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TALES OF FLEMISH LIFE.



THE AUTHOR TO HIS FRIENDS.

ANTWERP, Nov. 16, 1849.

RESPECTED READERS, To you, my good friends, who have

remained true to the story-teller, however much his name and

office have been abused, I bring good news to-day.

I have been ill. My spirit was weary, my soul disenchanted,

my body sick. I, endowed by God if with nothing else, at

least with energy, life, and universal love sank into the

deepest dejection, and became alarmed as I felt a deadly

poison it might have been misanthropy taking possession

of my soul.

Have I not seen, for the first time in my life, in these in-

comprehensible times, every selfish passion rage naked !

shameless? Gross injustice and crime legalized by the

struggle for existence, as murder is legalized by war ? And
the holiest thing of all the elevation of Flanders the aspi-

ration of my youth, the endeavour of my manlier years but

let us not speak of that
;

I have a wound in my heart which

might begin to bleed afresh. Let us talk of sweeter memo-
ries.

Three months I lived upon the heath you know it well

that beautiful spot where the soul returns into itself and is at
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rest
;
where everything sings of peace and calm

;
where the

spirit, face to face with the primeval creation of God, throws

off the wearisome veil of conventionality, forgets mankind,
and with renewed youth frees itself from all restraint

;
where

every thought forms itself to a prayer ;
where everything

disappears from the heart which is not in unison with fresh,

free nature.

Oh ! yonder, yonder is peace for the weary spirit yonder
the strength of youth is still in store for the toilworn man.

And so passed the days of my illness days of inexpressible

joy for my soul. To go to meet the sun with a smile, when

in full majesty it pours its first rays over the horizon
;
to wait

upon nature at her awaking, when the first tones of her great

song of praise ascend to heaven
;
to wander over heath and

through bush, questioning my own soul, and reflecting look-

ing into the life of plants and animals, and wondering ;
inhal-

ing the pure air in fall draughts ;
now standing, now moving

on, retracing my steps and speaking aloud in my solitude
;

dreaming of things inconceivably beautiful of God, of the

future, of Flanders, of peace, and of love.

And in the evening, to sit in the old inn, under the broad

projection of the fireplace, my feet in the ashes, and my eyes

towards the star which blinks down upon me from above

through the opening of the chimney, as if it had a message
for me

; or, with wandering thoughts, to look into the fire,

and watch how the flames take shape, rise, pant, crackle, and

blow, and press against one another as if in rivalry to lick

the kettle with their fiery tongues; and to think, that is

human life, to be born, to labour, to love, to hate, to grow
to maturity, and to perish. The smoke flies upward out

of the chimney, and nothing more comes of all this pant-

ing and crackling.

And then again, to awake out of my dream, and listen to
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the villagers' talk. To see in motion around me a little nar-

row world, with its unconcealed weaknesses and passions ;
to

read into the heart of man, and follow out his instincts laid

bare in their workings ;
and to revel in this simple country

life which uncorrupted nature painted with so fresh a colour-

ing.

Meanwhile, to remember to collect a store of things which

eveiybody there knew how to relate, that on my return home

I might be able to offer my friends some presents from the

Kempenland.
Here am I now, presents and all, modest wreaths, dreamily

woven by my own hand, of heath and corn-flower.

Some among you, honoured readers, may not be pleased

with these quiet, peaceful Tales. Simple as the soil from

which they grew, they are diametrically opposed to the reign-

ing fashion
; they are no medley of blood, thieves' slang, dis-

honour, connubial infidelity, barefaced debauchery, mocking

unbelief, or destructive and morbid despondency : they do not

make the reader anxious about his own virtue, or the future

of humanity. No, no
;
the demon of Despair and Hate finds

here no place. Nature in her unspotted freshness has woven

these tales out of humble material, here and there lighted up

by a pure pearl of a human heart. To enjoy them, one must

still have some poetry in one's soul
;

for they are addressed

only to the finest chords of the heart, the tender sources of

life-enjoyment love to God and our fellow-man, which alas !

too soon grow weak, and wear out by contact with grasping
selfishness.

Accordingly, readers, if I here promise to tell you stories

which I have heard narrated in the old inn, or picked up
in my wanderings over the heath, expect nothing but a

faithful description of the peaceful manners of the dwellers

there
;
and be indulgent with me when I attempt to write



<) THE AUTHOR TO HIS FRIENDS.

a whole book for your amusement out of such slender ma-

terial.

To you, my Flemish friends, do I dedicate, in this tale of

THE RECRUIT, the first blossom of the wreath. May your

friendly reception of it be my reward, and encourage me to

fulfil my whole promise in the course of time !



THE RECRUIT.

CHAPTER I.

THE earliest sun of spring beamed with full splendour in

the blue heavens, as if it were the exalted countenance of the

Deity looking down beneficently, and calling out to creation,

"Up! up! the winter is past, live and rejoice before me!"
The young light diffused itself over heath and field, and the

moist earth smoked with its genial warmth.

A few plants had already heard the call of the world-friend
;

the little snow-drops shook their silver starlets on the borders,

the hazel-bushes unfolded their catkins, the wood-anemone

put forth its first leaves among the underwood
;

while the

birds hopped joyously in the warm light, and sang in clear

notes of the approaching time of love.

Not far from Zoerselbosch stood two mud cottages, solitary

and forgotten. In the first dwelt a poor widow with her

daughter ;
all she possessed was a cow. The other was also

inhabited by a widow, with her aged father and two sons, one

of whom had just attained the years of manhood. They were
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wealthier than their neighbours, for they possessed an ox as

well as a cow, and rented far more land.

Spite of this, the inhabitants of both huts for their dwell-

ings were little better had for many years formed only one

family, loving and helping one another. John and his ox

worked on the poor widow's field, while Trien fetched fodder

for the ox, herded for her neighbours, and helped them at

harvest-time
;
and neither ever thought of reckoning which

had done most for the other.

Simple-minded, and knowing nothing of all that befel in

the stirring masses of human life beyond their native parish,

they lived contented with the bit of black bread which the

Almighty had granted them. Their world was very limited
;

on one side of the hamlet a humble little church, on the other,

the immeasurable heath, and the unbounded sky.

And yet dwelt laughter and song around this lonely habit-

ation
; joy and merriment were there in full measure, and not

one of these poor people would have exchanged their lot for

one apparently far better.

It was love which, with its magic power, had breathed

life into solitude. John and Trien, though they knew it not,

loved each other with that unexpressed and shy feeling which

makes the heart beat quick on the slightest occasion, and the

brow redden at the most trifling word ;
which changes life into

a long dream a blue heaven sparkling with stars of happi-

ness an immeasurable deep, as if the human heart must ever

remain that which the first sigh of love the pure and holy

incense of the soul has made it.

Poor people ! they thought not of the vast masses swarm-

ing in the distant cities
; and, as they desired nothing from

them, they imagined that they likewise would be forgotten,

and, full of confidence, lived on in their sweet and beautiful

poverty.
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But suddenly came one and demanded blood-tax from these

poor mud-huts. The only young man who dwelt there the

only one who- bad the strength to make the ungrateful soil fruit-

ful by the sweat of his brow was to draw lots and become

& soldier, if his trembling hand should draw an unlucky num-
ber

;
bid a long it might be an eternal farewell to his mother,

his friends, and his native heath
;
and pine, perchance die, of

the wounds which the wild and dissolute soldier-life would in-

flict on his yet pure and peaceful soul.

The sad March day in '33, which Trien had marked

with a black cross, arrived. The young man had gone out

ef the village to Brechts, with about ten companions, to draw

lots.

Within the hnts, both mothers and the little boy were kneel-

ing in prayer. The old grandfather tottered silently up and

down for a time, and at last remained standing before the door

leaning on a vine-stem, with his head bent down, as if he

were looking into a grave. The maiden stood in the stable,

gazing long and wistfully into the eyes of John's cow, and

gently stroking its head, as if consoling it under the approach-

ing misfortune.

A gloomy silence brooded over both houses, unbroken save

by the occasional lowing of the ox. Trien soon approached the

grandfather, silently, but with a beseeching and inquiring look.

The old maa awoke out of his painful reverie, and seizing his

heavy staff, said

" Do not lose courage, Trien
;
God will aid us in this dread-

ful extremity. Come, the time is up, let us go and meet the

poor recruits."

Trien followed the grandfather over a footpath which ran

past the house and led to the village. Though driven on by a

burning impatience, her steps were slow and heavy. The old

ma turned round, and, wbeo he saw her sunken head and
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pallid countenance, he took her hand sympathizingly, and

said

" Poor child ! how dearly you must love our John. He is

not your brother, and yet you are more alarmed than we.

Keep up your spirits, Trien, dear
; you do not yet know what

God has determined."
" I am so terrified !

"
she sighed, visibly trembling, and

looking through the wood in the direction of the town.

"Terrified!" repeated the old man, while he exerted his

eyes to discover the cause of her terror.

"
Yes, yes," said Trien, covering her eyes with her apron,

"
it is all over, and we are unfortunate the lot has fallen on

him!"
" But how can you know that ? You make me tremble too,"

said the old man anxiously.

Trien pointed with her finger beyond the trees, and replied,
"
There, behind the wood listen!"

" I hear nothing. Come, let us make haste
;

it must be

the recruits so much the better."

" God !" cried the maiden,
" I hear a sound so sad and

pitiful, it sounds in my ears like a deep and heavy sigh."

Perplexed and anxious, the old man looked at the girl for

a time, while she seemed to listen to a distant sound. He
also listened attentively in order to catch the noise as it came

over the quiet heath. A friendly smile lighted up his coun-

tenance as he said
" Foolish little thing ! it is the wind sweeping through the

fir-wood."

"No, no!" she replied; "further, further, behind the

wood. Do you not hear a wailing sound?"

After some moments' attention, the old man rejoined
" Now I understand what you mean

;
it is Fanner Claes's

dog which is howling over some one dead. The farmer's
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wife, who had consumption, must have died last night. May
God receive her soul !"

The girl, whose mental tension and excitement had made

her regard the howling as foreboding some calamity, acknow-

ledged her error, and, quickening her pace, hastened after the

old man, in silence and in tears. At last he said

" If you are so inconsolable, Trien, what shall his mother

and I, his grandfather, say ? With hard toil have we brought

him up, and loved him as the apple of our eyes. Now we are

old and feeble, and he in his turn should work for us. And ah !

if God has not sent his good angel to direct his band, then

must he be a soldier, and leave us in our necessity."

These words made Trien's tears break out afresh, and with

an attempt at consolation she replied
" That matters little, father I have strong arms

;
and as

you are no longer able, I myself will go behind the oxen, and

do all the heavy work. But he but John, poor fellow I To
hear nothing but cursing and swearing, to be beaten and im-

prisoned, and pine away from sheer vexation of mind, like the

unfortunate Pauw Stuyck, who was tortured to death in four

months
;
and never to see one of all those who loved him

on earth, neither you nor his mother, nor his little brother,

nor any one, save wicked and dissolute soldiers!"
" Oh ! do not speak so, Trien," said the old man with a

choking voice,
"
your words make me sad. Why lament so

bitterly ? You grieve and tremble as if there were no doubt

of his being unfortunate, while I, on the contrary, have a feel-

ing that he will draw a lucky number
;

I have confidence in

the goodness of God."

Insensibly the maiden smiled through her tears, but so full

was her mind of sad forebodings, that she could not speak.
Both walked on in silence till they reached the village.

Here, on the road which led to Brechts, were assembled a
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great number of people, clustered in little knots, all full of

impatience to learn the result of the lot-drawing. It was

easy to distinguish those whose son, brother, or lover had

gone to Brechts. Here and there one might see a mother

with her apron to her eyes ;
a father, who endeavoured in

vain to conceal the anxiety too visibly imprinted on his coun-

tenance
;
a maiden, with pale face and bashful look, going

from one knot to another, as if haunted by some secret fear.

Many others had collected there out of mere curiosity, and

spoke and jested with a loud voice. The old smith, who in

former times had been one of Napoleon's dragoons, was loud

in his praise of a soldier's life, and was seconded by the

miller's drunken son, who, after serving eleven months,
had returned to waste his paternal property in riot and de-

bauchery. The smith did it with a good intention, for he

wished by his fine description to console his anxious friends,

and kept always repeating
"
Every day soup and meat, plenty of money, good beer,

pretty girls, dancing, leaping, and fighting. There's a life

for you ! you have no notion what a jolly life it is."

But his words had quite a contrary effect, for they made

the tears of the mothers flow faster, and gave fresh cause of

grief to many hearts.

Trien could restrain herself no longer ;
in this jesting speech

there was one word especially which had wounded her deeply.

With an angry and threatening mien she went up to the

jester, and said
" Shame on you, abandoned man ! Is it necessary that

they should all be drunkards like you, forsooth, or dissolute

fellows like that loose vagabond there, who has learned no-

thing else among soldiers but to lead a bad life, and bring his

parents with sorrow to the grave?"
The miller's son went passionately up to the bold girl, and
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would have attacked her rudely, had not some one just at that

moment exclaimed
" There they are I there they are !"

In the distance, the recruits might be seen emerging out of

a wood upon the highway, shouting and singing as they ap-

proached. Some were joyfully throwing their hats and caps

high into the air, and all together had the appearance of a

troop of drunkards returning from a feast. But it was impos-
sible to see which of them were merry and sang, and which

were sad and silent.

As soon as the recruits had gained the highway, their

relations and friends hastened from all sides to meet them.

The old grandfather could not go so quickly as the others,

though Trien now led him by the hand, and dragged him on.

At last the maiden could restrain her impatience no longer

when she saw mothers and young women embracing some

young peasants with loud rejoicing, and, letting go the old

man's hand, she ran forward as fast as she could. Suddenly
she halted in the middle of the road, as if deprived of motion

by some unknown power ;
then tottering to the roadside, she

leant her head on a tree and wept bitterly.

The old man overtook her and asked,
"
Is John not among

them, that you remain standing there, Trien?"
"

God, it will be my death 1" she cried.
" See yonder,

father, he comes behind the others, with sunken head and

pale face. He is half dead already, poor, poor fellow !"

"Perhaps it is from excess of joy, Trien?"
" How fortunate you are," she cried,

" in not seeing more

clearly!"

Meanwhile John approached the place where his grand-
father stood, and went slowly up to him.

Trien did not go to meet him, but buried her face in her

hands, and sobbed audibly.
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The youth seized the old man's hand, and showing him a

number, said with a choking voice
"
Father, the lot has fallen upon me."

Then turning to the maiden, he sighed, and a flood of

tears gushed from his eyes.
" Trien ! Trien !" was all he could utter.

The old man was too much overpowered to be able either

to speak or think
;

the tears rolled slowly down the furrows

of his face, while he stood silent and stupified, with his eyes

fixed on the ground.

For a time the deepest silence reigned, till John exclaimed

with a despairing voice

"Oh, my poor mother ! my poor mother !
"

Scarcely were these words uttered than a wonderful change
seemed to take place in the maiden. She was a noble and

courageous girl. While there was uncertainty, she had given

free vent to her tears
;
but with the certainty of misfortune,

her heart found the needful energy, and now, when an elevat-

ing sense of duty awoke her out of her grief, a strength which

was peculiar to her beautiful character returned to her soul.

She raised her head, and drying her tears, spoke calmly and

collectedly.
"
John, my friend, God has so willed it, and who can strive

against Him ? You have still a year with us
; perhaps some

way may cast up. Let me go, / will tell your mother
;

if

another should tell her the dreadful news, it might be her

death."

With these words, she hastened into the fir-wood and dis-

appeared. The old man and the unfortunate youth kept the

usual path to the village. They heard songs, and shouts,

and hurrahs, but were too deeply sunk in grief to heed

them.

As they approached their poor dwelling, Trien, accompanied
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by both the women and the little brother, came ont to meet

them weeping.

The young man gave Trien a look of the deepest gratitude,

for he could well perceive from the countenance of his mother

that the noble girl had roused in the heart of the sorrowing

widow a feeling of hope. He was encouraged when he saw

this, and, repressing his grief, he hastened towards her with

open arms.

At first there was violent emotion, deep sorrow, and many
tears

;
but despair yielded to calmer feelings, and by degrees

peace returned into the widows' huts.
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CHAPTER II.

THE hour of departure is come. Yonder, before the huts,

stands a fine young man his staff on his shoulder, and a

bundle on his back. His eyes, once so quick and lively, now

move slowly and heavily, his face is calm, and everything

seems to indicate in him a tranquil and collected mind
;
but

his heart beats quick, and his breast heaves with repressed

emotion.

His mother holds one of his hands in hers, and overwhelms

him with the tenderest expressions of love
;
the poor woman

sheds no tear, and her lips tremble under the restraint which

she puts on herself to conceal her grief. She smiles on her

son to console him
;
but this forced and melancholy smile is

sadder than the bitterest lamentation.

The other widow is endeavouring to console the little boy,

and make him believe that John will soon come back again ;

but the melancholy feelings with which, during the past year,

his parents luyi looked forward to this day, had taught him to

regard the departure as a dreadful calamity and nothing

could comfort him.

The grandfather and Trien are within doors, making the

last preparations for the journey ; they have cut a great hole

in a loaf of bread and filled it with butter
; carrying this with

them, they go out and stand beside the young man.

The stable is open, the ox turns its head and looks with a
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sad expression towards its master, uttering at intervals a low

and melancholy sound. One might have supposed that the

beast knew what was going on.

All is ready, and he is about to depart. Already he has

firmly pressed his mother's hand, and advanced a step ;
but

he pauses a moment longer to cast a last look of affection

around him on the humble cot where his cradle stood the

heath, and the wood where he had wandered when a child

and on the barren fields, which, as a young man, he had so often

made fruitful by his labour. Then by turns his glance falls

on all the objects which he loved, even on the ox, his trusty

friend during many a hard day's toil
;
he covers his face with

his hand, to conceal the tears which roll over his cheeks, and

sighs inaudibly,
" Farewell I"

Now he raises his head, shakes back the long hair from his

brow, and walks forth with a determined air.

All follow him
;
for they will not leave him yet. A little

farther on, there hangs under the linden-tree, at the cross

roads, an image of the Virgin. Trien had hung it up there

on a beautiful May evening, and John had made a bench for

the knees at the foot of the tree. At this "sacred spot, where

they daily kneeled and prayed, their trembling lips were to

pronounce an anxious adieu.

The linden-tree may now be seen in the distance the spot

which is to witness their fatal separation. The young man
slackens his pace, while his mother, in the midst of tender

caresses, thus addresses him
"
John, my son, do not forget what I have told you ;

at all

times have God before your eyes, and never omit to say your

prayers before lying down at night. So long as you do this,

your heart will remain pure ;
but should it happen that you

forget it on any occasion, then think next day on me on your

mother, and again may you return to the right path, and be
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good ;
for he who thinks on his mother and his God is strong

against all evil, my dear child."
"

I will always,, always think on you, mother," replied the

young man in a low tone ;

" and if I am sad, and lose heart,

then shall the thought of you support and console me for

I feel too well that I shall be unhappy ;
I love you all too

much."
"
And, then, do not swear, my son, and lead a profligate

life. You will go to church regularly, will you not ? And
as often as possible, you will let us know how you are?

And ever keep in mind, that the most trifling news from

her child, makes a mother's heart glad. Oh ! every day
will I pray to your guardian angel, that he may not forsake

you."
The sweet tone of his mother's voice moved the young man

deeply ;
he did not venture to look at her, so overpowering an

emotion did her beaming maternal glance raise in him at this

solemn hour
;
he listened to her with sunken head. His only

reply was now and then a firmer pressure of the hand, or a

deeper sigh, while, "Mother, dear mother! "were the only
words he could utter.

Silently they approach the cross road. The old man going
on the other side of the youth, said to him, with au earnest

voice
"
John, my son, you will do your duty, will you not, with-

out murmuring, and with pleasure ? You will obey your

superiors ;
and if injustice is done you, bear it in silence ? Be

courteous and obliging to all
;
show good-will towards every

one, and what is given you to do, do thoroughly. Then will

God aid you, and your superiors and comrades love you."

Trien, her mother, and the boy, are already kneeling on the

grass under the linden-tree, beside the bench, and are engaged
in prayer. John has no time to reply to his grandfather's ex-
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hortations; his mother leads him to the bench all kneel

down and pray with uplifted hands.

The wind sounds gently among the firs
;

the spring sun

beams mildly on the sandy highway the birds overhead sing

a joyful song all is calm and solemn, and the pious whisper-

ings of the praying family ascend audibly through the linden

branches.

It is over
;

all stand up, and every eye is filled with tears.

The mother embraces her son with bitter lamentation, and

though the others stand ready to say the melancholy farewell,

she will not let her dear firstborn go : again and again she

kisses away the tears from his cheeks, and utters unintelligible

words of love and sorrow.

At last she sits clown on the little bench exhausted and

fainting, but still weeping.
John hastily embraces his grandfather and Trien's mother

;

with kindly force separates himself from his little brother, who

clung crying to his legs ;
once more presses his mother to his

breast, kisses her brow, and with a final adieu, hastens towards

the village without venturing to look round, till he has turned

the corner of the wood, and is out of sight of his relations.

It was with difficulty that Trien, carrying the bread under

her arm, was able to follow and overtake him.

For a long time both young people stood beside one another

without speaking ;
their hearts beat quickly ;

a dark blush of

modesty suffused their brow and cheeks they did not venture

to look at each other. Great hour ! in which two human
souls tremble in each other's presence, with the conscious-

ness that a long-cherished and holy secret is about to be

revealed.

John took Trien's hand shyly and timidly, as if to touch

it were a crime, and let it fall again as if it burnt him.

After a pause, during which perfect silence reigned, he
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took her hand again, and, in a tone unlike his ordinary,

sighed
"
Trien, will you not forget me?"

A flood of tears was the maiden's only reply.

"Will jo\i wait till John comes back from soldiering?"

said the young man again. "May he take with him that

one consolation at least, that he may not die of grief?"
The maiden raised her large blue eyes, and gazed on him

with a long sad look, penetrating his soul like a ray of fire,

and filling his heart with a blessedness hitherto unknown to

him.

He continues to stand there unconsciously : how it happens
he knows not, but his burning lips have touched the young

girl's brow. As if terrified, he draws back and leans upon
an oak. There before him beams the maiden's countenance

with the fire of modesty and of happiness ;
he lays his hand

upon his heart, for he feels as if it would break in pieces, so

violent is its beating. Yet an indescribable smile plays upon
his face, his eyes sparkle with a manly glow, proudly and

confidently he raises his head
;
a single glance from his be-

loved seems to have infused into him a giant's strength and

courage.

Behind the wood a well-known voice is heard
;
some one

approaches singing a merry song. It is Charles, who is also

to be a soldier, and is now on his way to the village.

Trien makes great efforts to hide her confusion. The sur-

prise awakes her out of her dreams
;

she casts a hasty look

on her friend, and urges him to go, that Charles may not

overtake him, and that no strange eye may perceive what has

taken place between them.

But Charles advances rapidly to join his fellow-traveller.

Trien perceives it, and says hastily

"John, when you are gone I will care for your mother,
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grandfather, and little brother
;

I will go behind the plough,
as it is proper I should do, and care for the ox that it come

to no harm. I am strong and healthy, and will manage so

that on your return you will find everything as you left it."

"Everything?" repeated the young man, looking deeply
into her eyes,

"
everything?"

"
Yes, everything ;

and I will not go to any merry-makings
so long as you are away, for without you I can have no plea-

sure in them. But you, too, must not drink, nor take up
with pretty girls, as that profligate smith talks about, for were

I to learn that, I would soon lie in the churchyard
"

Just at this moment Charles slaps John's shoulder with his

heavy hand, while he sings, with a tone of mock sadness

"
Alas, my love, I now from thee must part,

Must to the wars ah, how.it tears my heart !

Farewell ! forget me not !

