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THE FAVORITE.

BgpreNeER 6, 1873 .

¢+ Benoist,” sald De Maurevert, « it is jmpos-
sible to express the pleasure it gives me to con-
template you in this pitiful condition. This, by
the bye, is not the firs’ time that you and I
have found ourselves in the same dungeon. You
remember, I daresay, the interview I once had,
in your presence, with the Chevaller Sforzf, im.
prisoned in the chadteau of La Tremblais? [
myself shall never forget your air of glory and
importance on that occasion. How things are
changed ! The persecuted chevalier has become
a powerful seigneur, and the executioner
Benolst—food for the gibbet! Who, after this,
will dare to doubt the justice of Providence I

s Captain I” cried the bandit violently, chang.
ing countenance, “you are trying to deceive
me, but you will not succeed. Since when has
a man—however many crimes soever he may
have committed—been condemned without
being first tried ?”

“8ince the Royal Commissioners have been
established, Benoist! What!—have you been
such an utter idiot as to avow to Monseigneur
Bforzi that you possessed a compromising
sceret, and to imagine that Monsieur the Com-
missioner Extraordinary of the King would call
you before the tribunal?  Your offences are so
public and well-established that the Royal
Commissioners have declded that it is alto-
gether uscless to interrogate you. You have
becen coudemned, Benoist, with flattering un-
apimity. I would even add, if I were not fear—
ful of hurting your sensibility, that the sentence
pronounced against you has been received with
snthusinsm by the public, Why should I de-
ceive you? What have I to gain by doing so ¢
Becalm, Benoist.  After all twenty-four hours
are soon passed—I had nearly forgotten to tell
you that you are to remain for twenty.four hours
bound living on the wherl. Meanwhile.”

¢ Captain,” eried the wretched prisoner, in a
voice almoest choked with terror, ¢ in the name
of heaven—I conjure you with Joined hands—on
my knees—let me speak with Monseigneur
Sforzi without delay 1” )

“Speak with Monseigneur Sforzi—your old
vieli m,? You are mad to think of such a
tiiing I R

« Captain, for pity’s sake do not refuse my
prayer! However great, however abon inable
my offences towards Monseigneur Sforzl have
been, if I can but get to see him, he will defer
my execution—he will pardon me I”

éYou are delirious, Benoist.”

“No, no, captain! I possess a secret—a ter-
rible secre —that will save me from the wheel.”

De Maurevert smiled in a singular manner,
and opened the door of the dungeon,

“ Ho, there, archer !" he cried; « conduct the
prisoner to the torture chamber.”

Struck dumb wilh terror, Benoist was led
inuto a lofty and barred room on the ground floor
of the prison, in which all the frightful para-
phernsliacused by the “sworn tormentor” met

his eyes.  As the well.known implement con.
fronted him, he trembled violently in every
limb,

De Maurevert seated himself, and the expres-
slon of gravity in his face and air was of il
augury for the terror-stricken prisoner. At four
buces from the captain stood two persons, whose
cold features announced the most complete
iusensibility : these were the recorder and the
prison doctor, A little further removed stood a
tall and muscular young man of jovial aspect
with frank and free manners, engaged in Lest.:
ing the firmuness of some of his implements; it
was the executioner. In the background were
ranged six individuals, who watched with res.
puectful attention the slightest movement of the
public executioner of Clermont, of whom they
were the assistants or valets,

“Malitre Cherubin,” sald De Maurevert, point-
f.:g to the Chief of the Apostles, «here is a mis-
creant and reprobate of the worst sort; to effect
his conversion, it is for you to display all your
talents—to give full play to your imagination.”

¢ Benoist was a gossip of mine once,” replied
Cherubin, nodding in an amicable way to the
Chief of the Apostles, “ and on that account 1
owe him my best attention. I will treat him
quite as a friend.”

“ What do you mean by that, Maitre Cheru-
bin ?" inquired De Maurevert, severely.

