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A FEW DAYS IN BELGIUM AND HOLLAND.

“B81x weeks’ holiday "—what shall we do with them?
Visit the Channel Islands? A deep groan from one of
the party, who was a bad sailor, smote upon our ear.
“ Normandy ?” “Holland ?”” A louder groan from the
sufferer. “ Well, Holland ; why not? We need not
take the longest sea passage by Antwerp or Rotterdam,
but the lesser, from Dover to Ostend, and from thence
by rail.” After some little discussion the latter plan
was settled upon, and Holland was to be our destina-~
tion vid Belgium.

The South-Eastern train careered us through the rich
county of Kent, where the hop-poles were being reared
ready for the festooning plants that would soon twine
around them. Past quiet villages, grey old square-
towered churches—the dead sleeping beneath their
shadow—sheep feeding hard by, and the red-hided
cattle resting their wet noses on the gate, with eyes
half-closed under the influence of the warm sun.
Crossing clear streams bordered with willows, and the
long lance-shaped leaves of the yellow iris just coming
into golden bloom, a lazy fish here and there rising,
breaking up the bright picture of reflected banks
thickly crowded with wild marigold, silver star, and
blue-bell, the whole intersected with clumps of pale

B
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primroge. Rushing through dark tunnels, again into
the bright country laying out under the mellow light
of the evening sun; here and there its rays brighten-
ing up the snug farm-house, with gabled roof, and its
adjacent straw-yard, stocked as a farmer would love to
see it ; while close beside were rows of knotted, lichen-
covered fruit-trees, their gnarled, weather-beaten
branches breaking out into snowy blossom at the bid-
ding of the life-renewing season.
¢ The chestnut is laden with stately flowers,
The thorn is in bridal white;

The odorous lilac is heavy with bloom,
And yieldeth a rare delight.”

From the hanging woods the notes of the blackbird
and thrush mingled with the cooing of the pigeons, fast
assembling on the roof-tops. Everything was coming
into new life after the long gloomy winter, and the
tender green of spring was on every herb and flower.

“ Her nimble fingers spun the leaves
That were to mantle half the happy year in greenery.”

It did not appear to us long before the white cliffs of
Dover, with its old castle looking seaward, came in
view. The evening tattoo faintly heard from the
heights, with the wailing notes of the bugle, welcomed
us to Dover. A few hours later, long after the evening
gun had sent its echoes across the water, we descended,
by the aid of lanterns, the plank leading to the deck of
the steamer ; finding seats, we were soon watching the
bustle and arrival of passengers. Their various prepa-
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rations, some for the night, others for the feeling of
discomfort they anticipated, were very amusing, and
betrayed the overweening selfishness of our poor
mortal nature ; few places could be better chosen for
the study of this failing than the deck of a ‘crowded
steamer. After the arrival of the mail bags, we began,
to use the captain’s phrase, to ““shake down into our
places ;”” and we had more time to note those around
us, Several dark-looking heaps occasionally moving a
hand, or foot, proved to be human passengers, who had
either failed to secure berths, or who, like ourselves,
preferred the pure air on deck to the mingled odours
of bad eau de Cologne, and worse brandy, they would
meet with below. There was the usual slightly obese
foreign gentleman with dark moustache, looking like a
“primo tenore,” showing already by the light on the
binnacle a pale face from beneath the hood of his
poncho, as anticipation pictured the dreaded ¢ mal de
mer;” while a sturdy English traveller, rolled up in a
vast shepherd’s plaid, would pass and repass the thickly-
packed groups, only pausing now and then to try and
catch a glimpse of the two pretty English girls whose
soft brown hair kept escaping from the blue veils tied
round their little sailor’s hats. To the sound of falling
cables and rattling chains, with the hoarse calls of the
sailors, we slowly steamed out of the harbour into the
open. No need for the fears of the timid, the ¢ primo
tenore” would escape this time, for the night was
glorious. Not a ripple on the sea, and scarce breeze
enough to lift the heavy veil of smoke that hung over-
B 2
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head. The full moon was rising, “helping after her
slowly one little star.” Every revolution of the paddle-
wheel marked by a wreath of glittering phosphoric
light, while the track of the vessel might have been the
gleaming pathway of angels. This vivid phosphoric
light held its own through the whole night, notwith-
standing the bright moon, and only yielded to the flush
of morning. The day was yet very young when we
found ourselves gliding up between the anchored
steamers and fishing-smacks crowding the entrance to
the harbour, watched by sleepy ¢ douaniers” in long
green cloaks, who looked wearily down upon our now
crowded deck. The passengers had all tumbled out
of their berths, struggling with loose packages, hunting
up lost umbrellas, and anything but improved in looks
or temper by the suffocating heat they had passed the
night in. We who had spent the six hours on deck
watching the beautiful sea, first under the cold moon-
light and then under the changing hues of daybreak,
felt far fresher than those who had at best snatched
but an hour or two’s feverish sleep.