"

The young girl blushed deeply. John, perceiving her per-

plexity, replied to his comrade's jest in a careless tone, and

seizing him by the arm, proceeded with him to the village,

while Trien walked silently behind.

At last they reach the village. Before the " Crown "
stand

three young fellows with knapsacks on their backs, waiting
for John and Charles.

Every one is kissing parents and friends. Trien alone

kisses nobody ;
but in the secret glance which she exchanged

with John as she gave him the bread, lies an affecting utter-

ance of the soul.

The recruits set out towards the city.

Trien leaves the village without shedding a tear
; but, be-

hind the fir-wood, her heart is too full. With her apron to

her eyes she returns to the hut, where all would be empty but

for memory, which fills up the gap caused by the departure

of the son and the lover.
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CHAPTEK III.

ON a clear day in August, Trien left the village on her way
home, in high spirits ;

she seemed in great haste, and happi-
ness was painted on her smiling countenance

; light were her

footsteps in the dusty sand of the highway, and now and then

some unintelligible sounds escaped from her panting breast as

she talked with herself.

In one hand, she held two great sheets of writing-paper,

and in the other, a prepared quill, and a little bottle of ink,

which the parish-clerk had made her a present of.

On the way, pretty Kate, the wooden-shoemaker's daughter,

came singing out of a side-path, with a bundle of clover on

her head, and compelled her friend to stop, by calling out
" Ho there, Trien ! where are you running with the paper ?

Why such haste ? Is there a fire anywhere ? Tell uie, how

goes it with your John ?"

"With our John?" replied Trien, "that the Lord God
alone knows, Katie dear. Since he went away, we have heard

from him only thrice, that he is in good health. It is now
half a year since a comrade from Turnheutz left a message
from him to us at the ' Crown.' But it must be a difficult

thing to send word, for he is somewhere beyond Maestricht,

and it isn't every day that an acquaintance comes from so

great a distance to our quarter."
" Can he not write, then, Trien ?"
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" He used to be able to do BO
;
for when we were little,

and went together to school in the parish-clerk's house, he

once carried off the prize for his writing. But I daresay he

has forgotten it all, like nie."

" What are you doing with the paper, then ?"
"
Why, Kate, two months ago I sought out my old writing-

book, and have been learning it all over anew
;
and I wish to

see now whether I can write a letter. Whether it will suc-

ceed or not, I cannot tell
;
have you ever written a letter in

your life, Kate?"
" No

;
but I have heard many letters read

;
for my brother,

Dries, who dwells in the city, writes almost every month to

us."
" What kind of a thing is a letter ? What is in it ? Is it

just the same as if you were speaking to some one ?"
" Save ye, Trien ! that would be a fine thing, indeed ! It

is always full of compliments and big words, which you could

scarcely understand."
" Ah ! Kate, how shall I ever manage it rightly ? But if

I were to write like this, for example
'

John, we are anxious,

because we do not know how you are. If you do not send us

news quickly, your mother will fall ill,' and so forth
;
he will

understand that, won't he?"
"
Yes, you simple little heart

;
but that is no letter

; every

body speaks that way those who have been taught, as well

as those who have not. Wait a moment ay, this is the way
it always begins

' Much-honoured parents, Trembling, I

take the pen into my hand to to' now, I can't find out

what comes next."

"To write!"
"
Oh, you know more about it than I ! You think me very

stupid. That is bad of you, Trien."
"
But, Kate, what can you be thinking about ? If he takes
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the pen into his hand, he doesn't do it to spread a piece of

bread and butter. I can't help laughing at you. I do not

understand why your brother Dries always trembles when he

begins a letter. Writing must surely be very difficult to him.

It is a bad thing, too
;
for when one trembles, one never writes

well."
"
No, that is not it

;
but Dries follows his own ways in the

city, and is always wanting money, and father is so angry with

him, and that's why he trembles. But tell me, Trien, how
is your cow ?"

"
Pretty well, now. She has suffered much, poor thing ;

but she has come through it safely, and is almost herself again.

We have sold the calf to a peasant from Wechel-ter-zande.

It was a mottled calf a dear little thing !

"

Meanwhile the girls had moved a few paces, each in her

own direction.

"
Well, a kind greeting to your family, Trien," cried Kate,

as she walked away ;

" see that you manage your letter pro-

perly ;
and send John our compliments."

" Adieu till Sunday, after church
;
then I shall tell you

how I have got on with it. Kind remembrances to your
sister."

Kate's voice already sounded in the fir-wood
; merrily and

clearly she sang the burden of a well-known May song

" See ! with wreaths and flowers adorn'd,

The village May-pole, planted high,

And the boys and peasant girls

Dancing round it merrily.

Tip, maidens ! seize the hour,

TJp ! and join the gleeful throng ;

Youth comes but once, and when it goes,

Go with it dance and song."

Trien stood dreaming till the beaxitiful voice of her friend

died away behind the wood. Then she bounded along the road,
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half skipping, half walking, and soon reached her dwell-

ing.

Here sat both widows at the table, and waited impatiently
for Trien's return. The old grandfather, who had taken cold,

lay in bed, and pushed his head through the curtains, that

with eye and ear at least, he might be present at the great

work in which they were engaged.

So soon as the girl made her appearance, the women hastily

cleared off everything that lay on the table, and wiped it clean

with the corner of their aprons.
" Come here, Trien, seat yourself on grandfather's chair, it

is more convenient."

The girl seated herself silently at the table, spread out the

paper, and then stuck the end of the pen thoughtfully in her

mouth.

Meanwhile the women and the grandfather looked at her

with the liveliest curiosity. The little brother had spread out

both arms on the table, and fixed his gaze on her mouth and

eyes, watching what she would do with the pen. But Trien

rose from her seat as silent as they, took a little coffee-cup

from the shelf, poured the ink out of the bottle into it, and

set it on the table, where she kept turning the paper this

way and that nine or ten times.

At last she dipped the pen in the ink, and disposed herself

to write. After a few moments, she raised her head, and

asked
"
Now, tell me, what am I to write?"

Both widows looked inquiringly at one another, and then

to the sick grandfather, who had pushed out his head far be-

yond the curtain, and kept his eyes fixed on Trien's hand.

"Why, write that we are all well," said the old man,

coughing ;

" a letter always begins so."

The maiden smiled, and said
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"
Ah, that were fine, to be sure ! That we are all well, and

you have been lying ill in bed this fortnight !

"

" But you can say that at the end of the letter, Trien, all

the same."

"No, child, do you know what you must do ?" said John's

mother. " You must first ask how he is, and after you have

written that, we shall add all the other things."
"
No, child," said the other widow

;

" write down first that

you take the pen in your hand to inquire after his health.

That is the way the letter of Peter-John's Tist began, which

I heard read at the miller's last night."
"
Yes, that is what Kate the wooden-shoemaker's daughter

said too. But I'll not do it for all that it is far too child-

ish," replied the maiden, impatiently.
" John knows, with-

out being told, that I can't write with my feet."

" In the first place," said the grandfather,
"
set down his

name at the top of the paper."
" What name ? Braems ?

"

"No, no John!"
" You are right, grandfather," replied the girl.

" Go away,

Pawken, take your arms off the table. And you, mother, pray
sit back a bit, else you will jog me."

She put the pen to the paper, and, while seeking for the

place at which she should begin to write, she spelt, in a low

tone, the name of her absent friend.

Suddenly John's mother rose, and, seizing the girl's hand,

said
" Wait a little, Trien. You do not mean to say, surely,

that John is not good ? That is so short a way of beginning ;

would it not be better to set down, Beloved son, or, Dear

child?"

Trien scarcely heard her
;
for she was busy licking the

paper, and half angrily exclaimed
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" Look there I that comes of it all. A great blot on the

paper ;
and no licking will do any good it will not go out.

I must take the other sheet."

"
Now, Trien, what do you say to it ? Beloved son that

sounds much better, don't you think?"
"
No, I will not put down that," grumbled Trien, in a

slightly irritated tone. " Can I write to John as if I were his

mother?"
"
Well, what will you write, then?"

The maiden blushed all over, while she replied
" Let us write, Dear friend. Does that not sound well ?"
"
No, no, I '11 not have that," said the mother. " I would

rather have John, short as it is."

" Beloved John-will that do?"

"Ay, ay, that's right!" replied the others all at once, as if

overjoyed at the solution of the heavy problem.
"
Now, keep off from the table all of you," cried Trien

;

" and keep Pawk away, that he may not shake me."

She now began the work. Immediately after, pure drops of

perspiration stood upon her brow
;
she held her breath, and her

countenance glowed. Soon after, she heaved a deep sigh as

if she felt a great burden lifted from her, and said joyfully
"
Ah, it is the most difficult of letters that B. But there

it stands now, with its thick head."

Both women stood up and looked with great admiration at

the letter, which was as big as a finger-joint at least.

"
Well, that is clever !

"
exclaimed John's mother

;

" the

thing looks like a wallet, and it stands for Beloved John !

Well, well, writing is a fine thing ;
one would almost think

it was witchcraft."
"
Come, let me get on," said Trien courageously.

" I

shall manage it famously now
;

if only the pen would not

spirt so."
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Trien now laboured on, perspiring and groaning. The

grandfather panted and coughed ;
the women were silent, and

did not venture to stir
;
the little brother busied himself dip-

ping his fingers in the ink, and bepainting his little arms with

black spots.

After a time, the first line was full of great letters, and the

girl paused a moment.

"Well, Trien, how far are you now?" asked John's

mother. " You must read us what you have got on the

paper, there."
" Do not be so very impatient," said Trien

;

"
nothing

more stands there yet than, Beloved John. All goes on well.

Just look how the sweat breaks out on me! I'd rather

muck the stable
; you seem to think, surely, that writing is no

labour. Pawken, let alone the ink, you rascal, else you will

upset the cup."
" Come now, go on, girl," said the grandfather,

" otherwise

the letter will not be written till next week."
"
Yes, that's true enough," replied Trien

;

" but tell me
what I shall put down next."

" In the first place, and before anything else, inquire after

his health."

She wrote on again for a time, wiped out two or three in-

correct letters with her finger, annoyed herself very much with

efforts to get hold of the hair which had found its way into

the slit of the pen, scolded the parish-clerk because the ink

was so thick, and then read, with a loud voice,
" Beloved John,

how is it with your health?"
" That is as it should be," said the mother. "

Now, write

that we are all well both ourselves and the cattle and that

we wish him good-day."
Trien reflected for a moment, and then went on with her

writing. As soon as she was ready, she read
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" God be praised, we are all in good health, and the ox and

the cow likewise, except grandfather, who is ill ; and we all

together wish you good-day.
1 '

" Heavens 1" cried her mother,
"
Trien, child, where have

you learned all that? The parish-clerk himself"
" Do not confuse me," interrupted Trien,

" and make me

forget something. I feel now that all will go capitally."

For half an hour the deepest silence reigned. The work

seemed to go on more easily, for Trien smiled at times while

writing. Pawken alone annoyed her, for he was now dipping

his whole hand in the ink, and his arm was black all over.

She had pushed the cup to the other side of the table several

times
;
but the little fellow was so bent upon playing with the

ink, that nothing could take him away from it.

Spite of that, the two first pages were now full to the edge.

At the request of the women, Trien now read what she had set

down, with a certain self-satisfaction, and it was as follows :

" ' BELOVED JOHN, How is it with your health ? God be

praised, we are all in good health, and the ox and the cow

likewise, except grandfather, who is ill
;
and we all together

wish you good-day. It is now six months since we heard

from you. Send us word, then, whether you are still in life.

It is not right of you so to forget us us, who are so fond of

you that your mother speaks of you all day long, and that I

dream of you every night dreaming that you are unhappy,
and that I hear sounding in my ears without ceasing

" Trien !

Trien !" so that I start up in my sleep and leap out of bed.

And the ox, poor thing ! is always looking out of its stall and

heaving sighs, which it would almost make you shed tears to

hear. And that none of us know anything at all about you
is a great cause of grief to us, and you ought to have pity on

us, John, for it will make your poor mother quite ill. Poor

woman ! if she only hears your name, a spasm seizes her
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throat, and she begins to weep, so that it almost breaks my
heart to see her'"

While she was reading these lines, the eyes of the listeners

gradually filled with tears
;
at the sad tones of the last words,

they could no longer restrain their emotion, and the maiden

was interrupted by loud sobs and groans. The grandfather
had laid his head on the bedstead to conceal his tears

;
John's

mother, too deeply affected to be able to repress her feelings,

sprang up and fell speechless on the young girl's neck, who
beheld with surprise the effect of her writing.

"Trien, Trien ! where did you find these words?" cried

the other widow. "
They go like a knife through my heart

;

and yet they are very beautiful !

"

" Ah ! it is the simple truth," sighed John's mother
;

"
it is

better that he should know what I have suffered in my heart.

Kead on farther, Trien dear
;

it quite astonishes me that you
can write so well there never was the like of it. Your hands

are much too good, child, to milk cows or till the land
;
but

God lets many strange things happen in the world."

Pleased with the praise she received, Trien said with a

self-satisfied smile
" I will cope with any one in writing. Now, at last, have

I discovered the proper way of writing a letter. But listen

still, for there is more yet :

" '

Ah, John, if you but knew all, you would not neglect to

send us news. The clover has failed on account of the severe

frost, and because the seed was bad
;
but the sainfoin smiles

at you when you look at it, as mellow as butter. And the

grain has suffered a little from the drought ; nevertheless,

our dear heavenly Father has blessed us with beautiful buck-

wheat, and a large crop of early potatoes. And the joiner is

married to a girl from Pulderbosch who squints, but she has

brought a little dowry with her. John Sus, the butcher, fell
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from the brewer's roof on our old smith's back, and the smith

lies at the point of death, poor fellow.'
"

Trien paused,

and looked up at her audience.

"Is that all?" asked the mother, disappointed. "Will

you not tell him that the cow has calved?"
"

yes, I forgot that. See, there it is already
' Our

cow has calved
;

all went well, and the calf is sold.'"

"Will you say nothing about our rabbits, then, Trien?"

asked the grandfather.

After it was written, the maiden read
" ' Grandfather has made a rabbit-warren in the stable

;

they are as fat as badgers ;
but the biggest buck shall not be

killed till you come back, John, and then we shall have a

glorious feast.'
"

All burst into a hearty laugh ;
the little fellow, who saw

everybody happy, and was himself somewhat moved by the

word feast, clapped his hands. Unfortunately, however, he

struck the coffee-cup so violently that it rolled over the table,

and the ink was poured over the beautiful letter like a black

flood. Laughter disappeared from every countenance
; they

looked at one another astounded and silent, and held up their

hands in despair, while Pawken, who was afraid of a beating,

was howling and screaming by anticipation. A considerable

time was spent in overwhelming the child with reproofs, and

in bitter lamentations over the mishap, till at last it occurred

to some one to say
" Heaven ! what is to be done now?"
"
Come, come," said Trien in a decided tone,

" the mishap
is not so bad, after all. I had some inclination to write the

letter over again at any rate, for at first it did not go so well

as I wished the letters were too big, and the writing crooked.

Now I shall do it much better I feel in spirits to attempt it.

Just let me run as fast as I can into the village for paper and
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ink, and to get my pen made again, for it has become far too

soft."

" Then go quickly, child," was the reply.
" You have the

five-franc piece you got for the calf; get the parish-clerk to

change it, for we must send at least eighteen-pence to our

poor John. Pawken ! get out of the house, and don't show

face till evening, if possible."

Trien hastened out of the door on her way to the village,

with a pleased expression on her face. The victory she had

gained, the conviction that she could henceforth write to John,
and above all, a kind of pride she felt in her accomplishments,
filled her heart with a secret pleasure.

At the linden-tree, by the cross-roads, she saw the letter-

carrier at a distance approaching. This made her stand

still, and her heart beat quick with expectation ;
for as this

road led nowhere but to the mud-huts, and the uninhabited

heath and wood beyond, she had no doubt that the postman

brought some news from John. And in fact, as he approached,

he took a letter out of his pocket, and said smiling
"
Trieny, I have got something here for you, which comes

all the way from Venloo
;
but there is thirty-five cents to

pay."
"
Thirty-five cents I" murmured Trien, as she took the

letter with a trembling hand, and dreamily gazed at the super-

scription.

"Yes, yes," said the letter-carrier, "it is written there on

the outside. Am I likely to cheat you for such a trifle?"

" Can you change this?" asked Trien, giving him the five-

franc piece.

The letter-carrier changed the piece of money for her,

deducting the postage, then greeted the maiden in a friendly

way, and returned to the village.

Trien ran joyfully home. But unable to resist her impa-
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tience, she tore open the letter, and was not a little surprised

to see another fall out of the envelope. She lifted it up. A
modest blush overspread her brow and face, while a smile

played round her lips, and her eyes sparkled with pleasure.

On this letter there was written, in large letters, "For Trien

alone." For Trien ! here, in this bit of paper, John's soul

was shut up ;
his voice spoke out of it to her to her alone !

It was a secret between John and her !

At once moved and perplexed, she stood for a moment look-

ing to the ground : a flood of thoughts flowed through her

head, till the distant lowing of the ox recalled her to herself,

and she remembered that it was not right to stay away so

long. She hid the second letter in her bosom, and hastened

to the hut, where she surprised the two widows, who were

waiting for her return, with the joyful exclamation,
" A letter

from John ! a letter from John !"

Both came to meet her with joyful surprise, and the good
old women almost skipped with delight. The grandfather

bent himself so far forward to see the letter, that he almost

fell out of bed.

In a few hasty words, Trien told them how she had met the

letter-carrier by the way, and how he had asked thirty-five

cents
;
but she was interrupted by the others, who kept calling

out :
"
Oh, Trien, read it ! read it, Trien !"

Trien seated herself at the table, and began to spell out the

letter with a loud voice
;
and as the writing was not very dis-

tinct, she had to do so with every word, and had to repeat

many of them before she could bring out any sense. She

read as follows :

" MY VERY DEAR PARENTS, I take the pen into my hand

in order to inquire into the state of your precious health,

and I hope to hear from you soon also. I have got sore eyes,

an-1 am at present in the hospital; and I am very anxious,
3 c
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dear parents, and somewhat afraid, because so many comrades

have become blind from the same disease."

Trien could read no more : she let her head sink on the

ill-starred paper, while the women and the grandfather shed

bitter tears, and bewailed their misfortune with loud sobs.

" God ! God ! my poor child ! my poor child ! my
poor child!" cried the mother, raising her hands to heaven,

and walking about the room in despair.
" Blind ! blind !"

The maiden raised her head again, and said through her

tears
" For Heaven's sake do not make it worse than it is

it is bad enough already. Let me go on
; perhaps it is not

so bad as we suppose. Be still, and listen.

" But tell mother not to be anxious, for I am already a little

better, and I hope to recover, if it please God. The worst

thiifg of all is want of food, for we are on half rations in the

hospital. We could take in one mouthful the allowance of

bread and meat for a whole day ;
and in addition to that we

have a dish of Ratatul* without salt and pepper, and that is

all. When the heart is soiind, one may live on that. But,

dear parents, if it is in your power, send me a little money.
We are wretched enough here, sitting all day in the dark,

and mourning, for we can't bear the light. Many compli-
ments to grandfather, and Trien, and her mother, and Paw-

ken, and I wish you all health and long life.

"
Kobe, the son of Tistje the crofter, has been made a cor-

poral. The rats in the barracks have bitten a great hole in

my knapsack, and they have set down a new knapsack to

my account, and it costs seven francs and seventeen centimes.

Were it not for this, I should have no debt. All my
superiors like me

;
and the sergeant, who is a Walloon from

Liege, is pleased with me also.

*
Ratntid, or Ratatouil, a Walloon word, is a kind of soup, or ragout, made of scraps

of meat
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"
Charles, the farmer's son, has written this letter for me,

and he is in the hospital too, with sore eyes ;
but you must

not let his father know it, for he is almost well again. The
other friends from our village are still in good health. We
send you, beloved parents, our respectful greetings. Your

dutiful son."

After she had read it, Trien held the corner of her apron
to her eyes, and mourned in silence

;
the grandfather had

sunk behind the bed-curtains
;
the two widows sat weeping.

For a long time a painful silence reigned, only interrupted

now and then by sighs and sobs, till Trien rose, and taking a

sickle from the wall, went to the door and said

" Onr grief would soon have made me forget our poor cow.

I go to fetch sainfoin. Try, in the meantime, to pick up a

little courage, and think on what we should do."

No one answered. The maiden took a wheelbarrow from

before the door, and wheeled it past the house. Behind an

oak-tree, and concealed by the brushwood, she stopped and sat

down on the barrow. With trembling hands, she put aside

her neckerchief, and took out the letter. When she had

opened it, she spelt out aloud what follows, while tears more

than once bedimmed her eyes, and she had almost fainted.

" This letter, too, is written by Charles, but I have told

him word for word what he should set down.

"TRIEN, I have not ventured to write it to my mother,

because the news is too terrible. Trien, I am blind bliii'I

for my whole life. Both eyes are gone. It does not grieve

me so much that I have lost my sight, as that I can see you
no more on earth, nor mother, nor grandfather, nor any of

those who love me
;
and that this will be my death, I feel too

well.

"Trien, since I grew blind I always see you before my
^ycs, and it is that alone which keeps me alive; but now I
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may no longer think of that, nor yon either. Ah, my dear

friend, you may go to merry-makings now as you used to do
;

do not stay away from them on my account, but enjoy yourself

while yoia are young. For were you to suffer for my sake,

then should I die an earlier death.
"
Tricn, I have written this to you alone, that you may

acquaint my poor mother with it by degrees. For Heaven's

sake, do it gently, Trien ! Your unhappy John, till death."

Scarcely had the girl read, with the greatest effort, the

closing words of the letter, when her face became as pale as

death, her arms sank powerless by her side, her eyes closed,

and her head fell slowly back on the wheelbarrow. There

she lay unconscious, in a deathlike swoon.

The sultry breeze from the heath lazily stirred the oak

twigs overhead, and the quivering leaves threw their shadow

on the maiden's pale brow ;
the honey-bee buzzed and hummed

round her head
; high up towards the heavens, the skylark

soared with its song ;
far away into the solitude was heard the

ceaseless chirping of the crickets and yet all was still and

silent. Nothing awoke the maiden out of her death -like

slumber.

The sun advanced gradually in its path, till a warm beam

penetrated the foliage, and fell on her face. The unhappy
girl slowly opened her eyes, and the blood began to flow again

through her veins. She raised her head and looked round

with a confused expression, unable to understand where she

was. The letter, which still lay open at her feet, recalled

the fearful calamity to her mind. She picked it up, and,

folding it carefully, put it into her bosom, and bent her head

in deep reflection.

After soma time she rose, and wheeling the barrow hastily
to a little field, half tore and half cut the sainfoin. In less

than- a minute the barrow was fully laden. With as much
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rapidity she returned home, threw down the fodder before the

cow, and then entering the house, said abruptly
"
To-morrow, at daybreak, I go to John."

u
Oh, child !" cried her mether,

"
it is at the other end of

the country. What are you thinking of ? You will not reach

it in a year !

"

" I go to John, I tell you," replied the girl decidedly,
" and

I shall find him oat were it three hundred miles from here.

Our parish-clerk will tell me the way."
John's mother went up to her with folded hands and with

supplicating mien, and sighed
"
Ah, Trien, dear angel ! will you really do that for iny

child? I will bless you till my dying day !"
" Do it I" cried Trien,

" do it ! The king himself will not

prevent me. I will see John, and console him, or perish in

the attempt."
" Oh ! a thousand thousand thanks, Trien !" exclaimed the

mother, and clasped the maiden to her breast.
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CHAPTER IV.

IT is just seven o'clock in the morning ;
but the heat is

great notwithstanding, for the sun glows brightly in the deep

blue sky.

