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la Marcehale (des-logis), '* you are very well

acquainted with such parlours ! " And you

should have seen with what a hard and

scornful eye she measured the vagabond

before her ! I do not think he ever hated

the Commissary ; but before that inter-

view was at an end, he hated Madame la

Marcchale. His passion (as I am led to

understand by one who was present) stood

confessed in a burning eye, a pale cheek,

and a trembling utterance ; Madame mean-

while tasting the joys of the matador,

goading him with barbed words and staring

him coldly down.

It was certainly good to be away from

this lady, and better still to sit down to an

excellent dinner in the inn. Here, too, the

despised travellers scraped acquaintance with

their next neighbour, a gentleman of these

parts, returned from the day's sport, who
had the good taste to find pleasure in their

society. The dinner at an end, the gentle-

man proposed the acquaintance should be

ripened in the c:ife.

The cafe was crowded with sportsmen


