1

-
Fontenay, the Swordsman, !
(Continued from Page 1.) }
Knowing her Sovereign’s heart, Marguer- 7
ite forefelt that it was to speak of her ab-
sent darling, and she was not mistaken.

“Do you remember 1’ inquired Jose-
puine, pointing to the mead extending |
from their feet and the copse where they
had come by surprise,upon Paul measur- |
ing sword blad s with the terrible fencing-
master,

Marguerite did remember, but she was
to » agitated to utter all she felt.

“You have ouly seen him once since I
betrothed you,” observed the Empress,
“it was when he had just escaped the
death braved to save Napoleon from an
assassin’s poniard, God hath protected
him. You will see him again and in cap-
tain’s uuiform.” ;

The girl sighed, and Josephine inter- |
preted the sigh as meaning that he was
slow in coming. g

“You will see him sooner than you
think. [ hear that he has quitted Spain, |
and if nothing has delayed him on the
the road, lie may now be in Paris,”

“ Oh, madame, he would come straight |
to la Malmaison !”” exclaimed Marguerite.

“ He is coming. 1 am expecting him.”

“To-day, do you mean 1”

“In an instant, Look! there he is!”

Mlle de Gavre raised her eyes and saw
Paul advancing, bat in hand. His gold
epaulets and his silver cross shone in the |
sunlight. His countenance was darker |
than when fresh from under the West In- |
dian sun. His figure was more developed |
and he seemed to have increased in height.
But he still had his winning and expres-
sive features, gentle black eyes and kind

|
smile. He was beaming with joy and not "
at all agitated. He kissed the Empress’
hand, and was going to treat his betrothed l
to the same salute when the imperial lady |
said mirthfully :

“No, no! I am looking the other way ! |
a husband returning from the wars need 5
not stand on ceremony ! not that you are :
quite her husband yet, my dear Paul, but |
before a month you will be, and I hope |
Napoleon will sign the marriage-contract.
He knows that I made the match and he
will approve of your union.”

The young couple stood hand in hand
after the kiss, pale with joy and dumb
with rapture.

“You need not relate your adventures
in Spain to me ;”’ resumed the Sovereign,
“for I know them, my dear Paul, and that
vou have nobly borne yourself. Our poor
Marshal Lannes gave testimony to that
before dying so heroically at Essling.
Since then, General Suchet has recited the
deed of daring which won you the cross.
But it was not he who narrated your
non-success in saving Marguerite’s pro-
perty.”’ ,

“] wrote about that to George
Prégny,” muttered Fontenay.

“And M. de Prégny showed me your
letter. I informed the Emperor of the |
vexatious adventure, and he authurized%
me to provide the marriage-portion for |
the daughter of one of his bravest gener- |
als fallen on the field of honor. Our dear |
Marguerite will not have the fortune |
stolen from her by that man, but I have |
assured her fortune—and yours. You
can enter with your acquired rank into |
the Emperor’s household unless—"’

Josephine did not complete the sentence
but Fontenay divined the thought sud-
denly striking her. She had thought of |
the impending divorce and foresaw that, |
if this misfortune alighted on her, this son
of her girlhood’s friend would bhave to
choose between Napoleon’s brilliant staff, |
and the melancholy court of the repudiat-
ed Empress.

“ While awaiting his return,” she re-
sumea, forcing a smile, “I attach you to
my One of my three
grooms-in-waiting is absent, and you shall
replace him. As my dear reader may pro-
visionally retain her function by me, you |

(k!

personal staff.

can see her daily.”

Marguerite was dying, of desire to fling
herself at her benefactress’ feet to thank |
her, but Josephine rose. The audience |
was over, It bad been prepared to give |
her the pleasure of witnessing the meet- |
ing of the lovers, whom she meant to |
unite. On arrival in Paris, Fontenay bad
tound a note inviting him to be at three
o’clock before the temple of Cupid in
Malmaison Park, in full dress, and not to |
see anybody in the interim. .

