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THE FAVORITE

your manner of questioning me at first consi- | this pent.up garden ?” asked De Maurevert. '

derably surprised me; now I understand you
better. You told me you were a jolly compan-
ion, and I now see how agreeably you can
handle a joke. I asgure you, you completely suc-
ceeded in taking me in.”

«“ A joke! A thousand legions of devils]” eried
the glant, « It seems to me, my friend, that you
are laughing at me! Take care what you are
about. My patience soon somes to an end, and
once Captain Roland de Maurevert loses his
tormaper, there’s no knowing to what lengths his
anger may go. I pardon your blunder this time,
but don’t repeat it. Now, yes or no!-—do you
consent to give up the pullet ?”

“You are really in earnest, then ?” dem:anded
the young man, still calmly.

“ As earnest as if' the cause were a thousand
times more important. Let me advise you to
entertain no particle of doubt on the point.”

“ Allow mie, in turn, to address 2 word of ad-
vice to vou, Captain de Maurevert. Do not too
readily assume to yourselfthe right of directing
e in the present circurnstances; 1 am used to
regulate ny own conduet.,” After a short si-
tence, he continued: “You must allow me to
tell you that, in my estimation, the duel, so
much honored in France, constitutes the most
wuilty aet, the most odious erime, that o (‘hris.
tian can engage himselfto commit. The duellixt,
properly so-called, has not the excuse of passion ;
he kills simply for the sake of killing. That is
cruelty pushed to its last expression-—something
atonoé vile, sanguinary and shametul.”

« A fhomily worthy of the monk Poncet!"
eried De Maurevert. ¢ If suchare your enlight -
ened sentiments, why don’t you give up the
puallet 27

“I've not quite said all I have to say,” con-
tinued the younger man. ¢I have made it arule
of conduct to avoid as much as possible affairs
of honor. I must be pushed to extremities be-
fore drawing thg'sword from the scabbard. Ay
there no means$f axrgnging our diflerence. I+
it not truly deplordblét88e® two men, stranger-
to each other, rip one & er to pleces with
their daggers, like two Htlighy dogs over a bone
1 assure you, captain, if it were not that I hav.
been fasting for nearly twenty-four hours, |

would not hesitate to resign my dinner to you." |
At these words the captain rose and shrugged :

his shoulders with an air of pity.

« Monsteur,®he said in adisdainful tone, «ati
that you have #8ld may be summed upin threc
words—you are atraid.”

¢« Captain !” cried the young man, biting his
lips till the blood came from them.

“Well—what? You are not going to lose your
temper?  That woudld be too good & joke.”

The young man paused for a few seconds,
duriug which time his lips quivered and his
hrows contracted nervously,

«Captain,” he sald, in & voice which he tried

to render calm, but the tones of which trembled
with anger, “if [ hesitate and hold back trom
vntering upon a duel 86 #ingular as the one in
which you are now se 10 engage me, it is
heeause nature has unhabply*ifteted e with
‘nstinets of which I dreall the“explosion. At
the flush of steel my heart beats with joy, my
btood becomes fired, my brain transported, and
the idea of carnage seizes e like a delirium,
It is not ferocity, captain ; it'is-a malady, Per-
hoaps this terrible fury ma¥* ‘have been tran-
mitted to me from my father., Sometimes I
am tempted to believe that I come from an
accursed race. Captain, have pity on me! Do
not add a new remembrance of blood to those
which already weigh upon my past!”

During the time the young man was speak.
1ug De Manrevert observed him with the closest
attention.

* Monsleur,” he cried, « accept my sincere
ipologies. 1 see that I am mistaken in my
opinien of you.”

+So, theu—our duel’’ ——

“ Is now iuevjtable. A sort of bravery is what
I ought from the first to have expected to find
in you. Allow me, on my side, to display to
you a sort of honesty which is my peculiar
quality; frankness for frankness, monsieur, I
4ls0 have on my conscience a counsiderable
humber of peccadilioes. I have done, in faet,
#dl that & man of war can do. This is equivalent
to & terrible confessiou. In religion I respect but
oue thing—my word. In this & comprised my
entire honesty, and I push it to the farthest; tor
}vhcn one boasts but one good quality, one is
~learly bound to make the most of it. Now, 1
have pledged my word to kill you it you do not
give up your dinner to me. It was wrong of me
to pledge my word, perhaps, but it's now too
late to withdraw it. One word more, by the
way—what Is your name ?”

