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have an opportunity of rendering you—of reuder-
ing Madwme de la Tour, I mean, some real and
lasting service,”

Poor Marie was profoundly affected by this
gencerosity, and the charming blushfuluess, the
sweet-toned trembling words that expressed her
modest gratitude, weve, it shoull seem, steangely
interpreted by the exeited ship-hioker. The inter-
view was not prolonge |, and Mavie de la Tour
hastened with joy-lightencd steps to her home.

Four days alterwords, M. Derville ealled at the
Rue St. Antoine, only to hear that Madame de la
Tour had died a few howrs previously. Hesqemed
much shocked; and after a confuzed offer of
further pecuniary assistance, respectfully declined
by the weeping danghter, took a lnuried leave.

There is no question that, from the moment of
his first interview with her, M. Derville had con-
ceived an ardent passion for Mademoisclle de la
Tour—so ardent and bewildering as not only to
blind himn to the great disparity of age between
himself and her—which he might have thought
the much greater disparity of fortune in his
favor would balance and reconcile—but to the
very important fact, that Ifector Bertrand, a young
menuisier (cavpenter), who had rccently com-
menced business on his own account, and whom
he so frequently met at the charming modiste's
shop, was her accepted, aflianced lover. An
éclaircissement, accompined by mortifying circum-
stances, was not, however, long delayed.

It occurred one fine evening in July. M. Der
ville, in passing through the marché aux fleurs,
had selected a brilliant bouqunet for presentation
to Mademoizelle de la Tour ; and never to him had
she appeared more attractive, more fascinating,
than when accepting, with hesitating, blushing
reluctance, the profiered flowers. She stepped
with them into the little sitting-room bchind the
shop; M. Derville followed ; and the last remnant
of discretion and common-sense that had hitherto
restrained him giving way at once, he burst out
with 2 vehement declaration of the passion which
was, he said, consuming him, accompanied, of
course, by the offer of his hand and fortune in
marriage. Marie de la Tow’s first impulse was to
laugh in the face of a man who, old enough to be
her father, addressed her in such terms; but one
glance at the pale face and burning eyes of the
speaker, convinced her that levity would be ill-
timed—possibly dangerous. Even the few civil
and serions words of discouragement and refusal
with which shereplied to his ardent protestations,
were oil cast upon flame. Ie threw himself at
the young girl’e feet, and clasped her knees in
passionate entreaty, at the very moment that
Hector Bertrand, with one De Beaune entered the
room Marie de la Tonr's exclamation of alarm,
and effort to disengage her dress from Derville’s
grasp, in order to interpose between Lim and the
new-comers, were simultaneous with several beavy
blows from Bertrand’s canc across the shoulders
of the knecling man, who instantly leaped to his
feet, and sprang upon his assailant with the yell
and gpringofamadman. Fortunately for Bertrand,
who wasno match in personal strength for the
man he had assaulted, his friend De Beaune
promptly took part in the encounter ; and after a
desperate scuffle, during which Mademoiselle de
la Tour's remonstrauces and entreaties were un-

heard or disregarded, M. Devville was thinst with
inexcusable violenee into the street.

According to Jeanne Favart, her masterreached
home with his fice all bloody and discolored, hig
clothes nearly torn from his back, and in 2 state
of frenzied cxcite uent.  Ife rushed past her up
stairs, shut himsell into his bedroom, and there
remained unscen by any one for several days,
partially opening the dvot ouly to receive fousd and
other necessaries from her hands, When he did
at last leave his roum, the impassive cahuness of
manner habitaal to him was quite vestored, and
he wrote a vote in answer to one that had been
sent by Mademoiselle de lTa Tour, expressive of
her extreme vegret for whae had oceurred, and
enclosing a very respectful apology from Hector
Bertrand, M. Derville said, that he was grateful
for Lier sympathy and kind wishes 3 and as to M.
Bertrand, he frankly accepted his excuses, and
should think no more of the matter.

This mask of plirlosophic indifference or resig-
nation was not so carefully worn but that it slipped
occasionally aside, aud revealed glimpses of the
Volcanic passion that raged bencath. Jeanne
was not for a moment deceived 3 and Mavie de la
Tour, the first time she again saw him, perceived
with woman's intuitive quickness through all hig
assumed fiigidity of speech and demeanor, that
his sentiments towards her, so far from being
subdued by the mortifying repulse they had met
with, were more vehemently passionate tpan ever!
He wasa man, she felt, to be feared and shunned ;
and very carnestly did she warn Bertrand to avoid
meeting, or, at all events, all possible chance of
collision with his exasperated, and, she was sure,
merciless and vindictive rival.

Bertvand said he would do so; and kept his
promise a3 long as there was no tcmptation to
break it. About six weeks after his encounter
with M. Derville, he odtained a considerable
contract for the carpentry work of a large house
belonging ... a M. Mangier—a fantastic, Gothic-
looking place, as persons acquainted with Rouen
will remember, nextdoor but one to Blaisc’s bunk-
ing house. Bertrand had but little capital, and
he wags terribly puzzled for means to purchase the
requisite materials, of which the principal item
was Baltic timber. e cssayed his credit with a
persen of the name ot Dnfour, on the quay, and
was refused. Two hours afterwards, he ngainm
sought the merchaut, for the purpose of proposing
his friend De Beaune as security. Dufour and
Derville were talking together in front of the
office; and when they separated on Bertrand's
approach, the young man fancied that Derville
saluted him with unusual friendliness. De Beaune's
security was declined by the cantious trader; and
as Bertrand was leaving, Dufoursaid halfjestingly
no doubt: *Why dont you apply to your friend
Derville?  Hehus timber on commission that will
suit you, I know; and he seemed very friendly
just now.”  Bertrand made no reply, and walked
off, thinking probably that he might as well ask
the statue of the “Pucelie” for assistance as M,
Derville.  He wag, naturally enough, exceedingly
put out, and vexed ; and unhappily betook himself
to a neighbouring tavern for * spirituous ™ solace-
ment—a very rare thing, let me add, for him to
do. He remained there till about cight o'clock,
and by that time was in such a state of confused




