Here and there amongst the butchers passed
guildsmen, seekiag amongst the slain for the dead
Lodies of the Fleminge, that they might receive
honourable burial, .

Although their hearts were full of rage, yet no
‘word of reviling escaped the lips of the butchers.
The dwelling of De Mortenay was to them sacred
in virtue of their plighted word, They respected
Deconinck's pledge, and had, moreover, 8 grens
esteem for the governor of the cily ; so they cou-
tented themselves with investing the entire quarter
and keeping careful watch.

Messire de Chattillon and Jan van Gistel the
Lilysrd had taken refuge in Ds Mortenay’s Louse,
They were overpowered by an extreme dread ; for
an inevitable death hovered before their eyes. De
Chatilllon was a man of courage, u:i awaited Lis
fate with coolness; but the face of Jan van Gistel
wns blocdless, and bis whole frame quaked with
feur. Nothwithstanding all his efforts, he was un-
able to conceal his terror, and excited the pity 9{
the Frenchmen—even of De Chatillon, who was in
equal peril. 'They occupied an upper room, over-
looking the street; snd from time to time they
ventured to the window, and gazed with aweon the
butchers, who lay in wait about the door, like a
prck of wolves lurking for theirprey, Oace, as Jan
.van Gistel showedl himself o moment at the win-
dow, Jan Breydel caught sight of him, and threat-
ened bim with his axe. ' An aogry, impetuous
movement arose amongst the butcher; all raised
their axes towards the traitor, whose deatl they had
sworn, . -

The heart of the Lilyard throbbed with anguish,
as he suw in the gleam of these thousand axes his
doom of death ; aud, turning to his compunions, he
said, in a tone of despsir,

“ We must die, mesalres ; there is no mercy for
us, for they -thirst for our blood like famished
hounds.  You will never leave this place. My God!
what shall we do?... . . . .

« It is a disgrace,” replied Do Chatillon, * to meet
‘one’s death at the bands of this rabble; rather
would Ibe slain sword in hand. But so it must be.”

The.coolness of De Chatillon disquieted Van Gis-
tel stlll more;. - . : .., e e s
'wSo.it must be ! repeated he, ¥ Ohmy God,
what a moment of agony ! what torture .they will

byt e

inflict npon us | :But, Messire de Mortenay, I pray
;you, . for;. God's., sake—~you -have .much influence
| over..them-—asi; them ~now - if -they: will grant:
i uB our lives for'a heavy. yansom. .. Rather. than. die_
| by their, handa,. I would.gtve them whatexer. the
night ask ;;no.matter/how much ;. s (o0
[

He opened the window, andlbried, * laster Brey-
del, Messire van Gistel wished'to ask you whether
you will give him safe-con‘dutjgifor a leavy ransom.
Ask whatever you pleagé ; qg&e the required suur ;
and do not delay, I pray you.™; *

* Comrades,” shouted th Dgip to his companions,
with a bitter laugh, ¢ they offet tis gold ! they think
they can buy off the revenge of & people with gold ;
shall we accept it? i

“XNo; we will- have the RLilyard!” cried the
butchers; * he must dis : the traitor—the dastard,
degenerate Fleming!” " .

This exclamation echoed hjdeously in Van Gis-
tel's ears, and it seemed to him as though he al-
ready felt the sharp edge of thé &xe upon his neck.
De Mortenay allowed the stormy-cries for vengeance
to pass away, and then again ¢alled out,

# You promised me that my house should be an
asylum and sanctuary ; why,then, dv you violate
the pledge you have given? .

#1We will nof violate your dwelling,” answered
Breydel; “but I swear to you that neither De
Chatillon nor Vaun Gistel shall leave the city alive :
their blood must atone for the blood of our bro-
thers, and we will not leave this spot uatil our uxes
have given them the death-blow.”

# And may I leave the city without molestation ?”

“You, Messire de dortenay, are at liberty to go
whithersoever you please, with your personal retinue
and no one shall touch a hair of your head. Butdo
not attempt to deceive us; for we are too well
acquainted with those of whom we are in quest.”

«I give you notice, then, that in an hour from
this time I shall tuke my departure for Courtrai.”