My name has nothing to do with our dif-
terence.”

« Excuse me, [ always made a point of know-
ing the names of those whom I send to suother
world. It is a sort of library of remembiance |
am forming for the entertainment of my old
age.”

“ 1 wm called Raoul Storei, awd 1 beionyg to his
Highness, Monselgneur the Iuke of Savoy.”

“Raoul Sforzi,” repeated the captain, frun-
quilly. «Thut's a coupling of French and Italian
thai seems suggestive ofa certain irregularity in
your birth.”

At this respunse of Roland de Maurevert, his
wilversary uttered a cry of rage that sounded
not unlike the roar of u lion, and instantiy
stripped off his coat, or soubreveste.

“Take off your cuirass, captain,” he eried ;
“you are & wretch unworthy of pity !’

A\ few moments later they both stood ready to
hegin the fight,

“Dow’t you think we should tind better ground

for our purpose outside the house than here in !

‘““ Here we can only massacre each other like !
two peasants; out there we may cut each other's |

throats like gentlemen.”
«“Just as you please, oaptain,” replied Raoul,
« Pass out first, then, I heg.”
‘“ After you, captain.” )
“Youw'll oblige me infinitely by not insisting.”

Raoul bowed to his asdversary, and erossed the |

threshold of the outer door.

« Pardiew,” cried D¢ Maurevert, following
hitu; «you are a brave companion, and I hold
you in great esteem. To expose your back so to
me, when 1 have a sword and dagger in my
hand, proves on your part a loyalty that does
you honour. Hallo! vou fellows,” he oried to
the wonder-struck group who stood about the
door of the cabaret, « hrush me this ground here
clear of stones with your caps, and then take
vourselves to s convenient distance out of the
way ;and for your pains you shall see a sight
that many a Court lady would pay half her
Jjewels to witness !

The two adversaries crossed their swords in &
moment, and the fight began, It was of short
daration; for, to the amazement of the glant, at
the second pass Raoul’s sword wounded him in
the right shoulder, A moment later, and, like a
whiriwind, Raoul closed upon him, his foot gave
way under him, and, before he was hardly

aware of whuat had happened, he found himself
extended on the ground, with Raoul’s dagger at
his throat. )

‘ Apologise, and 1 will spare your life ! cried
Ruoul,

‘“ Apologise—for what 2’ demanded De Mau-
revert, «I've not offended you in any way. If
rou give up the pullet, Il accept my lite ; if not,
ut my throat, and the devil fly away with me.
I've given my worl, and that I'll never break
to save my life.”

“Take the pullet, then, captain,” said Ruaoul
~adly, releasing his antagonist, and moving
slowly back towards the cabaret,

No sooner wag De Maurevert upou his feet
than he rusbed after his magnanimous op-
pouent, and threw his arms about him, erying:
“Chevalier, let me emburace you! The devil
confound me if I in the least understand what
i~ the matter with me. 1 feel a strong inclina.
tion to ery : I fancy I must be ill. Don’t expect
@ny better explanation; but, since I have not
heen able to kill you, suffer me to become your
friend. I pledge you my word to be faithful

: und devoted to you.”

Raoul’s answer to this remarkable and alto.
gother unexpected proposition wasa hearty grip
of the giant's outstretched hand. The engage-
ment was accepted.

CHAPTER

DE LA TREMBLALS
APOSTLES,

1L

K MARQUIS

Hardly had the late adversaries re-vntered
tae cabaret, when a ‘new personage appeared
upon the seene.

He was 9 man about five.and.forty years of
e, with low brows, deep-set eyes, angular fea-

engemble conveylng at a glance anything but a
favorable impression. His costume of sombre-
¢)lored serge clearly iudicated his station as
that of adomestic ; he was, in fact, one of the
gamekeepers of the Marquis de la Tremblais.