“I mean, seigneur, that I intend to employ
on him all the most artistic means of torture of
which Iam master—choosing all my best tools,
my sharpest pincers, my newest cords, my
thickest wedges., Though I am at present buta
modest provincial executioner, I am equal—I
say it without boasting—to the most foriunate
of my calling in Paris! 1 promise Benolst that
he shall be submitted to a torture as learned, as
perfectly performed, and as com plete as he could
have had at the Chatelet, What shall we com-
mence with, monseigneur 2"’

The reader may with
the horrible details of the torment to which
Benoist was subjected under the accomplished
bhands of Maitre Cherubin, Little by little the
lung history of his crimes was drawn from him
amid vain shrieks and cries for mercy, until the
recorder was fairly tired of writing, and begged
;:'.I;: Maurevert to be allowed to rest for a nio-
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advantage be spared

monsieur,’” replied the cap.
taln. w1t is yei quite early, and there is no
need to hurry; we have all the day before us,
Maitre Cherubin, unfasten your friend Benoist,
and place him on thig bed; a little repose will
render Lim a% fresh for your further experi-
ments as if nothing hagq happened. You have
BO far operated in g manner on which I cannot
oo warmly compliment you, J will tuform the
Royal Cuomm:ssioners of your great ability, and
1 doubt not that, if you go on exhibiting equay

zeal in the performance of your functions, you
will one day be promoted to the Chatelet.”

“ You overwhelm me with gratitude, Mon-
slour le Grand Prevot. To get to the Ohatelet,
is the dream of my life 1"’

“ I will do my best to forward your views,
Maitre Cherubin,” sald De Maurevert, ¢ You
had now better take advantage of Benolst's re-
pose.to go and get ycur breakfast. I will re-
main here until you return. You also, mes-
sleurs,” he added, addressing the doctor and the
recorder, ¢ will no doubt be glad of the oppor-
tunity of going to breakfast. There is no need
for you to return for the next two hours.”

All the assistants of the horrible sceue retired,
and as soon as they were gone De Maurevert
turned the key in the lock, and seated himself
by the side of Benoist, who lay groaning and
half unconscious, as Maitre Cherubin had laid
him, .

** Benoist,” said the captain, raising his voice,
‘¢ there 1S DOW no one here to listen to us. Let
us converse. Take advantage of my benevo-
lence without losing 8 moment’s time. You
have so far, take my word for it, scarcely tasted
of the cup of suffering prepared for your lips!
You know that I never break my word. Well,
I swear on my name of De Maurevert—on my
honor as a gentleman—that if You reveal to me
the terrible secret which you pretend would
save you from death if it were known to Mon-
seigneur Sforzi—I swear, I say, that, in consid- .
eration of your frankness, you shall not die on
the scaffold. I offer you & means of escaping
the wheel and the rack 1”

At the last words the livid and discolored
features of the patient were overspread by a
faint blush; and by a powerful effort he suc-
ceeded in articulating,

¢ Captain,” he said, « I do possess a terrible
secret—a secret deeply concerning Monseigneur
Sforzi; but that secret is my strength ?—-7-—

“ Your strength, poor wretch! It seems to
me you ought to know what it is to die upon
the scaffold, Maitre Benoist, | One last word : it
does not comport either with my dignity or my
birth to play the part of a pleader to you. Do
you decide to remain silent or to speak ? 1 de-
mand a ¢ Yes’ or ¢« No,'” :

¢« It is true, captain,” replied Benolst, appear-
ing to have made up his mind, after hesitating
for a momeunt; « everybody admits the loyalty
with which you keep your oaths, You have
sworn {0 me Ve—

« A truce to idle words ! eried De Maurevert,

Benoist paused for a moment to collect him.
self, and then, almost in g whisper, said in the
captain’s ear ;

« I rely on your promise, captain, to save me
from the scaffold. I feel my senses failing me
—do notloterrupt me. This is my secret :

¢ The Seigneur de la Tremblals, the father
of the present marquis, was a man of fiercely
violent habits; my master, haughty, passion.-
ate, and vindictive as he is, but feebly recalls
his terrible sire. The old Marquis de la Trem-
blais was married to a charming and gentle
young girl, whom he loved wildly—with the
ferocious Intensity of a tiger. He was madly
Jealous of her, and constanily reproached her
with having been previously afflanced toa cousin
of bers, and accused her of preserving a gullty
preference for her relative,

“ 1 was at that time the most trusted of all
the servants in the Chdteau; and, assured of my
obedience, the old marquis willingly entrusted
me with important missions. I was scarcely
five-and-twenty when he named me Chief of his
Apostles.”