Fontenay had guessed all with the clear |
head of his race and took care not to mirs |
this imperial appointment or the caution, |
for he had not called even upon de Prég- |
ny. Tournesol had helped him don his
handsome uniform, ornamented by the |
knight’s cross of the Legion of Henor.

“You need not go upon duty until to- |
morrow,” concluded Josephine. “You
are free to-day. Tell M. de Prégny that |
Mlle de Gavre will soon be styled Madame
Paul Fontenay."

Deeply moved, the captain took leave,
crossed the park, stepped into the post-
chaise, waiting on the road, and was whirl-
ed to his friend’s house.

CHAPTER XXXV,

FONTENAY’S 8T, HELENA.
more than once fearing they would never
meet again.

Fontenay emptied his budget of news, |
as the familiar expression goes, and it |
came George’s turn to do the same by re- |
tailing Parisian f)owiy. All bad greatly |
changed since Paul’s departure, The

| inous rumors had reigned in Paris,

' blackly.

' his interview with Josephine.
ter of idle Parisians fell short of him. He

| gossa !

| fanaticism.

Orestes and Pylades were united, after

season ip society had been dull. No one
was at the Tuileries, no one at'St. Cloud,
and the Empress came alone to Malmai-
son. And the Austrian campaign, victor-

 iously terminated by Wagram, had opened
' with the murderous anc indecisive battle
' of Essling. Napoleon remained six weeks

on Labou Island before renewing the
crossing of the Danube, successfully at last
and during that long spell, the most om-
Male-
volent news-mongers ran about proclaim-
ing that the Emperor was a prisoner
there with his army, and that the second

" war with Austria would end with disaster.

To confirm the alarmists, letters from
Vienna stated now that Napoleon was at-
tacked by a mortal malady or an assassin,
Whispers ran that however great a man
be, his life hangs on a thread, and that the

' destiny of France was at the mercy of a
' dagger-stroke or a fit of fever.

The Empress could notice in her famil-
iars symptoms of disquiet and dishearten-
ment,

Fontenay did not foresee matters so
He believed Napoleon invin-
cible, and the future was rose-tinted since
The chat-

inwardly considered that the auditor
rated it too valuable, and he hardly lis-
tened.

He grew more attentive when his friend
spoke of the likelihood of their patroness’
disaster. George feared she deceived her-
self regarding the Emperor’s intentions.
In principle, the divorce was decided up-

‘on, and Napoleon’s delay in returning
' sprang from his ambassador to Vienna,

Tallyrand, arranging in concord with
Prime Minister Metternich of the Austrian
monarchy, the alliance of Napoleon with
an arch-duchess. All would soon be con-
cluded, and poor Josephine would have to
yield her place to a foreigner. She was
letting herself be lulled by sweet speech.,
The awakening would be dreadful, assert-
ed George, who asked Paul what he would
do on the day when he must choose be-
tween the powerful Emperor and the de-
throned Empress.

Without hesitation the American re-
plied :

“ Neither my wife nor I will ever turn
from one who has assured our happiness—
one who was my mother’s friend, and
born where I drew breath.”

“Then you will throw up your military
prospects,”

“Without a pang. I have paid
my debt to your Emperor and
France. I have the right to retire into
private happiness.”

“ That would be a pity, for you might
be a general at an age when many vege-
tate in the inferior ranks in spite of fine
records of service ; yet I approve. Indeed,
after such a year in Spain, you ought to
be sick of fighting.”

“No, indeed ! and I will astonish you
by confessing that I long yet for the life
of perils. Once having tasted it, it is hard
to snake it off.”

“Your wife will eonvert you to
wiser ideas,”” returned the other, laughing.
“T can understand your fondness for war-
fare. In the new world you are born

| strugglers with man or nature, and if you

had not entered the army, you would

| have developed mto a duelist—in token
| of which, remember your affair with that
' commandant ;

it was without common
sense, and it is lucky it turned out so well,

| What I cannot understand is your sorrow-

ing for a land where the people fight with

' knives and kill prisoners in cold blood.”