Of Ostend, the favourite watering-place of Belgium,
with its fortifications, promenades, &c., we saw nothing,
owing to the early hour we passed through. The
country is very sandy on first leaving it, giving one the
idea of land but lately reclaimed from the sea. On
the way we met many of the small dog-carts so exten-
sively used throughout Belgium and Holland. Little
carts having one or two dogs harnessed to-them, filled
either with vegetables, salt fish, or the brightly-burnished
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brass ewers in which they carry the milk. The poor
beasts were thin, and looked overworked; in many
instances their loads far too heavy for them. It was
very painful to see the worn, panting animals, strug-
gling through the sand, with an immense load piled
up in the cart, and seated on the top of the whole, a
great heavy man, who could well have walked off with
the entire concern on his own broad shoulders.

As we gained inland, we could not but admire the
richness of the vegetation spread over the flat country.
The greater part of the land is divided into small fields
without hedge-rows ; these are mostly replaced by nar-
row canals or ditches, in many cases broad enough to
allow of the passage of a flat-bottomed boat. Not a foot
of the ground is lost, or left to weeds. Spring is cer-
tainly a favourable time for visiting this country. The
young hemp-plants, delicate and graceful in their ten-
der green, while the colza is in full dazzling bloom,
brighter than gold. In some of the broader canals
water-lilies were floating on the surface, and as the sun
slowly declined, they closed their petals and sank under
the water to await the return of the giver of light and
heat. In the meadows, yards upon yards of newly-
woven linen were spread out to bleach, or receiving a
last sprinkling from the long-handled wooden ladles
with which the dresser scooped up the water from the
canal. Here and there a man was seen staggering under
a mountain of snowy sheeting that he was going to
house for the night.

Nothing relieved the monotony of the low horizon
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for miles, save the lines of poplars planted in isolated
rows, or the innumerable windmills that never seem to
rest, either in Belgium or Holland. Don Quixote
would have had no peace in either country. In the
distance the spires of Bruges were seen, but save for
these and a few scattered hamlets, with sleeping cattle
in the pastures, the view was ever the same.

BRUGES.

. ——

¢ In the ancient town of Bruges,

In the quaint old Flemish city,

As the evening shades descended,

Low, and loud, and sweetly blended,

Low at times, and loud at times,

And changing like a poet’s rhymes,

Rang the beautiful old chimes

From the belfry in the market

Of the ancient town of Bruges.”
As we stepped into the “Place” over which for nearly
six centuries the belfry has cast its shadow, these chimes
were waking the echoes of the dull streets. Every
quarter of an hour they swung their music over the old
houses, as if by their frequent reiteration they would
remind the idle passer-by of the departed glory of this
once prosperous city. To thoroughly enjoy these old
Flemish towns, or a trip into Holland, one should
precede it by reading Motley’s ‘Rise of the Dutch
Republic,” as we had done. His graphic and historical

writing adds an additional interest to every stone passed.
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It is difficult, while recording all that one has found
interesting or worthy of note during a tour through
any part of Europe (or, indeed, out of it), not to trench
on the guide-books—history, geology, &c., find place in
their pages, in addition to the topography ; and so well
informed are these books generally, that insensibly one
finds oneself treading on their heels. Still this should
not scare one from one’s purpose, even at the risk of
reading sometimes like a guide-book. Their scraps of
knowledge have, at all events, this advantage—they
lead you to seek for more, and act as finger-posts point-
ing to by-ways of history, where redoubled interest
may be found.

