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hero, here, good Albert Denyn who
certainly has borne my banner this day
through fields 1 never thought to see 1t
cross! Ladies dear, for the rest of you,
on my life, you are so many, and we so
few, you must e’en share the rest of us
among you; but nevertheless, 1 w!ll
traust that one good man at arms wiill
show himse!f able this day to defeud four
ladies against at least a bundred Jac-
ques. i
¢ Alas! my lord,” said the Duchess of
Normandy, ¢ speak not of it so. lightly
you are very, very few, and you know
not the numbers that are opposed to
you. We hoped. that you had led the
advanced party of alarger force. There
are very many thousands in the town of
Meux and the neighboring fields. They
are even now attacking the gate. Hark!
the engine bas dashed another stone
against it.’

¢« Kear not, lady, fear not,’ answered
the captal. *By my life and by my
bonor, there is not adoubt or an appre-
hension in my mind that these few bands
which are around you are quite suffici«
tiqnt to rcatter yon base rabble to the
W?ﬁds of heaven, and give their car-
casses to the ravens. Some two miles
hence I bave seen a s'ght which has
filled my spirit with a fire that burns for
the destraction of these men, who bhave
not only cast off a yoke, which was per.

aps a heavy one, but have cast off also
every feeling of bumanity, and by deeds
of blood and horror, and 1infernally
devised cruelty, bave shown themselves
bnworthy of any state but that against
which they have risen. But wko have
we here?

¢ My lord of Chamble,” said the Count
of Foix, who had been speaking to the
Duchess of Orleans, and now advanced
toward the gentleman who approached,
“how goes it with you? Bat badly, I
fear. However, we have come to give
yon help, and we will soon, please
God and our Lady, set this affair to
rights.’

The tone of confidence in which the
Captal and Count of Feix spoke, as well
as the very fact of receiving assistance at
all, at a moment when it seemed beyond
all expectation, bad restored, in some
degree, lost hope and comfort te the
breasts of the young ladies of France,
but such was not the effect upon the
Young Lord ef Chamble when he beheld
the scanty numbers which followed the
two leaders, and remsmbered the im-
Mmense multitade he had lately had be-
fora his eyes.

‘ There may now be some chance, my
lord,’ he said, ¢ of repelling these villeins
and defending the place; for even your
Small force will enable us to man the
Walls, and to repair what evil is done to

e gates; but as for deliverance, I fear
We mnst wait till the regent arri-
Ves.®

‘* Small force!’ exclaimed the Count
?f Foix, with a gay and cheerful laugh.

hy, my friend, do you not see we
have ap army? Is not the Captal de
2ch standing here? to say nothing of

e poor Count of Foix: and as for the
Te3t, were you to ask any of the gentle
Man ranged in that band whether for

alfa kingdém he would have his num-

°rs tripled, 1 tell you he would say,

9. So greedy are we of the glory of
:h‘! day, that you may think yoursell

Ueky, Monsieur de Chamble,if we let
Y0u share in it.’

‘ Please God, my lords,’ replied the
*OUng nobleman, ¢ what you share I will
Share; hut te!l me what it is that you in—-
tend to do? for I see nothing that can be

Sne,’

* You ask what we will do,’ said the
Captal de Buch taking a step forward,

Ud speaking in a determined tone: “this
My noble lord. With God's pleasure,
nd thege Jadies’ favor as soon as our
tses are fed, or we can procure fresh

Nts, we will throw open yonder gates,
R1ve our banners to the wind, clear the
":' ge, we saw as we cume down, of

® enemy, and smite the base knaves
8 long as there 1s one of them or us left
Wing_" This is our purpose; and 1t
5 Al never bhe said that we suffered
:"Belves to be here cooped up, trusting

Stone walls for defence against the
“Um of France. I declare, before Hea-

a
%

80, that would no ane clse go with me,

Would set out myeelf, with my lance in

wy and, and ride them down. Who
U refuse to do the same?’

vor Yot 1 ¢ Not I, * Not I’ cried the
'°es all round.

lo Nor I, my lord,’ replied the young
'd of Chamhle: * but—’ and he glan«

M his eye oyer the group of ladies who
004 near.

Doubt not, doubt not.’ exclaimed the

ut of Foix. ¢« Ladies, do you trust

.
Coy
“‘?I
°l'l Ay my lord,’ answered the Duchess

rleans, ¢ Were they ten times as

many, we weuld rely on you as if you
were a host. As for horses, there are
plenty here: had we bad men to mount
them, we might be delivered long ago.’