# May God protect you!"”

#“Aad have you me compassion for uuarmed
knights 7"

#They bad no compassion on our brethren, and
their blood must be shed. The gallows which
they themselves erected still stands in the market-
place.”

De Mortenay closed the window apd said to the
koighta, . :

“1 commiserats yon, messires; they insist on
shedding your blood. Ycu are in a very great peril;
bat 1 hope that, by God's assistance, I shall yet ‘be
able to rescue you. There 18 an outlet behind the
court-yard, through wbich yon way be fortunate
enongh to escape from your bloodthirsty enemies.
Disguise yourselves, and moufit your horses ; then
I and my servants will leave the house Ly the
principal entrance ; and while I thus draw ff the
attention-of the butchers ou’ myself, yourmay be
able to make your vscape along she walls. At the
Smiths’ Gate there is a breach through which it
will not be difficnlt for you to gain the open comnn-
try, and your horses will secuie you from belng
overtaken.”

De Chatillon and Van Gistel joyfally embraced
this last hope, The governor-gencral put on the
clothes of bis castellan, and Vaa Gistel those of one
of the meaner servants; the thirty remoining
Frenchmen led ther horses from the stables and
made them ready, in order thst they might iy with
their commander.

When all were mounted, De Mortenny and his
gervants issued forth into the street, in which tho
butchers lay, as it were, encamped. Tho latter,
having no suspicion of deceit, stood up,and regard-
ed with careful scrutiny all thoss who accompaujed
the governor-general. But soon the cry, © The
Liou for Fianders! Whoso is French is falsel
strike home! to the death " resounded in nnother
street, and the clattering Loofs of horses at full gal-
lop were heard round tho corner, [n the greatest
hasto the Flemings zan, bewildered and shouting,
to the place whence the sound had come; but it
was too late. De Chatillon and Van Gistel fiad es.
caped. Of the thirty men who accompanied them
twenty were etrack down, for they were aseai]gd by
the f+e on every side ; but fortuns was propitious
to the two kuights, They fled to the city-wall, and
teached the Smithe’ Unts; then they sprang into
the mout, and swam. across at the peril of their
lives. De Chatillon’s groom sauk with his horse,
and was drowned.

The butchers had pursued the tlyiog Frenchm‘cu
as fur a8 the gate ; but when they aaw the cnemies
they most detested disappear Letween the trees in
the distance, they raged and yelled in bafli=d wrath;
for now their revenge seemed to them unsated.
After remaining some moments gazing on the spot
where De Chatillon had disappenred from their
view, they left the wall and returaed to the Friday
Market-place. Soon nuother tumult arrested their
attention, From the centre of the city arose a shout
of mingled voices, filling the air with prolonged
sounds of rejoicing, as though n prince were mak-
iog his festal entry, For some time the butchers
could not distinguish the triumphont cries, for they
came from too great a distance ; but by degrecs the
exulting crowd drew nearer and nmearer, and the
shouts became intelligible :

“ Long live the Blue Lion! lovg live our Dean!
Flanders is free!”

An innumerable multitude, consiatiog of all the
intabitants ‘of Bruges, poured itself through the
streets in.deuse throngs, ‘The atclamations of the
liberated - Flemings cchioed back from the honses,
and filled the city as with the booming of thunder.
Women and children ran confueedly amongst the
armed guildamen ; and the jovous clapping of their
hands mingled with and harmonised the uninter-
Tupted shouting, » Hyil! hall to the Blue Lioa!

ard; ou the waving folds of which was wrought, in

ner of the city of Bruges, which had for so-long 8
tinie disappeared before the lilies of France, Once
mora it catne forth from its conceslment’iato the
light of day ; now it wavéd over the prostrate bodies
of ita-foes ; and the resurrection of this holy stand.
ard was greeted with ten'thousand shouitsof ‘rejoic-
10g. RO . o »,-.“_: 1,‘ b
f\ man of small stature bore the banner,and with,
his arms crossed over his'bréast pressed-it-1o, his:
heart, a8 though it inspired him with’ th;t}gigepgg
love.. - Abundant -tears' fowed doin"his cheekg—
{tears of love-of fatherland mingled with tears 6f joy:
‘and hadness ;‘and an unitterable exprassioh of hip-|
'plness beamied fréni his very feature) "He who'had:

i|:shed'no tear-for his greatest: persopal’misfortunis,|

now:wept ihen’hb*orotght Wkﬁtﬁ‘eﬂ}ﬁg‘:g?gmf
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From the midst of this crowd rose a white stand- |-

blue sitk, a lion rampnnt, 1t was the great ban-|.