See, yonder on the highway, not far from the beautiful river

Meuse, a peasant girl is walking forward vigorously. Her

dress shows that she is a stranger here : for such plaited caps

ornamented with lace, and such straw hats, are not worn by
the women of Limburg. She walks barefoot, carrying her shoes

in her hand. The perspiration drops from her brow
;
and

though weary even to fainting, she directs her look with in-

expressible joy upon a distant church-tower
;
for there lies the

city Venloo, the termination of her long journey.

Poor Trien ! for four days now she has walked steadily on,

asking her way, and suffering pain and fatigue. She has al-

lowed herself short repose and little food
;

but God and her

strong nature have aided her. She has found it the place

where her unhappy friend lies suffering and languishing far

from his friends and home. All her grief is forgotten ;
her

heart leaps with joy and beats with impatience. Had she

wings, she would fly like lightning to those turrets, from whose

roofe the sun is reflected as from a mirror. Increasing her

speed, the young peasant girl pushed on, till she came close

upon the entrenchments of the city of Venloo. She theu
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quickly put on her shoes, brushed off the dust a little, ar-

ranged her dress, and entered the open gate with a stout

heart.

After she had advanced a few steps between the outer rum-

parts, she observed a soldier with a musket in his hand walk-

ing up and down before a little house. While still at some

distance, she smiled in a friendly way to the sentinel
;
but he

looked at her with perfect indifference. Spite of this, how-

ever, she approached boldly, and asked, with an agreeable
smile

"
Friend, can you tell me where I can find John Braems ?

He is here among the soldiers somewhere."

The sentinel was a Walloon, from about Liege.
" Can't understand," he grumbled, and wheeled round to

call the corporal.

The latter walked out of the guard-house, and came kindly

up to the maiden, who courtesied politely, and inquired
" Mr. Corporal, can you tell me, if you will be so good,

where John Braems is to be found ?"

The corporal looked amazed, like one who is disappointed
in his expectations, and, turning to the guard-house, he called

out in the Hainault dialect
"
Ho, Fleming ! come here. Here's a chance of earning a

pot of beer."

A young soldier sprang down from the wooden board on

which he was sitting and came out, still rubbing a heavy

sleep from his eyes, and looking rather cross
;
but as soon as

he saw the girl, his expression became more friendly.
"
Now, then, Mieken," he asked,

" what do you want?"
" I have come here to see John Braems. Can you tell me

where he is to be found ?"
" John Braems ! I have never heard the name."
" But he is a soldier among the Belgians, like yourself."
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"
Yes, that may be

;
but does he serve in the cavalry or

the infantry?"
" What do you mean, friend ?"
" Is he in the horse or foot?"

" I don't know that
;
but he is a soldier in the Rifles. Are

they not in the city ?"
" There ! no wonder I didn't know him

;
we are of tho

ninth."

During this conversation, the corporal, and three or four

soldiers beside the sentinel, had approached the girl. Trien

could not understand why they peered into her face in so strange

a way, laughing and jesting in the Walloon dialect. She be-

gan, however, to feel ashamed, and said to the Fleming, im-

ploringly
"
Ah, friend ! be so good as to show me the way ;

I am in

such great haste."

The obliging soldier answered quickly
" Go through the gate, strike into the first street on the

right, then to the left then once more to the left, and after

that to the right again, till you come to a chapel ; you leave

this on your left, and turn to the right, behind the big house,

where you will see a shop ;
when you have gone a consider-

able way further, then take to your left again, and this will

bring you to the market-place ;
ask there for the barracks of

the second Rifles, and any child will show you where it is to be

found."

Trien was almost out of her senses
;
her head whirled with

all the lefts and rights which she had endeavoured to fix in

her mind. She could make nothing of it, however, and was

about to beg a clearer explanation, when, suddenly, the senti-

nel shouted as loud as he could
" Aux armes /"

Every one ran hither and thither, and hastened to the guard-
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house to get their arms; while the soldier said hastily to the

terrified girl
" Off with you ! off with you ! run, or we shall be put in-

to the lock-up. The town-governor is coining."

The maiden did not wait to be told twice
;
for at the city

gate she saw an officer on horseback, who looked to her like

a king, and had a great moustache. Angry, because he had

surprised the guard while speaking with a young woman, he

looked at the poor peasant girl as if he would eat her, but ro*!e

past without saying anything ;
but she heard with trembling

hovv he scolded the soldiers, without being able to understand

what had caused such violent anger.

She hastened into the city, and at last found the market-

place. Here and there she saw soldiers in various costumes
;

but the occurrence with the guard had made her prudent.

She now addressed herself to a citizen's wife
" Do you know Flemish, friend ?"

"Dutch? Yes."
" Will you be so good as tell me where the Eifles lie?"
"
Certainly. You must turn round the corner there, and

go straight on to the end of the street
;
there you will find the

riflemen's barracks."
" A thousand thanks I" said Trien, setting off in the direc-

tion pointed out. She easily enough recognised the barrack

when she reached it, both on account of the many soldiers

going out and in, and the noise of the drums inside.

Smiling with joy, she went straight up to the gate with the

intention of entering, but the sentinel called out in a grufftone
" Halt ! back ! there is no admission here."

And when the girl still ventured to advance a step or two,

he pushed her back with his hand.
"
Ah, friend ! I wish very, very much to speak with an ac-

quaintance who is a soldier here
;
what must I do ?"
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"In what battalion, and in what company is he?" asked

the sentinel.

" Ah ! I can't tell that," she replied in a disheartened

tone.
" Wait for half an hour," rejoined the sentinel

;

" the sig-

nal for soup is just about to be given, and immediately after

is the call to parade. Then you will see every man in the

barrack march out, and if you have good eyes, may single

out your friend. Go, meanwhile, and drink a glass of beer in

the '

Falcon,' hard by, and leave me, for I see the adjutant

looking at us."

The sentinel now let the perplexed girl stand there un-

heeded, struck his right hand forcibly on the butt-end of his

musket, threw back his head, and marched up and down like

a proud soldier without casting another glance at poor Trien.

She remained for a moment sunk in deep thought, and

tortured herself to find out how it could be a misdeed to show

a stranger the way. Her grief and vexation began to overpower
her. Impatient as she was, however, half an hour seemed to

her not too long to wait, and she accordingly determined to

stand near the barrack-gate when the Eifles were marching

out, and take such great care that not one should escape her

eye. She would see and recognise John! But with this

charming thought, her countenance was suddenly overcast
;

for it all at once occurred to her that it was impossible that a

blind man could march with the rest of the soldiers. Still,

what could she know about it? Everything here was so

singular and extraordinary to her. In her despair, she fol-

lowed the sentinel's advice, and slowly went towards the
" Falcon." Arrived in the tavern, she called for a glass of

beer, and sat down, weary and ashamed, at a table in the

corner.

In the tavern room there were eight or ten soldiers stanl-
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ing beside the bar, and gossiping in a rough and loud way of

things connected with the " service."

When the maiden entered, they had all turned towards her,

and exchanged their remarks, at the same time exchanging
a smile. As they all spoke French or Walloon, however,
Trien did not understand what they said about her, and

although the impudent glances of the soldiers annoyed her,

she smiled notwithstanding, and said "
Good-day to you all,

friends."

These soldiers seemed to her to be fine, gallant fellows,

with the exception of one, who was older than the others, and

assumed a certain superiority over them. He wore coarse

gloves of chamois leather
;
the buttons of his waistcoat shone

like gold ;
the military cap hung over his left ear, while his

magnificent moustache was made to stand up with black wax.

He stood with the upper part of his body bent back, and his

hand planted on his side, like a perpetual challenge. This

haughty warrior must be provost of the regiment, or fencing-

master at least, thought Trien.

It was not his exterior and his bearing which made the girl

form a bad opinion of him
;
but it was the shameless way in

which he compelled her to hold down her eyes before his im-

pudent gaze, and his appearing to make jests on her in a loud

coarse tone, which annoyed her. Nor did she hide what she

felt, for the proud rifleman could easily see from her face that

she had no friendly feelings towards him.

While both parties were thus looking at each other, the

hostess brought a glass of beer to the maiden. A young

soldier, with a mild expression and friendly eyes, approached

her, put forward his glass, and said in the dialect of the

Kempenland
"
Mieken, let us touch glasses. You are certainly from the

Antwerp country."
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"
No, comrade, I am from the St. Antouis district, from

Schilde or Magerhalle, whichever you please."
" And I am a young man from Wechel-ter-zande, so we

are neighbours."

Joy lighted up the maiden's countenance, and she gave the

young soldier as affectionate a look as if she had found a

brother in him.

Meanwhile, the other riflemen also had advanced to the

table, some sitting down upon it. The soldier with the

brushed-up moustache sat down so close to Trien, that he

almost touched her.

Trien could not bear his mocking and confident air, and

trembled as if afraid. She then seized the hand of her

countryman, and begged in the friendliest way
"
Oh, my good friend, you must sit by me, if you will be

so good, for I am afraid of the Walloons. What docs /in

suppose that I am?"
"
Bah, bah !" replied the other, "he is an empty braggart.

Let him only dare to touch you, and I will bring my fist.

down on his moustache, were he a hundred times fencing-

master."

Encouraged by these words, Trien turned to the mocking
fellow, and said confidently

" Mr. Soldier, I would beg you to sit along a bit. What
do you imagine? what do you take me for?"

The fencing-master burst into a loud laugh, shoving his

?=tool back a little at the same time however, while he made
various jesting remarks, which the maiden fortunately did not

understand.
"
Tell me, friend," said Trien to her protector,

" what is

your name, if I may be so bold as to ask?"
" Sus Caers."
" Sus Caere ! Ah, well, how wonderful ! A fortnight ago
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we .sold your father a calf a pretty mottled calf. I have still

some of the money in my pocket."
"
Ay ! and what is my father about? Is he well ?"

"
Quite well a man like a tree. I remember now he told

us that you also were in the army. Do you know our

John?"
" What is his second name?"
" Braems."
" Heavens ! as if I didn't know John Braems ! We

were in the same company, and we were great cronies till he

took weak eyes,"

Deeply affected, the maiden now seized him with both hands,
and said, with a deep breath

"
Ah, friend 1 how grateful am I to my heavenly Father

that He brought me into this tavern. You will show me
Avhere I can find John, will you not ? The young men from

our quarter are all good- hearted fellows."
"
Certainly. I shall take you to the hospital. You know,

I suppose, that he is blind?"
"
Alas, yes," sighed Trien

;

" but it is the hand of God, and

cannot be helped now. Many are the tears we have shed over

the thought of his calamity."

The soldiers had seen with a kind of envy the sudden in-

timacy and mutual confidence which had sprang up between

the Kempener and the young maid. The fencing-master,

above all, slid backwards and forwards on his stool, and made

all kinds of demonstrations. In the meantime, he had gradu-

ally come quite close to the girl again, and even chucked her

under the chin in a familiar way, as if she cared in the least

for him.

The Fleming started up and threatened him
;
but Trien,

whose countenance burned with indignation, stood up, and

with the flat of her hand struck the fencing-master in the face
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with such right- good-will, that he did not know whether his

bead was off or on.*

As soon as he had recovered from his confusion, the tavern

became a fearful scene of battle. He seized a jug, and would

have broken the girl's head with it, had not the young Kem-

pener, who was a stronger man, seized him by the throat

and wrenched it out of his hand. The other comrades sprang
forward to separate the combatants, calling out that the sabre

alone, and not the fist, could decide a soldier's quarrel. Trien,

in the greatest anxiety and trembling with fear, is compelled
to listen to a multitude of coarse and violent words, while the

soldiers struggling with one another tumble about the room

and the hostess is screaming out that she will fetch the watch.

Suddenly, however, a <sound of drums is heard proceeding
from the barracks :

"Soup! soup!" cried those who took no part in the con-

test, and leaving the others, hastened out of the tavern.

The fencing-master still poured forth threats, but at last

went out, saying to the Kempener as he passed
" A ching heures sol terrain 1 edj vindrai vos qnerie."-\-

"Be it so, braggart!" replied the challenged youth, with a

laugh of mockery.

"Ah, Sus, what anxiety have I suffered!" sighed Trien.

"Is it all settled now?"
"
Settled ! I- must this evening fight a duel with that

sword- eater."

"0 Heavens! and all on my account!" cried the maiden,

pale and trembling.
" Do not annoy yourself about that, child

;
it is only a mat-

ter for laughter. It will end in our going to drink together.
That is the way the Walloon takes of getting a little gin
* This rather rough mode of self defence is pretty customary among the peasant girls

of the Keupenland, and is regarded among them as a point of honour.

t Walloon :

" At five o'clock on the fighting-ground. I will seek you there."
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if he can get it into the bargain. Such things happen
twice a week with that fellow, and it is known by everybody.

Come quickly, and I shall take you to the hospital where

John Braems is."

Trien paid her beer and left the tavern with the soldier.

He took her through several streets, talking all the way, and

then left her saying, while he pointed with his finger
" Do you see the soldier yonder, sitting on a bench before

the door of that large building ? That building is the In-

firmary. You must speak to the soldier and he will let you in,

if it is possible to gain admission. A safe return home to you,

and many greetings to my father, if you chance to see him."
" A thousand thousand thanks, my friend," replied Trien,

as she left him and proceeded on her way to the hospital.

So soon as the maiden found* herself alone, a feeling of de-

spondency took possession of her, and she eould scarcely muster

courage to speak to the soldier on the bench. As she came

nearer, however, a joyful smile lighted up her face, for she

thought she recognised him. And, in fact, when yet some

paces from him, she called him by his name, for it was Crofter

Tistje's son, Kobe, who had been made a corporal, as John had

written, and who now sat here on the bench in that capacity.

So soon as he saw Trien, he sprang joyfully up, and has-

tened to her with pleasure and surprise.
" What ! Trien dear, is this you ? Heavens ! how glad !

am to see you here ! How goes everything in our village ?

Has my mother recovered ? How is Verbaet's daughter Loken ?

Do they know yonder that I am a corporal now ? And what

did Loken say when she heard it?"
" All is well," replied Trien. "Your mother was at church

last Sunday ;
she has got rid of the fever, and one can scarcely

see that she has been ill. I myself told Loken, in passing,

that you had been promoted."
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"
Well, and did she not smile with pleasure?"

"
No, she blushed up to her very hair

;
but she was so de-

lighted that she could not say a word : I could see that in

her eyes."

Kobe the corporal slowly hung his head, and looked to the

ground the expression of his features was suddenly altered :

he, too, felt his face redden, and his heart beat fast. His native

village, with its heath and fields
;

the modest glance of his

beloved
;

his mother's affectionate smile
;
the Sabbath enjoy-

ment, after a long week of toil
;
the songs under the linden

trees
;
the prattle of the tame magpies ;

the barking of the

house-dog ;
the rustling of the fir-wood

;
all came before his

eyes fresh and living, all sounded in his ears with irresistible

sweetness, and he was lost in the enchanting contemplation

of the life for which he longed.

"What have I said then, Kobe, that vexes you?" asked

Trien gently.
"
Ah, Trieny dear, I do not know. There came before my

eyes all at once our village, and so clearly, that I saw the very
sun shining on the church-tower. My father was busy raking
the stubble out of the field

; my mother stood beside him, and

I heard them speaking about me. I had quite forgotten my-
self but now it is over."

"
Come, Kobe," said Trien,

" lead me to John as quickly
as you can he will be so glad to see me."

"You know, then, his misfortune?"
" Alas ! yes ;

I come to talk with him, and comfort him,

poor fellow 1 Do not let me stand here any longer, but lead

mo to him at once."
" Trien dear, how sorry I am for you !

"
sighed Kobe, truly

grieved.

"And why?" cried Trien. "Ah, Kobe, you make me
anxious. Has anything happened?"
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" Unfortunate Trien !

"
he replied.

" No one is admitted to

the blind and diseased
;
it is forbidden under a severe penalty."

The poor girl uttered a painful shriek, and covering her eyes

with her apron, she wept and bewailed her bad fortune.

" Alas ! alas ! four days have I walked and suffered, and

after all cannot see him. From this place I do not go alive
;

of that you may be certain."

"
Trien, you must not make such a noise in the street,"

said Kobe
;

" otherwise people will collect round you tCKgape
and stare. Be quiet, if you can."

The maiden dried her tears, with a mingled expression of

courage and despair, and exclaimed
" If I have to break into this bouse as a thief, and were a

sabre to pierce my heart, I will see him, and speak with him
let them prevent me if they can."
"
Listen, Trien dear," said the corporal gently ;

"
I may

perhaps lose my place by it, but I will help you, for all that.

Keep quiet, and act as if you knew nothing. The sergeant
is just going with the report to the governor ;

the doctor has

been there already ;
and the director is unwell, and will not

come into the sick-ward. When the sergeant is gone, I will

bring you quietly into the blind-room. But, Trien, if I am

put in the lock-up, and lose my rank, then remember to tell

Loken and mother that it was owing to friendship and pity,

and not from any misconduct."
" Be sure of that, Kobe," replied the girl, with moist eyes ;

" I will be grateful to you all my life long ;
let me only do

what I wish now, and Loken shall write you a letter when I

get home again."
"
Ah, she can't write, Trien," sighed the corporal.

" But / can," she rejoined ;

" and I will do it for her
;
and

I will set down such delightful things that you will actually

leap with joy."
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" Do you see, Trien, I do not stand here as sentinel
;
I am

Planton, and am forbidden to speak with any one. Come,

sit down on that bench, and take no notice of anything, till

the sergeant has passed out. I shall say that you are my
sister, otherwise he will thwart our plans. Let us talk a bit,

meanwhile, of our friends at home. Is Ned, the brewer's son,

married yet to fanner Dierikx's dairy-maid ? Is the filly,

which we sold to the landlord at the '

Crown,' grown a fine

horse?"

They sat down on the bench, purposely at some distance

from each other, and began to chat about the absent.

Within the hospital, there was a room set apart for those

with diseased eyes, its windows securely covered with shut-

ters of green paper, so that not a ray of light could enter. To
those who could see, it was a horrible place ;

for a shade of

light, gloomier than the deepest black, threw a painful colour-

ing over everything, oppressing the heart of the spectator

with mingled sadness and fear. It could be called neither

light nor darkness
;
and it was necessary to accustom one's-

self to the green and deathlike day, before any object could

be distinguished. In addition, there reigned throughout
this abode of affliction the stillness of death, only broken

from time to time by a cry of pain, when the eyes of some

poor patient were being burnt with caustic. Along the

walls on wooden benches sat the blind and diseased, like

a row of spectres, motionless and silent in the darkness.

Each had on a large green shade, which so entirely covered

the brow and face, that the features could not be distin-

guished.

In the furthest corner sat John Braems with sunken head,

sadly dreaming of things which he loved, and should never
see again. Under the green shade, a quiet smile played round
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his mouth, while his lips moved, as if he were conversing with

some invisible beings. He had just conjured up the image of

his darling friend, and made her whisper in his ear once

more the modest confession of her love, when an almost

inaudible noise was suddenly heard upon the stairs. He
seemed to hear his name mentioned. All trembling, he

sprang from his seat, as if moved by some invisible hand, and

sighed involuntarily,
" Trien ! Trien!"

The door was opened from without, and the maiden, accom-

panied by the corporal, stood on the threshold. Trien shud-

dered as she looked into the dark chamber, and saw rows of

spectre- like shadows all masked with green shades. She drew

back with a cry of alarm
;
but John Braems had recognised

her voice, and advanced with outstretched hands, groping
his way towards her. She perceived her unfortunate friend,

and hastening up to him, fell weeping on his neck. For a

time nothing was heard but "Trien!" "John I" uttered in

tones of love, sympathy, and sorrow. The maiden lay weep-

ing on the young man's breast, and seemed at last to have

fainted with her emotion
;

for her head lay on one side, and

her hands hung powerless from her lover's shoulders.

Meanwhile the rest of the blind had collected in a circle

round the girl, and were feeling her, as if they too might per-

chance recognise some friend. Their touches awoke her out

of her forgetfulness, and drawing back, half afraid, she said

with alarm
" Heavens ! John dear, what is all this ? Tell them to

let me alone, otherwise I can't stay here."

"Don't be afraid, Trien," replied John; "it is nothing.

The blind see with their fingers. They are feeling your

clothes; and find out in that way from what quarter you
come. They mean no harm."

"Ah, poor fellows!" sighed Trien, "since that is the rea-
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son, I forgive them with all my heart
;
but I don't like it

much. Let us go into that dark corner and sit down on the

bench, John
;
I have so much to say to you."

With these words, she led her friend to the bench, and sat

down beside him, holding his hands in hers.

The conversation which now began must have been very

moving, though almost inaudible; for joy, sorrow, smiles,

and tears, often succeeded each other on Trien's face
;
and

from time to time, one might see her press John's hands with

deep feeling. She was, without doubt, endeavouring to in-

fuse the balsam of consolation into the unfortunate man's

heart, for the few sounds of her voice which one could catch

were as tender and impressively sweet as the sweetest tones

of some love-song. John had pushed the shade higher up on

his brow, and on his countenance there was visible a peculiar

expression of dreamy attention, and at the same time of sad-

ness and despair, like one listening out of the abyss of suffer-

ing to words which cannot make him forget his sorrow,

though they may delude him for a moment with imaginary

happiness.

The blind stood round them in silence, and listened atten-

tively to catch what they were saying, and pick up some of

those consolatory sounds. The corporal remained outside

the door, marching up and down, and every now and then

putting his head into the room to see if Trien was ready to

leave. Suddenly he grew pale, and intense fear was depicted
on his face, he saw the sergeant ascending the stairs.

Without making any remark, he opened the door and ad-

mitted him into the blind-room, following him with sunken

head, and a look of conscious guilt, like a malefactor who
awaits his sentence. Scarcely had the sergeant perceived the

girl, when he broke out into a storm of angry words, and at

last turning to the corporal, said
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" Ha ! and so you have admitted a stranger and a wo-

man too ! I '11 not be long of relieving you of your duties,

my good fellow, and getting fourteen days from the Governor

for you. It will not be my fault, I can tell you, if you retain

your corporal's dress."

Trien rose and said imploringly to the enraged sergeant
"
Oh, sir, be pitiful ! I alone am to blame, for having pre-

vailed upon him with my tears to admit me. Do him no

harm for having been so kind-hearted"

The sergeant shook his head impatiently, and prevented
her from adding more.

"What has all that to do with the matter?" he inter-

rupted.
" I know my duty, and what I have to do

;
and you,

Mieken, out at once, and that quickly too !
"

The maiden was grieved and surprised when she heard this

order
;
he seemed to be in earnest, however, and she went all

trembling up to him, and entreated
" Ah ! grant me, I beseech you, only one half hour ! I

will often pray to God for you, and kiss your hand with joy."
"
Come, come, make an end of this stupid game," snarled

the sergeant ;

" not one minute longer !"
" But oh, sir," cried the distracted Trien,

" I have come on

foot all the way from the other end of the land to bring com-

fort to our unfortunate John, poor fellow, and you will not,

surely, drive me out. I have scarcely spoken with him

yet."

"Are you going, or are you not?" said the sergeant, add-

ing a few coarse threats, which made her tremble.

The tea^s gushed out of the maiden's eyes ;
she raised her

folded hands to the sergeant, and sobbed out
" For God's sake, friend, only one quarter of an hour ! Do

not kill me ! Have compassion on a poor blind man
;

it

may happen to you too. Would it not tear your heart then,
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if your mother or your sister were to be hunted away like a

dog ? Ah, sir 1 take pity on us
;

all rny life long I will love

you for it."