¢ The present Marquis de la Tremblais, then,
is not the founder of the beautiful institution of
the Twelve Apostles ?”’ iuterrupted De Maure-

verl. ¢ Go on, Benoist; you tell a story delight-
fully.” :
“Qne night, four-and-twenty years ago,

monseigneur called me to him. I found him ||
walking furiously up and down his private closet,
The room was dimly lighted by one lamp, but I
could see his eyes dart lightnings in the half
darkness. ¢ Benoist !’ he said, ¢ require you to
do me a terrible service. I have a dreadful
secret to confide to you! If you so much as
think of abusing my confidence, I will have you
thrown into an oubliette.* I have acquired the
certainty that Madume de la Tremblals has
odiously betrayed me; my second son owes hi
birth to a crime. I will not keep before my
eyes this living witness of my dishonor; this
child must die! Before two days are passed,
the chditeau must have one inbabitant the less
—this child of shame, or the unfaithful ser-
vant,’” :

“ Well?” demanded De Maurevert, Observing
that Benoist paused,

“Well, captain,” continued the Chief of the
Apostles, “two days after this interview with
the marquis, monseigneur made me & present,
of a hundred crowns—and the chiteau rung
with my poor fnnocent mistress’s cries; her
child had disappeared.”

“ You had killeq it 9

“ I stabbed it full in the chest; but the sume
day a company of free-lances were pPassing
through Auvergne, and, in the depthsof a wood,
Where I had thrown the child, found it stil) v,
ing, and saved its life,"

‘And this child, so mirgculously preserveq
from death ?"—

“ Was the Chevalier Sforzi.”

‘“ Sforzi the brother of the Marquis de jg
Tremblais! You are delirious, Benolst!” grjeq
the captain, overwhelmed with astonishrent,

“ As truly as there is a sky above us, Captafp,
Monseigneur Sforzi {s the son of the late Marqyq

* A well-like dungeon In feudal castles, 1nq

which the victim was thrown and—forgotten,

de laTremblais, I have seen with my own eyes
the scar of the wound left on his ohest by my dag.
ger; 1 have recognlzed in his features an indis.
putable likeness to my former master. But
more than that, by his own lips—without sus-
pecting that I was his murderer—Monseigneur
8forzl told me the story of his life from the
moment of my attempt to kill him. Do you
now understand the cause of my security, cap.
tain? A brother cannot kill & brother! My
master's impunity secures mine !”

* How long have you known that Mon-
seigneur Sforzl was the brother of your master 1

¢ Since the day I fajled to hang Monsieur le
Chevalier.”

“ And you have kept the secret of your dis-
covery? Really, you have been most unfortun-
ate with Raoul; you stab him in his infancy,
try to bang him in his manhood, and here he is
to-day as well as he can be |”

Taking up a pen which the recorder had left,
De Maurevert proceeded to write, not too cor-
rectly, but in a clear and preclse style, the con-
fession just made by Benoist. It was a rare
thing, at that period, for a man of low origin to
be able to write; but Benoist knew how to sign
his name, and, after many painful efforts, suc-
ceeded in attaching his signature to the parch-
ment spread before him by De Maurevert,

* Captain,” sald Benoist, sinking back ex-
hausted, * you have given me your promise.”

“ What promise, beloved son of Lucifer 7

*That you will save me from the scaffold.”

¢ Oh! as to that you have nothing to fear,”
replied De Maurevert, accompanying his words
with a strange and sinlster smile; « but do not
forget that if, in an hour’s time, when your tor-
ture is continued, you aliow one syllable of ovr
secret 1o excape your lips, I shall consider my-
self completely disengaged from my promise.”

¢ When my torture 18 continued!” shrieked
Benoist,

‘“ Why, you did not surely imagine that a
trifling pressure applied to your legs would be
considered as sufficlent atonement for all your
offences against justice ? No, no, Maitre Be-
nolst—you have been submitted to the ¢ ordinary
question;’ iy now remalns for you to be submit-
ted to the ¢extraordinary question!’”

Without further troubling himself with the
supplications of the miserable wretch, De Maure-
vert called in the archers, confided the prisoner
to their charue, and hurried away.

