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wld ever force the Court's consent to his 
on's union, with the daughter of an upstart 
pasant like Mathieu Durand. 

Arthur had good reason to consider this de- 
dsiont as irrevocable, for on the morrow here- 

wved an order from his father to sect out for 

london ; and he left Paris under the full im- 
ession, that this removal was intended to 

sparate him from Lelphine, without reflect- 
ag that it might be s'ill more to prevent his 

peeting again with M. Felix. 

CHAPTER V. 

Ir is not to be supposed that this repugnance 
kithe Count de Lozeraie was the only obsta- 
ke, that opposed itself to the union of Arthur 
i Lozeraie with the fair, but self-willed Del- 

inc Durand; and indeed it is to be doubted 
hether one so mild and unromantic as Ar- 

hur, would have long retained his hold upon 
te affections of so volatile and capricious a 

oung lady, had not a piguancy been given to 
affair, by the unusually firm and decided 
usal of her father to sanction it. In fact, 

eak and yielding as Mathieu Durand gener- 
ly was to his daughter's wishes, he, in this 

stance, shewed himself inflexible. In vain 
she assure him that she would dic of despair, 

ishe did not become the wife of Arthur; in 
in was she seized with repeated and violent 

ysterics ; nothing touched the banker. And 
¢t Delphine had played her part pretty well. 
he had driven her two waiting women from 

te room,—turned her drawing master out of 
rs—thrown the music in the face of her 

usic master—returned three hats to Made- 

viselle Alexandrine, the most skilful millinerin 
aris ;—torn a dozen dresses, and broken a 

mber of pretty little nic-nacs; but still these 
resting demonstrauons of her profound 

ief had foand M. Durand inexcrable, with 
szard to BI. ae Lozeraie. 

“Is it his title that attracts you?” said he to 
is daughter. “If you wish it, I will marry 

a to a marquis or a duke.” 
“I wish to be Arthur's wife and nothing 
Ise,” replied she. 
“But,” resumed MM. Durand, “this M. de 

raic 1s a mushroom Count, doubtless the 
triguing son of some bailiff, who has stolen 
titles which he wears.” 

“But are you not theson of a peasant, your- 
papa?” cried Delphine; * you say so to 

ery body.” 
“Oh! that is quite a different thing, Del- 
my,” said the banker, with ill concealed 

rage. “As for me, I boast of it—Igloryinit— 
I am proud of it.” 
Delphine could not understand the species 

of pride that urged M. Durand continually to 
say that he was a man of the people, and yet 

to feel hurt whenever any one else attributed 
that station to him; so she did not dispute the 

propriety of the distinction established by her 

father, but returned to her original assertion, 

that she would die if she did not become Ar- 
thur's wife. 

This humour lasted eight days, at the end of 
which time she learnt that Arthur had set out 
for London. From what has been already 

seen of Delphine’s character, it will be casily 
imagined that her vanity was greatly humbled 
by thisdiscovery. To say the truth, she had felt 
astonished and disappointed during the eight 
days that she had not met Arthur scaling the 
walls of the park, seducing one of the garden- 

ers, or at least, bribing a chambermaid to gain 
access to her; proposing to carry ner off in a 

postchaise, and threatening to kill himself at 
her feet if she did not comply with his wishes. 
As the blindness of self-love attributed to af- 

fection all the silly demonstrations she had 

made in favour of Arthur, she had not theleast 
doub. but that the passion of a man, especially 
one inspired by her, would go much farther.— 

Cruel then was the disenchantment occasion- 
ed to her by Arthur's departure. 
The rage and indignation felt by Delphine on 

this occasion would, one would suppose, have 
brought her demonstrations of a fictitious, or 

at least an exaggerated grief, to a sudden ter- 

mination ; but to confess to her father that she 
cared no more for Arthur de Lozeraie, would 

have been to confess that she was in the 
wrong ; she therefore persisted in repeating as 
before, © I will have Arthur or death.” 

She had for some time given up the idea of 
succeeding in obtaining her father’s consent, 

yet she obtained one kind of success which 
pleased her, and induced her to protract the 

games for she chagrined her father, and alarm- 

ed the whole house. They watched all her 
actions—followed her in her walks—trembled 
if they saw her examine a knife or look out of 
a window high from the ground, all which 
pleased Mademeciselle Durand’s varity, and so 
worried her father, who became seriously 
aiarmed at his daughter's pertinacity, that, 

after three months, he began to find his anti- 
pathy for M. de Lozeraie yielding ®before his 
anxioty for his daughter. An interview, how- 

ever, which took place at this juncture, be- 
tween him and the Count, under the following