Bfud'| 3% Slavest wezalaves ' gronned: b

Lion!” were echoed and re-echoed ever louder and
louder, Asthe Dean of the Clothworkers drew
mear to the Friday Market-place fholding aloft
the staondard, an .inexpressible joy filled the
hearts of ithe Butchers; they, too, swelled the ex.
ulting shout of victory, and clapped their hands
with an impetuous outbust of love. Breydel rush-
ed engerly to meet the banner, and stretched his
impatient hands towards the Lion. Deconinck re-
signed it to him, and said : .

4 There, my friend, this hast thou this day wen
—the palladium of our freedom.” Breydel answered
nothing—his heart was too full. Trembling with
emotion, he embraced the drapery of the staundard
and the Blue Lion. He hid his face in the folds of
the silk, and wept ; for a few moments he remained
motionless ; then the banner fell from his grasp, and
he sank exhausted by his transport ou Deconinck’s
breast,

While thé two deans held each other in this
warm cmbrace, the people ceased not their shouts;
loud exulting cries poured from the lips of all, and
their quick and impassioned gestures attested the
rapturous giadness of their hearts, Thke Friday
Market-place was too small to contain the throng-
ing citizens. In the Stene Street, far away to S.
Salvator's, wete clustering swarms of men ; the
Smiths’ Street and Bouverio Strecet were crowded
with women and children.

The Dean of the Clothworkers turned himself to-
wards the centre of the market-place, and advanced
to the gallows. The bodies of the . Flemiogs who
had been hanged had already been taken down and
buried ; but the eight ropes had been purposely
left dangling in the air &s signs and mewmorials of
the tyranny which had put them to death. The
standard with the Lion of Bruges was planted close
to the apparstus of murder, and greeted afrcsh
with cries of joy. Afterregarding fora few mnoments
in rilence the reconquered banner, Deconinck slow-
Iy bent Lis koee, bowed his head, and prayed with
folded hands,

When one throws a #tone into still water, the
movement spreads in tremulous circles over the en-
tire sucface, und awnkerns the ripples of the whole
lake; so the thought and the act of Deconinck
communicated themselves to thethe crowd of citi-
zens, although but few could positively see bim,
First, those who were immecdiately near to him
kaoelt silently down ; then the movemet extended
itself turther and further amongst the more distant,
until every head was bowed in prayer ; the voices
of those in tlie centre of the vast circle were fiest
hushed, and so further and further spread the
silence, until it pervaded the whole multitude,
Eight thousand knces touched tho yet bloody earth ;
eight thousand heads bumbled themselves before
the God who hath crcated men for freedom. What
& harmony must have swelled up to the Throne of
the Most High in that moment! How grateful to
Him'mnst have been that solemn prayer, which,
like a cloud of fragrance, was ‘wafted upwards to
His Footstoel ! .

After a short time Deconinck arose, and availed
himself of the wnbroken stillness to address the
following words to his asscmbled fellow.citizens:

¢« Brothers! this day the sun shines on us with
fairer splendour, the breezo of heaven is purer and
more exhilarating in our city; the breath of the
forcigner pollutes it no more, The haughty I'rench.
men deemed that we were their slaves for ever ; but
they have learned, at the prico of their lives, that
our Lion may indeed slumber awhile—die it never
can. Again have we re-conquered the heritage of
our fathers, nod washed out in blood the footprints
of the nliens, But all our enemies are not yet over-
come; Iranco will send us yet more armed hire-
lings, for blood demands blood. That, indeed, is of
small moment, for henceforth we are invincible ;
but, nevertheluss, think not that you may slesp
after the victory achieved. Keep your hearts firm,
bold, quiet ; never let the noble fire which at this
moment glows in your breasts waver ar wane, Let
each betake himself now to his abode, and rejoice
with his family in the victory of this dauy. Kxult
and drink the wine of glsdness ; for this is the fuir.
cst day of your lives, 'Those citizeus who have no
wine may go to the hall ; there a measure shall be
aistributed to each.” :

