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“You know very well, » exclaimed the young | his pretensions were but litle regarded beside y p 
man, “that I did not come fur her.” 

“Well, well, you had better not stay talking 

with me; you will be observed.” 

“Oh! I will withdraw, if you are afraid of 
being seen in my company.” 
“tis not for myself I am afraid,” said Del- 

phine, “but I dread lest your papa should scold 

you.” 

My readers will have perceived by this time, 
not only that the pretty Delphine was a spoil- 

ed child, pert and wayward, who had been in- 

dulged in every whim, and who consequently 

indulged herself in any kind of impertinence 
she chose; but also that this was by noeans 

her first meeting with the diffident, but well: 

meaning Arthur de Lozeraie, over whom she 

felt she had gained an ascendancy, which she 
could not resist the temptation of making use 
of, and for whom, to do her justice, she enier- 

tained a sincere regard, although the error of 
her education somcivhat warped the manner 

of it’s showing nsclf. ; 

But to return from my digression. No soon- 
cr had Delphine uttered these words, than 
Arthur, with an extraordinary exertion of cour- 

age, took the scat so lately vacated by Made- 
moizelle de Favieri, and again sohcited her to 
dance. 
Mademoiselle Durand could not entirely sup- 

press a smile at the triumph she aed obtained, 

especially as 2lademoisclle de Favien was a 
witness to her proceedings; yct she assumed 

a tyrannical air, and gave the tunnd youth a 
decided refusal. 

“Rut you intend to dance with others sup- 

pose 1" said he. 
“Perhaps I do,” rephed the tormentor. 
“Very well, we shall see.” 

At this moment, Leopold approached 10 re- 

quest the honour of her hand, but she replicd— 
“Excuse me, 1 have pronused Monsicur lc 

Viscomte de Liozeraic.” 
“Ah! you arc an angel!” cried Arthur, m a 

suppressed tone. 
“It was not for your sake I refused nm, 1 

assure you,” suid Delpinne. 

Arthur thought this merely a subterfuge, but 
there was some rath it; for in foliowing up 

the misciuevous propensity for teasing her 

lover, which had just 1aken possession of her, 

she would gladly have accepted thie invitation, 

had some young man of rank amd fashion ac- 
costed her at that moment, wmstead of her fa. 

ther's clerk ; but her vanity could not resist the 

temptation of making the poor clerk feel that 

the highborn M. de Lozeraie. 

“Then you will dance with me?” replied 
Arthur. 

* Neither with you nor any one clse. Why 
don’t you go and ask Mademoiselle Favien.” 
“1 have no wish to dance with her, Del. 

phine.” 

“Perhaps so, but if your papa wishes 11, you 
must, you know.” 

Arthur, piqued exceedingly, made no reply, 

and the contradance was just going to begin, 
when he saw his father beckoning to him.—~ 

Vexed as he was at being thus compelled 1 

shew his ready cbedience, he instantly quittd 
his seat and went towards the Count, who 
said to him drily— 

# Have you asked Mademoiselle Favien wo 

dance yet?” 

“1 have had no opportunity, sir; sheleft ha 
scat just as 1 came towards her.” 

“Who is this youne @irl with whom vo. 
have been talking? You seem to know her” 
“She is the daughter of M. Durand the 

wealthy banker, who J 

“Well, well” mterrupted the Count. “I 

know who Aathicu Durand is—a sort of pb 
beian upstart-—one of the canaille.” 

“ They call him very honourable, upright a 
lus dealings, and mn every sense of the werd 

an honest man.” 
© And what, the devi), shonld he be Wo 

honest 77 ered the Count, hurried beyond bs 

usaal guarded style of diction by his vexais 
i at finding his son so much interested in thy 
amuly. © You would not have him a knave 
would pou? Atany rate, 1 will trouble yo: 

not to be so attentive io his daughter.” 
Arthur was sadly at a loss for a reply to ths 

home thrust of lus father, when he was luckils 
relieved by the coming vp of the Marquis d 
Berizy and M. Durand himself, who accosid 

M. le Comte, and begged to be allowed a fox 
mosnents conversation with him. They wiv 

stepping aside for tins purpose, when Delph 
approached, and said to M. Durand— 

“Are we going to stay here much lonze, 
papa?” 
“Why, Delphine, the ball has searcdly be 

aun,” replied he. 

“That may be,” rejomed the spoiled chil: 

“but I am ured of 1 and want to go home.” 
“Whenever vou choose, dear, or rather a 

s»an as 1 have spoken a word oF Wo Wik 

these gentlemen on business.” 
“Good heavens! do you bring business eves 

mito a ball-room 7%