Walking through the now quiet, dull streets of
Bruges, it seems impossible to realize its once great
prosperity : it is only from the occasional glimpses you
get now and then of what still remains of those days
that you can at all believe it. Looking far back into
history, the Brugeois are found to have made their
appearance as early as 678. Baldwin of the Iron Arm
built a fortress there two centuries later, to defend the
low, flat country from pirates. Alternately destroyed
by them, by inundations, and fire, all but decimated
by a plague, it still rose steadily above all these cala-
mities, and fulfilled its destiny—that of rivalling Venice
—seeing its waters crowded with ships from all nations
—reaching the zenith of its glory in the fourteenth
century. Her merchants might well be termed ¢ Mer-
chant Princes,” their wealth rendering their power far
more potent than that of the nobles whose jealousy
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they roused. It was long the abode of royalty, and
for a short period even the prison of one of their rulers
in the person of Maximilian, imprisoned by order of
his own unruly burghers. Their triumph, however,
was short; their humiliation and punishment severe
at his hands. Baldwin, Philip the Good, Charles the
Bold, Mary his daughter, Maximilian, Philip the Fair,
Charles V., and Philip II.,—all had, at some time or
another, made it their residence.

In the old palace of the Counts of Flanders, of which
but a few stones are remaining, Charles the Bold held
high revelry with our Margaret of York. The year
1559 saw Philip’s last celebration, with undue pomp
and magnificence, of a “ Chapter of the Golden Fleece.”
These now silent streets were thronged with armed men
and gaily-caparisoned steeds, while many a fair-haired
Flemish beauty bent from the small casemented windows
to look after the monarch and his gay court—the still
waters of the canals flashing back the bright colours
and glittering arms. As we wound through some of
the narrow streets, we could not help fancying we were
to meet just such another pageant, for the quaint old
houses and medizeval aspect of the surroundings make
one forget the present.

The beautiful Hoétel de Ville is comparatlvely little
injured. The first stone of this building was laid in
1377 by one of the Counts of Flanders. In the olden
days the Hotel de Ville and other buildings adjoining
it formed the three sides of the square; one side was
occupied by the church of St. Donant—since destroyed.
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In this church Baldwin IX. took the Crusader’s oath
before starting for the Holy Land in 1201. His career
was brief. Taking ship for Venice, he arrived at Con-
stantinople. Three years later he was named by the
Crusaders Baldwin L, Emperor of Constantinople. He
fell into the hands of the Bulgarians while fighting
beneath the walls of Adrianople, was imprisoned, and
ultimately put to death. The celebrated painter,
Van Eyck, was buried in this church. Born between
the years 1390 and 1395, he not only made one of the
household of Philip the Good, but stood high in that
monarch’s favour as a personal friend—often entrusted
with confidential missions. In 1426 means were fur-
nished him, according to ancient records, for * Votasges
loingtains, e estrangeres marches.” He accompanied the
Seigneur de Roubaix to Portugal, sent to solicit the
hand of the Princess Elizabeth, daughter of John L
There he painted a portrait of the Princess, which was
sent to Flanders. Van Eyck was supposed, in Flanders,
to be the originator of oil-painting ; but this is erroneous,
as two centuries before Van Eyck, Giotto, in Italy, had
discovered the use of oil with colours, and employed
it with success. There is no doubt Van Eyck per-
fected the discovery, and brought that style of colour-
ing into practice—the early Flemish masters painting,
as many of his own and finest works show, in what
was termed “grisaille.” Philip so honoured him, that
he stood sponsor to one of his children. In Flanders,
Holland, Italy, and Spain, as history tells us, art itself
was not only highly appreciated, but also the Masters.
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The church of St. Donant was unfortunately destroyed
many years ago, but not so the small chapel of the
“Saint Sang” in the opposite corner of the “Place.”
This lovely little edifice, intact in its miniature beauty,
was built by Thierry D’Alsace, Count of Flanders, in
the year 1150, for the reception of the relic (still there)
of some supposed drops of the Saviour’s blood, presented
to one of the Princes of Flanders by the Patriarch of
Jerusalem. The ornate front, with its outward flight of
stone steps, are quite perfect and delight the eye. The
interior has lately been restored—the fresh, bright
colours jarring rather upon the harmony of what has
been left untouched. Four or five good pictures by
Franck, Pourbus, Crayer, and Delastre, are hung in
this chapel ; also a portrait, by Suvée, of the Baronne
de Pelechy, who, by secreting it, saved the relic during
the French Revolution. In the sacristie they show the
reliquaire, encrusted with precious stones, that holds
the phial when exhibited; above it is suspended a
small ducal crown set with jewels, and supposed to be
the identical one worn by the Duchess Mary of Bur-
gundy. Besides this there are to be seen in the sacristie
splendid priestly vestments, of olden date, rich in gold
and embroidery. As they were held up for our admi-
ration, I could not help thinking of the garment without
seam of Him who walked through the cornfields round
about Jerusalem, preaching the word of God to his
disciples.

