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fore mc," he •mflad. ** In thit rooUf** pointing of«r

hit shottlder, ''if a faithful Mnrant, who» at mj
eonunand, will ihoot her and BIim De Maroellin.

And,** with a sweeping bow, **I think I can be

trusted to bold you and jour hirelings in check long

enou^ for the two rerolrer shots.**

The King regarded him thougfatfullj—and Lot-

len smiled afresh, and tapped the floor with the

point of his sword.
** Ordinarily, I would not credit your threat,**

Armand replied, ** but you are so monstrous a Til-

lain—so unspeakable in your viciousness—that you

are incomprehensible to human minds. Yon are a

sarage brute, cousin—and a sarage brute is capable

of any atrocity.**

** My thanks, cousin, my best thanks! ** was the

answer.

" Therefore, that I may credit your tale of mur-

der ready to be done, will you be good enough to

ask the faithful servant, who is just behind the doot

awaiting your word, to indicate his presence there

by speaking."
*' No! No! cousin—the uncertainty whether I lied

or not is an added impetus to your fear !
*' he

laughed. " You must decide unaided.'*

But even as he said it, the Queen's voice came

from within.

" He lies, Armand! There is no one here."

The King gave a g)ad cry.


