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TIIE BRIDAL OF ST. OMER.*
A TALE.

Jacqueline folded up her embroide
ry, and sighed as she deposited the 
work in a drawer of an antique cabi
net which stood in her chamber ; 
for her hitherto obedient needle 
refused to trace those flowers which 
were wont to spring up beneath 
her creative fingers. She wandered 
into the garden, but its plants and 
blossoms no longer delighted her : 
the sickly tints of autumn had sad
dened the face of nature, and every 
surrounding object reminded her of 
her own faded hopes. Returning in
to the house, she sat down, and listen
ed with anxious yet despairing ear 
for some stir or tumult, betokening 
the arrival of news ; but no unusual 
sound disturbed the calm of the silent 
streets. The French soldiers bask
ing in the sun.in the front of their 
guard-room, now and then broke the 
stillness by snatches of old tunes, a 
fragment of some ancient romance 
chaunted to a national air, or the 
light laugh which occasionally fol
lowed a jest uttered in too low a 
tone to be -heard beyond their own 
circle. It was evident, from the 
careless gaiety of these men, that al
though the king of England was lay
ing siege to Boulogne, they had no 
fear of being disturbed in the fort
ress so fraudulently wrested by Louis 
XI. the predecessor of the present 
monarch of France, from the house 
of Burgundy. Jacqueline’s melan
choly thoughts naturally turned up
on the fallen fortunes of that luckless 
family. She herself retained a lively 
recollection of the beautiful orphan 
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heiress, the Princess Mary, at the 
period of her deep distress, when by 
the death ofher gallant father, Charles 
the bold Duke of Burgundy, she 
was left to the mercy of the factious 
citizens of Ghent, and exposed to the 
hostility of her most inveterate ene
my, the cruel and crafty Louis.— 
Jacqueline’s heart burned with indig
nation as she reflected upon the dis
graceful reverses which the Burgun
dians had sustained, from the period 
of their gallant sovereign’s last fatal 
campaign in Germany ; and she mar
velled at the supineness displayed by 
Maximilian, in suffering the territo
ries of his wife and her son (to 
whom, upon the decease of Mary, he 
had been constituted guardian) to re
main in subjugation to the crown of 
France. The maiden, gazed upon 
her delicate white as they hung 
listlessly over the arms of a high- 
backed chair on .which she was re
clining, and wished that they could 
be endowed with a giant’s strength, 
to burst the fetters imposed by fo
reign power. She thought upon the 
heroic deeds achieved at Orleans by 
a frame as weak, and she almost fan
cied that she could welcome the 
fate of Joan of Arc, to be, like her, 
the deliverer of her country. Sud
denly the French guard sprang up 
from their recumbent attitudes, and 
the ponderous mail of the men at 
arms clashed as they rose in haste to 
salute their commanding officer 
Count Bertrand de Montmorenci, 
the governor of St. Omer. For p 
moment Jacqueline hoped that ho