The old “ Salle des Francs Bruges” possesses a mag-
nificent carved chimney, encircled with figures of
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Charles, Maximilian, Mary, and others: the whole in oak
exquisitely finished, the work of the sixteenth century.
Tradition, ever ready, credits one Haltsman with the
work, aided by his daughter, but the real workmen
were Rogier de Smet and Adrian Raset or Ras, under
the directions of Guizot de Beugrant and Lanceloot
Blondeel. '

The cathedral of «St. Sauveur” is of brick, and
erected upon the site of an older church burnt down in
1116, which in its turn had been preceded by a chapel
consecrated to “St. Eloi.” Several times injured by
fire, its entire restoration dates as late as the year
1843. As a church it has little beauty, but it is the
receptacle of some splendid paintings and sculptures.
The names, Van Eyck, Memling, Claeyssens, Van-
dyke, Van Oost, are to be found amongst others. To
select from the many pictures any few in particular to
dwell upon afterwards, seems almost impossible at the
time, but now looking back, a ¢ Mater Dolorosa,” attri-
buted to Van Eyck, a ¢Crucifixion, by Van Hoeck;
with our Saviour foretelling his Passion to his mother,
by Van Oost, rise up before me and will not be for-
gotten. The sculptor of Antwerp, Artus Quellin, has
immortalized his name here in marble statues and
wood carvings.

From the church of St. Sauveur to that of Notre
Dame is an easy step. Prior to the erection of the
present building, there stood the chapel of St. Nicholas,
dating from 745. It is here that the two famous monu-
ments in gilt copper are seen, erected over the remains
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of Mary of Burgundy and Charles the Bold, her father,
exquisite specimens of the goldsmith’s work, showing
an appreciation of finish that is only surpassed by the
beauty of the artistic design, Mary of Burgundy’s
being decidedly the best of the two; it was also the
earliest, bearing date from the fifteenth century. The
artificers’ names are unknown. That of Charles was
commenced in 1558 and finished in 1562. His was
the work of Jacques Jongelinck of Antwerp, after the
designs of Marc Gheraerds. Both are lasting monu-
ments of a splendour not known in these days. Mary,
the beloved of her people during the short time she was
known to them, died young. Charles the Bold lived
to be more feared than loved by those he ruled.
Father and daughter rest side by side in the same
chapel. These tombs are kept as they deserve'to be, and
look as if the goldsmith’s hand had only just left them.
It is believed that the heart of Mary’s son, Philip the
Fair, sent from Alsace, is sepulchred in his mother’s
tomb. During the French Revolution, when all the
churches were sacked and the treasures scattered, these
monuments were broken into with the anticipation of
finding jewels. The leaden casket containing the heart
was cleft in two, but the odour of the spices used for
embalming proved its safeguard; it was cast aside as
worthless, and thus rescued. All that could be removed
of these monuments, besides the effigies of the Duchess
and her father during this period, were carried off and
secreted, hence their preservation.

The church of St. Jacques should be visited for the
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sake of its pictures and sculptures, the work of Artus
Quellin. His famous statue of St. Roch, and beautiful
oak confessionals are there; also a pulpit by Louis
Willimenssens, which will bear comparison with some
of the best in Antwerp that we saw later.