“Suppose I tell you that while I hate

' the Spaniards, I consider them heroic—"

“ Because they valiantly defended Sara-
I do not dispute that, but their
abominable cruelties spoil their heroism—
cruelty is in their blood—perhaps coming
from the Moors they torture soldiers cap-
tured alive and their own countrymen
suspected of being friendly to the French,

' not even sparing women.”’

“I do not know of any fact in support

' of the reproach vou cast on them.”

“Well, I know of one at any rate which
I found in the Journal de I’ Empire, and
likely to interest you as it took place in
Teruel, where you went through such ter-
rible adventures., Listen to my reading
the paragraph, which is not a long one.”

The auditor took up from the table the

| most widely circulated periodical of the

time—no larger than a pocket handker-
chief—and read aloud, with emphasis on
several passsages :

“QOur troops forming the garrison of
Teruel, a pretty town of Aragon, have
just made a painful discovery which bears
witness again to Spanish barbarism and
In demolishing a house in
the way of the defenses, our sappers found

| the entrance of a subterrannean passage

ending near the cloisters of San Pedro’s

| ¢hurch ; in a cell, of which the door was

fastened on the outside, lay the remains,

' partly gnawed away by rats, of a young
' and richly attired Spanish woman. Some

towns-people identified her as the widow
of a colonel killed at Saragossa in the
Spanish service. From the inquest held
upon the strange find, the certainty is ac-
quired that the unhappy creature was in-
closed bhere by her parents to die of hun-
ger because she had befriended a French of-
ficer at the time of the riots,”

“Well, said George, laying down the
newspaper, “ will you maintain that these
people are not savages ! What is the mat-
ter with you 7"’ he proceeded, for no ans-
wer came. “ Does the story impress you!

I_should have thought your stay in Spain
has surfeited you with horrors.”

“ Not with those in which I am con-
cerned—in spite of my wish,” faltered the
captain, deeply agitated.

“What do you mean? is the story
true 1"’

“The only truth is the young lady’s
dreadful death.”

“Do you know her then ?”

“I spoke of her to you when I returned
in April last. That is the widow I saw in
Saragossa praying upon her husband’s cof-
fin.”

“]I remember ; but I was not aware you
had met her again in Teruel. What was
she doing there ?”

“She saved my life by warning me that
the Spaniards were going to rise and mas-
sacre us,”

“ And that is why her tender parents
doomed her to death 7"’

“No; that is not how things came
about. Her father was stern with her;
he proposed immuring her in a punnery
at Tortosa, not killing her—but he was
himself killed and as he alone knew where
she wae temporarily incarcerated—"’

“She remained there to die of hunger ?
I pity her.”

“ Pity me, too, for I shail never console
myself for not baving saved her. I went
with our men to hunt for her, but we
found no trace. I believed she had sue-
ceeded in getting out of the town, and I
was almost instantly recalled to Saragossa
by General Suchet.”

“1 can see that you were much interest-
ed in her!”

“ Not as you seem to hint,” retorted
Fontenay testily.

“Yes, yes, I know that you loved, and
love Mlle de Gavre, but—"’

“The dead woman is her cousin—"’

“Oh! how is that ?”

“She is Count de Montalvan’s only
child.”

“The thief ! the regicide! Now 1 pity
her less. Why, when you were just now
relating the siege of Teruel, you said not
a word of this episode ?”’

“ Because I was not thinking any more
about it. I believed Donna lnez saved,
and did not worry as to what had become
of her. I also said nothing to you about
an infamous duenna who caused all this
woe by betraying the Tio. Rumor came
to Saragossa that the guerilleros had shot
her for it.”

“For once they acted properly. I sup-
pose you have no intention of mentioning
this Donna Inez to the future Madame
Fontenay.”

“No; and I enjoin you not to name
her.”

“I should have taken care. However
perfect girls are, they do not like others of
their sex praised for beauty by their in-
tended. Besides, where’s the good ? her
fortune is squandered, and the scoundrel
who despoiled her has been punished. I
do not see thatanybody but Fouché would
take any interest in the story of that ban-
dit’s end.”