“Quick, then. Let them be brought
forth,’ exclaimed the Captal de Buch.
* put our caparisonson them: they are
some what wet with the water of the
river, but we willsoon dry them in the
fire of the battle, Ladies fair, if we
deliver you this dey, as we trust right
| eertainly to do, I pray you remember,
whether I live or fall, it is to this young
gentleman here present, as much as any
one, that you owe your safety.’

¢ I, for one, owe him much already,
my lord,’ said a pale bat beautiful girl,
taking a step forward. * He generously
tried to save my dying father, when
delay might have been worse than death
to bimself. Buat that father; noble
captal, commanded me strickly, the very
first moment I could gain epeech with
you, to give you this packet, and beg
you to see right done, I will explain
herealter everything concerning it, but [
must not fail to obey his words. Here
is the packet.’

The captal took it, saying, with a
smile, ¢ [ must not stay toread it now,
fair Jady, for there are some skillful hands
playing a mangonel against the gates, I
hear. Lo: bere are the horses Cousin, tuke
your choice—the gray?’—well, give me
the black one then. Brace up those
girths tighter, g vod yonth—how the brute
plunges, he has not becn forth for many
a day. We will take down thut fire
before we have done. Albert, you shall
be my squire, and win the spurs you
talked of. Alauleon, come you on.the
other side. Cousin of Foix, let us make
our front as wide as th: gate will admit.
Bring down ary men at arms that can
be bad from the tower, and let the varlets
twang the bow string eagerly upon the
enemy, till we be past the bridge. air
ladies, adieu. Close well the gates be-
bind us, and then watch us from the
walls.” Your bright eyes will give usa
thousand. hearts. Down with your vi-
zor, Albert,’

‘I woald fuin that he schould know
me, my lord,” replied Albert Denjyn.

4 Ha,’ said the captal; ¢ well, as you
will. Now let our trumpet sound to
the charge, Open the doors and on
them.” .

The gates of the city were suddenly
thrown bsck; and through the archway might
be scen the line of the bridge over the
Marne, with but very few men upon it; but
beyond it appeared a sea of fierce and very
furions faces, turned up toward the walls
from the Jarge open space on the other side of
theriver, A great part of the multitude
were but rudely armed, with pikes, or bills,
or scythes; but amoug them, too, were men
cevered from head to foot with armor: and
banners and standards were likewise dis«
played in their ranks; while in the midst a
huge mangonel was seen in the act of throws
ing another immense stone into the air.

¢ Halt!’ cried the captal, ¢ halt! till it has
fallen. Now on them!—cbarge! Greilly to
the rescue. 8t. George for merry Eog-
land.

¢ Foix! Foix!" St Michael and St. George!’
St. Michael and St, George!’ cried the Count
of Foix; and dashing their spears into their
horses’ flanks, they galloped through the
archway, the proud beas's that Vorz them,
tull of blood ahd rest, plunging fiercely, as if
to eecape from rein,

The news ot a re-enforcement having
thrown itself in‘o the market place had
reached the multitudes ot the Jacquerieafew
minutes before, and somewhat skaken their
confidence; but when they saw the gates
thrown open, and bapners, and spears coming
forth, many a beart, not knowing the scanty
nnmbers of their adversaries, began lo quail
ere the first horsemen were upon the bridge.

A movement instantly of flight took
plice. In vain Caillet tried to rally the
multitude; in vain the Parisians, and a number
of his own determined followers, made afierce
stand to oppose the puassage of the fugitives,
As man after man poured forth from the
narrow archway and tbundered alomg the
bridge, and as the arrows from the gate fell
amongst them, wounding many and killing
one or two, the effort for flight became gene-
ral, and every street leadihg from the bridge
was jammed up with people.

Mad, furious and despairing, Caillet seized
a crossbow from one of the men near him,
saying—* I will show yon how to treat the
vipers,’ and aiming & quarrel at the Captal de
Buch, he leosed the string. The missile
flew off with a hissing sound, but the pres-
sure of the people bad shaken the marksman’s
aim. The captalrode on unbarmed, piercing
at the very moment the back of one of the
fugitives with his keen lance; but the Lord
of Chamble wavered in his saddle, dropped
the reins, fell and was dragged by a page from
under the horse s feet.