After visiting the churches, we turned our steps to
the old “Place,” over which rises the tower of *“ Les
Halles.,” A fair was being held under the time-stained
arches of an open stone gallery fronting the Place and
running far back. A busy crowd jostled us as we
passed under the bright-coloured clothes hung up for
sale, or stumbled over quaint-shaped earthenware
goods. The heavy arches, the dark oak beams, all had
a mediseval stamp that carried one’s thoughts back to
the middle ages. The old inhabitants, it is true, have
been long gathered to their fathers, yet their influence
is still felt, and in the stiff white cap and black hooded
cloak of the women one recognizes a remnant of the
past. Here it was that the unfortunate Pierre Lan-
chals was imprisoned ; he forfeited his life to the hatred
entertained against his master Maximilian. His execu-
tion took place in front of the tower. A monument to
his memory is placed in the cathedral of St. Sauveur.

It has been asserted that Bruges was the birth-place
of the painter Hans Memling, but there is so much
doubt as to the truth of this assertion, and so much
obscurity envelops the early part of his history, that
it would be absurd to give this as a fact. Born at
the end of the fifteenth century, some old documents
have been found in which he is mentioned as being at
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the camp of Charles the Bold. They are receipts for
monies advanced to him for various paintings; the
tradition being that he had left the army before the
defeat of Gransen at Murten, and the Emperor’s death
at Nancy, where the body of the dead prince was found
“stripped and frozen, face downwards, in a pool of
blood and water.” It is certain that in the winter of
the same year, 1477, Memling arrived at Bruges, and
was admitted into the “Hopital de St. Jean,” being
the friend of the brother Jean Flaxicus, or Van der
Ryst. The first of the many pictures he painted there
is his ‘Sybella Sambetha,’ the least deserving of
notice.

Amongst other highly-finished works of Memling’s
to be seen in this collection, is his famed ¢ Chasse de
St. Ursule, executed at the order of the Superior
Adrian Reims. This Chasse was destined to contain
the relics of St. Ursule and her companions brought
from Cologne. Every part is as highly finished as a
miniature on ivory, or an enamel on copper. The
colouring is still as fresh as the day he painted it.
This exquisitely delicate style of art was essentially
his own. No other artist ever attempted it.

Bruges possesses the greater number of his pictures,
but there are besides these, his well-known ¢Seven
Sorrows of the Virgin’ in the Museum of Turin, and
his ¢Seven Joys of the Virgin,” with the series repre-
senting the principal events in the life of the Saviour,
at Munich. At Madrid is his ¢ Adoration of the Kings.’
A missal, illuminated by him for the Cardinal Grimani,
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is kept in the church of St. Marc, at Venice. In Italy
and Germany are many of Memling’s smaller works.
He died in Spain.

With the name of Bruges are associated the me-
mories of many of the old masters born in that city.
Van Eyck, in the fourteenth century, Hans Memling,
in the fifteenth century, Aselem Boetus, or Deboodt,
Francis Pourbus, Josse de Momper, Claeyssens, Jean
Stradanus, in the sixteenth. In the seventeenth,
Jacques Van Oost the elder, Jacques Van Qost the
younger, J. Van den Kerkhove, Pierre Claeyssens the
younger, Suvée, and Louis de Dyster ; the eighteenth
century, Jean Beerblock, P. A. Van den Berghe, Pierre
Remaut, Jean Garemyn, and Pierre Pepers, besides
many of lesser note. '

Civil wars and religious persecutions fill many pages
of the history of Bruges, and I could not help thinking,
as the twilight fell over the city, and the first star of
evening shone out clear and bright, how many sufferers
had looked up to its quiet light longing for rest. The
chimes were again ringing out their tones when we left,
as they had done when we arrived.

% Then most musical and solemn, bringing back the olden times,
‘With their strange, unearthly changes, rang the melancholy chimes,

* * * * * »

Visions of the days departed, shadowy phantoms filled my brain,
They who live in history only seemed to walk the earth again.”
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GHENT.

—, OO

WE were told we should not find so much to interest
us in Ghent as we had found at Bruges. Our experience
does not tally with this. In some respects, perhaps,
may a little disappointment be felt. There is not the
same richness in painting, and the modern prosperity
of the city has encroached, and, as it were, much over-
laid the historical remnants of the past. Still, to those
who are willing to seek, is there much left to be found.
The streets are full of surprises, so much that is quaint
and picturesque in the glimpses you get here and there
of old buildings yet standing, sturdy and hale in their
age, for did they not in those days build as if for eternity ?
These memorials of a day gone by contrast charmingly
with the city of to-day.

