A DUEL IN 1830. 15

e was descended from a good family of Mar-
seilles. Destined for the navy while still young,
he was seut on board ship before the Revolution,
and while yet of tender years. Later, he was
taken prisoner; and after many strange adven-
ture, returned in 1793 to France; was about to
marry, but having been mixed up with the dis-
turbances of Toulon, managed to escape by a
niracle to Bugland : and learned before long that
his father, mother, one brother, a sister of sixteen
years of age, and his betrothed, had all been led
to the guillotine, to the tune of the Marseillaise,
Thirst tor revenge, revenge on the detested Jaco-
bins, was now his sole aim.  For a long time he
roved about in the Indian seas, sometimes as a
privateer, at others as a slave-dealer; and was
said to have caused the tri-coloured flag much
damage, while he acquired a considerable fortune
for himself. With the return of the Bourbons, he
came back to France, and settled at Marscilles.
He lived, however, very retired, and cmployed
his large fortune solely for the poor, for distressed
seamen, and for the clergy. Abns and maszes
were his only objects of expense. It may easily
be believed, that he acquired no small degree of
popularity among the lower classes and the clergy.
But, strangely enough, when not at church, he
speat his time with the most celebrated fencing-
masters, and had acquiredin the use of the pistol
and the sword, a dexterity that was hardly to be
paralieled.  In the year 1313, when the royalist
reaction broke out in La Vendre, he roved about
for u long time, at the head of a band of follow-
ers. " When at last this opportunity of cooling his
rage was taken from him by the return of order,
he looked out for some victim who was known to
him hy his revolutionary principles, and sought to
provoke himto combat. The youuger, the richer,
the happier, the chosen victim was, the more de-
sirable did he scem. The landlord told me he
himself knew of seven young persons who had
fallen before his redoubted sword.

The next morning at five o'clock, I was at the
house of this singular character. Helived on the
ground-flor, in a small simple room, where, ex-
cepting a large crucifix, and a picture covered
with black crape, with the date, 1794, uader it,
the only ornaments were some nautical instru-
ments, a trombone, and a human skull. The pic-
ture was a portrait of his guillotined bride; it re-
mained always veiled, excepting only when he
had slaked his revenge with bload; then he un-
covered it for eight days, and indulged himself in
the sight. The skull was that of his mother. Ilis
bed consisted of the usual hammock, slung from
the ceiling. When I entered, hie was at his de-
votions, and a Jittle negro brought me meanwhile
a cup of chocolate and a cigar. When he had
risen from his kuees, Je saluted me iu a friendly
manuer, a3 if we were merely going for a morning
walk together; aiterwards he opened a closet, took
ont of it a case with a pair of English pistols, and
a couple of cxcellent swords, which I put under
my arm ; and thus provided, we proceeded along
the quay towards the port. The boatmen seemed
all to know him. ¢ Peter, your boat!" He
gcated himselfin the stern.

‘“ You will have the goodnessto row,” he said ;
“ X will take the tiller, so that my hand may not

I took off my coat, rowed away briskly, and as
the wind was favorable, we hoisted .sail, and socon
reached Cap Verd. We could reniark from afar
our three young men, who were gitting at break-
fast in a garden not far from the shore.  This was
the garden of o restaurateur, and was the favour-
ite resort of the inhabitants of Marscilles. lero
you find excellent fish; aud also in high perfee-
tion, the famous bollenbresse, a national dish in
Provence, as celebrated as the olle podrida of
Spain. How meany a love-meeting has occurred
in this place!  But this time it was not Love that
brought the parties together, but Iate, his step-
brother; and in Provence the one is as ardent,
quick, and impatient as the other.

My business was soon accomplished. It con-
sisted in asking the young men what weapons they
chose, and with which of them the duel was to be
fought. The dark-haired youth—his name was
M T,——, —insisted that he alone should
gettle the business, and his friends were obliged
to give their word not to interfere.

“ You are too stout,” he said to the one, point-
ing t, his portly figure; “and you,"—to the
oth.—‘“are going to be married; besides, I am
a drstrate hand with the sword. However, I
~ill not take advantage of my youth and strength
but will choose the pistol, unless the gentleman
yonder prefers the sword.”

A movement of convulsive joy animated the
face of my old captain. *“The sword is the wea-
ponofthe French gentleman,” he said; “I shall
be happy to die with it in my hand.”

“Beit so. Bat your age?”

¢ Never mind ; make haste, and en garde.”

It was a strange sight: the handsome young
man on one side, overbearing confidence in his
look, with his youthful form full of grace and sup-
pleness ; and opposite him that long figure, half
naked—for his blue shirt was furled up from his

tively bare. Iu the old man every sinew waslike
iron wire; his whole weight resting on his lefs
hip, the long arin—on which, in sailor fashion, a
red cross, threc lilics, and other marks, were
tatteed—held out before him, and the cunning,
murderous gaze rivetted on his adversary.

O Twill be but a mere scrateh,” said one of the
three friends to me. I made no reply, but was
convinced beforchand that my captain, who was
an old practitioner, would treat the matter more
seriously. Young L——, whose perfumed coat
was lying near, appeared to me to be already
given over to corruption. Ile began the attack,
advancing ¢uickly. This confitned me in my
opinion ; for although he might be a practised
fencer in the schools, this was proof that hecould
not frequently have been engagedin serious com-
bat, or he would not have rushed forwards so
incautiously against an adversary whom he did
not as yet know. IIi3 opponent profited by his
ardour, and retived step by step, and at first only
with an occasional ward and halt’ thrust. Young
L——, getting hotter and hotter, grew flurried;
while every ward of his adversary proclaimed, Ly
its force and exactness, the master of the art of
fence. At length the young man made a longe ;
the captain parried it with a powerful movement,

become unsteady.”

aad, before L—— could rccover his position,
made & thrust in return, bis whole body falling

sinewyarm, and his broad scarred breast was en- -
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