John and the other blind men, who were all angry at the ser-

geant's severity, urged the maiden's petition, and the whole

room was in confusion, as if the blind were rebelling against

their inexorable overseer. This only enraged him the more
;
he

threatened to put all on bread and water, and suddenly seizing

Trien by the arm, was about to drag her forcibly out of the

room. She, however, perceived his intention, and tearing

herself loose, ran weeping to John, whom she embraced,

with loud lamentations. As deeply grieved as she, but yet

convinced that nothing could prevent their separation, the

young man tried to console her, and hastily said to her a mul-

titude of things which had been forgotten during their quiet

conversation. *- The sergeant, however, was not slow in follow-

ing her, and^h'ad again laid hold of her arm. He attempted
to tear her from John, but the sorrowing girl kept her arms

locked round her blind friend like an iron band, and resisted

the sergeant's violence with determination; whereupon he

called out to Kobe, who was standing in perplexity at the

door
"
Corporal, what are you doing standing there ? Come

here
;
I command you to turn that peasant woman out of the

door, or you will pay dearly for it. Do you hesitate ?"

Kobe approached the girl, and, taking her arm, said
" Trien dear, I am very sorry ;

but it can't be helped. Go
out peaceably, otherwise they will throw you down stairs.

Such is the order
;
the sergeant must do what his duty com-

mands."

Trien separated herself from her friend, and holding up her

head with quiet dignity, she advanced to the sergeant, and
said
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" Mr. Overseer, I will go ; but, friend, forgive me and

Kobe also
;

it will be well done, and God will certainly re-

ward you. You have a heart in yon as well as others
;
and all

men in this world are brothers. You will be so good as to

forget, Mr. Sergeant, will you not ? I will remember you in

my prayers."

The wrath of the sergeant was appeased when he saw his

commands humbly obeyed; the sweet voice and expressive

blue eyes of the maiden also had touched his heart, and he

replied, in a more kindly tone
"
Now, then, only go out without further delay ;

and if the

fault is concealed, I shall say nothing about it, and forgive it

out of compassion for you."

"Ah, you kind man!" cried Trien
;
"I knew it; you

speak Flemish, like ourselves. I go in a moment only one

farewell !"

She once more embraced the unhappy blind man, who

speechlessly received her farewell kiss murmured in his ear

a few consoling words, and then walked to the door weeping
and sobbing. There she turned her head, and uttering a

piercing cry, endeavoured to return, struggling with the

sergeant, who, however, now held her fast. The truth

was, she had seen that her unfortunate friend had fallen to

the ground, and lay as if lifeless, with his head upon the

bench, and the sight of this excited her to such a degree that

she trembled with anxiety and grief, and struggled wildly

with the sergeant to free herself. He dragged her out, how-

ever, and shut the door behind him.

Exhausted, powerless, and almost dying with despair

obedient as a martyr, and almost unconscious she walked

down stairs and into the open court, between the sergeant
and the corporal. Here, she let herself be pushed and

dragged along ;
for her feet refused the motion which was
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to distance her from John. She did not speak a word
;
the

quiet tears which streamed over her cheeks was the only sign

of her sorrow.

At the threshold of one of the doors which opened into the

front court, stood a richly-dressed lady, with noble features.

She beheld the weeping girl from a distance, and seemed

desirous to know what had happened. The nearer they ap-

proached her on their way to the gate, the more strongly did

her countenance express a deep concern and sympathy.
Trien observed it,

and a ray of hope entered her breast. It

did not escape Kobe, for he whispered to her
" That is the wife of the governor of the hospital ;

and oh,

so good and kind ! She is from Antwerp."
The girl now made haste, as if she were eager to reach the

gate ;
but as she approached the richly-clad lady, she turned

round and threw herself on her knees before her with out-

stretched arms, crying out
"
Ah, lady, help ! pity, for a poor blind man !

"

The lady seemed surprised and perplexed by this unex-

pected appeal. For a short time, she looked at the young
peasant girl, who held her beautiful blue eyes fixed upon her

as if in earnest supplication, at the same time smiling hope-

fully through her tears, as if already thanking her for a bene-

fit received. She took Trien by both hands, raised her up,
and said, with a friendly voice

" Poor girl ! Come in, my dear child ! what is it that

troubles you?"
With these words, and without looking at the sergeant,

who put his hand politely to his forehead, she led Trien into

the house, and pushed forward a chair for her to sit upon.
In the room, she found an officer of the Rifles, who stood

before a desk writing. He raised his eyes from his work, and
looked at the weeping maid curiously and sympathizingly,
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but waited, without making any observation, to get an ex-

planation of the matter.

The lady she was the officer's wife again took Trien's

hand, and said

"
Come, come, my girl, be comforted

;
no harm shall hap-

pen to you. Tell me what terrifies you so much
;

if it be

possible, I will help you."
"
Ah, lady !

"
sighed Trien, while she kissed warmly her

protector's hand. " God will bless you for your kindness. I

am a poor peasant girl from between St. Antonis and Mager-
halle in the Kempenland. The lot fell upon our John, and he

had to be a soldier. Four days ago he wrote to his mother,

saying that he had sore eyes ;
but to me privately he wrote

that he was blind for his whole life. I lay for two hours as if

dead, under an oak-tree. I did not venture to tell his mother

the truth, for fear she should die of grief. On the next day,

early in the morning, I set out barefoot, without knowing the

road, to walk from our village to Venloo. I asked my way ;

often wandered from it, and made long roundabouts
;
suffered

shame and pain enough ;
walked night and day, with scarcely

any food or drink, till the blood dropt from my feet. After

I had suffered three days, like a stray sheep, I arrived here.

A young man from our village, who is corporal, let me into

the hospital out of compassion. I saw our John with his eyes
all gone, and was just comforting him, when the sergeant came

and drove me out. Now I shall not see John again ;
I must

leave him, poor fellow, without consolation
;
and oh lady ! I

cannot, cannot do that. Pray think, if you will be so good,

what I have endured to come here
;
and have compassion with

the innocent lamb who wastes and pines away with grief yon-
der in the dark room."

"
Is he your brother ?

"
asked the officer behind the

desk.
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The maiden hung her head to conceal the blush which suf-

fused her countenance at this question.

After a short silence, she raised her eyes and said

"
Sir, I am not his sister

;
but from childhood we have

dwelt under the same roof
;
his parents are mine

;
he loves

my mother
;
his grandfather has carried me before I could

walk
; labour, gains, joy, and sorrow, all, we have had in

common."

After a pause, she again looked down, and said in a lower

tone
" Since he has met with this misfortune, I too feel that I

am not his sister !

"

Moved by the girl's words, the officer had left the desk, and

gradually approached Trien.

"Poor child!" sighed the lady;
"
you must drive the

thought out of your mind, and try to console yourself. You

cannot continue to love a blind man?"
Trien trembled, for this wounded her deeply.
" Forsake him !

"
she cried

;

"
forget him because he is to

be for life blind and miserable ! Oh, lady ! be so good as

not to say that again ;
it cuts my heart like a knife."

A fresh stream of tears flowed from her eyes.

The officer exchanged some words in French with his wife.

He told her that a ministerial order had come which gave the

colonels power to send the blind soldiers to their homes, with

unlimited leave of absence there to wait for a final dis-

charge from service. Although this measure was not to be

brought into operation for some weeks, he was yet ready
to make an attempt with the colonel to get an excep-
tion made in favour of the peasant girl's unhappy friend,

and to procure him his leave of absence on that very day.
His wife urged him to execute this plan. Trien did not

understand what they said, but she could perceive that
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her protector was urging her husband to some good deed,

and the half-consoled girl nodded her head beseechingly, as

if she would thereby encourage him to his benevolent under-

taking.

The officer turned to her, and asked

"Would you be glad if your friend returned home with

you?"
An indescribable expression of mingled joy and anxiety

lighted up Trien's countenance. Her great wide-opened eyes

seemed to wish to draw more words out of the officer's mouth.

At last her feelings found vent
" Be glad ! be happy !

"
she cried.

" The very question

almost makes me mad. Oh, sir, sir, do not delude me with

such a hope ! I would creep in the dust before you, and kiss

your feet with gratitude."

The officer quickly seized his cap, buckled on his sabre,

and went out with the words
"
Keep up your spirits, my girl ! Perhaps I shall succeed.

At any rate, you shall see John again to-morrow, I'll take

care of that."

Some unintelligible sounds of thankfulness followed the

officer to the front court, and then Trien began earnestly to

thank her benefactress
;
but the lady did not give her time to

speak out all the feeling with which her heart overflowed.

She went to the kitchen, and returned with a maid, who

placed a little table before Trien with meat, bread, and beer,

and said to her
" Eat and drink, my girl ! from my heart I give it."

"Ah! I know that well, my lady," sighed Trien; "but

how have I deserved so much kindness ? You act as if you
were my mother. May God reward you !"

" Is it long since you ate anything?" asked the lady.
" I have eaten nothing since three o'clock this morning,"
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said Trien, enjoying the food with genuine appetite. I have

walked seven hours
;
but now I thank the merciful God in all

my grief, that He has made you so good, my lady."

For a long time Trien evinced her gratitude, and for long the

noble-minded lady consoled her with sweet and sisterly words,

for the officer did not return for two hours. By this time

Trien had related the whole history of her life, and spoken with

deep attachment of the beautiful and much-loved Kempen-

land, where soul and body are pure as the air of the sandy plain,

where the odour of simplicity and honesty breathes round every

feeling of the soul just as the ever-blooming flowers of the

heath are bathed every morning in rich and balmy vapours.

The lady found an inward pleasure in this peasant maiden,

whose artless talk betokened an intelligent mind, and richly

gifted heart. More than once had Trien stirred her soul and

made her eyes sparkle with emotion.

While she was sitting there waiting, and talking of a

country life, the officer had returned, and gone up into the

blind-room with the sergeant. After staying some time there,

he had come down again into the court, accompanied by
John, who, with knapsack on back and staff in hand, was
led by the sergeant to the door of the officer's house. Here
the latter took the blind man's hand, and said to him as he

opened the door
" Trien is within

;
she waits for you."

John drew a paper from his breast-pocket, $nd holding it

up above his head, cried with a joyful shout -

"
Trien, dear Trien 1 I may go home with you. I need be

a soldier no more
;
here is my discharge !

"

" What he says is true," observed the officer, who perceived
that Trien did not dare to believe it.

Meanwhile, John entered the room with outstretched arms
;

but Trien did not run to meet him. The poor girl, over-
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powered by this unexpected kindness, sank from her chair

upon her knees, and crept in that attitude to her benefactress,

who sat at a little distance from her on a sofa. With out-

spread arms and many tears, and gazing with gratitude into

her eyes, the maiden said

"
Oh, my lady ! if you do not go to heaven, who then can

hope for blessedness ? I cannot speak ! Ah ! my heart is

breaking I shall die of joy ! Thanks! thanks!"

In fact, she let her head sink powerless into the lady's lap,

and embraced her knees in silence. All of a sudden she-

awoke out of this deep emotion, sprang up, and threw herself,

with loud expressions of joy, in which nothing but the young
man's name could be distinguished, into the arms of the

blind soldier.

After they had quite exhausted their expressions of joy and

gratitude, Trien and John left the hospital, accompanied by
the good wishes of their benefactors.

It was a strange and interesting sight to see, walking

through the streets of Venloo, this blooming peasant girl

leading the blind soldier by the hand. The passers-by stood

still to look at them attracted, not so much by the appear-
ance of the unfortunate youth with his knapsack on his back

and the green shade over his eyes, as by the inexplicable ex-

pression of pride and joy which gave to the young girl's

countenance an expression at once noble and wondrously
beautiful. The good Trien was so happy, so proud at the

unexpected result of her self-sacrifice and determination, that

she stepped forward with elated head and exulting mien, far

too happy to cast down her eyes before the curious looks of

the wondering citizens.

She was in great haste to leave the city, and urged the
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blind man to walk quickly. The unlooked-for success had

surprised and astounded her: even yet she could scarcely

believe it, and felt at intervals an anxious shudder creep over

her, with the fear that it was still possible for some one to

tear her friend from her.

At last she gained the city gate ;
she saw the free fields

stretching away towards the distant horizon, and over these

lay the way to her village. Now for the first time a loud

cry of joy burst from her lips ;
she turned her eyes thank-

fully towards heaven, and exclaimed with a sweet rapture

"Now, John, come; now we are free!"



THE RECRUIT. 63

CHAPTER V.

IT was still oppressively hot, though the shadows of the

trees were now considerably lengthened. Over heath and

field still hovered the transparent summer air : no breeze

whispered among the foliage ;
the birds sat panting and still

among the motionless leaves
; every voice of nature was silent

;

so far as the eye could reach, neither man nor beast was

visible
;
the earth seemed to have fallen asleep with weariness.

By the side of a solitary road, overhung by the branches of

some young oaks, lay a soldier asleep, with his head on his

knapsack. His feet were bare, and his shoes lay on the

ground near him. A young peasant girl sat by his side, with

her anxious look fixed on him, while with a birch twig she

drove the flies from his face and feet, and maintained the

deepest silence.

The soldier lay on a bed of wild thyme, which emitted its

sweet odours round him, while the blue-bell bent its little

cups over his brow
;
lower down, beside his feet, the azure

gentian raisecPto him its beautiful petals. He must have

already slept long, for his companion looked nneasily to-

wards the sun, as if she would measure by the progress

of heaven's torch how far the day was spent. Perhaps
her sadness had another cause. In truth, she was vexed to

perceive that the sun had turned round the corner of the

oak wood, and was already casting some of its beams in full
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glow on the body of the sleeper. Her annoyance increased.

She rose, and endeavoured to bend the young oak branches

and bind them together, to form a thicker shade overhead t*

protect the soldier's repose ;
but she soon gave up this, as the

sun seemed to fall on the roadside almost horizontally. Ad-

vancing softly, and with the greatest caution, she crept into the

bush and cut off two long straight twigs, and placing herself

before the soldier and looking at the sun as if making a cal-

culation, she stuck both sticks beside him in the earth. She

next took her apron, and hung it like a broad wall of shade

before his face, and then sat down again with an expression

of satisfaction. For a considerable time she looked at him

as he slept, and watched his breathing, as if she would count

the very pulsations of his heart. She could not see his eyes,

for a green shade concealed them.

At last the soldier moved, groped anxiously round him, and

stretching out his hands, called out with a voice of alarm
" Trien ! Trien! where are you ?"

The maiden took his hand
" Here I am, John. Compose yourself. You are trem-

bling; what is the matter?"
" Oh ! I dreamt that you had left me," replied the young

man, sitting up.
" Heavens ! what a fearful dream ! The

cold sweat still breaks from me when I think of it."

"What could make you think such a thing as that?" ob-

served the girl with a kind of good-humoured indignation.
"
Only, it is so much the better that you have dreamt it, John ;

it is a sure sign that I shall not leave you, dreams always

go by contraries."
"
It is true, dearest," said the soldier, pressing her hands.

" God will reward you in heaven for all this."

Meanwhile, Trien had unbuckled the straps of the knap-

sack, and taken out a piece of bread and meat. She cut the
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bread into little bits, laid them on the thyme, and then

covered them with meat
;

at the same time saying affection-

ately
" How are you now, John ? Are you rested ? Has your

sleep refreshed you?"
" I am no longer weary, Trien dear

; but, I do not know
how it is, that hateful dream makes me quite melancholy."

"
Oh, that will soon go away, John

;
it comes from sleeping

on the hard ground. Will you eat something?"
"
Yes, Trien, I feel hungry."

The girl put the bits of bread and meat one after the other

into his hand. While he silently took the proffered food, she

remarked a peculiar expression of dejection and trouble on his

face. Believing, however, that the uneasy sleep was the only
cause of this apparent melancholy, she made no attempt to

enliven his spirits, but so soon as she had given him the last

bit of bread, she drew on his stockings and shoes, and pre-

pared to resume their journey. The soldier picked up the

knapsack, but the girl took it from him.
"
No, no, Trien," he said,

"
let me carry it now, I entreat

you : you weary yourself too much. It is not proper, besides,

that a young girl should walk with a knapsack on her back
;

it must already look singular enough to see a peasant maid

travelling with a blind soldier. What will people think of it?"
"
Why should people's opinions trouble us, John ? You,

who can't see, suffer a hundred times more fatigue than I do,

for you are always making false steps. Besides, you are far

from being well and strong yet. The knapsack is nothing
to me."

So saying, she took it again upon her back, and being now

ready to set out, led the soldier into the middle of the road,

putting a staff into his hand and fastening the other end on

her shoulder, that the blind man might walk securely in her

footsteps. When setting out, she said

E
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" Should I walk too quickly, dear John, you must tell me.

And let us talk a little as we go ;
it will shorten the way."

As she received no answer, she turned round, but without

stopping, and said to her companion
"
John, you should not hang your head in that way ;

it

fatigues your chest."

The young man silently raised his head
;
but after a few

steps, let it sink again. He was evidently lost in earnest

thought : so Trien saw
;
but although anxiety was expressed

in her features, she said in a clear cheerful tone as if she

would rouse him out of his despondency
"
Oh, John, to-morrow evening we shall be home ! That

will be glorious ! Your poor mother thinks that you are still

pining away in the dark sick-room. How happy she will be

and with what joy she will embrace you again ! And Paw-

ken, who shed so many tears when you went away to be a

soldier, how he will leap and dance ! and my mother, and

grandfather ! I seem to see them all coming out with open

arms to meet you. And the ox, poor beast 1 when it hears

you, will be as happy as the rest
;

for I could see every

day in his eyes that he had not forgotten you. And then

grandfather will kill the fat buck, and we shall all feast and

rejoice together like kings. Ah, I wish that I were sitting

there now!"
While chatting away in this style, she often looked round

at the blind man, who walked behind holding by the leading-

stick, in order to see the effect of her words on his face. A
faint smile was the only change she perceived on it

;
but

this indication of pleasure, slight as it was, encouraged her,

and though her companion had made no reply, she proceeded
" And when we once find ourselves at home again, John,

I will stay by you, and never leave you. I will buy songs,

and learn them by heart, to sing them to you in the evening
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by the fireside
;
when I am working in the fields, you will

always be beside me, and we shall talk together during our

work
;
and what you can't see, I shall let you feel with your

hands, and in that way you shall know just ,as well as I how

the crops are getting on you shall see them grow in your
mind. I will take you to church, too

;
and on Sunday even-

ings drink a can of beer with you at the '

Crown,' that you

may have a chat with your old friends. Everything will be

just as if you were not blind. What do you say to all that ?

Is it not all very delightful to think of?"

A few tears fell from under the green shade which covered

the soldier's eyes, and rolled like rain-drops upon the road.

He replied in a melancholy tone
" Trien dear, your voice is so sweet that it makes my heart

tremble with a kind of sadness. When I listen to your beau-

tiful talking, I feel as if my guardian angel were walking on

before me : I see you standing in front of me
; you have

wings, and your body is as bright as the sun. I believe it is

our dear heavenly Father who lets me see with my poor blind

eyes how you are to be afterwards rewarded in heaven for

your inconceivable goodness."
"
Ah, John, you must not speak in that singular way," re-

plied Trien
;

" I desire only one reward for my labour, and

that is to see you less melancholy. You were much more

cheerful yesterday."

The blind man drew back the stick, and taking the maiden's

hand that he might walk beside her, said
"
Trien, yesterday I was merry, because I was thinking of

my return home. But since this morning, and especially

since I slept yonder, I perceive how matters really stand.

Something disturbs my heart which I will not hide from you
God himself would punish me were I to repay your love

with selfishness."
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"
Well, John, what has come into your head now You

make me so anxious that I can scarcely walk on. Tell me
what grieves you so

;
it must just be some fancy or other."

" Let us talk quietly and calmly over the matter, Trien,"

replied the young man, with a choking voice. "You are

strong, pretty, and good of heart, and can do every kind of

work
;
and is it proper that you should let your young life be

wasted and lost out of love and pity for an unfortunate blind

man ? And then, when our parents lie in the churchyard,

you will be old, alone, and destitute, and all for my sake."

The maiden, moved by the sad tones of his voice, wept bit-

terly, though the young man did not perceive it.

u
Trien, even on my deathbed shall I think of that blessed

moment by the linden- tree, when we took farewell of one an-

other. I understood what your darling blue eyes then said,

and it has made me happy in my sufferings. Even when the

doctor was burning my eyes with the caustic so that I

screamed with agony, you stood before me with the same

blush upon your brow, and I still felt your hand tremble in

mine. *Ah 1 if the all-merciful God had left me but one eye
to work for our daily bread, I would have fallen on my knees

before you, Trien, to entreat that we should be united for life
;

and I would have worked myself to death to reward you for

your kindness in granting my entreaty. But now, that is all

over."
"
But, for God's sake, John," cried the girl, full of despair,

" what are you talking of? Do you say all this to torture

me ? I do not understand you. What in the world then do

you wish?"
" Sorrow and death !" sighed the youth.
" Death !" cried Trien with vexation. " Do you think I

will let you die ? What do you mean ? Speak more clearly.

I can't bear these mysterious words. I will go no further.
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Sit down here for a little, that these hateful thoughts may bo

driven out of your head."

She led the blind man to the roadside, and taking off the

knapsack, sat down with him on the thin grass, and said

"
Now, then, John, let me hear what you have got to say ;

and speak right out what you mean."
"
Ah, dear Trien, you know what I mean

; you will cast

away your youth for my sake. Can I then desire that you
should waste your whole life out of compassion for me ? The

very thought tears my heart in pieces. If you wish me to

have an easy mind and be cheerful, then promise that you
will be henceforth nothing more to me than a sister

;
that you

will go to merry-makings as formerly, and be friendly to other

young men."

Trien interrupted him with sobs and tears

"
John, John ! how is it possible that you can be so cruel ?

You cut my heart in two like a butcher. All the reward for

my kindness is,
'

Go, seek other young men.' How have I

deserved that, or what have I done wrong?"
John sought for the maiden's hand, and when he had

grasped it, said with a melancholy voice
"
Ah, Trien, you will not understand me. Had I still six

eyes I would let them all be burnt out just that I might love

you, if I could do so without bringing you sorrow. And yet

blindness is a calamity the bitterness of which no one can con-

ceive so long as be has the light. But God would assuredly

punish me were I to use your life for my own advantage."
" And were I to follow your hateful advice, I suppose you

would forget me too ?"

"Forget!" replied the blind man. "It is always night

around me. My whole life long I must think and dream. On

whom and on what ? Only on your goodness, and on what

your eyes said when we parted yonder."
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" And even if you gained your wish, you would still con-

tinue to love Trien, then, would you?"
"
Always, always till death I"

The maiden wiped the tears from her eyes. A totally dif-

ferent expression now took possession of her features, and

with joyful pride and a cheerful heart, she rejoined
" And / in the meantime should forsake you ? Go to

merry-makings with other young men, while you sat all week

long in your house, at the corner of the hearth, forsaken and

alone, mourning and thinking of me ? John, how could you
even imagine such a thing ? Were it not you, I should cer-

tainly be very angry. Do you think, then, that I have no

heart, and would let you pine and waste away alone with

nobody to care for you ? No, no
; you loved me dearly when

you still had your two fine black eyes ;
and I will still love

you when you have lost them, poor fellow ! Speak to me
no more of other young men it vexes me

;
for it sounds as

if you cared no more about me
;
and the very thought of that

makes the tears roll over my cheeks."

John pressed the maiden's hand with mute and wondering

gratitude ; and, after a pause, said with a sigh
"
Trien, you are an angel upon earth. I feel that you

alone can make me forget-what God has taken from me
;
but

it cannot, cannot be."
"
Yes," she replied ;

" I understand you now : you would

say that I should enter the order of St. Anna, and be an old

maid for life. It shall not be so. I mean to make a happy
marriage, and that before the winter corn is sown, I tell you."

"
Marry !

"
murmured the soldier, secretly disquieted ;

"
oh,

Trien, now is my heart at rest. God grant that your husband
love you as you deserve. You will be married, then ? With
whom ? Is it a friend in our village ?"

"John, have you lost your senses?" cried the girl, with
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such emphasis that it re-echoed in the fir-wood behind. " I

say that I shall marry, and you ask whom. Why, you I"
" Heavens ! Me ! a poor blind man !