Here and there a sudden turn brings before your de-
lighted eyes a long reach of narrow canal, with water
so still that not a ripple breaks the reflexion of the
damp-stained walls that rise sheer out of it, and have
thus been mirrored for, at least, three or four centuries.
Fragrant wild flowers and creeping stone-crop swing in
the light air, where of old the armorial banner hung out
its folds. Nature is ever anxious to conceal the ravages
of time. Many of the tall pyramidal-fronted houses
of Charles and Philip’s reign are yet there intact. A
great number of them have, in the upper part of the
front, one large circular window, suggesting the idea of
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an ever-watchful eye grimly overlooking the modern
street. The contrast of this single round casement
with the other small diamond-paned ones placed be-
neath, gives a fantastic appearance to the whole build-
ing. The neat dress of the women, in white cap and
black “fayal,” the shovel-hatted priests, with here and
there a brown-cowled Franciscan friar, or a group of
Béguine sisters, all tend to add an “olden time ” aspect
to the place, which is inexpressibly delightful to any
one fresh from the smoky every-day life of the London
streets.

That Ghent was known to the Romans is evident by
the Roman coins and encaustic tiles found in great
quantities near the present Zoological Gardens. The
church of St. Pierre, it is believed, was preceded by a
temple dedicated to Mars. St. Armand founded, near
the church, the monastery of the order “ Benedictines
of St. Pierre,” in the eighth century, besides a second,
where now stands the church of St. Bavon. These
monasteries contributed much to the civilization and
subsequent prosperity of the city. St. Pierre was
destroyed by the Normans, but restored by one of the
Counts of Flanders in 946. This building suffered later
from the fury of the Iconoclasts. The present church,
in its entirety, dates from the seventeenth century.

The history of Ghent may be said to be thoroughly
known only from the eighth century. Its inhabi-
tants had erected, at the confluence of the Schelde and
the Lys, fortifications into which they could withdraw
when threatened by an enemy. This spot now goes

c
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by the name of “de Kuyp van Gent,” or the tub of
Ghent. Charlemagne had a fleet of flat-bottomed boats
built here, for his wars with the Normans and Danes.
He came himself to inspect them sailing from Boulogne
to Ghent. Baldwin of the Iron Arm, first of the Counts
of Flanders, built, in 868, the fortress “ Graven Casteel,”
of which only the fine old arched gateway and two
small towers remain. Standing upon a hill, from whence
in those days it overlooked all the surrounding country, it
must have been a noble edifice ; where now it is hemmed
in by modern houses, once spread out fortifications sur-
rounded by a moat. Even now, shorn of its propor-
tions and literally built up into the street, it is a goodly
remnant of the foudal past. Beneath its archway passed
-a gallant show the day Baldwin brought the daughter
of Charles the Bold to her home. Within these walls,
it is said, Queen Phillipa gave birth to John of Gaunt
during her sojourn in Flanders with Edward IIL
This old ruin sternly arrests the eye of the passer-by,
as if it would challenge inquiry. When the large
palace was built in which Charles V. was born, this
old fortified regal fortress became a prison. The crimi-
nals executed were placed in front of the gloomy gate-
way where, as we passed, a group of merry boys were
playing ¢ pitch-and-toss.” How many of those who
passed out from that archway to lay their heads beneath
the headsman’s axe had played as risky a game with
their fates, in those turbulent old times!
"~ Of one of the two monasteries founded by St.
nand, and dedicated to St. John, there still remain
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some interesting relics; namely, a fine doorway, the
entrance to the church from the cloisters, with some
ruins *of the latter. Charles V., in 1540, destroyed
this monastery to build on its site a citadel, which in its
turn was memorably razed to the ground, in 1577, by
the Ghenters, aided by their wives and children, after
its recapture from the Spaniards, who had defended it
gallantly with a mere handful of men under the direc-
tions of their eommander’s wife, the commander him-
self being absent at the time. The church alone was
allowed to remain, and Charles re-dedicated it to the
patron saint of the city, St. Bavon. His history, like
that of so many at that period embracing in later years
a monastic life, was that of a reckless libertine.