“ By Minerva!” he cried, “thisisa great dis-
covery !—but the last person to be informed of it
is my gentle Raoul! Rather than fight against
his brother, he will resign the powers given him
by the king; and then what would become of
my credit? Besides, if he were to resign his
powers on the very eve of the combat, he would
be for ever dishonored. No, no; I shall cer-
tainly not tell him anything about Maitre Be-
noisi's revelations. But then he has singular
susceptibilities, If the marquis is conquered, to
enaile Raoul to take possession of his estates, it
will become necessary to inform him as to lis
birth; and then he must discover that I have
long known this secret! Would he forgive me ?
The question is beset with difficulties. The
need of caution is imperative, One often repents
of having sald too much, rarely of having acted
cautiously. There is no hurry; I can—I must
wait 1"

Two hours later the Chief of the Apostles died
under the hands of his former friend, Maitre

' Cherubin, to whom the captain had glven cer-

tain instructions as to the application of the
¢+ extraordinary question.”

In the meantime, and in spite of the philoso-
phical conclusion he had come to, De Maurevert’s
doubts and perplexities of mind grew upon him,
and at last, acting upon a sudden resolution, he
sought Diane, whom he found alone, tje che-
valler being absent at the moment with the
army which was engaged in the investment of
the Marquis de la Tremblais’ castle,

« My beloved and honored demoiselle,” said
De Maurevert, as soon as he found himself in
the presence of Diane, 1 ask permission to
come at once to the subject which brings me to

ou.”
v “ Speak, captain,” sald Diane, whom this
brusque exordium filled with alarm; « some
danger threatens Monsieur Sforzi 7’

“ Not yet, mademoiselle,”

“ Not yet!” repeated Diane, in trembling
accents; ¢ but some danger does threaten Mon.
sieur Sforzi, then?”

“ Alas! yes, mademoiselle—a great danger;
Raoul is on the eve of involuntarily committing
a crime which will fill the rest of his existence
with a terrible remorse.”

“In heaven's name, explain yourself, cap.
tain!”

“Itisnot in my power to speak, mademol.
selle, save on one conditlon.”

“ On what condition, captain ?”

“ That you will never reveal to Raoul what I
am golng to confide to you, Do not question
me, dear Diane; you must give me a ¢ Yes’ or
‘ No" ”

“ But if I am not permitted to warn Monsieur
Sforzl of the danger that threatens him, of what
use would be your confidence, captain?’ de-
manded Mademoiselle d’Erlanges, more and
more azitated and anxjous.

« To forbid Raoul to throw himself into this
danger. The devil!—I beg your pardon—I
should have said, by Cupld—if you love Raoul,
it will not be difficult for you to invent some
pretext for keeping him by you.”

“ Speak, captain,” crled Diane, after a brief
besitation; «1 accept your condition. I swear
never to reveal 1o Monsieur Sforz{ anything you
may now confide 1o me.”

De Maurevert hesitated before replying.

* Dear aud honored Diane,” he said, at length,

%I cannat hide from myself the fact that I am
oommitiing a grave indiseretion in confiding mY
secret to you, for the disoretion of even th:
most accomplished woman hardly exceeds thé
of an echo, However, no matter; the danger 18
§0 pressing that there is no shrinking back.
Dear and honored Diane, Monsieur le Chevalier
Sforzi 1s own brother to the Marquis de la Trem-
blais.”

De Maurevert’s communioation filled Diade
with anxlety,

“ Oh, you are right, captain,” she said; ¢t 18
impossible that Monsieur Sforzi can beslege the
castle of the Marquis de la Tremblals in perso:
I shudder to think of these two brothers meet.
ing face to face and hand to hand in the breuct
—it would be frightful—abominable! And wha
a terrible position Is mine! Not to tell him, 18
knowingly to associate myself with his involun-
tary crime; while to tell that he must spare the
marquis, is to break my sacred oath of avengiog
‘my mother ”

« But for the accident of his being exposed ¢
the danger of becoming either a traitor or ®
fratricide, there would be no difficulty in the
matter.
on as well as possible. The question is, how is
Raoul to be withdrawn from the position beé
occuples as commander-in-chief of the siegé
lorces 7"

% Alas! is not that an lnsurmountable diffi-
culty, captain ?