"

"
Yes, you ;

him who would give six eyes to dare to love

me."
"
Oh, thanks, thanks, Trien, for your inexpressible good-

ness. May God bless you for a love so great ;
but"

Trien laid her hand on his mouth and arrested the but, say-

ing at the same time
" Silence

; you spoke so earnestly just then, that my heart

leapt in my breast when I heard you. Say no more
;

let me

speak now. If Trien had become blind through some mis-

fortune, would you have driven the poor forlorn sheep from

you? And if she still continued to love you in her affliction,

would you have given her a deathblow by looking after other

girls ? Answer me."
" I may not answer."
" You must, John

;
and answer directly, too."

"
Ah, well, Trien, I would have done as you do now : but

it cannot be, dearest : what would people say of me? "

" It shall be," said the maiden with decision. " Promise it

here, on my right hand, that God may see it, and that it may
be ratified in heaven, till the priest shall unite us in the

church."

When the soldier heard this, he covered his face with both

hands, and let his head sink slowly on the maiden's breast,

overpowered and speechless with emotion.
"
People !

"
exclaimed Trien with animation. " He who

does rightly need not be ashamed of himself before any man.

And when I go to church with you, and take your hand before

the altar, then shall I hold my head proudly, and think that

God alone knows what is good and what is bad. And when

I have once done it, I shall soon show what one can accom-
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plish where there is a stout heart and strong arms. Yon
shall want for nothing, John dear

;
Trien will take care of

that
;
and she will remain with you, and comfort and cheer

you till death separates us. And so shall we live with our

mothers and grandfather and Pawken in peace and happiness

as we used to do. Is it not delightful to think of all this ?"

With tears in his eyes, the blind soldier kissed her hands.

He still murmured a few words of unwillingness to accept her

affectionate sacrifice
;
but she spoke in an imperative tone

"
John, we cannot sit here any longer ;

we must go. It will

be dark before we reach the farm-house where I slept four days

ago. Eise and push on a little further with a cheerful heart.

No more of this
;
what is said is said. Let us talk now of

other things."

She took the knapsack on her back, gave John the end of

the staff as before, and both trudged on over the heath in

silence, but with joyful hearts.
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CHAPTER VI.

ON the following morning by daybreak, Trien was again
on her way, with the knapsack on her back and the blind

soldier behind her.

The grass by the road-side, and the herbs on the heath,

glistened in the early rays of the sun as if they had been

strewed with diamonds
;
while the tops of the firs, moistened

with dew, seemed all arrayed in silver. The eastern heavens

were lighted up with a golden and purple glow ;
and away to-

wards the distant copse, the night-vapours rose and floated

between earth and sky. The birds were awake, and filled

the air with their songs ;
the bees hummed busily round the

wild thyme, while beetles and butterflies flew cheerfully

about. All nature smiled at the dawn of beautiful day :

everything proclaimed the advent of light.

The good maiden, too, found herself in a pleasing though
unconscious harmony with nature. From time to time she

sang in lively tones snatches from various ballads, to give

utterance to the joy which she felt
;
while the soldier walked

on silently, but with a pleased expression which showed a

heart at rest.

" How comes it, Trien dear," he said, after some time,
" that

you are so happy ? It must be owing to the beautiful weather

surely. I cannot see it, but I hear the merry song of the
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birds welcoming the day, and the joyful hum of the bees at

my feet."

"
No, John, that is not the reason," she replied ;

" come

closer and I shall tell you what it is something which will

make you wonder. It is only a dream, to be sure, and I had

almost forgotten it
;
but this fine fresh air has revived me,

and it has all come to mind again. It is a pleasant thing to

dream, is it not, John ?"
" Sometimes."
" Yes

;
I mean when the dreams are beautiful. I do not

know when I have been so happy as last night when asleep,

and I would not give my dream for twenty crown-pieces, and

that is a tremendous lot of money. It is vexing, John, that

dreams are not true."

" What dream have you had, then, Trien, that was so very

beautiful?"
"
You, too, are concerned in it, John ;

that you may well

suppose. Ah, it was so delightful ! only listen : The farmer's

wife may God reward her for it, good woman ! had shown

me into a little bedroom for the night. When I found myself

alone, I knelt and prayed before the image of the Virgin which

stood on the little house-altar. I do not know how long I knelt,

but when I rose my head whirled round, and I almost lost the

power of knowing where I was or what I was so at least it

seemed to me. The moon had in the meantime risen, and

shone so brightly through the little window, that my room

seemed all glorified with such a flood of light, that I could

scarcely recognise it to be the same place. I laid my brow

upon the window-pane to cool my head, and then threw my-
self half-dressed on the bed, that I might be ready early on

the following morning. But still I could not sleep, for the

moon seemed always right before my eyes ;
and I tormented

myself to find out the man with the bundle of sticks in it.
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Whether I fell asleep at last is more than I can tell
;
but it

must have been so, for only hear what happened to me next.

All of a sudden, the moon changed into a mouth and blue

eyes of wonderful beauty ;
then a ruddy hue like that of a

ripe apple came over it, and it looked at me with so friendly

a smile, that I was quite enchanted. I have never in my life

seen a woman so beautiful, and so like an angel in heaven
;

for if there were such a one on earth, everybody would cer-

tainly kneel down and worship her. I am quite sure of that
;

but listen to what followed. Gradually there grew out of the

moon arms and legs, and a long robe adorned with great

golden blossoms
;

and on its head there appeared a silver

crown of seven bright stars. And now it was no longer the

moon, but a woman who bore in her arms a little child more

beautiful than the little cherubs in heaven. And, oh, John !

it was our dear Lady out of the little room at home, who had

become alive, and had our blessed Lord in her arms
;
and He

smiled and beckoned to me. But there is more and better

yet. How she came there I do not know, but I saw her

next sitting on a chair outside the window, and you too saw

her with your blind eyes ;
for we fell down together on our

knees, and stretched out our arms from behind the window,
as if calling upon the Holy Mother to come to us. Then she

came gently, gently down, always nearer and nearer, and right

through the window into the room. She said something to

her child, Jesus, and the child touched your eyes with his

finger, and you, John, exclaimed, quite mad with joy,
' I see !

I see !

'

I, poor thing, was so overpowered by it all, that I

sprang up in my sleep and fell out of bed
;
and oh, John, it

was not true. I had only dreamt
;
for the moon, with the

man in it, still shone in the sky, and the image of the Virgin

still stood calmly on the little altar in the corner of the room.

Is not that a charming dream ?'
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She was silent, and waited for a reply. After a short pause,

the young man said

"
Trien, how beautifully you can tell a story. My heart

beat with pleasure while you were speaking ;
I seemed to see

it all happen. And when you said that our Lord touched my
eyes, I felt something which I cannot describe

;
and I saw our

dear Lady so clearly and distinctly, that I could draw on the

sand the golden flowers which sparkled on her robe."

" What kind of flowers did you see, John ?"
"
Large roses."

" And so did I
;
that is strange."

" And lilies, like those which stood in the brewer's garden

last year."
" I saw roses and lilies too. But how is that possible ? It

quite puzzles me."
"
Ah, dearest," sighed John

;

" do not deceive yourself with

a false hope.
' Dreams are bubbles,' says the proverb ;

it is

only a little comfort which God has sent to cheer us on our

way."
" Never mind," said Trien joyfully ;

" since last night, I

seem to love the Virgin-Mother more than ever
;
and when

we are at home, I shall go to the sexton's daughter, Marion,

and beg some silver paper, in order to make just such a silver

crown with seven stars, as I saw last night, to put on the

image under the linden-tree
;
and if we are ever able to do it,

we shall dress it in a robe adorned with golden flowers besides.

Let us now make speed, before the sun rises higher ;
and take

hold of the stick, John, for the footpath is growing narrow and

rugged. I think we must have wandered out of our way
when I was telling my dream."

" Trien dear, take great care to keep the right way, for my
knees begin to grow weary already. I don't think I shall be

able to manage ten hours to-day."
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" Do not vex yourself, John," she replied, walking more

slo'wly ;

" on a flat heath like this one can't go far wrong ;

and I see yonder in the distance, the two towers, Moll and

Baelen, as we were told this morning."
" How far distant are they ?"
" An hour and a half yet. Can you manage so far this

morning?"
"
Yes, if we take a rest now and then by the way."

" You must tell when you are tired. We shall not speak,
for it will make you feel sooner fatigued."

The sun meanwhile had risen high, and began to pour its

burning light over the heath like a stream of fire. The air

was so sultry, that it was with difficulty our travellers could

breathe, and the perspiration poured from their faces. Ex-

hausted though he was, the soldier would not allow himself to

complain of fatigue, but continued to walk bravely on behind

his guide. He had broken the long silence only once, with

the observation that his eyes pained him excessively, as if the

burning rays had increased the inflammation.

After she had kept steadily on for an hour or more, Trien

suddenly stood still. Surprised at the unexpected pause, he

said

"
Trien, what is the matter ? Why do you stop all at once

in that way ?"
"
Well, John," she replied in a grieved tone,

" here is a

pretty business. Heaven knows how far we have wandered

from the right road, and now there stands right before us, and

running quite across the whole heath, a broad stream, and not

a bridge of any kind to be seen."
" That is very vexing," sighed John

;

"
for I am already

quite worn out. Is the water deep, Trien ?"
"
Oh, no

;
it is a broad shallow stream

;
I can see the
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bottom quite well, and it would not take me above the knees

to wade across it."

" Let us venture it, Trien
;
and then we shall be saved

going round."
" But it is impossible, John ;

for the banks are so high that

you could go neither up nor down. But come, come, let us

make a virtue of necessity."

She led her blind companion to the edge of the brook, and,

first throwing the knapsack across, stepped down into the water;

the young man heard her, and asked what she was going to do.

" Throw your arms round my neck, and take fast hold," she

replied ;
and drawing the soldier towards her, she compelled

him, spite of his objections, to obey her kindly order
;
then

carrying the heavy burden through the water to the opposite

side, she said
"
John, there stands a willow-bush on the bank, take hold

of it and help yourself up, and I shall assist you."
He did as she told him, and gained the firm ground with-

out any difficulty. Trien immediately joined him, shaking
the water out of her clothes as she approached.

"Ah, Trien!" said the blind man, "you are goodness and

love itself. How it grieves me to think that I can never re-

ward you for so much pity and kindness."
"
Now, John," she interrupted,

"
is it worth while to waste

a word on such a trifle as my carrying you through the water ?

That is nothing ;
the sun will dry my clothes in a very short

time. Try to go a little further at a slow pace, for in half

an hour we shall reach the first tower, and that is Moll, as

we were told. There we shall rest ourselves a little."

" Is the water of this brook pure?" he asked.

"As clear as crystal," she answered; "are you thirsty?
Wait a moment I can't get more than one wetting and I

shall get you a hearty draught of it."
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While speaking, she had untied the camp-kettle from the

knapsack, but the soldier said

"
No, Trien, I do not wish water to drink. My eyes pain

me excessively ;
and I think if you were to give me water on

a napkin to wash them with, it would refresh them a little."

She stepped down into the brook, and having filled the little

vessel with the purest water, went up to the blind man, and,

drawing a white linen cloth from her bosom, said to him
"

Sit down, and let me wash your eyes ;
for you could not

do it yourself without wetting your clothes."

The soldier sat down on the grass with his back towards

the sun, while Trien took the shade from his head and bathed

his closed eyes with the wet cloth. And when he told her that

this washing revived and refreshed him very much, she kept

laving his face and brow copiously, till he held her hand and told

her to stop. As she stepped a little aside to pick up the shade,

the blind man suddenly sprang on his feet, with a singular

cry, and stood trembling and stretching out his hands towards

his companion, while unintelligible sounds escaped from his

lips

"Heavens, John I what is the matter with you? "cried

Trien, running to him with alarm.

With an air of perplexity and confusion, he pushed her

gently back, saying
"
Trien, Trien, go back again to the same spot, I beseech

you!"
Astonished at the tone of his voice and the incomprehensible

joy depicted in his countenance, the girl did what he desired,

and placed herself some steps from him. He opened his dead

eyes, and, with outstretched arms, exclaimed
"
Trien, Trien ! I saw you ! My left eye is not quite gone."

As if struck by lightning, the poor girl trembled all over,

and with tottering steps approached the soldier
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"
No, no, John, it cannot be ! Do not kill me with joy.

This bright sunlight must have deceived you, poor fel-

low!"
" I saw you," exclaimed the soldier almost mad with joy,

"
like a black mass. You passed before my eyes like a shadow.

My left eye is not quite gone, I tell you. Oh, Trien dear, it

is your dream of last night."

Trien uttered a cry as piercing as if it had escaped from

some one in agony, and falling on her knees, with trembling

and uplifted hands she offered up to God a calm and silent

but deep and earnest thanksgiving. The soldier saw her in

indistinct and shadowy outline, and knelt likewise beside the

praying girl. She was so lost, however, in devout adoration,

that she did not perceive him, and knelt for a long time ab-

sorbed and motionless. At last, calmed by her devotion, she

turned her head and saw her friend also on his knees.
"
John, John ! did you see what I did ?" she exclaimed.

"I saw it! I saw it!"

"Oh, our dear Lady!" sighed Trien, while a torrent of

tears now first burst from her eyes.
" This is thy doing,

holy Mother of God. I will never forget it
;
but every year

make a pilgrimage barefoot to worship thee at Scherpen-
heuvel."

After this earnest declaration, strength seemed all at once

to leave her ; she threw her arm round the soldier's neck, and,

leaning her head on his breast, wept in silence. The young
man's emotion was equally great ;

words failed him to express
the mingled feelings which overflowed his heart. A whole

future of gratitude, of love and joy, had opened itself to his

view, and uplifted his soul with the enchanting prospect of a

useful and happy life. At last, Trien raised her head, and,

every now and then uttering expressions of joy, she bound the

shade over the soldier's eyes ; and taking the knapsack on her
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back, and the young man by the hand, both set out again
with light steps to finish their day's journey.

"
Oh, John dear," said Trien,

" I don't know how it is, but

I could dance and leap with joy ; now, I could walk twenty
hours longer without feeling tired."

"
It is the same with me," replied the soldier

;

" I feel as

if I could fly. Oh, dearest Trien, if my left eye were to grow

quite well again, what happiness ! what joy ! My heart feels

oppressed when I think of it."

" Grow quite well ! to be sure it will. Our dear Lady will

take care of that. Do you not see that it is the hand of God ?

My dream last night."
"
Trieny dear, Trieny dear," he cried, while he tremblingly

pressed her hand
;

"
ah, if it were to turn out so, how beauti-

ful should our life on earth then be ! We should then marry,
as you have so kindly promised, and I should work like a

slave but oh, with what life and happiness ! while you,

iny dearest wife, should have nothing to do but take care of

yourself and"
" Not so, John," she interrupted, smiling ;

" do you imagine
I could live in idleness ? I would show you other things, I

can tell you."
" It is all the same," he said

;

"
you should do only what

you chose to do, and nothing more. And our parents, Trien,

how happy should we make their last days by our care and

love ! I would tear down the partition between the two huts

and make one house of them, that all might live together. It

would be quite a heaven of love and joy."

"Oh, how beautiful!" sighed Trien with emotion; "the

partition must be taken down at once
;
and then grandfather,

and our mothers, and Pawken, and you and I, and our cow

too, shall be always together. What a life ! Ob, what a

life!"
3 F
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Trien clapped her hands with joy, like a child.

" And then," continued John,
" we farm too little land just

now to give us enough to do, and enable us to make progress
1

.

I shall drive a trade with fir-cones, besides, and gradually add

wood and bundles of twigs. Then we must look a little to

the future
;

if
"

He said no more, for the maiden had covered her face with

her hands, and he heard her sobbing.
" Why do my words trouble you so ?" he asked.

" For Heaven's sake, speak no more of all these beautiful

things. I feel as if my heart would break with joy at the

thought of it all. John, I am so happy, that I shall go out of

my senses if you go on talking about the paradise that awaits

us on earth."
" And I too, Trien. But I cannot be silent for all that

;

my heart overflows. Let me go on, and do you speak also
;

and so we shall be at Moll without knowing it, so light and

easy will the way appear ;
and there we are to rest, you

know."

The soldier began anew to unfold his fine plans, and en-

chanted the maiden with his pictures of a blessed future in

which both lived their whole life through by anticipation, and

enjoyed pleasures in prospect.

At last, they reached their resting-place. Trien gave John

the knapsack, and both entered the village hand in hand.
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CHAPTER VII.

LATE in the afternoon, Trien, accompanied by her friend,

might be seen wandering over the heath on the farther side

of Casterlee, where they had crossed the Nethe. Both were

silent and much depressed, but neither had courage to disclose

to the other what each feared
;
on the contrary, the few words

which they exchanged were attempts to appear as cheerful as

possible. Notwithstanding this, however, they felt that they
had been cherishing a delusion, and their hearts were filled

with sorrow. Since they had resumed their journey, Trien

had already washed the soldier's eyes five or six times
;
she

did not pass a brook, indeed, without trying whether it pos-

sessed the wonder-working power of the stream on the heath.

Alas ! her loving solicitude became for herself and for the un-

happy John a source of disappointment and despair.

Whether it was that the soldier had deceived himself

when he imagined that he saw Trien, or that the cold water

and the rubbing had increased the inflammation, he saw no

longer, however much he strained his eyes to discern the out-

line of his companion's form. He could not even bear the

light, and closed his eyes with intense pain whenever Trien

took the shade from his head. Accordingly, the terrible

conviction took possession of both their minds, that they had

been the victims of a vain delusion, and that the blindness

was total and incurable. A last ray of hope, to be sure, in
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the form of a happy uncertainty, still lived in the bottom of

their hearts
;
but it was able to light up their quiet despair

with only a passing gleam, which by contrast with the sad

reality served only to make their sorrow greater.

They were sad and spiritless also on another account.

Since the morning they had walked for eight hours, and were

excessively fatigued ;
the soldier, indeed, felt quite exhausted

and powerless, and often stumbled as he crept along. Un-

consciously and heedlessly he tottered on behind Trien, still

holding the stick, with his body bent forward and his limbs

relaxed and lifeless. His feet were blistered, and had he not al-

most lost consciousness he would have felt warm drops of blood

oozing out of his right heel into his shoe. Trien was no less

weary ;
but she pushed steadily on notwithstanding, without

saying anything even without looking back at her com-

panion. The poor girl was too dejected to speak. Her heart

was now bereft of consolation
;
her hopes had vanished, her

glimpse of happiness faded away. An inexpressible joy had

almost deprived her of her senses as she built up for herself

and family such a glorious future, and now when undeceived

her grief was all the deeper ;
and courageous as she was, she

felt quite overpowered, and bent like a slave under the yoke
of an intense depression. What could she say to her friend

to raise him out of his despair ? Should she speak of his eyes
and of hope, and belie her own feelings ? She could not do

so
;

it would have fallen on her own heart as well as his like

bitter mockery. She therefore walked on silently and heavily,
sunk in melancholy thoughts, and scarcely conscious of her

own condition.

When they had walked fully half an hour in this way, the

soldier suddenly stopped, and breathing with difficulty, said
"
Stop, Trien ! I am able for no more."

" I am quite worn out too," replied the girl without looking
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round
;

" we shall rest a little, and then sleep to-night in the

village yonder."
"

stop, then !" said the blind man imploringly.
" We are quite near a country-house ; only twenty steps

farther, John, and we come to a beautiful beech-grove, and

there we can sit in the shade."
" For Heaven's sake go quickly, Trien !"

Taking him by the hand she led him to the grove, and

seated him with his back towards it. The young man fell

like lead upon the grass, and sat with his head drooping on

his breast.

Behind the spot where the soldier and his companion were

seated, and in the centre of the beech-grove, there was an

arbour. In it a man sat reading. He must have been very

old, for deep wrinkles furrowed his countenance, and the scanty

hairs which like a crown adorned his head were as white as

snow. A frock-coat buttoned to the throat and an honorary

badge on his breast gave him the appearance of a retired

officer.

When he heard the noise which the two travellers made

behind him, he turned, and saw through the foliage of the

arbour a soldier and a peasant girl with a knapsack on her

back. The sight of this surprised him at first
;
but he thought

that it must be a sister who was conducting her brother

home, and was carrying his burden out of affection. He

wondered, nevertheless, at this simple token of love, and

smiled with friendly sympathy as he looked at them while

resting on the bank.

Trien, meanwhile, had sat down beside the blind man, and

said to him "
John, you are so quiet and melancholy !

What is the matter with you? You are weary is that

the reason ? Your fatigue will soon pass away, and you will

feel quite fresh again."
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As she received no answer, she continued in an encourag-

ing tone
"
Keep up your spirits, John, and think that we shall be

home to-morrow. It has taken twenty hours to come from

Venloo hither : three hours more, and we are in our own

village. If we rise early to-morrow, we can get over it all

just like a pleasure-walk. We have still great cause to be

contented, for it is really a great piece of good fortune that I

was permitted to bring you home from among the soldiers.

And as to the rest, I shall take care that you do not have

much to vex you in the course of your life, John dear. Why
do you not speak?"
The young man made an effort to draw breath, and then

said with a sigh
" My heart beats, and my eyes burn like fire

;
let me rest,

Trien."

Some minutes passed in unbroken silence : gradually Trien

began to think that it was grief more than fatigue which so

oppressed her companion. So, with a noble effort, she re-

pressed her own sorrow in order to pour consolation into the

blind man's heart, and said cheerfully
" But John, you are still certain that you saw me ? That

makes me believe that there must still be life in your left

eye, although you are quite blind again in the meantime
;

that must just be caused by the heat, which has inflamed

your eyes more than usual. Only have patience till we are

at home
;
we shall then sell some new grain, and fetch the

doctor from Wyneghem. There is no fear of his being able

to cure you, for he has worked many wonders, even on men
who for several days were thought to be dead. Only think,

John, to-morrow we shall see your mother, and grandfather,
and Pawken, and then I shall lead you round all your friends

to see how they are. Then, when you have rested well, your
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eyes will not pain you any longer, and there is no doubt but

you will see a little again. And then we shall pray together

under the linden-tree, in order to thank our dear Lady for her

compassion ;
for you may be quite sure, John, that she has

heard me, and will What is that ? I see blood on your

stockings 1 And you have said nothing about it, poor fellow !

"

She hastily drew off his shoe and stocking, and wiped away
the blood with her white neckerchief. She was then just

about to tell him that the bruise was not serious
;
but scarcely

had she raised her eyes to his face, when she trembled like an

aspen leaf, saying at the same time in an anxious tone
" John dear, what is the matter with you ? You are so

pale."

The young man sighed almost inaudibly
" I cannot tell

; my heart is breaking. I feel as if I were

dying."

He trembled violently, his head sank powerless on his

shoulder, and his arms fell lifeless by his side.

Trien screamed with anxiety and alarm, while she laid her

hands on his pallid cheeks, and endeavoured to raise him up,

calling out in despair
" John ! John ! Poor, poor fellow ! he is dead ! Water !

water! Help! help!"
With these words she sprang up, looked wildly round her,

and ran from one side to another to see if she could find

water. She then suddenly perceived an open gate, which was

the entrance to a gentleman's house
;
and uttering a cry of

joy, she ran towards it at full speed to beg assistance. As

she approached the house by the winding path of the flower-

garden, she saw two men come out of it and approach her.

The one was an old gentleman with snow-white hair, and a

countenance commanding respect ;
the other, though likewise

advanced in years, seemed still to retain the strength of youth.
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A broad scar, like a sabre-cut, ran down the face of the latter

from the brow over the mouth and chin, giving a severe

character to his features. He carried a jug, two bottles, and

some linen. He must have been the old gentleman's servant,

for he followed him at a little distance without speaking.
"
Oh, sir," said Trien in a tone of despair,

"
give me some

w.ater or vinegar ! yonder, behind the grove, lies a poor blind

lad in a faint. For God's sake, sir, have pity ! do a good
work and go with me ! Oh, if you would be so good !