It was to Baldwin they ounger, in the tenth century,
that Ghent owed the commencement of her prosperity.
He it was who first invited the weavers and fullers to
set up their manufactories, besides encouraging agricul-
ture and protecting the land labourer. Under his fos-
tering care the city prospered rapidly, notwithstanding
the severe check it received in the eleventh century, when
it became nearly depopulated by the plague brought
from the East. Under the judicious rules of Baldwin
VIII. and IX,, its trades and manufactures became
so renowned that they supplied woven goods to the
whole of Europe. At this time the city only covered
the space between the two rivers, the Schelde and
the Lys, strongly fortified all round by towers at its
four gates.

The law passed in the thirteenth century forbidding

c2
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the acquisition by any citizen of property out of Ghent,
tenled greatly to increase the wealth of the actual city,
and encouraged its trade. Strangers were invited to
take up their residence in it ; and, as inducement so to
do, exceptional privileges were granted them; while,
on the other hand, all who could render no satisfactory
account of their mode of living were expelled. Usury,
practised by the Jews, was sanctioned and carried to an
extraordinary extent. These people, amassing great
riches, gained with their wealth the influence the latter
brings with it. They became an important portion of
the population, and swelled the ranks of the merchants.

The Ghenters were not merely distinguished for
their industry ; they were a bold and valiant people,
good fighters, as history proves in their repulse of
Edward 1.’s army ; and later, when united with the Bru-
geois, ill-armed as they were, they gained the famous
battle against the French, who were commanded by
Robert D’Artois. He fell with six thousand of his
bravest followers, near the walls of Courtrai. These
are only two in the long list of sturdy and victorious
fights undertaken by those whose hands could so well
guide the shuttle, and the strong arms that knew how
to wield a pike or turn a fulling wheel.

The annexation of Flanders to France under Philip
“the Fair ” did not lessen its active prosperity. Accord-
ing to Motley’s account, “the bells were rung daily,
and the drawbridges over the many arms of the river
intersecting the streets were raised in order that
business might be suspended while the armies of work-
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men were going to, or returning from their labours.”
According to him, also, Ghent could -bring into the
field “ 80,000 fighting men.” Of weavers the number
amounted to 40,000, and all could and were only too
willing to bear arms. This will give some idea of the
power of this turbulent old city.

- Although under Philip the industry was not lessened,
its liberties became somewhat restricted, and its internal
government changed. This was not likely to be tole-
rated by such an independent race, and the result was
their uniting with the general insurrection in Flanders
against their Governor, Jacques de Chatillon, and later
against Louis de Crecy. The big bell Rolland sus-
pended from the belfry that reared itself high above
the city, could at any moment gather the citizens to the
“ Marché du Vendredi,” where all the members of the
different guilds assembled. Rolland’s iron tongue never
wagged in vain. As his summons echoed far and wide
over the crowded streets, the weavers and fullers would
leave shuttle and wheel, and meet ready armed,
beneath the shadow of the belfry, eager to follow the
popular leader of the moment, or respond to the watch-
word of any new faction, be it “white hood ” or “black
sleeve.”

The now busy Place du Vendredi was the scene of
one of these terrible responses to Rolland’s summons.
On Monday, the 2nd of May, 1345, when a difference
between the two factions of the weavers and the fullers
was settled by a sanguinary battle, the priests, in the
hope of parting the combatants, brought out in full
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procession the host, but without avail; nothing could
quell their fury, until the fullers numbered several
thousand killed, and their surviving comrades expelled
the town. Well might that day ever go by the name
of “le mauvais Lundi.”

