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430 I'A.MKLA GIRAUD

DUI'UK

Tliat pirl is to he my wiiV, ;^ir.

l;OL:SSi;.VU AM) M M E. ROfSSEAU

Your wife I

])ii \'i;i;;;v and M.mk. ui: IJuucaui>

iris wifo!

Dii'in';

Ve.=, I shall marry lior as soon as she rofrains hor liberty

—

that is, providid shf dueMi't Iji'ci)iiil' tiie wifo of your sou!

EOUSSEAU
The wife of my pon I

—

-Mmk. Rousseau
"What (lid ho pay ?

Dri'ijE

What is the matter? nor>: that astonish you ? You're bound
to entertain this proposal—and I demand tliat you do so.

Rou.s.SEAU
(
iron irnlly)

Ah! M. Dupre, I don't earo a brass button about my son's

union with Mile, de V'er])y—the nieee of a ilisreputable man !

It was that fool of a Madame du BmcMrd wlio tried to bring
about this grand match. But to come down to a daughter of

a porter

—

TiVVUE

Jier father is no longir that, sir!

RoUSSEAtT

What do you mean?

DrPRE

He lost his place throuirh your son. and he intends return-

ing to the country, to live ou the money {RoiKscau lislcne