The arrival bf this person produced an extra-
ordinary effect — something not far removed
from consternation, indeed — on the minds of
the holiday-makers of Saint Pardoux. As soon
@5 his presence was observed, the groups separ.
wled, and though everybody affected to greet
Lim with a friendly smile nnd bow, it was easy
1 be seen, by the embarrassed and even terri-
f:ed expression of their fuces, that their smiling
: nd friendly salutations were drawn from them
ruther by the sentiment of fear than of friend.
lness,

Whether the valet Benoist was used to recep-
t:ons of this kind, or that he set no store by
themy, he appeared on the present occasion un-
eomselous of the effect produced by his presence.
lle passed proudly and disdainfully through the
turong, which made way for his passage, and
eutered the cabarct. A maiicious smile played
ahout the corners of his evil-looking mouth as he
called in a loud and imperious tone :

¢ Muster Nicolas 1

Tue cabaretier, pale, and uneasily fumbling
it the broad brim of his cap, quickly made bis
how before his redoubtable guest, who looked at
him for a moment or two in sllence, and with
some such expression as we may faney a viper
vontemplates a wren he Is about to dart upon,

sreparation, Master Nicolas, eh 2 asked Benoist,
Sfter enjoying, as long as wus agreeable to him-
U, the poor cabaretier’s agony of mind. ¢ Who
sre the happy Young people, Master Nicolus ? 1
b not RKnow  any wedding was in contem.
vlation at Baint Pardoux 27

Ce Waedding, Monstear Benoist ! eried the en-
; baretier, affceting 116 profoundest  astonish-
¢ Lent, aod holding himselr carefully on the de-
Pstve. ¢ Pve heurd or no wedding, Monsieur
Lenolst,”

“ I must have bheen mistuken, then ; so we'll
¥4y DO more gbout the matter. It was the
agreeable smeH of roasting meat that fills your
house misled me, T made sure I scented a wed-
ding-feast.”

Muster Nicolus tried hard to protest his inno-
cence, but his presence of mind entirely desert-
Iug hiin ut this critical moment, he could do no
niore thun blush gulitily tothe roots of his hair,
Trom being simply malicions, the smile of the

gnmekeeper becuine hideous.
“Fxerefca hao givan me an appetite, Macter

I'WELVE |

tares, thinlips, and sidelong restiess looks 3 his |

“You've got u wedding dinner in course or

i
I
t

Nicolas,” he said, after & slight pause, * Cannot
vyou find for me in a corner of your larder—say
2 erust of bread and cheese ? Certainly Ishould
»refer a slice of ventson ; but then, I know -
- ou are so poor ! — such luxurjes as fresh meat
~r game of any kind never find their way into

. vour humble house.””

The unfortunate Master Nicolas felt very
nuch ar it he had been stretched upon a red
‘ot plate. He saw that there was no escape
‘roin the terrible cluiches of Monsieur Benolst.

«If you will promise me your protection,
‘lonsieur Benoist,” he erled, with trembling
humbleness, “ and also to keep the secret — 1
think I shall be so happy as to be able to treat,
@3 he deserves, the head gamekeeper of Mon.
-igneur the Marquis,”

“ Aha! A confidence !
vhat it is.”

This command was given withoutany accom-
i anying guarantee, and the unfortunate caba.
v tier bitterly repented his unguarded proposi-
tlon.  But as it was impossible to reireat from
che position he had taken, he resigned himself
. the consequences with an inward groan.

“ Yes, Monsieur Benoist,” he replied, affecting
n 0 air of careless gaiety, which had the effect
« I making his embarrassment more conspicu-
» usly noticeable, “ I have something better to
«ffer you than a mere crust of bread and cheese
—a roasted pullet!”

“ Oh, you're joking, Master Nicolas,” eried
iie gamekecper, with a well-acted look of in-
»redulity.

. Master Nicolas, however, felt but too poign-
sntly how little of jocularity there was in the
aifair. His only chance of escaping punish-
rient lay in inventing a plausible lie, and he
hiad not hesitated to attempt to save himself by
that mmeans,

“ The fact Is, Monsieur Benoist,” he said, low-
ering his volece, “about an hour ago two cava-
liers dismounted at my door, and gave me a
pullet, with orders to roast it for their dinner.
I’s no uncommon thing for travellers to carry
iheir own provisions, is it, Monsieur Benoist?
Now, what prevents me from telling my guests
that the fire was too strong, and that it has
buarnt up their pullet ?” :

« Nothing whatever, good and faithful Master
Nicolas,”

« Of course, between you and these strangers
1 would not hesitate for a moment.”