Jacques Arteveldt, known as the famous “ brewer of
Ghent,” was chosen their leader when they decided
upon resisting Louis de Crecy’s rule. Jacques Arteveldt
was born between the years 1290 and 1295. Descended
from a noble family of Ghent, and educated at the
Court of France, the companion of Louis le Hutten, he
very early began to sympathize with the independent
spirit of his countrymen. Renouncing all the pleasures
and ambitions of the French Court and his associates,
he returned to Flanders. Joining the corporation of
brewers, he shared with his fellow-citizens the troubles
of their long resistance to their governors. He it was
that adopted the plan of dividing the city into 250
districts, each district under a president, or leader. In
one hour he could thus summon to arms an army that
might have dictated to the whole of Flanders. Accord-
ing to Froissart, “ there never was in Flanders, nor in
any other country, prince, duke, or other that ruled a
country so peaceably or so long, as this James
D’Arteveldt ruled Flanders;” but like all leaders
chosen by an unsettled people, his prosperity was not
to be lasting. Jealousies and schisms sprang up to
destroy his influence with his followers, and the treaty
of commerce with Edward IIL., although adding much
to the extension of trade, brought his unpopularity to a
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climax. His enemies, ever secretly seeking to under-
mine his power, asserted that he was endeavouring to
substitute the sovereignty of England for that of their
own lords. However they might choose to cavil with
the rule of these latter, and rebel against their decrees,
they would tolerate no ruler from England. The invi-
tation given to Edward to meet his “ dear gossip,” as he
styled Arteveldt, at Sluis, confirmed their suspicions of
his treachery. Neither his past popularity, nor the
remembrance of the many victories he had led them
to, served to avert the fate decreed for him by his
enemy, Gerard Denys. At the latter’s suggestion he
was attacked by an armed multitude, and after a severe
struggle struck down by an axe, at the door of his own
house, which stood at the corner of the “ Rue de la
Calandre,” and close to the lane named “Padden
Hock.” On the house now occupying the site of
Jacques’ residence hangs a metal shield which enables
one to distinguish it from those surrounding. The
Ghenters, well knowing their power, were never happy
under their actual ruler, native or foreign. Indeed, so
well was this known, that it became a bye-word, ¢ ceulx
de Gand aymoient le filx de leur Prince, mais le Prince
non jamais.”

The extravagances of Louis some years later again
roused the hatred of the people, and civil war broke
out afresh. Louis besieged Ghent, hoping thus to
subdue his unruly subjects; but when nearly reduced
to a state of famine from the long continuance of
the siege, they elected, in the Place du Marché du
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Vendredi, Philip, the son of Arteveldt, their leader, as
his father had been before. After his election as Pro-
tector of Ghent, he ordered the immediate execution of
his father’s murderers. This done, he led out Lis
armed followers, gave battle to Louis, and obliged him
to raise the siege. After a brief but brilliant career,
Philip Arteveldt was killed at the battle of Rosebecque
or Robsebeke, when the Count Louis, aided by
Charles VI. of France, again gave the Ghenters battle .
and defeated them.

The year 1448 saw fresh struggles against a tax on
salt imposed by the Count ; a second, levied upon corn,
drove the people once more to arms. This rebellion
lasted two years, but he ultimately defeated his unruly
subjects at the battle of Gavre. This was the first step
towards the downfall of these stiff-necked Flemings.
They again refused to recognize Maximilian of Austria
as the guardian of the Duchess Mary’s son, but were at
last obliged to submit, after a severe struggle under the
walls of the city. Their greatest humiliation, and the
final overthrow of their powerful leaders, occurred on
their refusing the subsidy of four thousand caroli, which
brought Charles himself back to Ghent that he might
personally enforce obedience. Then it was that the
famous bell Rolland was doomed. It was no longer to
ring out its far-sounding summons to “ white hoods” or
“krysschen,” but, like the proud burghers, was to be
overthrown. With halters round their necks, kneeling
in the dust, had these latter to sue for pardon—a
pardon in some individual cases not granted; these
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forfeited their lives as well as their estates. Charles
himself was little inclined to leniency, and his coun-
sellor, the Duke of Albe, not prone to advocate such a
course. The four thousand caroli had to be paid, with
an additional fine of one hundred and fifty thousand.
Besides this, a sum of six thousand annually was to be
exacted. Charles’s punishments were ever severe, and
this was no exception to the rule. The whole was
conducted with a solemnity and pomp likely to impress.
It is most graphically described in Motley’s work, and
I would advise its perusal there. Charles deputed the
punishment of Ghent to no substitute, but himself
undertook the task, traversing France with the per-
mission of Francis I, and re-entering Ghent with a
magnificence of retinue t