The young noble uttéred no sound, but the
man whom 1he captal (ransfixed with his lance
gave a sudden vell of agony that spread new

eonsternation among the people.  Caillet,
Jacques Morne, Vaillant, Soulas, and the
rest, were borne away in spite of all their
efforés; and urging on their horses fiercely
through the streets, the men.at-arms, some
with their lances, and some with their long
swords, pierced and cut down, or trampled
under foot, the immense maltitude which had
solately been attacking the fortified merket-
place of Meux, but who now smitten with
an inconceivable panic, fled before less than
a score and @ half of men, They preseed
each other to death in the narrow streets,
trod upon every one that fell without merey,
and at once terrifying and slaying each other,
issued forth into the fielcs and meadows
round Meaux—fleeing in every direction, but
fleeing in vain, Wherever they turned,
wherever a group gathered together, there
the fierce hand of the pursuers was tpon
them, hewing them down without mercy,
and giving no ear to the cries and entreaties
of those who had never listened to pity in
their own hour of power.

From seven o’clock in the morning till
nearly three in the afternoon, the bard of the
Captal de Buchand the Count of Foix con~
tinued to slay the Jacques and their acom-
plices; and however marvellous it may ap~
pear, no fact of history can be more clearly
ascertained than that, either pressed to death
in the narrow streets, or killed by the sword
in the city and the fields around, seven thou-~
sand men died in that day before the efforts
of les than forty.

Very early in the fight, or rather slaugh«
ter, the little band of the captal and the
Count of Foix had divided into five separate
parties; and when, about three o'clock, the
former planted his banner upon a small hill,
and looked over the plzin around, he could
see his horsemen wheeling hither and thither,
but no body of the insargents was to be dis-
tinguished in any dirzciion,

He ordered his trumpet then to sound a
recall: and ke was shortly after rejoined by
the €onnt of Foix, who sprang from his
horse and cast himself down upon the turf,
saying, ¢ On my life, Captal, though I have
seen many hard fought days, and bunted
mauy a wild beast from morning until night-
fall, I never haye been so weary in all my
life. Why, till the last honr my hand bas
not ceased slaying far a minute. Never let
them talk of Samson after this day’s work
I wish my sword had been the jaw bone of
an ass, it would bave been easier wielded.
How many thousand did you kill, ecaptal?
Ho! Raounl take off my casque, and let me
bave a little air.’

« 1 slew till I was sick of the bloody
work,’ replied the captal, ¢ It was mere
butchery; and oo my life, T think I should
have sheathed my sword and let them go
free, had not the tale of that poor dying
wretch we foand last night—<how that they
had roasted her busband’s body before her
eyes, and made her eat him—rung in my
earg and rendered me as merciless as the
northeast wind. I have no taste for killing
sheep)’

* Nor I either,” answered the Count of
Foix, ¢ and to say truth, 1 had but one fair
stroke or two with any man; one of the Pa-
risien fellows, I imagine, who finding me
close upon him, turned and aimed a blow at
my thigh, He had good arme, for my lance
broke un his plastron, and it took ire two
good thrusts of my sword, which is heavy
enough, to end bim,’

¢ Albert Denyn bhad the best of the day
my lords,’ said Maulcon, joining in; * for he
attached himself to the man in the black
armor, who was worth the whole of them
put together. Albert touched no one else
but him, except when people came between
them, and then he cut his way throngh them
a3 8 ship cleaves the sea.’

¢« That was Caillet I’ exclaimed the Captal
de Buch; ¢ that was their leader. Albert
vowed himself to his destruction. Did he
kill him?’

¢ Not tbat Tsaw, my lord,’ replied Maul.
con. ¢Just out of the town gates, that fel.
low and four er five others who were with
him, found horses, but there the bleck armor
turned upon Albert, and they had two or
three stout blows together, Then the other
put the spurs to his horee and galloped, and
Albert after him. More than once they
came to blows; for, ever and anon, the black
armor faced round upon his pursner, some~
times alone, sometimes with two others, but
still Albert made his part good, for 1 saw bim
cleave one of them, who bad ne headpiece,
down to the very jaws, and then wheel upon
the others again, After that, 1 followed
you, my lord, and saw no mere.’

¢ Let the trompet sound?” said the
captal, * they are coming in but elowly.’

¢ They sre weary to death, I dare say,’
replied the Count of Foix; ¢ but let us be
riding back towards Meux; there will ba
bright eyes looking out forns. I ‘kink we
have lost none nf our number, but one who
was shot by a qumarrel on the bridge. Who
was he. 1 sawsome one fall, but did not
mark who it was,’

¢+ It was the young gentleman we found in
the p'ace, my lord,” answered one of the men

at arms. ¢ Monsienr de Chamble, I think
they called him.’