¢ Iam happy, Master Nicolas—for your sake
that I was mistaken. For a moment I sus-
y-ected you of a design to defraud monseigneur

of his rights.”

“ Ah, Monsieur Benoist,” cried the cabaretier,
J-utting on the best look of injured innocence he
was able to assume; ¢ how could such =«
fhought have come into your mind ?”

While poor Master Nicolas was thus dolng his
best to lie himself into security, Captain Roland
#nd Raoul were amicably talking away the
time, and waiting as patiently us they could the
advent of theirdinner,

« I counsider that to-day has been alucky one
for me, chevalier,” cried the glant; « for not
only bave I had the honor of gaining your
friendship, but the sword-thrust which you
save me, and which might have laid me up in
bed for a fortnight, is nothing but a skin-deep
vrick, of which there will be no sign by this
time to-morrow. I assure you, chevaller, it is
impossible for me to tell you how much your
character attracts and pleases me. Let us re-
faain in company. I've a presentiment that
‘e shull do something remarkable together.
We each complete the other. You will bring
iito the partnership youth, mettle, beauty;
I, what is worth all the rest—experience. For,
1o speak frankly, my dear Chevalier sforzi, 1
don’t think much of your intelligence as a tego-
tiutor; you've superabundantly proved to me
that you don’t in the least know how to make
1he most of an advantage.”

« How s0, captain ?”

« For example : When you held me down Just
iiow, and had your dagger at tny throat, why
didn’t you impose a ransom ? In your place, 1
~hould have done so. Why, I've fought duels
that huve brought me five hundred crowns. In
-u¢l, & sWord in the hands of a brave and inge.
nious man represents a certain source of in.
come ! .

“ Fight for money, captain ?”

¢ You wouldn't tight for love, would you? My
young friend, Idon’t for a moment dispute
that you fence admirably; but I sustain that,
veyoud that you have everything to learn, In
the course of the next few days, when 1 know
vou better, I'll carry this conversation further.
Meantime, my stomach cries famine ! Let’s
dine, and I offer you g share of my pullet.
W hat ho!”

At the captain’s summons, Master Nicolas
appeared With a contrite air and a piteous
countenance.

« Forgive me, monseigneur,” he said, « 1
have had the misfortune 1o be called away from

Pray let me hear

! the cooking of your pullet for a few minutes,
- and the fire—has burnt i up entirely !”

On hearing this disastrous news, Captain
Roland dashed his clenched fist down u;on the
table before him with such tremendol:. force
as to shiver the worin-eaten wood into splinters,

“ Wreteh I he eried; but then suddenly
checked bimself, and arter 4 moment's reflec-
tion, continued 1in an unexcited tone: My

fiiend, it isn’tto au old fox like me that it’s any !

use talking such nonsense as that, You'll never
make me believe that you have allowed a dinner
worth LWO livres tournois to melt into smoke.
You must have found some magnificent cus.
tomer for it "

« ] sWear toyou, gentlemen '
« Kflenen!

If yon darve tn interrapt me agait.
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Il wring your neck without pity. Coﬂfes's
vour crime—it’s the only way of saving yo“l’;
~elf from my indignation. Now, tell the truth
or dread my terrible wrath!”

S0 many examples of cruelty were daily give?
at this period by the feudal nobility of the pro”
vinces, the life of a peasant was held of so 1ittlé
account, that Master Nicolas began to trembl®
inevery limb.

“ Pronise to forgive me, monseigneur,” he
~'ammered almost ubintelligibly, « and I W}
ronfess to you the entire truth,”

“ I consent,” replied the captain, after a m%
rent's reflection; ¢ but at the same time, th"l
your fault may not go unpunished, you wil
lodge and feed my friend the chevalier and my*
self gratis,”

“ You ¢ e too great an honor, monseigneur
I thank you fo1 your goodness.”

