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6 Lr OX

Chapter 1

How It Is Useless To Seek, Even On The Best Maps, For
The Small Town Of Qquiquendone.

If You try to find, on any map of Flanders, ancient or
moden, the small town of Quiquendone, you are unlikely to
succeed. Is Quiquendone, then, one of those towns which have
disappeared? No. A town of the future? By no means. It exists
m spite of the geographies, and has done so for some eight or
nine hundred years. It even numbers two thousand three hun-
dred and ninety-three souls, allowing one soul to each inhabi-
tant. It 1s situated thirteen and a half kilometres north-west of
Oudenarde, and fifteen and a quarter kilometres south-east of
Bruges, in the heart of Flanders. The Vaar, a small tributary
of the Scheldt, passes beneath its three bndges, which are still
covered with a quaint mediaeval roof, like that of Tournay.

Its old castle is much admired, its first stone having been
laid as long ago as 1197, by Count Baldwin, afterwards Em-
peror of Constantinople; and there 1s a Town Hall, with Gothic
windows, crowned by a chaplet of battlements, and surrounded
by a turreted belfry, which rises three hundred and fifty-seven
feet above the soil. Every hour may be heard a chime of five
octaves, a"veritable aerial piano, whose renown surpasses that
of the famous chimes of Bruges.

Strangers-if any ever come to Quiguendone-do not leave the
quaint old town until they have visited 1ts ‘Stadtholder’s Hall, ’
adorned by a full-length portrait of William of Nassau, by
Brandon; the loft of the Church of Saint Maglore, a master-
prece of sixteenth century architecture; the cast-iron well in the
spacious Place Saint Emuph, its admirable ornamentation being
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8 Dr. OX

attributed to the artistblacksmith, Quentin Metsys; the tomb
formerly erected to Mary of Burgundy, daughter of Charles the
Bold, who now reposes in the Church of Notre Dame at
Bruges, and so on.

The principal industry of Quiquendone is the manufacture of
whipped creams and barley-sugar on a large scale. It has been
governed by the Van Tricasse family, from father to son, for
several centuries.

And yet Ququendone is not on the map of Flanders! Have
the geographers forgotten it, or is the omssion intentional?
That I cannot tell; but Ququendone really exists, with its
narrow streets, its fortified walls, its Spamshlooking houses,
its market, and its burgomaster-so much so, that it has recently
been the scene of some surprising phenomena, as extraordinary
and incredible as they are true, which are faithfully descnibed
the present narration.

Surely there is nothing to be said or thought against the
Flemings of Western Flanders. They are a well-to-do folk,
-wise, prudent, sociable, even-tempered, hospitable, perhaps a
little heavy in conversation as well as in mind; but this does not
explain why one of the most interesting towns of their district
has yet to appear on modern maps.

This omission is certainly regrettable. If only history, or in
default of history the chronicles, or in default of chronicles the
national traditions, had mentioned Quiquendone! But no: nei-
ther atlases, guides, nor itineraries speak of it. The most en-
ergetic hunter after small towns says not a word about it. It
might be assumed that this silence would injure the commerce,
the industries, of the town. But we hasten to add that
Quiquendone has neither industry nor commerce, and that it
does very well without them. Its barley-sugar and whipped
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10 Dr. OX

cream are consumed on the spot; none is exported. In short,
the Ququendonians have no need of anybody. Their desires are
hmted, their life is modest; they are calm, moderate, phleg-
matic-1n a word, they are Flemings; such as may still be met
with between the Scheldt and the North Sea.
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12 Dr. OX

Chapter 2

In Which The Burgomaster van Tncasse And The Counsellor
Niklausse Discuss The Town’s Affairs.

‘You think so? ’ asked the burgomaster.

I-think so, ‘rephed the counsellor, after some minutes’ si-
lence

‘You see, we mustn't act hastily, ’

resumed the burgomas-
ter.

