
5" Brakespeare ; Or,

" Cover my head whUe I etoop, Meuire Gualtier,»» be
•aid, •« and I will ihow thee a trick worth the leeiag,
if my sinewa have not grown alack through idleaae.**
Even whUe he spoke, Lanyon leaned forward and

graaped the ladder, the topmont rungg of which were
juit then clear—for the rearmoat aaaailanta bad been
omewhat thrown into confuaion by their comrade's
faH Then he braced his knees firmly against either
side of the deep creneUe, tiU his body formed a sort of
arquebouton^ and thrust forward with his whole
strength. The strain was so great that one might
have seen the brawny muscles start out under the euir.
houiUi covering the back of his legs and thighs; but,
little by litUe, ladde|> began to yield, till one tremen-
dous jerk sent it headlong backward into the moat with
aU its freight

A sound betwixt a shriek and groan came up from
below, echoed by Lanyon's surly chuckle as he picked
himself out of the embrasure, where in that last effort
he had faUen prone ; and the assault was over, the
right-hand stormhig-party were already wavering in
their attack, and the disaster of their fellows turned
wavering into instant retreat. All scrambled across
the causeway, or struggled out of the moat as quickly
as they might, leaving behind their dead and wounded.
Even had the trumpets not sounded sharply the recall,
it is more than doubtful if Alain de Beaumanoir would
have found enough to have foUowed him in a third
essay.


