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had ;in irresistible charm for liiiii, aiul 1k' maintains 1 th(

hold of the corraptcr over his i)upil; lirsidcs, he held a posi-

tion in tlie world through his connection with the Comtessc

de Montcornet.

"Has an uncle left you a fortune?" said Finot, laugliim

at him.

"I. ike vou. I have marked ^ome fools for cutting down."

replied Lucien in the same tone.

"Then :\Ionsieur has a revii-w—a ncw>paper of his own?'

Andoche Finot retorted, with the impertinent presumptioi

of a chief to a siil)ordinate.

"J have something better," replied Lucien, whose vanitv

nettled by the assumed superiority oi .lis editor, restorei

him to the sense of his new po.-ition.

"What is that, my dear boy?"

''I have a party."

"There is a Lucien party?" said Vernon, smiling.

"Finot, the boy has left you in the lurch; I told you h

would. Lucien is a clever fellow, and you never were respecl

ful to him. You used him as a hack. Kepent, blockhead!

said Blondet.

Bloudct, as sharp as a needle, could detect more than or

secret in Lucien's air and manner; while stroking liim dowi

he contrived to tighten the curb. He meant to know tl

reasons of Lucien's return to I'aris, his projects, and h

means of living.

•')n your knees to a siiperiority you can never attain t

albeit you are Finot !" he went on. "Admit this gentlema

forlhw'itli to be one of the great men to whom the futu:

belongs; he is (;ne of us I So witty and so handsome, can I

fail to succeed by your iniibusciiinijiie i-iis.' Here he stand

in his good .Milan armor, hi? ?lrong sword half unsheathe

and his peiinon living 1

—

l!le.-> me. Lucien. where did y(

^tt.•al that >ni;irl uai.-ien;n? Love alone can tind such sti:

as that. Have you an address? At this moment I a

anxious to know where my friends are domiciled ; 1 don't knc

where to sleep 'mot lias tinned ii>' out of doors for t

niglit, under the vulgar pretext of "a la.._» in the ease.'
"


