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w2 any inconvenience ? because——."

+No, sir!¥ replied the Count, haughuly,
«do not wmisunderstand me. My hesitation
ises not from a scarcity of funds, but from a
csinclination to allow myself to be cheated.—
{must have security, Monsicur Poissy.”

“How can you have security in such a
eansaction as this? I fear the law will not
»nend us in afiair that 1s purely one of
ymonr.”

“Buat do you consider that I am advancing
parly onc million francs.”

“0f course, 1 do, my dear Comte, but when
1man of your name and rank, offers himself
noompetition, especially sub rosa, he cannot
apect to out-weigh all hiis competitors with a
=fle. Even the minister has his hands tied.”

“Do you think s0?” said M. dr Lozeraie;
cwell, we shall sce. T am going to visit the
£na. I shall find the minister there. and afier
wanding him on the subject, I will give vou
panswer to-faorrow. 1 shall meet you, of
varse, at M. de Favieri's”

=1 <hall be there; but in the meantime, they
veexpecting an answer. What shall 1 say
nthem 77
. “That I am considerinz about it.”
| “Therc are other offers moare considerabls
=20 vours, and they may closc with them be-
e W0-morrow.”

“I cannot, however, give such a sam, with-
=t deliberating about 1.7

“Yaour formal promise will beenough.  The
rard of such 2 man as you is a sacved bond.”

“I know it,” replied the Count, with a sunle
!grauficd vanity, ¥ and s on that account
=21 I do not grve it hghtly. Lot them wan™

M. Paoissy, though evidrmily chagrined at
2 anwonted firmeess of hie dupe, rose with
32 2:7 of ane who bad an personal snietest n
22 matter. and proimsing 10 make 1 his busi-
ko that astiung should be canciuded before
E+ saw the Count again, he left lum to makea
xd csRay, o depart DHr St Clond.

111 not much 10 b2 wondered at. then. that
(L dc Lozermic's pauence was somewhat ox-
frasied, when hus valet announced anather
oz, as Monsicur Felix of Marsaties. “1
fore no such person, s tie Count, who 1s
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~An old man of ciziaty, 7, whosays hehas
1hrwt of recommendat:on to you”

* Al same begrar, of conrse—say Iaminnt
£ hame”  And without dday, he crossed the
s echamber ans” hall, i his way 0 the ar-
F2ze. Hc was aere, however, et by M. Fe-

fix, who decosted Bun respectfully. and hold-
Ing out a letter, said 1o him—

* From 3. le Viscomte de Couchy.”

The Count, without acknowledging the old
man's salutation, took the letter, and read
thus :— .

“My Dzar Corxr,

“The person who w.il haad vou this letter,
is a worthy old man, whom the revolution has
deprived of lus fortune, He will tell you s
history, and I shall feel obliged by any thing
you can do for him.”

The Count threw the letter upon a table,
and said to his servant—* Give this man two
louis, and order up the horses.”

“3i. le Comtie,” said M. Felix, mterposing
himscli between him and the door; I came
not here to ask alms.™

“\What then, sir??

©1 came to demand 2 resttution.”

“ A restitution! 1 have no debis, sir; and
if I had, it would nat be with mnen of your sort.”

“Perhaps <o, sir,” said the old man, in a
firm tone; “1 did not speak of your personal
debis towards me, but of thosc of vour father-
in-law, M. de Lore.  Heborrowed some large
sums of me, before my enngration, and I am
come i0 2sx thein back from you.”

“Fromme! Iam not 2 guarantee for AL
de Lorc’s debts, even though your story benot
a fabrication.”

¢ And yet his daughter, who was your wife,
received all fus fortune.”

#In that case, your demand should concern
my son, rather than me, for he inherits his
mother’sfortune.  But where are vour ttles 77

**Whea 1 shall have detatled t0 you the ar-
cumstances, vou will recognize the iruth of
what I say, bui I cannot assert that 1 have
any exact utles.”

©Indeed.” sneeted the Count, in a tone of
mugled mge and disdan, “tlus is a preuy
siory vou have tramped up, 15 extort money,
founded upon some crcumstances that have
come 1 your knowledge by chance; but you
are a Little too Inte, St3--1 am up 10 this kend
of knavery, and would advisc you to go and
1y it somewhere clse.”

“1 know, also, ' s2d the old maa, austerely,
“that no one is better slatled than M. de Loz-
crax, W the art of trumping up stones founded
on areumstances learnt by chance.™

“What wortd the rascal sav 77 anned the
Count.

“Qh! nathing. nothing,” vephed the other,
calinly, ¥hot as vou have refared me to your
son, 1o hum will 1 appeal.”