“ Never mind thanking me, but go on with
»our confession,” eried the giant. 4
Nicolas was perfectly sincere. He relaté
the fact of Benoist’s arrival, the critioal positio®
in which the presence of the Marquis de 18
Tremblals’ head gamekeeper had placed himy

«nd, in fine, the sacrifice he had been oblig
1o make of the roast pullet intended for the tr8”
vellers, to save himself from fine and i prisod*
ment,

“By all the furies,” cried Captain Rolands
when the cabaretier had finished his lament
uble narrative, ¢ conduet me to this knave. Th¢
zormandiser has the audacity to attack gell"le't
men, has he? Racks and gibbets !—we’ll 8¢
some fun out of this

The giant, now moved to real anger, had rise?
from hisx seat, and was already some way M
wards the door of the cabaret, when Master NI°
colas threw himself on his knees before himh
#+nd clung to one of his legs.

“In the name of all the saints, monseigneufl
i:e cried, “do not think of anything of the 80F
You do not know Benoist! Woe to whoeve
offends him ! Benoist never forgives.”

“Fear has robbed you of your wits, fello®s
und made you forget in whose presence you are
ind to whom you are speaking,” cried the gi“"t"
roughly throwing off the terrified cabaretief
- Dare to threaten me—Roland de Maurevert—
with the anger of a hind ?”’ d

« Monselgneur, I conjure you take care,” crie
Nieolas, beseechingly. Butseeing that the ¢8F”
tain paid no heed to his words, he sprang
his feet and placed himself in the doorws¥’
“ Monseigneur,” he cried, as pale as a corpsé
and in a hoarse whisper, ¢ what I am about '
tell you may cost me my life; but I c&nnor
bear to see you heedlessly rushing upon .YO“”.
fate, Monselguneur, the gamekeeper, Benolsh "
chief of the twelve aposties of the Marquis d@
Trembluis,” .

On hearing these enigmatical words, the ¢8P
tain stopped. 5

“What do you mean by the twelve apostl®
of the Marquis de la Tremblais ?” he asked.

« Did you not know of their existence, mo
~eigneur ?”

¢ Not the least.,”

Leading his guest well out of earshot of WB
vver was in the house, Nicolas, after a mom
of painfual hesitation, explained. - n-

“Whatare called the twelve apostles of MO
~eigneur the Marquis de la Tremblais are mY .
lerers charged with the execution of his V€
~eance. Monseigneur never leaves his -
without having them for an escort—for mohe
~eigneur never lives on good terms with tre
rieighboriug nobility. The twelve apostles &
i band of pitiless and lawless wretches, W
fueling themselves supported by the power v
thelr master, shrink from no deed to which th¢
site incited elther by greed or wickedness. !
were to attempt to tell you all the dred be
things they have done, the day would D""ou,
long enough for the story. Let me beseech 3u "
Inonseigneur—do not draw upon yourself, MU
less Touse the anger of the chief of the apostl® ar

“What do you think of all this, my 08¢
chevalier 2" demanded the giant of Raoul Wbr,y
dlashing eyes and knit brows spoke cle87
unough the indignation with which the pot
baretler’s recital had filled bim, «Does 1t B
strike you that luxury is being carried to 8% ulé
‘1eard of pitch in the provinces? This Marg
de la Tremblals appears to deny hlms"l{ﬂﬂy
‘hing.  Twelve assassins in his pay !—it's £ 1D
royal.  One might really belicve onese
aris,” re-

Having delivered himself of this judicio® o
ilection, Captain Roland passed straight thro
the cabaret, followed by Raoul,

The first object their eyes rested Of"w 185
‘eaching (he road in front of Master N
house, was the chief of the apostles, sed
table aud iu the act of begiuning to cal've"ess
tullet, Uttering an involuntary cry of dis ards
5t the sight, the captain spraug fiercely tO%
Benoist, [owl

“Gallow’s bird!” he exclalmed, * "msy ur
belongs to me ! Up with you, and of W th
“ap when I speak to you !” emen?
The chief of the apostles made no move®
Owardg rising from his seat; but his ‘Ylp;:;no
' Yes turned with an indescribable expres® pand
‘nalice upon his interlocutor, and h’she car-
“PUght Lhe hilt of & heavy cutlass which
:-x?d by his side. "

The captain observed both the gestur
the look that accompanied it. . fello¥
i “Home of Beelzebub I he cried, « thi#

. IS mad ! nothel‘
_Without troubling himself to utter # s, 1O
Word, and with the most perfect cooln

"

0
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“aised his right arm, and brought dow? 4]
o eop?
viosed fist upon tne head of the gamexmu‘"

who fell to

Horhets,

y &

the ground as if struck b,