"

The old man smiled compassionately, and taking the

maiden's hand, replied calmly
" Be calm, my child

;
it is nothing. We are on the way

to cure him. You need not be anxious, it is nothing but an

ordinary faint. Your companion has exerted himself too

much. Come along, and dry your tears."

Trien scarcely understood what he said
;

it seemed to her

so wonderful that help should be at hand, when no one had

told at the gentleman's house what had occurred, that in her

simplicity she thought that she again discovered the kind in-

terposition of the Virgin Mother. With mingled joy and

surprise she gazed at the old man's friendly and consolatory

face, which smiled on her protectingly.
" You are a brave girl, my daughter, to show such affec-

tion for a poor soldier," he said, as he walked hastily on.
" From what place have you come with him ? From Ven-

loo?"
"
Yes, from Venloo, sir

;
it is very far from this."

" And have you carried that knapsack on your back all the

way?"
"
Ah, sir," she sighed, quietly weeping,

" the poor fellow

is blind and cannot walk easily, not being able to see the

road. We were in haste, and I am strong and healthy
God ! see, there he lies, as pale as death I"
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A fresh torrent of tears burst from her eyes, and folding

her hands as if in prayer, she exclaimed in an anxious and

beseeching tone "He will not die yet, sir?"

With a smile the old man shook his head, and approached
the lad. The servant set the bottles on the ground, and

without waiting for an order, raised the soldier's head with

one hand while he untied his neckcloth with the other and

put aside the clothes which covered his breast. Meanwhile,
the old gentleman bathed the sick man's face and hands.

Trien knelt beside them, and beheld with tears the care and

kindness with which the two strangers treated her unhappy
friend.

She soon perceived that these men were accustomed to tend

the sick, and had no doubt that the old gentleman was a

physician. This thought consoled her, and raised her spirits.

A mingled feeling of gratitude and anxious anticipation found

expression on her countenance in a peculiar smile which

glimmered through her tears. Her surprise increased when

she heard the following words :

"
Major," said the attendant,

"
this is just as it was at

Sabijana de Alba in Spain. It makes me quite melancholy
to think of it."

"Our poor friend Captain Steens, you mean?" replied the

gentleman with a sigh.
" The faint is deep ! Give me the

bottle."

"
Yes, I seem to see it still : the Captain lay just so, at the

foot of a citron-tree
;
but he left his body at Vittoria, poor

fellow ! That was a slashing, and stabbing, and shooting,

and mangling ! Many a one we picked up, and many a

wound we dressed that day. I was all blood from top to toe,

and you too, Major."
" The heart begins to beat again : he will come to himself

immediately," said the physician.
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The attendant raised the young man's eyelids with his

finger, and said

" He is blind the soldier's old disease
;
we know the pes-

tilence well. But look at the left eye, Major, it seems to me

not quite gone."

A cry of joy burst from the maiden's heart. She had

watched for the return of life to her friend's pale face, and

had perceived with beating heart a gentle colour suffusing

itself over his cheeks. Now he moved. The moment he

came to himself, the blind man touched the clothes of the two

strangers who had been assisting him, and said anxiously
" Where am I ? what has happened to me ?" And stretch-

ing his hand farther round him, exclaimed in a tone of alarm
" Trien ! Trien ! where are you?"
The girl seized his hands, and said exultingly
"
Oh, John, thank God that you are here ! It is a great

good fortune
; good men are beside you. They say, too, that

your left eye is not quite dead."
" Whoever you are, may our Lord God bless you for your

goodness!" said the lad.

"
Comrade," interrupted the attendant,

" we shall try

whether we can stand now. Only have courage, and you
will manage it easily."

He seized the soldier under the left arm, while the old

gentleman supported him on the other side, and thus they
raised the blind man to his feet. Under the belief that the

attention of the two strangers would end here, Trien smiled

sweetly, and said, with a bright and cheerful look
"
Gentlemen, I am a poor peasant girl, and our John, too,

is not rich
;
but be assured we shall our whole life long think

of you in our prayers, and bless you for your kindness. Give

yourselves no more trouble, pray ;
let him sit on the grass to

rest himself, and I shall wrap cloths round his wounded feet.
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We must then go to the village, where we shall spend the

night. May God send you health and happiness on earth

and afterwards eternal bliss in heaven 1"

"
No, no, not so," replied the old man

;

" follow me. You
are stout-hearted both of you, but I do not wish you to fatigue

yourselves on your journey home. The young soldier shall

not go farther till he has regained his strength. We shall see

whether I can do anything to reward your noble self-sacrifice,

my child."
" We have still some bottles of old Spanish wine left,"

added the attendant,
" which might restore a dead man to

life and health. That is all the medicine he needs. Only
wait a little, my daughter ;

in an hour you will scarcely know
him again."

"
Ah, sirs," stammered the girl,

" do as your Christian

hearts tell you. I can scarcely speak, I feel your kindness so

deeply. A thousand, thousand thanks, good, dear men I"

Supported on both sides, by master and servant, John tot-

tered on with slow steps. When they came into the garden,

Trien went by the servant's side, and whispered
" Tell me, friend, is your master a doctor ?"
" Doctor !

"
replied the servant

;

" he was Chirurgien Major
under Napoleon. We have cut off more legs and arms than

could lie here on this path, and that is not few."
" Can he cure diseased eyes also, friend ?"
"
Yes, yes ;

and a great deal better, I can tell you, than

the surgeons of the present day. There are very few, alas !

now alive of the brave comrades of the Peninsula, else many
would be going about who had to thank him for their eye-

sight."
"
Ah, good man ! you must beg him, very humbly, to look

at our John's eyes ; perhaps he may cure them ! God knows."
"
Keep your mind at ease, my daughter ;

he will do that
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with pleasure. He loves soldiers. John will not go from

this very soon."
" And if you can do anything in the matter, or put in a

good word, I shall be very thankful to you."
" You need not ask me to do that

;
I shall not fail to do so.

4 Where a soldier, there a comrade,' says the proverb. Do

you see, he is somewhat better already; I am giving him

scarcely any support."

They stepped over the threshold, and entered a beautifully

furnished room. The old gentleman led the blind youth to a

broad arm-chair, and made him sit down with his back to the

light. He then gave a key to the servant, which he received

with manifest pleasure, and quickly left the room, returning

almost immediately with a bottle and some glasses. As he

passed, he whispered in the maiden's ear
"
It is the wine which would raise the dead. You shall see

the miracle immediately."

Trien did not rightly catch what he said, and with intense

curiosity she looked at the old gentleman, who was now put-

ting a glass of a clear red liquid to the young man's lips.
" Drink this and take a hearty draught," he said

;

"
it

will refresh you."
" Heavens ! what is that?" cried the blind man with asto-

nishment, some moments after he had taken the drink
;

" how
it warms me within ! Thanks, thanks. I am hungry now."

"
Gently, comrade

;
not so fast," said the old man

;

" we
shall now dress your feet, and then examine your eyes. Come,

daughter I had almost forgotten you, my dear child sit

down on this chair, and, Charles, give the girl a glass of

wine."

While the servant was engaged with Trien, and was prais-

ing to her the wonder-working qualities of the Spanish wine,

the old man had bound up the youth's feet. He now washed



THE RECRUIT. 93

his eyes with a liquid, and anointed them with a white salve.

When he had done this, he went to the window and let the

curtains down, to soften the light ;
and then approaching the

soldier again, he said

"
Friend, open your eyes, and try whether you can dis-

tinguish anything."

John opened his eyes, and remained for a time silent
;

al-

though the old gentleman asked him frequently whether he

perceived anything. He seemed to be seeking an object with

his dead eyes.

Suddenly he uttered a loud cry, and, rising from his chair,

went with outstretched arms towards Trien, who had sprung
from her seat, and, trembling with feverish hope, watched him

as he approached. She would have rushed into his arms, but

the servant held her back.

The blind man advanced, and held out his hand to her with

an uncertain motion, saying at the same time, with a low and

trembling voice
"
Trien, Trien, I am not blind ! It is true this time

;
I

shall once more see mother, grandfather, and Pawken. Yes,

I see that you have" your red neckerchief on."

The maiden embraced him, uttering unintelligible words,

which sounded more like lamentations than expressions of joy.

The old gentleman, however, took the young man from her,

and made her sit down again calmly on the chair. He then

immediately tied the shade before the soldier's eyes, saying
" You said that you saw that your friend had a red necker-

chief on. It seems to me impossible that you could distinguish

the colour
; you are surely deceiving yourself."

" I see nothing but a gray shadow," replied the soldier
;

" but when growing blind, I observed that red seemed much

blacker in the dark than other colours
;
and in this way I

know that her neckerchief is red."
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" So I thought," the old gentleman remarked. " We shall

now go prudently and carefully to work. Charles, take our

comrade into the kitchen, and let him have a little bread and

meat half rations only, no more at present then lead him

into the back-room, that he may go to bed and rest. Tell

the maid-servant to 'bring some food for the girl at the same

time."

So soon as the servant had left the room with the soldier,

Trien fell at the old man's feet with loud sobs, and embraced

his knees speechlessly, moistening them with her tears. He
endeavoured to raise her up, but she resisted him, and, turn-

ing her bright blue eyes upon his face, she exclaimed
"
Oh, sir, sir, God will reward you for having shown such

kindness to poor peasant people. I cannot say all I feel
;
but

I would willingly die ten years before my time, if it would pro-

cure for you a longer life. And because you mean to cure our

John's eyes, angel of God that you are ! we shall pray every

day for you, and make a pilgrimage besides, dear sir !"

The old gentleman raised the girl from the ground, and

addressing to her kind and comforting words, he led her to

the table, where the maid-servant had already placed a re-

freshment.

Either from over-fatigue or emotion, Trien could eat very
little

;
she paused in a few moments, and then gazed at her

benefactor with an earnest, calm, and grateful look. He was

seated near her, and was trying to induce her to eat
;
but

when he perceived that she would take no more, he took her

hand, and said

"
Now, tell me from what place you come, and how it hap-

pens that you are travelling alone with a blind soldier, and

whether you have parents, and where they dwell ?"

With a natural and simple eloquence, the young girl began
to tell him about the mud-huts, the lot-drawing, the old
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mother, the grandfather, Pawken, and the separation. When
she came to tell him, however, all that she had suffered in her

efforts to find her blind friend in Venloo
;
how she had nearly

fainted for joy when the officer gave her permission to take

the unhappy man home with her
;
how she dreamt of our dear

Lady, in the little room of the farm-house, and all that they
had said to one another by the way ; then the old man was

overpowered by deep emotion, and now and then wiped a tear

of sympathy from his eye. The sweet tones of the maiden's

voice had an irresistible effect upon him, and he wondered at

her rare self-sacrifice and love. She concealed nothing from

him, but told him, honestly and openly, all her plans her

marriage with the blind man, and all which she had promised
to him and expected to be able to fulfil, with a view to sweeten

his bitter lot
;
she even told him what John had promised to

do for her, if through God's goodness he regained his sight.

The affecting tale had lasted for a considerable time, and

the old man had listened attentively without interrupting her.

When the girl had concluded, with an expression of deep

gratitude to him, and seemed waiting for some remark, he

said nothing for some time, but sat with downcast eyes, sunk

in deep reflection. In a few minutes he raised his head
" You have done rightly, my daughter," he said.

" You
are a virtuous, noble-minded girl ! So, ^our dream of future

life was, that by working day and night you would get on

happily together. Your ambition was to mitigate the misery
of blindness to your friend his to reward you for your great

love
;
and the desire of both of you to make the last days of

your aged parents peaceful and happy ? It is well
;
God has

heard your prayers. He it is who has led you hither, and

has commissioned me to do a good work. I will devote all

my experience to the cure of your friend's left eye, and I

have good grounds to believe that I shall be successful. As
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to other things, keep your mind at ease. Your noble dream

shall be realized. To-night you sleep here. To-morrow we

shall see what is to be done. Meanwhile you may take re-

pose, or walk in the garden, and if you wish anything, you
have only to ask it from the maid-servant, or my attendant

;

they are good people who will be eager to serve you. I

shall now leave you till the evening."

Trien gazed after the old man as he left the room, unable

to utter a word in reply. After a time, she went out, and

wandered about the garden with a cheerful mind, thinking

on the occurrences of the day, and on what the old gentleman
had said to her.

Next forenoon a carriage left the garden-gate of the country
house. On the foremost seat sat the servant with the great

scar on his face, whistling a merry air, and cracking a

large whip. On the back-seat sat the young man, with

the green shade over his eyes, and beside him, the now light-

hearted Trien. She quietly pressed his hand, and whispered
in his ear

"
Oh, John, we are happy very happy, are we not ? My

beautiful dream is now come true. Oh, how joyful will your
mother be now ! And you, too, will soon be quite well again,

for the old gentleman has assured us of it. How will they
all wonder too, when they see us drive up in a beautiful car-

riage, like barons!"
" We shall go by Gierle and Wechel-ter-Zande," said the

servant,
" and so to Zoersel. Then you must show me the

way ;
and now off we go."

He gave the horse the rein, calling out
"
Hopla, Marengo, forward ! march !

"

The dust of the highway rose like a cloud, and the carriage

soon disappeared among the houses of the village.
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CHAPTER VIII.

ONE day as I was wandering in perfect solitude over the

heath, with my soul open to the poetic impresses of nature, a

storm arose in the west.

It is a wonderful, a fearful thing, to find one's-self on a hot

summer's day on an open plain, when lurid, lightning-laden

vapours are slowly gathering into thunder-clouds in the limit-

less heaven. One would think that nature had been suddenly
smitten with a mortal agony ;

the sun pales, and emits feeble,

rays ;
the air grows sultry ;

the birds fly home and every
animal skulks away with terror

;
the bees shoot like arrows

through the air to reach their hives
; every leaf is at rest, and

the wind holds its breath for a time
;

the little herbs close

their leaves and blossoms, and all Nature waits in still antici-

pation of some awful event. An indescribable feeling of

mingled wonder, pain, and reverence, weighs upon the poet's

heart
; and, in the midst of the universal fear, his soul alone

exults because it is given to him to behold this terrible wonder

of nature in its full majesty.

But soon the clouds rush confusedly together ;
what has

lain for hours calmly in the sky now gathers in wild career,

and bursts into a storm. The hurricane rages and roars as if

lashed into fury by the hand of the Almighty ;
it tears from

the fir-woods a low howl of agony ;
whirls aloft clouds of sand

and leaves, and breaks to pieces or uproots the solitary and
3 G
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unsheltered trees. Then comes the thunder and drowns every

other sound with its mighty voice
; through the spacious air

the lightning shoots its flaming arrows
;
the heath seems to

be on fire with the fiery serpents which are sweeping over its

breast
;
torrents of water pour down upon the earth, and, in

the intervals of the thunder's roar, the monotonous dull plash

of the falling rain is heard.

On this day my soul was stirred to poetic contemplations ;

I had beheld with more than ordinary pleasure the grand spec-

tacle of this fever of nature, till the frequent flashes of light-

ning reminded me that I must do what every living creature

had already done seek shelter, and hide my head in humility

before the wonders of the Creator. Not far from the spot

where I was, stood a farm-house, alone upon the heath, like an

oasis in the desert surrounded by green fields and fresh woods.

Scarcely had the rain begun to pour down like another

deluge, when I entered the door of the farm-house and asked

permission to shelter myself under its roof. I fcmnd the inhabi-

tants kneeling in prayer surrounded by the deepest silence.

The farmer was the only one whom my entrance disturbed,

and, as soon as he had pointed to a chair with a friendly smile,

with bended head and folded hands he resumed his prayer.

I know not how it was, but though the storm, as being a

useful natural phenomenon, did not affect me with that mys-
terious terror which made these people tremble, it yet seemed

to me so beautiful, so touching, and so heavenly this calm

family devotion, that an irresistible feeling constrained me to

unite with these simple peasants in adoration of that God whose

voice, high above us, resounded through the sky. I un-

covered, and, with folded hands, I likewise knelt and prayed.
It did my soul good to find once more this pure emotion of

my childhood, as if the withering breath of the disenchanting
world had never touched my heart.
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After a time, the storm began to pass away. The inhabit-

ants of the cottage, however, did not cease to pray, and thus

left me time to look at them all attentively, as an observer of

human nature, and above all an author, loves to do.

There was an aged grandfather who might have reached

his ninetieth year or more, for his head and hands trembled

continually as if he had an ague-fever. Beside him were two

women, also advanced in years ;
further off, a powerful-look-

ing man, who had lost his right eye, which rolled like a white

ball under his black eyebrow, while the left sparkled with a

genial kindliness and vivacity. By his side sat a young woman
with a child on her lap, and at her feet a little boy and girl of

seven or eight years ;
and at the extreme end of the table, a

fine-looking young man, with blooming countenance and

bright-blue eyes.

On a signal given by the one-eyed man, all rose. The

grandfather went with tottering steps to the corner of the

hearth and sat down, while the others directed their atten-

tion to me, requesting me to use their house as shelter while

the storm lasted for it still rained heavily. In a short time,

I was on quite intimate terms with these good people, and

chatted with them like a long-known friend. In the after-

noon, I shared with them the nutritious rye-bread, and drank

the coffee of welcome. And as I had nothing better to do at

that time than to listen to the pleasant stories which the man
with the one eye and his wife told me, I did not leave the

farm-house till the following morning.
What I have related to you in this history, dear readers, I

heard that night in that lonely farm-house, which formerly

consisted of two mud-huts, but has now become a fine home-

stead, with four cows and two horses. John Braems and

Trien, his noble-hearted wife, work for each other as they had

vowed to do. And God has blessed their love
;
three chil-
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dren play around them, and lighten their daily toil with their

affectionate caresses.

All are still alive
;
the grandfather, though with one foot

in the grave, still smokes his little pipe by the fireside
;
both

mothers are happy in the happiness of their children, and are

still active in looking after the cattle and helping in the house-

work. Pawken, a fine-looking youth, now takes care of the

horses and plough, and works for his brother
;
but next Easter

he is to marry the younger sister of the wooden shoemaker's

Kate.

Every evening the whole family prays for the old doctor
;

for it was he who restored John's sight, and it was he who, by
his benevolent aid, converted the mud-huts into a substantial

farm-house.

May God grant to the Generous and the Grateful a long
and happy life here below I



MINE HOST 6AISEYDOICI.

INTRODUCTION.

IN a village between Hoogstraten and Calmpthout, in the

Antwerp Kempen, dwelt Peer Gansendonck, mine host of the

St. Sebastian.

I first became acquainted with him in 1830, when I was a

soldier : at that time, however, I knew nothing more of him

than that peasants and common soldiers were his aversion, and

that he had a very weak side for officers. I remember he

was excessively angry with the burgomaster because he had

received the captain of the company into his house, while the

other three officers were the guests respectively of the baron,

the notary, and the doctor
; leaving poor Peer Gansendonck no

more important personage to entertain than your most humble

servant the sergeant-major.
I was in the habit of filling up my idle hours with the

manufacture of pretty toys of all kinds for little Lisa, mine

host's daughter, a child of five. She was a delicate girl, and

seemed slowly pining away ;
but there was something so lovely
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in her angel-eyes, something so pure in her marble features,

and so sweetly plaintive in her small voice, that I found a

kind of pleasure in comforting and delighting the sickly little

lamb with games, and songs, and tales.

How bitterly did little Lisa weep, how fast flowed the tears

over her cheeks, when the drums beat a last farewell, and her

kind friend the sergeant-major, with knapsack on back, stood

yonder in marching order, about to leave her for ever I But

such sorrows pass quickly from a child's soul. From that

time little Lisa never occupied my thoughts ;
and she, with-

out doubt, had entirely forgotten me.

A short time ago my wanderings led me through the

Kempen, and again I found myself in the same village.

I entered it without the slightest anticipation. Scarcely,

however, had I observed the church, the houses, and the trees,

than a smile of surprise overspread my face, and my breast

heaved with a pleasing emotion. It was the old sign over

the inn door which in an especial manner affected me. Over-

powered, I hung my head, and stood for a while motionless to

enjoy the flood of youthful memories which, like a warm
beneficent stream, flowed through my brain.

How strong and impressible must be our soul in youth,

making as it does all the circumstances of our earlier years an

eternal possession, and surrounding them with a sacred halo

of love I People, trees, houses, words everything, living or

lifeless, becomes a part of our own being ;
on every object we

hang some memory, beautiful and sweet as youth itself. Our
soul overflows with power it beams the fire and lightning of

its own life over all creation
;
and while we exult with unre-

strained feelings at the happiness which awaits us as children

or youths, everything in nature sings and rejoices in unison

with us.

Ah! how I love the meadows, the lime-trees, the farm-
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hcmse, the church, and all the other objects which greeted me
when the roses of youth and the lilies of the purity and poetry

of life adorned my head ! You have enjoyed what I enjoyed

then
;

I saw them luxuriate in green, blossom and smile in

the sunshine, when I was light of heart, and was entering too

confidently on the unknown path of human destiny. They
are the old companions of my play my familiar friends : each

object has some charming tale to tell me
; they speak the utter-

ance of my heart, and the finest chords of my soul respond to

their call with all the life of youth. And with a calm and

holy emotion, I thank God that He has permitted the sweet

wells of memory to spring fresh in the jaded heart of world-

weary man.

Standing before the tavern door, I was charmed back into

other and better times. Again I saw my comrades and

officers
;
the distant drum rolled in my ear

;
I heard the loud

word of command
;
the soldier's farewell song died away be-

yond the houses, and the trumpet resounded among the trees.

But more vividly than all the rest, little Lisa's calm angel
form seemed to smile to me out of the past.

The thought of man hastens more swiftly through the world

of ideas than the lightning through space. For about one

minute only had I yielded myself to these emotions, and al-

ready five beautiful months of my life had passed before my
eyes.

With high anticipation and cheerful countenance, I entered

the inn door. I would see Lisa. She could not recognise

me, I well knew, for the child must be a beautiful woman
now

;
the sight of her, however, I thought, would give me

pleasure. But in the days when she first charmed me she was

a sickly child, and perhaps, long ere this, she lies in the quiet

churchyard. Away with such hateful thoughts, with which

cold reason would destroy these warm memories !



104 TALES OF FLEMISH LIFE.

But how sad and strange is everything to me here in the

St. Sebastian I Everything is altered, people and things.

Where is mine host ? where is little Lisa ? where the folding

table, on which I and my companions so often played for a

can of beer ? All are gone ! Poor little Lisa ! I see the

corner of the window where you used to lie with your head

on your mother's lap, and where I used to make you so happy
with a carriage made of cards drawn by four cockchafers, and

where your languid look seemed to me a prayer of thankful-

ness for my kindness.

I had entirely forgotten everything, never suspecting that

I should ever revisit these scenes. But now forms and voices

rise around me
;

I see, I hear everything again ; everything

is again young and smiling even my heart, which returns

into harmony with these well-known and beloved objects.

Sweet little Lisa ! who would have thought, when I was

delighting your little soul with childish tales, that I should

one day narrate your history to my fellow-countrymen ?

Life is like one of those gigantic streams of America, which

for a long distance rolls calmly down between smiling banks,

then suddenly precipitates itself from some high rock, and

with noisy waves rolls on in its stormy and destructive course.

Man is a straw which floats upon the stream : the calm pro-

gress between blooming banks is youth ;
human society is the

roaring waterfall and the turbid current, in which the indi-

vidual is swept along like a straw. He slips, he falls, rises

and sinks again ;
is tortured, bruised, broken, worn to death.

Who can tell on what coast the poor straw will be thrown ?
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CHAPTER I.

"
Nothing with something,

Makes nothing of something."

BAAS GANSENDONCK was a peculiar man. Although

sprung from the humblest villagers, he had early fancied that

he was made of quite other stuff than the rest of peasants ;

that he alone knew more than a whole host of learned men
;

that the affairs of the community had fallen into confusion,

and were fast retrograding, merely because he was not burgo-

master : and many other things of this kind.