The shouts, which gradually became louder and
louder did not pr rmit Deconinck to say waore ;, he
made 8 sign to the surrounding deans, and went
with them up the Stone Street, The crowds rever-
entially made way for bim, and on him, above all,
were bestowed the gladsome grectings of the happy
citizens. Every one now pressed towards the stac«
dard which reared itself up by the sidoe of the gal-
lows ; each in succession pazed with ecstacy on
the Blue Line, as on a friend who had again retura-
ed among his bréthren after long journeyings in
strange lands, They stretched put their hands to-
wards it ; and were 8o overpowered with joy, that
they would have seemed to the cooland dispassion-
ate observer to have lost their senses.

Soon came guildsmen with full cans back to the
market-place, aud spread the joyful tidings that a
measure of wine would be distributed to each. An
hour later overy citizen had his wine-glass in bis

fusiun aud without strifs ; one and the same feel-
ing quickened overy beart—the fecling which fills
the bheart of a captive when hLe once more beholds
the Light of the sup, and the wide world is his only
prison, : i

. CHAPTER XVIIL

Two years had-goune, by since the foreigner had
set foot in Flanders, and cried : “ Bow your heads,
ye.Flemings! ye soug of the narth, yield to the
children of tho south, ordie!” Little thought they
that there had-been born in Bruges a man endowed
.with large;sagacity, and inspired - with heroic cour-
‘age: & man, who - shone; forth as a . bright light
.amongst-his contemporaries ;.and. o' .whom, a3 to
His servant Moses, God had.said : ¥ Go, and deliver

[ thy brethren, the children of Ierae), from the thral-

dom of Phargo. . . .o ;.o o L
. When the desolating bands of the French first
tl.lrpd the goil. of his, fatherland, and . dasrkened the
‘spoke in Deconinck’s soul, and gald: =~ -~ "
1+t Pake heed, thege are.dun guest of slaves I”

i Apcthlysound;ithe ‘noble. citiren . qui
ngulsh and wrath ;.. o

hand, Andso ended the eventful day, without con-

rizon. with the dust of their march, a secrot voice | An

Lord our God | The bloed of our free-bora fathers
hath dowed in defence of Thine altars: they have
died on the sande of Arabia with Thy Holy Name
on their lips, O, suffer not their sons to Lenr the
delasing fetters of the alien ;—suffer not the temple
which they have raised unto Thee to kave bonds.
men for worshippers t”

Deconinck had breathed this prayer from his
decpest soul, and all bhis heart lIny open to Wis
Crentor., He found therein all the noble courage
and energy wherewith He had endowed the Flem-
ing; and He sent down an answering ray of trust
aud hope. Tuostautly filled with o secret strength,
Deconinck felt as though all his capacities of
thought and action were doubled in cnergy; and,
impelled by n true inspiration, he cried : '

“Yens, Lord, I have felt Thy strong and Thy
strengthening hand ; yes, I shall ward off this de.
grudation from my fatherland ; the graves of Thy
servants, my fathers, shall never be trodden dowa
by the foot of the alien. DBlesscd urt Thou, O my
God, who hast called me to thisl” ’

From that moment one only feeling, one only
deep yearzing lived in Deconinck’s heart ; hia every
thought, his every faculty, all were consecrated to
the great word—my fatherland! Business, family,
repose, all were banished from his ample hemt’,
whicl: beld but one, onc ouly affection—his love for
the native soil of the Lion, And what man more
truly noble than this Fleming, who a hundred
times risked life and llberty itself for tho freedom
of Flanders ? what man was qver epdowed witl,
more ample sagacity ? Alone and unaided, in spite
of recrennts and Lilyards, who would have sold
their country’s freedom, he it was who bafiled the
citorts of the King of France—bhe alonc it was whe
preserved for his brethren a lion's heart even under
the chaing of slavery, and thus gradually achieved
their deliverance.