‘We have been talking over this serious -business for ten
years, ' replied the Councellor Niklausse, ‘and I confess to
you, my worthy Van Tncasse, that I cannot yet take it upon
myself to come to a decision. ’

‘I quite understand your hesitation, ’ said the burgomaster,
who did not speak until after a good quarter of an hour’s re-
flecion ‘I quute understand 1t, and I fully share it. We shall
do wisely to decide upon nothing without a more careful ex-
amunation of the question. ’

“It’s quute certain, ~ replied Niklausse, ‘that this post of civil
commussary 1s useless in so peaceful a town as Quiquendone. '

*Our predecessor,  said Van Tricasse gravely, ‘our prede-
cessor never said, never would have dared to say, that anything
18 certain Every affirmation 15 subject to awkward qualifica-
tions. ’

The counsellor nodded his head slowly 1n token of assent,
then he remained silent for nearly half an hour. After this lapse
of time, during which neither the counsellor nor the burgo-
master moved so much as a finger, Niklausse asked Van Tric-
asse whether his predecessor-of some twenty years before-had

not thought of suppressing this office of civil commissary,
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4 Dr. OX

which each year cost the town of Ququendone the sum of
thurteen hundred and seventy-five francs and some centimes.

‘I believe he did, ’ replied the burgomaster, carrymng his
hand with ma]esti;: dehiberation to his unwrinkled brow; ‘but
the worthy man died without having dared to make up his
mind, either as to this or any other administrative measure He
was a sage. Why should I not do as he did?’

Counsellor Niklausse could not have imagined any reason
contrary to the burgomaster’s opinion.

‘The man who dies,’ added Van Tricasse solemnly,
‘without ever having decided vpon anything during his life, has
very nearly attained to perfection. ’

Having saud this the burgomaster pressed a bell with the end
of s little finger; 1t gave forth a muffled sound, which
seemed less a sound than a sigh. Presently some lhight steps
ghded softly across the tile floor. A mouse would not bave
made less noise, trotting over a thick carpet. The door of the
room opened, turning on its welloiled hinges. A young grl,
with long blonde tresses, made her appearance. It was Suzel
van Tricasse, the burgomaster’s only daughter. She handed her
father a pipe, filled to the brim, and a small copper brazier,
without saying a word; then she disappeared at once, making
Do more noise at her exit than at her entrance.

The worthy burgomaster hghted his pipe, and was soon
hidden in a cloud of bluish smoke, leaving Counsellor
Niklausse plunged in the most absorbing thought

The room in which these two notable personages, charged
with the administration of Quiquendone, were talking, was a
parlour richly adorned with carvings in dark wood. A lofty
fireplace, in which an oak might have been burned or an ox

roasted, occupied the whole of one of the sides of the room;
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16 Dr. OX

opposite to it was a trellised window, its stained glass toning
down the brightness of the sunbeams In an antique frame
above the chuimney-piece appeared the portrait of some worthy
man, attributed to Memling, which no doubt represented an
ancestor of the Van Tricasses, whose authentic genealogy dates
back to the fourteenth century, the period when the Flemings
and Guy de Dampierre were at war with the Emperor Rudolph
of Hapsburgh.

This parlour was 1n the home of thé burgomaster; one of the
pleasantest in Quiquendone. Built in the Flemish style, wath all
the abruptness. whimsy, and picturesqueness of the Pointed
type of architecture, it was regarded as one of the strangest
edifices in the town. A Carthusian convent, or a deaf and
dumb asylum, was not more sient than this mansion. In it
noise had no existence; people did not walk, they glided about
it; they did not speak, they murmured.

Yet there was no lack of women in the house, which, be-
sides the burgomaster Van Trieasse himself, sheltered his wife,
Mevrouw Brigitte Van Tricasse, his daughter, Suzel Van
Triecasse, and his domestic, Lotch¢ Janshéu. We may also
mention the burgomaster’s sister, Aunt Hermace, an old maid
who stil bore the mckname of Tatanemance, which her niece
Suzel had given her when a child. Stll in spite of all these
elements of discord and noise and gossip, the burgomaster’s
house was as silent as a desert.

The burgomaster was a personage of some fifty years of age,
neither fat nor lean, neither short nor tall, neither old nor
young, neither rubicund nor pale, neither gay nor sad, neither
contented nor bored, neither energetic nor dull, neither proud
nor humble, neither good nor bad, neither generous nor

miserly, neither courageous nor cowardly, neither too much