And yet the poor man could neither read nor write, and

had forgotten nothing because he had nothing to foiget. But

he had plenty of money.
In this respect at least he was like many people of distinc-

tion, whose intellect lies in a chest at the back of the castle,

or whose wisdom is lent out at five per cent, and, with the in-

terest, comes fresh into their head every year. The inhabit-

ants of the village, feeling themselves daily insulted by this

ridiculous fancy on the part of mine host, had gradually ac-

quired a deep hatred of him, and nicknamed him "
Swagger-

ing Jack."

The landlord of the St. Sebastian was a widower, and had

only one child, a daughter of eighteen or nineteen. She was

a slender and pale-faced girl; but with a countenance so

tender and refined, and a nature so lovely and sweet, that

she attracted the eyes of many a young man. Her father
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in his folly considered her far too good, too refined, and too

beautiful to marry a peasant's son. He had sent her for

some years to an educational institution to learn French and

fine manners, as became her high destiny. Happily Lisa,

or Lieschen, as the peasants called her, returned as simple as

she went. The seeds of vanity and levity, it is true, had

been sown in her mind, though happily in small measure
;

but the natural purity of her heart did not permit the dan-

gerous seed to take root and grow up, while her maiden inno-

cence gave a charm even to the indications which occasionally

appeared of the training she had received, and indeed made

everything in her loveable. As usual, she had received only

a half education : she understood French pretty well, but spoke
it very imperfectly. On the other hand, she could embroider

very prettily, make beautiful slippers and cushions, knit with

beads, cut out flowers in paper, say a very charming good-day,

courtesy and bow, dance very artistically, and had many other

fancy accomplishments, which suited her father's peasant

home as well as, according to the proverb, a lace collar does

a cow's neck.

From childhood it had been understood that Lisa was to

marry Charles the brewer's son, one of the finest-looking young
men far and wide. For a villager, he was wealthy and well

educated, for he had attended the gymnasium at Hoogstraten
for some years. Study, meanwhile, had little altered him : he

loved as much as ever the unrestrained freedom of country life
;

was as merry as a bird
;
drank and sang with everybody, but

always in moderation and with propriety ;
was full of genial

life, and conducted himself towards his acquaintances like a

right steady friend and comrade. On account of the early

death of his father, he had left the gymnasium to help his

mother in conducting the brewery ;
and the old woman

thanked God daily that He had given her so good a son to
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comfort her
;

for a more industrious and reguiar young man
could nowhere be found.

Only in Lisa's presence did Charles lose his customary ease,

and sink into vague poetic dreams. When sitting by the be-

loved girl he became little better than a child, found pleasure in

the most insignificant of her occupations, and adapted himself

to her smallest wishes with a kind of religious obedience : she

was so tender, so weak, so beautiful, and his bride. He, the

vigorous arid manly youth, treated this gentle being with such

jealous attention and anxious care, that one might have thought
he had been intrusted with the life of a fading flower.

For five or six months Host Gansendonck had offered no

objections to his daughter becoming Charles's wife. His

pride, to be sure, was not satisfied with it
; still, a rich

brewer's son was no mere peasant, at any rate, he thought.

Besides, he did not wish to break his long-given promise, and

accordingly agreed that preparations should be made for the

approaching nuptials.

Everything was going well with the young people, when our

host's unmarried brother died of a fever and left a fine property

behind him, which soon after became added, in the shape of

hard cash, to other money-sacks in the strong room of the St.

Sebastian. Peer Gansendonck shared the belief ofmany people,

that the intellect, the worth and excellence of a man, is to be

measured by his wealth
;
and although he knew no English,

he had yet stumbled on the elevated and peculiarly English

notion implied in the question,
" How many pounds sterling

is he worth?" The reply is irresistible in the words of the

old Flemish rhyme

In dumb gold

What virtue lies !

Makes young the old,

The crooked straight,

And blockhead wise."
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It stands to reason, then, that with such a notion of life

his pride, or I should rather say his insanity, was likely to

increase with his wealth. He now considered himself as good
at least as the baron of the village, for he imagined that he

was worth, quite as many pounds as the noble proprietor.

From this day forward our host's brains became more dis-

ordered than ever, and he considered himself the first man in

the country. He often dreamt all night that he was of a

noble race; and even by day, flattering thoughts passed

through his head perpetually. In order to bring his fancied

excellence to a sober test, he laboured at times to bring out

the precise difference between himself and a nobleman, but

could never find any. He was conscious, to be sure, that he

was too old to learn French, or alter his way of life entirely

and enter into higher circles of society ;
at the same time, if

he could not do that, he was determined that his daughter at

least should look higher, and marry the first baron who came

in her way. What a charming prospect for Peer Gansen-

donck ! Before he died he should have the pleasure of hear-

ing his daughter addressed as My Lady Baroness ! Nay, he

himself would actually be the grandfather of little barons !

On this account Charles the brewer's attachment to Lisa

began to give him serious uneasiness
;
and indeed he looked

upon the fine youn.g fellow as standing in the way of his

daughter's prospects. Already, in Lisa's presence, he had more

than once uttered words of depreciation about Charles, and on

one occasion said things which hurt the poor child's feelings

so much, that for the first time in her life she boldly contra-

dicted him, and then for full two hours shed bitter tears.

After this, he gave up all direct opposition to the brewer's

love, but he determined to postpone the marriage till Lisa

should of her own accord open her eyes, and see that Charles

was only a coarse peasant like the rest.
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CHAPTEK II.

" Whose bread I eat,

His song I sing."

IN the courtyard of the St. Sebastian, the domestics and

day-labourers had been busy with their usual occupations

since daybreak. Trees the dairymaid stood at the trough

washing turnips for the cattle
;

in the open barn was heard

the measured beat of the flail, and the stable-boy sang a rude

song while currying the horses.

One man alone walked idly up and down smoking his pipe,

and stopping now and then to observe the others at work.

He was clothed like a day-labourer, and wore a jerkin and

wooden shoes. Although his face when at rest expressed a

lazy indifference, there looked from his eyes a certain shrewd-

ness and cunning. For the rest, one could easily see from his

plump cheeks and red nose that he was in the habit of sitting

at a good table, and knew the way to the cellar.

The dairymaid stopped washing her turnips, and went to-

wards the barn, where the threshers were spreading some

fresh sheaves, and took advantage of the opportunity to have

a little chat. The man with the pipe was by.
" Kobe ! Kobe !

"
cried the dairymaid to him,

"
you at least

have drawn a lucky number. Here we are, working ourselves

to death from morning to night, and instead of reward get a

scolding for our pains when all is done. You have the wind

behind you : you walk about at your ease smoking your pipe,
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are the landlord's friend, and get the best food that's going.

You must confess that your bread has fallen in honey."

Kobe smiled roguishly, and answered
" To have is to have, and to get is the art : fortune has

wings and flies, and he who catches her has her."

" To flatter is to lie, and a fawning fellow is little better

than a knave," muttered one of the day-workers sharply.
" Words are not knives," laughed Kobe. "

Everybody in

the world is bound to do good to his father's son
;
and he who

finds anything let him pick it up."
" I would be ashamed of myself," cried the enraged worker.

"There is no great art in cutting thongs out of another's

leather, and a sucking pig grows fat without working!"
" It makes one dog angry to see another go into the kit-

chen," said Kobe jestingly.
"
Dishes, that are not alike, make

bad brothers, and it is better to be envied than pitied. And
since one must sit down in this world, I had rather sit on

cushions than on thorns."
" Hold your tongue, you shark, and remember that it is on

our sweat that you fatten !

"

"
Tisty, Tisty, why so sharp with me ? You can't bear to

see the sun shining on my pond. Do you not know the pro-

verb,
' He who envies another tears his own heart, and wastes

his time
'

? If I were anything less, would you be anything
more? Am I proud? do I ever do an ill-natured thing?
On the contrary, when the landlord is coming, I smuggle
off many a good can of beer into the cellar for you. You are

seeking where nobody has lost, Tisty."
"
Yes, yes, we know the worth of your benevolence. You

are like the minister who blessed everybody, but himself

first,"

" He was quite right, and I too. He who serves the altar,

must live by the altar."
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"
Quite true," cried another worker. " Kobe is a good

fellow, and I wish I were in his shoes
;
then should I too earn

my bread while blowing smoke to the crows. .

' A full belly

is a heart at ease.'
"

"
Ay, thick-paunch, sleepy-feet ! A full stomach, an empty

head."
" Let them talk on, Kobe. It is not every one that has a

lucky star
;
and / say that you are a very clever fellow."

" I have no more cleverness than the mushroom yonder oa

the cherry-tree," said Kobe, with feigned modesty.
All looked surprised at a great fungus which grew between

the largest branches of a cherry-tree, and then as quickly
turned to Kobe to receive as usual some waggish interpreta-

tion.

"Oho!" cried the dairymaid, "no more cleverness than

the mushroom yonder ! Then you must be a fearful block-

head."

"It does not follow, Mieken. What says the proverb?
'Work is for blockheads.' I don't work, do I?"

"But what has the mushroom to do with that?"
"
Why, you see it is a riddle : the fine large cherry-tree is

our landlord."
"

you fawning fellow !" cried the dairymaid.
" And I," continued Kobe,

" am the poor, humble mush-

room."

"Hypocrite !" muttered the irritated day-worker.
" If you could but guess it, you would then know what

little dogs must do if they would eat with big ones out of the

same dish without being bitten."

It was Kobe's intention to puzzle them still longer with his

double meanings; but he heard the landlord's voice in the

house, and said to the workers, at the same time resuming
his pipe
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"Let the men go on with their threshing, good people.

Our good kind landlord comes to see how the work goes on."
" We shall get our breakfast now, and no small uproar will

there be," cried the dairymaid, running to the trough to re-

commence her work.
" If he snaps at me again, and insults me by calling me

Lazy-bones and Looby, I'll bring the flail down on his pate,"

said one of the day-workers angrily.
" When the mug fights with the stone, the first knock snaps

the mug in two," said Kobe
1

jestingly.

"What matters it to me?" remarked a second workman.
" I laugh at his scolding, and let him rage on in peace."

"That is the best way," interrupted Kobe; "just keep

your ears wide open, and it will go in at one and come out

at the other. Our host must have something for his money ;

give him what he has a right to, arid do what he tells you."
" Do what he tells us ! And what if one can't do it?"
" Then still give him what he has a right to, and don't do

it
; or, what is better, say nothing, but hold your tongue, just

as if you heard nothing of all his blowing and blustering ;

think that silence is the best policy."
" Men are men. / laugh at his brutal way of treating me !

Just let him begin, and I will show my teeth for once. He
has no right to treat me like a beast, though I be only a day-
labourer."

"
It is quite true what you say, and yet you do not quite

hit the nail on the head," remarked Kobe. "Every one

must know his place in the world. What says the proverb ?

' If an anvil, bear like an anvil
;

if a hammer, strike like a

hammer.' Besides, a little word, though good in itself, often

brings trouble
;
and if you wish the thing put in a stronger

light, consider that you can't catch flies with vinegar, or hares

with drums."
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"Kobe! Kobe!" called a voice from within, with manifest

impatience.
"
Only see what a hypocritical face he is putting on now 1

"

said another thresher jestingly.

"That is precisely the art which you will not learn," re-

plied Kobe
;
and immediately turning towards the house, he

shouted out in a humble tone

"I am coming! I am coming, my dear host. Don't be

angry, I come on wings. Here I am already 1"

"He earns his bread by acting the lap-dog!" muttered the

angry day-labourer contemptuously.
" I would rather thresh

all my life. He is one of those washed in all waters."
" He has served ten long years to learn to play the inno-

cent in the play, and get his bread for nothing. After one

has become a gentleman's servant, one's hands don't grow
hard with labour. But what a clever riddle he gave us ! Do

you understand it?"
"
Oh, it is easy to explain," replied the first

;

" he means

that he sits and feeds on our landlord's neck, as the fungus
does on the cherry-tree. Come, come, let us go on with our

threshing."
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CHAPTER III.

" Great cry, but little wool"

"
Now, then, Kobe," said mine host Gansendonck to his

servant,
" how do I look with my new cap ?"

Kobe stepped two paces back, and, rubbing his eyes like

some one who must prepare himself to wonder at something

incredible, he exclaimed
" mine host ! tell me at once, and truly, whether you

are really yourself. I thought I saw the lord Baron standing

before me. But, heavens ! how can it be ? Hold your head

up a little. Baas, Baas, turn round
;
walk forward a little,

Baas, that I may make quite sure. Why, you see, you are

as like the lord Baron as one drop of water is like"
" Kobe !

"
interrupted Baas, with assumed seriousness,

"
you mean to flatter me

;
and I have a particular aversion

to that."

" I know well that you dislike it, sir," replied he.

" There are few men who have less pride than I
; though

some, out of mere envy, say that I am haughty, because, for-

sooth, I cannot endure peasants."
" You are quite right, Baas. But I still have some doubts

whether you are not really the Baron."

Peer Gansendonck's eyes beamed with pleasure ; throwing

his head back, and standing in a proud attitude, he looked
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with a benignant smile at Kobe, who continued vO make all

sorts of gestures expressive of wonder. He had not, indeed,

quite told his master a falsehood. In outward appearance
not taking the absurdly stupid face into consideration Peer

was very like the Baron. And no wonder, as for several

months he had worn imitations of the Baron's clothes, though
the fact generally escaped observation, as the latter lived on

his estate in a free and easy way, and generally wore a very

ordinary dress.

Some weeks before this conversation, however, the Baron

had taken a fancy who does not at times ? A very beau-

tiful water-dog had died, and he had got a cap made of its

skin. This fine cap took such entire possession of poor Peer's

mind, that he had no rest till he got a similar one made in

the city ;
and now, with its thousand curls, it was adorning

the head of mine host of the St. Sebastian, who could not

sufficiently admire himself in the mirror since he had heard

the flattering remarks of his servant.

At last, he prepared to go out, and said
"
Kobe, take a staff, and let us walk through the village."

"
Yes, Baas," replied the servant, following at his master's

heels with an assumed aspect of grave humility.

On the broad path which ran between the lines of houses,

they met many villagers who gave a friendly hat to mine

host
;

but burst into laughter as soon as he had passed.

Many of the inhabitants also came running out of their houses,

curious to see and wonder at Baas's hairy cap. Our host

greeted no one at first, but walked forward in a stately way,
with uplifted head and slow steps, keeping steadily on at a

uniform pace, as the Baron was accustomed to do. Kobe
walked silently behind his master, with a face of mock inno-

cence, following all his turnings and windings as accurately
and faithfully as a dog.
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Everything went well till they reached the smithy. Some

young folks stood there talking together, and so soon as they
observed Baas approaching, they began to laugh so loudly

that it resounded through the whole street. Sus, the smith's

son, who was well known as a jesting fellow, waJked up and

down before the smithy with head thrown back and measured

steps, and imitated mine host Gansendonck so excellently,

that he almost burst with vexation. As he passed, he directed

a look of anger towards the young smith, putting so severe an

expression into his eyes that they almost cracked with the

effort. The smith replied with a defiant and mocking laugh,

so that mine host, boiling over with wrath, found his only

refuge in passing rapidly on, and then struck into a by-path to

escape the general observation, muttering to himself as he went.

"Swaggering Jack! Swaggering Jackl" they shouted

after him.

"Now, Kobe, what do you say to the pack of boors?"

he asked, when his wrath was somewhat allayed.
"
They

would dare to despise me ! make sport of me ! a man like

me!"
"
Ay, Baas, flies bite a horse, and yet a horse is a great

beast."
" But I will know how to get at them, the clowns ! Just

let them wait a little
; they shall pay dear to me for this !

Hills cannot come near each other, but men can."
"
True, Baas

;
forbearance is no acquittance."

" I should be a perfect fool if I allowed my horses to be

shod by the ill-mannered clowns, or let them do my other

work."
" To be sure, Baas

;
to be too good is to be half a fool."

" And not one of my people shall ever again set foot in. his

smithy."
"
No, Baas."
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" Then will the mocking fellow be sorry enough, and bite

his nails with vexation."
" Without doubt, Baas."
" It is my belief, Kobe, that that rascally smith is paid by

some one to persecute and annoy me. The watchman thinks

that it was he who last May-night wrote something on my
sign."

" l The sign of the Silver Ass,' do you mean, Baas?"
" It is not necessary to repeat the cursed insolence, is it ?"
"
No, Baas."

" Between ourselves, you must give him a sound thrashing

when nobody sees you, and then give him my compli-
ments."

" Yes."

"Will you do it?"
" Give him your compliments ? oh, to be sure."
" No

; give him a sound thrashing, I mean."
" If you would see me come home without either arms or

legs ! I am not very strong, Baas
;
and the smith is not a cat

to be caught without gloves."
" And are you actually afraid of the cowardly braggart ? I

would be ashamed of myself."
" It is not pleasant work fighting with one who is weary of

his life.
' Better a timid Jack than a dead Jack,' says the

proverb."
"
Kobe, Kobe, I believe you will never die of courage."

" I hope not, sir."

While they talked in this style, mine host's. rage began

gradually to die away. With many faults, he had still one

good quality although he quickly flew into a passion, he as

quickly forgot the injury he had received.

He had now come to a plantation, and passing behind it

through his own fields, he found objects of every kind on which
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to vent his exaggerated notions of" the rights of property, and

make him scold and rail at God and all the world. Here

a cow had strayed from the road upon his land
;

there a

goat had eaten the foliage from some of his young trees
;
and

further on, he believed that he perceived the footsteps of

hunters, and the tracks of their dogs. This last discovery

roused him to such fury, that he stamped his feet. He had

erected high posts on all parts of his fields, with the inscrip-

tion "Hunting prohibited;" and, spite of that, some one

had actually been bold enough to intrude, and contemptuously

trample under foot his rights in his own property. A storm

of vituperation burst from him, and, in his rage, he struck a

beech-stem with his fist.

Kobe stood behind a little, and thought of his dinner. He
knew that they were to have a hare that day, and imagining
to himself that the cook might possibly spoil the sauce, he

likewise stamped his feet in apparent sympathy with his

master. Meanwhile he never gave any other answer than,
"
Yes, Baas," and "

No, Basis," without paying any attention

to what his master was saying.

All of a sudden, Peer Gansendonck heard a voice shouting,

in a loud and mocking tone,
"
Swaggering Jack ! Swaggering

Jack!"

Foaming with rage, he looked round, but saw no one ex-

cept his servant, who was looking intently on the ground, and

moving his lips as if engaged in the act of eating.
" What ! villain, was it you?" cried Baas wrathfully.
"
Yes, it is I," replied Kobe

;

"
but, Lord preserve us !

what has come over you, Baas?"
" I ask you, booby, if it was you who spoke then ?"
" Did you not hear me, Baas ?"

The enraged Gansendonck tore the staff out of his hand,

and was about to beat him with it
;
but as soon as Kobe per-
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ceived that things were taking a serious turn, he sprang back,

and, with uplifted arms, cried out
"
Alas, alas ! now is our good landlord quite out of his

senses !"

"Swaggering Jack! Swaggering Jack!" again screamed

some one from behind Peer.

He now for the first time perceived that a magpie was

perched among the branches of the beech, and kept repeating
the opprobrious epithet.

"
Kobe, Kobe," he cried,

" run and fetch my rifle. It is

the smith's magpie; the cursed brute must die!" But the

bird left the tree and flew home.

Kobe burst out into such violent laughter, that he sank on

the grass, and rolled there helplessly for a considerable time.
"
Stop !" screamed Baas,

"
stop, or I shall drive you from

my house. Stop laughing, I tell you."
" I can't, sir

;
I can't."

" Stand up."
"Yes."
" I will forgive your unmannerly conduct on one condition

;

and that is, that you kill the smith's magpie."
"With what, Baas?"
" With poison."
"
Certainly, Baas, if it will eat it."

" If not, then shoot it dead."
"
Very well."

"
Come, let us go. But, hallo, what is that I see there in

my fir-wood ? One may as well not be a proprietor at all, if

one is to be plundered by whoever pleases in this fashion."

With these words, he hastened on, accompanied by his

attendant, railing stormily as he went.

He had seen from a distance a poor woman and two chil-

dren busy breaking the withered branches of the firs, and tying
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them into large bundles. Although an ancient custom per-

mitted the poor to gather withered branches in the fir-woods,

Baas Gansendonck would never permit it. The dry wood

was as much his possession as the green, he said, and no one

was to dare to touch his property. Besides, it was only ,a

poor woman, and he had therefore no resistance or insolence

to fear. This inspired him with courage, and gave him an

opportunity of wreaking his whole wrath without the dread of

retaliation.

Seizing the poor woman by the shoulder, he cried out
" Shameless thief, begone ! Off to the village with me to

the police ! To the lock-up, you pilferer !

"

The trembling woman let fall the wood she had collected,

and was so overpowered by the suddenness of the attack and

the violence of Baas's threats, that she lost the power of

speech, and began to weep ;
while both the little children

clung to their mother's clothes, and filled the plantation with

their terrified cries.

Kobe shook his head with vexation
;

the expression of

careless indifference had left his face, and a feeling of compas-
sion for the poor woman had evidently taken possession of

him.
"
Here, you idle good-for-nothing !

"
exclaimed Baas to

him
;

" stretch out your hands and take this brood of thieves

to the police."
" Dear man ! I will never do it again," said the woman

imploringly.
" Think of my poor children

; they will die of

terror."

"
Silence, vagabond !" thundered Baas

;

" I will teach you
to rob and steal."

Kobe took hold of the woman's arm with assumed anger,

and shook her with seeming violence
;
but at the same time

whispered in her ear
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" Fall on your knees, and say,
' Gracious sir.'

"

The woman fell down on her knees before Baas Gansen-

donck, and, stretching out her arms, said

"
Ah, gracious sir ! gracious sir ! pardon me, I beseech

you. do so, for the sake of my poor little children, I be-

seech you I"

Some secret influence seemed now to be at work in mine

host
;
he stood back a little from the woman, and looked at her

in a dreamy way, and with a mild, friendly expression. Yet he

did not bid her stand up. Some one on her knees before him

with uplifted hands, and praying for mercy ! Was it possible ?

Oh, it was kingly.

After he had enjoyed for L time this intense pleasure, he

raised the poor woman from the ground, and wiped a tear of

emotion from his eyes, saying at the same time
" Poor mother ! I have been too hasty. It is all past now.

Take up your bundle again ; ; yoxi are a good woman. In

future, you may break the withered wood in all my planta-

tions
;
and if a little bit of green should now and then find its

way into your bundle, I shall say nothing. Compose your-
self

;
I grant you my full pardon and favour."

With great surprise, the woman gazed alternately at these

two peculiar men who stood before her
;
Baas with his patro-

nizing countenance, and the servant, who was making violent

efforts to keep himself from laughing.
"
Yes, good mother," repeated Baas,

"
permission is granted

you to gather wood in all my plantations." As he said this,

he moved his hand round in a circle, as if the whole parish

belonged to him.

The poor woman moved back a few paces to pick up her

bundle, and sighed, as she said with gratitude
" God bless you for your kindness, my lord Baron !

"

Mine host Gansendonck felt a thrill of delight run through
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his frame, and his countenance lighted up as if irradiated by
the sun of happiness.

"
Woman, woman !

"
he cried,

" come hither. What is

that you said ? I did not understand you."
" I said that I thanked you a thousand times, my lord

Baron."

Baas Gansendonck put his hand in his pocket, and, draw-

ing out a silver coin, handed it to the woman, saying, with

tears in his eyes
"
There, good mother

;
make a happy day of it

;
and in

winter, come every Saturday to the St. Sebastian, and you
will get wood and bread in abundance. Now you may go
home."

With these words, he left the woman and the plantation.

He wept, and the tears rolled over his cheeks. Kobe, who

perceived it, also wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his jerkin.
" It is a singular thing," -at last sighed Baas,

" that I can

see no one in suffering but it goes to my heart at once."
" It is the same with me, Baas."
" Did you hear it, Kobe ? The good woman took me for

the Baron."
" With good reason, Baas."
" Be silent for a little, good Kobe

;
and let us go slowly

home."
"
Certainly, Baas."

