LOUIS LE GRAND D Off, FONTAINEELEAU AND VERSATLLES. HS

Covx.—DBe calm?! tell us what has happened ?

Man.—Slighted!  (sighs).  Neglected!  (weeps).  Compelled to witness
his odious assiduitics---without the power of’ shutting my cars to his fulsonse
compliments to my own dependant ! (speaks with energy). 1 knew it---1 told
you so! that deeeitful creature, clothing hex designs under the semblance of
timidity, has achieved her triumph, and captivated Louis.  Oh, that 1 could
annihilate her!

Dz G.—Be composed.

Covx.—DBe patient —some means may be diseovered—

Man.—Patient! composed! listen to my story—and then talk of composure, |

The hounds, as usual, held the stag at bay—an casy prey : the King alighting
from the cafeche, veceived the contean de chasse trom the hands of the hunts-
man.

Dr G.—And presented it to you—a matter of course!

Man.—To me! no—there lies the indignity ! putting uside my proffered
hand, he presented the weapon to La Valliere!

Coux.—Your attendant ?

Mav.—Conlerring on her, in my presence, the privilege of giving the coup
de grace.

De G.—Unheard of hreach of etiquette !

Man.—She hesitated---

Coux.— Affectation !

Mav.—Humanity—his Majesty called it!

Couvx.—Infatuation !

Man.—She burst into a flood of tears.

suex.—The erocodile !

Mav.—Then, ou her knees, implored his Majesty to spare the life of the
< poor brute.”  Oh, 1 could have snatchied the knife, and smitten her! The
King forsooth, praised her tender nature—mingled his tears with hers—uand—

Di: G.—Louis reecived the wound—and not the stag.

Man.—le called her an angel,—the coette !—handed her, tenderly,
hack to the earriage, leaving me to follow, unheeded—unassisted.

Corx.—Oh, monstrous!  The girl is a more finished hypoerite than T gave
her eredit for.  But still she may be baftled !

Man.—1leaven send it, but how ?

D G.—Alarm the Queen mother.

Coux.—No carthly use. The Dowager will not consent to peril the little
power she now retains over her son: he resists her authority on all oceasions,
But Monsicur! the King's brother—your Ilighuess's consort!

Map.—My hushand ! a mere nonentity.

Enter Bontemps.

Coun.—Ila!  Dontemps—what news ?
Dr G.—Is the King coming? . L .
Box.—No, my Lord, his Majesty has just retired to his private Cubinet—

" to meditate, half distracted, I may say—torn asunder—by love und jealousy.

Dr G.—Jealous! of whom, pray ?

Box.—Of Mous. de Lauzun, I suspeet.  The Iady as yet T have not dis-
covered : at times my conjectures rest on Madlle de Houdancourt—at others
on La Valliere,

Man.—The Iatter~—depend upon it.

Dr G.—At all events he is jealous—that is something.
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