«I think not, honored Diane. In your place
I should send for him, and so work upon
feelings, by pretending that I was dying of fearl
for his safety—jealousy of his love of glory—
doubts of his love for me, if he preferred his ré*
putation to my sufferings—in short, wheedl®
him into remalning with me, instead of placﬂlg
himself at the head of the troops. That done,
should get him to abandon to me the comman
of the royal forces, and the direction of the sieg¢
operations; I should take the chiteau, hang the
marquis, your mother would be avenged, you
would marry the chevalier, who would inherit
and everybody would be amply satisfied.”

Diane made no attempt to interrupt the cap
tain; but it was easy to see, by the expresslol;
of her charmingly pure face, how much he
delicacy was pained by his propositions.

« Mousleur,” she replied, +I too sincerely 10V®
and esteem Mounsieur Sforzi, I too highly value
my own self-respect, ever to think of playiné
such an ignoble part. Captain—I am your very
humble servant,” o

At this abrupt dismissal, De Maurevert ros
from his seat, bowed profoundly, aud quitte
Dlane's presence without uttering a word.

«Death and carnage !” he sald to bimself, ‘:
he descended the stairs of the Marquis de Caﬂ‘le
hac’s house; “the cold cruelty of this llg'e_
Diane completes my studies of women!

cldedly the very best of them are not worthy of

a moment’s serious attention, Tudieul—""l
her gentle air! Poor Raoul—poor Raoul !’

If De Maurevert could only have wuuessge
Diane’s despair as soon as she was left alone, o
would have passed a very different judgme a
upon the poor girl. Huinbly kneeling befol‘em
crucifix attached te the wall, her eyes bathed d
tears, and her voice broken by sobs, she pray€
heaven to guide her. per

A smile of strange sigunificance illumined
features when she rose.

¢ Heaven be thanked,” she murmured’!'_
“heaven be thanked !—Raoul has no long®
anything to fear!”

galling a page, she directed him to summoP
Lebhardy to her presence. d1io

In the course of the evening, she succeede! o
obtaining a private audience of Monsieur
Harlal, to whom she confided the aswundlﬂ'f
intelligence conveyed to her by De Mnurevell'lt
leaving it to the wise discretion of the Preside
of the Royal Commission to act upon it in 8“‘:6
a manner as to serve best the public and priva
interests involved. he

Without & moment’s delay, he sought b 4
chevaller, whom he found in his tent surrou‘;’u_
ed by the chief officers of the royal army, ne
cussing the course 10 be taken in regard to " -
siege. At the moment of the president’s JO .
ing the party, De Maurevert had explained Sl
method of attack which had been hailed by
assembled as infallible, olf

“Captain!” cried Raoul, throwing hlll“’l o
upon his friend’s neck and embracing hzho
warmly, ¢ your presence of mind has saved "
royal cause from the shame of tmmediate ¥y
feat, and assured my vengeance! Death of &
life !—it will at length be permitted me L0 W"id
out with his blood the outrages 1 have sustaid
at the marquis’s hands !” of

A cloud of sadness overspread the bl'owmf
Monsieur de Harlai as he listened to this ©
burst, B

“ Chevaller,” he said, after a brlef h@sit&tlon:
“I must not leave you for one moment in “l n
certainty. I received from his majesty cerl-:m
Powers—one of which is to take from you oy
command of the army at any moment I m A
think necessary to do so. I now feel calted up®
to exercise this authority. Do not look “'l"o
this proceeding as tmplying the least doud! 0
your talents or of your probity, I swear to me
monsieur, that such is not the motive of the
determination. And let me add that, with be
€Xxception of the command of the army, ybl'e-
bPowers will remain as heretofore, iliimité
You will suffer no sort of disgrace.” od 10

Monsjeur de Harlai might have contlow ot
Sbeak without recelving any Xuterruptiond t
Raou), who was completely dumbfol}u‘le - oule
";&5 Seme little time before the use of bis

€8 returned to him, -

“ Monsleur,” he cried at length, with 8 ‘-‘::’b'

bling voice, « I know that it is my duty 0

In all other respects affuirs are goiné -

1