The French knew this well ;—well they koew
Lim who at every moment shaitered the wheels of
their triumphal chariot. (Giladly would they have
rid themeelves.of this troublegome guardian of his
country’s weal ; but with the cunning he combined
perfectly the prudence of the serpent. He bad
raised up for himself a secure rampart and defenco
in the lova of his brethren ; and the stranger well
knew that a dire and bloody revenge would follow
any attempt upon him, During the time that the
French ruled all Flanders with the rod of tyranny,
Deconinck lived in entiro frecdom amongst his
townsmen; and he was Indeed the master of his
rulos, for they feared him much more than he
feared them,

And now seven thousaud Frenchinen Liad on one
day atoded with their lives for the oppressions o
two long years; not a single foroigner breathed
within Bruges, the victorious and freo; the city
echoed the joyous lays wharewith wandering
mibstrels celebrated thig deliverance, and from the
watch-tower the white flag displayed the Bluo
Lion on its waving folds. The ensign, which had
once waved from the baitlements of Jerugalem, and
compmemorated so many proud achievements, filled
the bearts of tho citizens with lofty cournge, On
that day it scemed fmpossible that Flanders should
again sigh in the chafus of captivity ; for on that
dsy the peopls remembered the blood their fathers
had shed in behalt of fiberty, 'Tears rotled down
their checks—those tears which relieve the heart
when it is overfull, when it throls with too strong
and sublime an emotion.

One would have thought that, now his great work
was done, the Dean of the Clothworkers would
have occupled himself in the re-construction of his
plundered and desolated home. But no ; he thought
nelther of the dwelling nor of the wealth of which
he had been despoiled ; the wellare and the peace
of his Lrethren was his first care, He knew that
disorganisation might seon follow upon iniction
and therefore, on that very day, bo placed at the
head of each gnild, with the concurrence of the
people, an old cxperienced master, He was not
chosen to the presidency of this council, no one
devolved any duty on him ; but he undertook and
acccmplished all. Noone ventured to doany thing
without him; bis judgment was In every thingan
injunction ; and without issuing a single command,
his thought was the absolute rule of 1ight to the

republic, 80 trauscendent and ali-subduing is the

swuy of genius,

The French host was, indeed, destroyed ; but it
was certain that Philip the Fair would send fresh
and- more numerous troops to Flanders to avenge
the insalt put upon him, The greater part of the
citizens thought little about this terrible certainty ;
it wag enough for them to cpjoy the freedom and
the glndness of the moment, . But Deconinck did
not share the common joy ; he had almost forgottan
the present in his schemes for averting future dis-
aster. He well knew that' the exhilaration and
courage of a people vanish at the approach of dan-
ger) and endeavored by every means in his power
to keep alive a warlike spirit in the city, Every
guildeman was provided with a *“good-day”* ot
other weapoa, the ‘banners were put in order, and
tho'command {ssued that all should be ready for
boitle at'a moment’s notice.  The guild of masons
began to repair and strengthen the fortifications,
and the smiths were forbidden to forge any thing
but. weapons for the people. The tolis were agaln
imposed, dnd. the clty dues collected: By these
wise regulations, Deconinck made every thought,
every effort of the citizens converge to one object
and one alm ; and 80 he warded off from his be-
loved city the manifold evils which a great insur-
tection, how, noble soever its. cause, is apt to infiict
on & people. " All was ag orderly as if the new gov-
erngiit bad existed for years, "~ < ¢ -

" 'Immediately after the vigtory, and while the peo-
ple whre ‘drinking In every street the wine of glad-
ness, Deconinck had 'sent ‘a messenger to fhe en-
cimprient at Damme,to recall the remialning guilds-
menswith the Wwomew ‘and children, into the'city.
I}Igﬂi;!h'.bﬂ:g@}pyim ‘them, and had béen offered -
s niagdificent dwelling' in' the Princes’ Court ;“but
sha ‘preferred the house of, Nieuwland, In'which all

| liof, deéam yrére ‘associated.’” Bhe'found in’the'ex-
cellent’ gister ‘of Adolf a feider aid affectionkite
friendiinio’ whgse heart she coald'pour’all the love
aodalf (e ur ich® overflowed Hér'own:¥ 1t is,

d; & congdlation” for ug, when''our hearts arc
teed With i6Hal* dngulsh 5o "5 Kba1 which
jiarstand onrr suffe

I3

nderatand our= sufforings-bétauso=itsel-hns
B 8 “ioul < that 1oved  thodd Whivniiwe Tove,
6 allioge; ave -the,echo of: Stz oy,




