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noticing his predicament, with a dexterous twist, our brave young King 
has him off his saddle, and down he comes with a mighty clatter to the 
ground. 

“Mercy, mercy,” begs the Count. 

“ Mercy, mercy, indeed,” says the King scornfully, “after the mean and 

shabby trick you have played me. Take that, and that, and this, and that,” ge 

he, letting him feel the weight of his heavy mace at each word. 

“Oh, mercy, mercy,” cries out in a feeble voice the Count. 

“Here,” says the King, calling to one of his foot-soldiers, “ go and take that 

fellow’s sword from him.” 

The archer runs up, and giving the Count an additional buffet over the head, 
makes him give up his sword. 

I must tell you that by doing this, Edward has for ever disgraced the 

Count, and has taken away his knighthood. According to the law of Chivalry, a 

knight can only yield his sword to another knight ; if he gives it up to anyone 

else, he is eternally disgraced. 

Still they go on fighting ; but everywhere the English soldiers are perine 

the better of the French. Bravo, Edward, bravo, our brave fellow countrymen. 

We must not stay any longer ; so good-bye for the present. 
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Here we are back again, you see. Our mesmeric travelling is quick work. 

That tournament that we have just seen was called ever after “The little Battle 

of Chalons.” 

-Edward and his @ucen were crowned at Westminster, and such goings on 

took place in London! 

For the banquet, there were provided, amongst other good things :— 

400 Oxen. 

400 Sheep. 

450 Pigs. 

18 Wild Boars, 

300 Flitches of Bacon. 

20,000 Fowls. 

As to wine, it simply ran down the streets in white and red streams out 

of the fountains. 

The delighted citizens went to their windows, and shouted to the crowds that 

were passing by, and then put their hands into their money bags, and drew out 
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