With the greatest submission, Kobe followed in his master's

footsteps, and both went dreamily on. Mine host thought of

the beautiful names by which the woman had addressed him

Kobe, of hare and wine-sauce.

Three hunters meanwhile had come out of an oak-wood,
and stood at a little distance laughing and joking at mine

host and his attendant. They were three young gentlemen,
dressed in elegant hunting suits, and with rifles in their hands.
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One of them seemed to know the host of the St. Sebastian

well
;

for he was relating to his companions by what a sin-

gular demon of pride the man was possessed, and spoke at the

same time in warm language of his daughter Lisa.

"
Come, come," he cried at last,

" we are fatigued with our

sport ;
let us have some amusement. Follow me

;
we shall

go to the St. Sebastian and empty a bottle. But remember

to address him with great respect, and compliment him

largely the more absurdly the better."

After saying this, he and his companions leapt the dry
ditch before them, and he hastened to Baas a little in ad-

vance, bowing low as he approached, and greeting him in the

most courtly style. Peer Gansendonck took his fur-cap in

both hands and made great efforts to imitate the actions of

the young gentleman. The two other hunters took no part

in these compliments, but, sheltering themselves behind the

attendant, made violent efforts to restrain their laughter.
"
Now, Herr Adolph, my friend," said mine host,

" how

goes it with your papa ? Still stout and thriving, I hope. He
never pays us a visit, now that he lives in the city. But,
' Out of sight, out of mind,' says the proverb."

Adolph took one of his laughing friends by the hand, and

drew him forcibly towards Baas.
" Herr von Gansendonck," he said solemnly,

" I have the

honour to present to you the young Herr Baron Victor of

Bruinkasteel
;
but you must excuse his malady, it is a nervous

affection the remains of an attack of convulsions
;

he can

see no stranger without bursting into laughter."
Victor could restrain himself no longer ;

he threw back his

head, stamped his feet, and laughed till he was black and blue.

"You are spoiling the sport," whispered Adolph to him,
"
stop, otherwise he will perceive it."

" As you please, Herr von Bruinkasteel," said mine host.
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" ' Better be blithe with little than sad with nothing,' as they

say."

Taking his friend a second time by the hand, Adolph repeated

the presentation.
" Herr von Bruinkasteel has the honour not to know me,"

said mine host with a bow.

"Indeed," jeplied Victor, "I have the honour not to be

known to you."
" The honour is not great, gracious sir," said Baas, again

bowing.
" The Herr means, I suppose, to spend the hunting

season at our friend Adolph's little country-seat?"
"
Yes, at your service, Herr von Gansendonck."

"His father has bought the hunting-box from us," said

Adolph.
" Herr von Bruinkasteel will be your neighbour

every winter after this, and will probably be a frequent visitor

at your house, Herr von Gansendonck."
" But Adolph, my friend, why does the other gentleman

stand behind Kobe, there ? Is he afraid of me ?"
" He is very shy, Herr von Gansendonck. What can one

make of it? It is the unspotted innocence of youth. But,

Herr von Gansendonck, you possess a fine shooting-ground ;

you too are a huntsman, I perceive."
" I am a great amateur, am I not, Kobe ?"
"
Ay, Baas, of hares

;
and I too

; only they must not be

overdone," he added in a lower tone.
" What did you mutter there?" cried mine host with anger,

to show the gentlemen that he governed his household as a

great man ought.
" What did you mutter there, you shame-

less clown?"
" I ask if you do not think it is time to go home, Baas

;
and

I was just saying so to myself: fishing and hunting make

hungry stomachs."
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" When a sucking pig dreams, it dreams of husks. It is

your part to be silent
;
be so good as to remember that.

1 '

"
Very well, Baas

;
to think and say nothing, does harm to

nobody."
" Not a word more, I command you."
"
No, Baas."

" Will the gentlemen do me the honour to drink an early

glass of wine in my house ?" asked Peer Gansendonck, again

addressing the strangers.
" It was our intention, sir, to visit you for that purpose."
" Indeed ! come along then

; you shall have wine worth

speaking of. Is it not so, Kobe ? You tasted it once in your
life. If you do not lick your lips after it, gentlemen, then

call me peasant."
" That is quite true, Baas," replied the servant.

Mine host now strode majestically on, talking in a friendly

way with Adolph, whose two companions hung back a little

to give free scope to their fun. Kobe looked at everything
with a singular and undefinable expression, and would have

laughed too, had his head not been so full of the spiced hare

that he almost took a spasm in his stomach with thinking
of it.

Slowly the company moved towards the St. Sebastian.
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CHAPTEE IV.

"
Bring not the wolf into the sheepfold."

IT was a glorious morning. The sun shone in the eastern

horizon, glowing like burning gold, and shooting dense masses

of dazzling radiance through sky and air. Its sparkling

beams penetrated half-playfully the window of the St. Sebas-

tian, and fell with a roseate light on a young girl's brow.

Lisa Gansendonck sat at a table by the window. She was

dreaming ;
for her long dark eyelashes hung over her eyes,

and a gentle smile played round her mouth, while now and

then a slight blush on her pale cheek betokened some secret

emotion of the heart. Suddenly she raised her head
;
her

eyes sparkled, and she smiled as if some pleasing idea had

struck her.

She took up a French paper from Antwerp, which lay open
before her, and after reading a few lines, laid it down again,

and relapsed into her former reverie.

How charming she looked as she sat there, like a lovely

dream, surrounded by the deepest silence and with the warmest

ray of the morning sun upon her ! pale and tender, young
and lovely, like a white rose half-blown.

Sounds tender and tremulous, like the dying breath of

a distant harp, escaped her lips, as with a sigh she mur-

mured
" Oh how happy one must be in the city ! Such a ball !
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All the rich dresses, diamonds, flowers in the hair, and clothes

so costly that one might buy half a village with them
; every-

thing dazzling with gold and light ! and then the fine man-

ners ! and the beautiful conversation ! Oh, if I could but see

it once, were it only through a window !

"

After she had dwelt long upon this subject in her thoughts,

the charming idea of a city ball seemed to leave her at last
;

and standing up, she approached a mirror, where she looked

at herself attentively, arranging a fold in her dress here and

there, or smoothing down her beautiful black hair till it shone

with more dazzling brilliancy than ever. Her dress was very

simple, and one would have found nothing to blame in her

ornaments had not the smell of the byre, the smoked walls of

the inn, and the tin cans on the shelf, proclaimed from every
side that young Lisa was not in her place.

Her black silk gown was plain, and had only a single

flounce
;
her neckerchief was of a rose-colour, and both suited

her pale face beautifully. Her head was uncovered, and her

hair lay simply down in front, and was tied up behind like a

little coronet.

After she had spent some time at the mirror, she returned

to the table, and sitting down, began half-idly to embroider

a lace collar, while her wandering looks betokened that her

thoughts were busy with something far removed from her

work. Immediately after, she said in an almost inaudible

tone
" The hunting season has begun ;

the gentlemen will leave

the city again. Father says I must be friendly to them. He
will take me to town to purchase a silk hat for me. I am
not to sit with downcast eyes. I am to laugh and look the

the gentlemen in the face when they speak to me. What
does father mean by it ? I don't know what good purpose it

could serve, he says to but then Charles ? It seems to
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be disagreeable to him when I change my dress frequently,

and it annoys him when strangers talk too much with me.

What am I to do ? Father will have it so
;
and I cannot be

unkind to the people who come about. Yet I will not vex

Charles either.".

Just at this moment, her father's voice was heard at the

door
; looking through the window, she saw him bowing and

showing great politeness to three young gentlemen in hunting
clothes. A deep blush overspread her brow. Was pleasure or

perplexity the cause of it ? She once more smoothed down

her hair, and remained sitting as if she had heard nothing.

Mine host entered with his company, and in a fond and

complacent tone, said

"
See, gentlemen, here is my daughter ! What say you to

such a pretty flower as that ? She is well educated, and knows,

French, gentlemen ;
between my Lisa and a peasant girl,

there is as great a difference as between a cow and a wheel-

barrow."

Kobe burst into a loud laugh.

"You scoundrel!" cried mine host in a fury; "what are

you laughing at? Get along with you, you villain !"

"Very well, Baas!"

Kobe sat down at the hearth corner, and with intense plea-

sure inhaled the smell of the hare, whose rich steamy odour

found its way into the room from a back kitchen. Mean-

while he gazed into the fire, and seemed or feigned to become

quite unconscious of everything that was going on around

him.

While Lisa was engaged in exchanging some French po-

litenesses with the gentlemen, mine host Gansendonck had

betaken himself to the cellar, and returned with a bottle and

glasses, which he placed on the table before his daughter.
" Seat yourselves, seat yourselves, gentlemen,

" he said.
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" we will drink Lisa's health. She shall pledge you. Ah !

you are speaking French with her, are you ? Singular fact,

that I always hear French spoken with so much pleasure ;
I

could listen to it the whole day long ;
it always sounds to me

as if some one were singing a song."

He took Victor by the arm, and forced him down beside

Lisa.

" Not so much ceremony, Herr von Bruinkasteel," he cried
;

"
pray act as if you were in your own house."

Lisa's beautiful, gentle face had at the first glance inspired

two of the young hunters with a kind of respect ; they sat on

the opposite side of the table, and looked in silence at the

simple girl, who evidently exerted herself to be as agreeable

as possible, while her bashfulness and timidity made her brow

glow as if with fire. Victor von Bruinkasteel, however, was

far from being so respectful or reserved. He began boldly to

natter the young maiden, praising her beauty, her embroidery,
and her French

;
but was at the same time so skilful in dis-

posing his words, and mingling his flatteries with the rest of

his conversation, that all appearance of anything forced or un-

becoming was taken away ;
and Lisa dreamily listened to his

talk as if it were a sweetly-sounding song.

Mine host, whose hopes rose higher with every word, and

who cherished a predilection for Herr Victor, rubbed his hands

with pleasure, while he said to himself :

" No one knows how a penny-piece can roll, and everything
is possible, except falling upwards. It would make a beauti-

ful pair, it would. Now, then, gentlemen ! drink another

glass. Your health, Herr von Bruinkasteel ! Go on speak-

ing French
; you do not need to trouble yourself about me

;

I see in your eyes what you would say."
The young hunters seemed to enjoy themselves amazingly.

Lisa's French, to be sure, was not the best
;
but in her mouth

3
I
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everything sounded so charming and beautiful. The perpetual

blush upon her cheeks had something in it so graceful and

attractive
;

and there was something so fresh and loveable

about her whole nature, that the very tones of her voice

alone roused a sweet feeling in the heart.

Victor, an experienced gallant, had soon discovered the

weak side of Lisa's virgin soul. He spoke to her of the newest

fashions, of beautiful dress, of city life
;

described festivals

and balls in glowing colours
;
and knew so well how to engage

her attention, that the poor girl became almost unconscious

of everything around her. Gradually he grew so bold as to

S3ize Lisa's hand, while speaking, in a seemingly casual way.

Now, for the first. time, the poor girl seemed to awake out

of her dream. Trembling she withdrew her hand, pushed
back her chair, and looked at her father with an anxious and

inquiring expression. He, however, delighted.above measure,

looked at her reproachfully, and nodded .to her to keep her

seat. Lisa's modest withdrawal of her hand took Victor by

surprise, and he turned aside his face to conceal his confusion.

He now perceived that the servant, who had sat down by the

corner of the hearth, was on his feet, and had his eyes fixed

on him with a threatening expression, mingled at the same

time with a bitter, and sarcastic smile.

Turning to mine host, he said with some annoyance
" What has that looby to say here, that he stares and laughs

at me so impudently.?"

"He anything to say !" screamed Baas, "you shall soon

see that."

"Kobe!"
" What do you want, Baas ?"
" Is it possible that you looked at Herr von Bruinkasteel

in a disagreeable way ? Did you dare to laugh at him, you
earthworm?"
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"
I laughed as a dog does who has eaten mustard. I have

Imrnt my hand, Baas."
" Foh ! you are too awkward to dance before the devil.

Get out of the house at once."
"
Very well, Baas."

Kobe then left the room with slow steps, taking off his cap

awkwardly and sheepishly as he went, as if he had been in-

capable of observing anything.

Soon after, Victor's impudence was forgotten : the young

gentlemen talked French with Lisa agreeably, while mine

host encouraged them to visit his daughter often, by telling

them that a bottle of the best wine was always at their service.

Victor's French talk, frivolous though it was, seemed to please

Lisa, and she quietly made the observation to herself, that

such fine discourse was a thousand times more delightful, than

the ordinary every-day conversation of the peasants.

At this point, a young man opened the back-door, and en-

tered the room, accompanied by Kobe.

"A glass of beer, .Kobe, and draw one for yourself at the

same time," he said with a manly voice.

He Was a vigorous youth, and wore a smock-frock of fine

blue linen, a silken neckerchief, and a cap of otter's skin.

His fine and well-formed face was deeply sun-burnt
;

his

broad hands bore the marks of daily toil, while his large blue

eyes, full of fire and life, gave the impression of one whose

mind and heart were as richly endowed as his body.

At his entrance, Lisa stood up and smiled to him such a

kind and friendly welcome, that two of the hunters looked at

him with surprise ;
the third, Adolph, knew him of old.

Mine host muttered some grumbling words, and piit on a sour

expression as if Charles the brewer's presence was particularly

disagreeable to him at the present time
;
he even stamped

'is foot irritably, and made no effort to conceal his vexation.
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The young man affected not to observe anything unusual,

but kept his eyes fixed on Lisa's, as if he would ask her some-

thing ;
she smiled to him still more kindly and openly than

before
;
and now, for the first time since the strangers had en-

tered, her face assumed an expression of freedom and satisfac-

tion.

"Father!" said Lisa.
" That boor's word again !" cried Baas.
"
Papa," resumed Lisa, correcting herself,

"
Papa, is Charles

not to drink a glass of wine with us?"
" He may get a wine-glass out of the cupboard himself,"

was the rude reply.
" Thank you, mine host Gansendonck," said Charles with

a bitter smile. " I do not like wine in the morning."
"
No, I daresay not

;
drink your beloved beer ! That is

the way to get thick brains," said Baas jestingly, and smiling

complacently like one who thought he had said a good thing.

Charles was accustomed to Gansendonck's coarse way of

talking, and so thought no more of it now than on any other

occasion. He was about to sit down by the fire opposite

Kobe, but Lisa called out "
Charles, here is a chair ! come

and sit beside me, and chat a little with us 1"

Peer Gansendonck looked at his daughter with an irritated

countenance, and bit his lips with impatience. This did not

prevent Charles accepting Lisa's friendly invitation, however,

although he perceived very clearly the insulting and con-

temptuous conduct of<her father.
" You will have capital sport this year, gentlemen," he

said in the Flemish tongue, sitting down beside Adolph ;

"
there is abundance oL hares and partridges."
" So I believe," replied Adolph,

" but we have not suc-

ceeded in shooting anything this morning ;
the dogs have no

nose to-day."
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" I thought so," said mine host, in a mocking tone. "
I

thought he would put a clog on the wheels with his ever-

lasting Flemish ! Now, you will hear of nothing but dogs,

cows, horses, and potatoes. Just let him talk away, Herr

von Bruinkasteel, and do you go on speaking French with

our Lisa. I have such pleasure in hearing it I cannot tell

you how much pleasure."

Charles smiled and turned his eyes towards Victor with a

free and manly look. The latter seemed all at once deprived
of his light smooth talk, and showed evident signs of disincli-

nation to continue his flattering conversation with Lisa in the

presence of Charles. An interval of painful silence followed.

With a kind of despair, mine host saw that Herr von Bruin-

kasteel felt annoyed. He cast a reproachful look at Charles

and said
" Herr Victor, do not mind him

;
it is only our brewer, and

an acquaintance of our family ;
but he has nothing to say

here, though he fancies he has drawn Number One. Go on,

Herr von Bruinkasteel ! I should like my daughter to be on

good terms with you, and smile and enjoy herself, if you will

have the goodness to speak with her. If the brewer means

to make wry faces at it, he may go out and do it on the

street."

Encouraged by these words, and perhaps with the intention

of annoying the young brewer, Victor turned to Lisa, and,

while talking, looked at her with that tender glance which

some men allow themselves in fashionable society, when they

have not the highest opinion of a lady's honour. Charles grew

pale, trembled, and ground his teeth violently ;
and though

he immediately restrained this expression of sorrow and anger,

it did not escape notice. Victor was alarmed when he saw

it. He was not afraid, but notwithstanding it made so deep
an impression on his mind, that pleasantry and merriment
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lost all their zest. Mine host, on the contrary, was more

furious than ever, and stamped his feet, at the same time

muttering to himself. Lisa, again, who thought that it was

her father's harsh words only, which had pained the young

man, looked to the ground, and was on the point of bursting

into tears. Charles sat calmly on his chair, somewhat pale

and trembling, it is true, but in outward appearance suffi-

ciently composed.

Suddenly Victor rose, and, taking his rifle, said to his com-

panions
"
Come, let us continue our sport. Miss Lisa, I hope, will

pardon me if I have unwittingly said anything which was dis-

agreeable to her."

"What! what!" cried her father; "everything which

you have said has been beautiful, and could not have been

better
;
and I hope, sir, that she has not seen and heard you

for the last time."
" Miss Lisa perhaps thinks otherwise

; though my intention

has been to show her all respect and kindness."

When he saw that his daughter made no reply, mine host

continued with some irritation

" How now, what does this stupid boor's-play mean ? Lisa,

why do you sit there like a ' Kate touch me not ?' Answer the

gentleman, and quickly too!"

Lisa rose, and said in Flemish, and in a cold but polite

tone
" Herr von Bruinkasteel, you will not take it ill if I have

been a little absent. Your conversation has been very agree-

able to me, and if you should again do us the honour to visit

our house, you shall always be welcome."

"That's right! that's right!" cried Baas, striking his

hands together.
" Ah ! Herr von Bruinkasteel, she is a jewel

of a girl. You do not know her yet ;
she can sing like a
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nightingale. Will you not take your seat again ? I shall

fetch another bottle."

"No; we must away; the day -is passing. We thank

you for your kind reception."
" I shall go a bit of the way with you, if the gentlemen

have no objection," said Baas. " I have a little plantation

off the highway which I wish to look at.
' The master's eye

makes the horse fat/ says the proverb."

The young gentlemen all declared that Herr von Gansen-

donck's society would give them the greatest pleasure. They
then left the house together, talking in the politest way im-

aginable, with Kobe at their heels.

So soon as the young people found themselves alone, Lisa

said in a kindly way
"
Charles, you must not vex yourself

on account of the coarse way my -father talks
; you know he

does not mean anything by it."

The young man shook his head, and replied
" It is not that, Lisa, which pains me."
"
What, then ?" asked the maiden with surprise.

"I feel it difficult to explain to you what I mean, Lisa.

Your pure unspotted soul would not understand it. It is

better to say nothing about it."

"
No, Charles

; you must let me know what you mean."
" Well then, the truth is, I do not like to see young gal-

lants come out of the city to make a display of their flat un-

meaning compliments and phrases before you. Something

improper may easily arise from all this; and in any case,

their fine French manners and tender glances of the eye show

that they do not approach you with that respect which is due

to a lady."

Impatience, and perhaps a slight irritation, were depicted

on the young girl's face.

" You are wrong, Charles," she said
;

" the gentlemen have
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said nothing improper to me. On the contrary, when I listen

to their conversation, I learn how one must talk and act, if

one would not pass for a mere peasant girl."

At this, Charles hung his head in silence, and sighed an-

xiously
"
Yes, I know it," continued Lisa

;

"
you hate city

men and city manners
;
but whatever you may think about

these things, it is not my part surely to act unkindly towards

the gentlemen who visit my father. You are very wrong,

too, Charles, in wishing to make me hate people who deserve

esteem more than any others."

The young girl had spoken these words with considerable

irritability. Charles sat in silence, and looked into her eyes
with a strange expression. Lisa felt that he was not a little

distressed, though she could not understand how it should

happen that what she had said could annoy him so much.

She took his hand affectionately, and continued
"
But, Charles, I do not understand you ; what, then, am I

to do ? If yon were in my place, how would you act when

strange gentlemen came and spoke with you ?"
"
Feeling can alone determine that, Lisa," replied he, shak-

ing his head. " I do not know what to advise you ;
but if,

for example, they were such manufacturers of compliments
and pretty things as the visitors who have just left, I should

answer them, it is true, politely, but I would not permit three

of them to plant themselves round me, and blow their empty
phrases into my ears."

" But then my father, who compels me to do it?" said Lisa

perplexed.
" One finds a hundred reasons for standing up, if one will

not sit still."

"Then I have not acted properly in your eyes?" said the

poor girl, sobbing and shedding tears.
" I have not conducted

myself rightly?"
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The youth drew his chair nearer to Lisa, and answered in

a supplicating toae
"
Lisa, forgive me. You must be indulgent to me

;
it is

not my fault that I love you so much. My heart quite over-

powers me ;
I have no command over it. You are fair and

unspotted as a lily : I tremble at the thought of a word of

double meaning being uttered in your presence of a breath

of impurity touching you. I love you with a deep and anxious

reverence : is it then surprising that the forward looks of these

young fellows should alarm me ? Oh, Lisa, you think that

my feeling towards them is blameworthy. Perhaps it is so
;

but oh, my best friend, could you but know what agony shoots

through my soul when I see their light conduct, and what

sorrow it prepares for me, you would have compassion on my
too great love. You would forgive these fears, and console

me in my anxiety."

These words, which he uttered in a low tone, had a deep
effect on the girl. She replied kindly, with tears in her

eyes
"
Ah, Charles, I do not know what kind of fears you may

have
;

but let them be what they will, since it vexes you,

this shall not occur again. In future, when gentlemen come,
I shall rise and go into another room."

"
No, no, Lisa, I do not mean that," said Charles, half

ashamed of the consequences of what he had said.
" Be

polite arid friendly with every one, as is becoming, as well

as with the gentlemen who have just left. You have not

rightly understood me, dearest. Act as before
;
but think

that certain things pain me
;
do not forget, when placed in

these circumstances with visitors, that your father is some-

times deceived, and is regulated by the estimate you put on

yourself, in telling you what you should do. I know the

purity of your heart, Lisa
;

it is all the same to me who
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comes here, but I wish that you should always be treated re-

spectfully ;
the smallest slight the very appearance of dis-

respect paiiis me most deeply."
"
But, Charles, you have heard that Herr Adolph and hte

friends will be often here
;

I must listen to their conversation

if I stay in the room. Will you be offended and annoyed

every time that occurs ?"

Charles blushed, and immediately reproached himself for

the remarks which he had permitted himself to make
;
while

at the same time he admired the simplicity and goodness of

heart of his betrothed. Taking her hand, he replied, with a

smile

"Lisa, I am a fool. Will you grant me a favour?"
"
Certainly, Charles."

"
Well, then, in sober earnestness, will you forgive this

humour of mine ? In fact, it would annoy me now, were you
to alter your conduct in the least. Why should I even desire

it, when your father is master here, and would constrain you
to act as he wished, whether it was agreeable to you or not?"

"
Now, you are good, Charles," replied Lisa. " I must still

continue to be friendly with these strangers is it not so?

My father is master here. Besides, you are in the wrong in

the other way too. Herr von Bruinkasteel talked with me
for a long time, to be sure, but all he said was very proper ;

and I know, for my own part, that I listened to him with

great pleasure."

Charles again felt a weight upon his heart
;
but he repressed

the rising feeling, and answered
" Let us forget, dearest, what has happened. I bring you

good news. My mother has at last consented to enlarge our

house considerably ;
the alterations will begin next Monday.

You shall have a fine room for your own use, handsomely
furnished. Our house shall have an entrance of its own

j














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