¢ Indeed,® cried the count. ¢ Poor fellow!
Was he killed.’

¢ As dead as a roebuck,’ replied the man.
¢ He was raising his vizor just st the maw
ment, and it went into bis forehead.’

¢ Well, some one must be killed,’ said the
count, and with this brief elegy the subject
was dismissed.

The Count of Foix mounted his horse
8gain, and with their trumpet sounding, be
and the captal took their way back toward
Meux.' As they rode on, party after party
came in and joined them. and before they
reached thé gates of the city, no one was
wanting but one or two pages and varlets,
who were known to have retutned to the
market place with some prisoners, the young
lord of Chamble, and Albert Denyn,

An unexpected obstacle, however, pre=
sented itself under the very walls, Some of
the citizens appeared upon the battlements
and threatened to keep the gates 'closed,
unless a promise of amnesty was given for the
part that the people of Meux had taken.
The cheek of the Captal turned vary red;
but the Count of Foix remarking that the
great valves of the gate did not seem fully
closed; spurred forward, and pushed them
hard with his hand.

The door gave way, in spite of some
rosistance that was made, The men at arms
rushed in, and were joined by a part of the
citizens, crying ¢ Down with the traitors!
Down with the traitors! Long live the
dauphin! Tong live the dauphin! and in a
moment the scene of strife was renewed in
the streets of the city.

Worsted, . but « desperate, some of the
mayor’s party fled into the houges, aud opened
a discharge of arrows and quivers from the
windows, drawing down a bitter retribution
on their own heads.

¢ Out upon the traitorous hounds!® ex—
claimed the Captal de Buch.

¢ Burn them out,” eried the Count of
Foix.

The suggestion was too rapidly adopted,
fire was brought, and ere an hoar was over
one half of the town of Meux was in flames.
In one of the houses was taken John Soulas
the treacherous mayor; and some of the other
citizens would have put himn to death at onee
for the evils that be had brought mpon the
city; but the captal and the Count of Feix
interfered, and tying him hand and -foot,
bad him carried into the market place, to
await the judgment of the dauphin,

In the midst of that small square, where,
not many hours before, they had stood ex-
pecting death with all the most aggravating
circumstances, the ladies of France were now
collected to welcome the little band of their
gallant deliverere, Two by two, as they
passed the gate; the nobles and their men at
arms, leaving their exhausted horses panting
in the shade, advanced to meet the gratu
lations that poured apon them,

All was joy and satisfaction 1n every bosom
but one there present, Adela de Mauvinet
however, gazed over the liltle band as they
advanced, and searched among them with an
eager and an anxious eye, for the one being
most dear to her own heart, She saw him
not; she counted them over again and again,
He wasnot there; and as she stood by the
side of the Duchess of Orleans, who was
ponring forth thanks with an eloquent voice,
Adela sunk slowlv down, and was caught in
the arms of the young lady of St. Leu, hear~
ing not the words which the latter addressed
to her, ¢ He is safe, I am sure be is safe.’

From s Review of Kohl’s Russia, in the
Quarterly Review.
DESCRIPTION OF ST. PETERSBURGH :

The dangers which at all times beset the
imperial city, and the chances -that the awful
powers of natare which lie in ambush around
it will one day prevail, are thus stated:—

The Gulf of Finland stretches in the great«
est length in a straight line from Petersburgh
westward. The most violent winds blow
from this quarter, and the waters of the gulf
are thus driven direct upon the city, Where
the gulf spacious in this part, there wonld not
be so much to apprebend; bat unfortunately
the shores contract immediately towards
Petersburgh, which lies at ita innermost point;
while elose to the citythe waters lie hemmed
in and pent up in the narrow bay of Cronstadt.
In addition to this the Neva, which flows
from east to west here discharges 1ts waters
into the gulf, thus encountering the violent
waves from the wost in a dimetrically oppo«
site direciion.  The islends of the Neva delta,
on which the palaces of Petersburg take root.
are particulariy flat and low. On their. oater
and uninhabited sides towards the gea they
completely Jose themselves beneatl the waters,
and oeven those parts which lis highest, and
are consequently most peopled, are only raised
from twelve to fourteen feet above the level of
the gulf. A rise of fifleen feet iz sufficient,
therefore, to lay all Petersburg under water,
and one of thirty or forty feet must over~
whelm the city.

¢ To bring ebont this latter disaster nothing
more is requisite than thst a strong west wind
ghonld exaclly concur with high water and