“1 am not going 1o tell him.”

“] see—you bear him a grudge. Well,
I can assure you that he has reversed his
opinion about you, for, he sings your
praise in town and at the court.”

“] am exceedingly obliged to you,”
said Fontenay disdainfully. “ At chang-
ing opinions, Fouché is a practiced haund.
Was he not Robespierre’s friend and ac-
complice 7’ '

‘ Before he was Napoleon’s- minister,”’
observed Prégny. “He would also be
minister of King Louis XVIII, if ever
royalty is restored to France on behalf of
the Bourbons. But I do not want to talk
to you of the transformations of this
chamelon. I merely wish to inform you
of his disposition toward you. You had
better have him for friend than foe. Ido
not know whether I ought not to add that
in this veering round of the weather-cock
I see an evil portent for our beloved mis-
tress’ future. He endeavored to ruin you
because she protected you. If he lays
down his arms, it is because he fears her
no more, He must know from a certain
source that the divorce is settled upon.”

“ It will never be eradicated from my
mind that this man betrays the Emperor,
and willingly allowed the assassin Montal-
van to escape. At Teruel, I heard this
Montalvan boast that he had allies in the
very circle of Napoleon’s friends.”

“No doubt he lied, although Fouché’s
behavior was as strange that time asin the
affair of the infernal machine. He was
hand and glove with people who knew the
culprits and yet he did not denounce them,
He was surrounded by Chouan leaders
who served him as spies, and not to be
suspected of complicity with them, he
had one shot from time to time. Butyon
bave nothing more to fear from this per-
sonage. We have talked quite emough
about him. Let us go out for a stroll on
the Feuillant’s terrace, for it is the hour
whengit is fashionable to show oneself
We may meet friends whom you can aec-
quaint with your marriage ; it should be
the news of the day, to-morrow.”

“Why do you council me to make such
haste 7’

“In virtue of the principle that you
should strike the iron while hot. I know
that yonr fiancée will not revolve—or the
Empress ; but the Emperor might change
his opinion, though scarcely would he dare
to oppose & marriage proclaimed by a
flourish of trumpets, or what amounts to
the ame thing, by all the idlers of Paris.”

“The Emperor can do everything and
dares do everything !”’ :
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Mrs. M. E. Merrick,
Of Toronto, Ontario, Cured of

Catarrh and Neuralgia

Good authority has said that *“ neuralgia is
the cry of the nerves for pure blood.” The
prompt action of Hood’s Sarsaparilla on the
blood, combined with its toning and strength-

em“% effect upon the nerves, make this a
grand medicine for neuralgia and also for
catarrh, ete. We commend this letter to all
having such troubles, and especially to

Suffering Women
“ For a good many years I have been suffer-
ing from catarrh, neuralgia and

Ceneral Debility

I failed to obtain permanent relief from
medical advice, and my friends feared
I would never find anything to cure me. A

short time ago I was induced to try Hood’s
Sarsaparilla. At that time I was unable to
walk even a short distance without feeling a

Death-like Weakness

overtake me. And I had intense pains from
neuralgia in my head, back and limbs,

which were very exhausting. But I am glad
to say that so¥n after I.be taking Hood’s
Sarsaparilla 1 saw that it was doing me
good. When I took 3 bottles 1 was entirely

Cured of Neuralgia
I gained in strength rapialy, and can
take a two-mile walk without feeling tired.
I do not suffer nearly so much from ca-

tarrh, and find that as my strength increases
the catarrh decreases. I am indeed a
changed woman, and am very grateful to

., Hood’s Sarsaparilla

for what it has done for me. Itis my wish
that this my testimonial shall be published

in order that others auﬂeﬂng as I was ma
learn how to be benefited.” MgRs. M.
MERRICK, 57 Elm Street, Toronto, Ont.

HooD's PILLS cure all Liver Ilis, Bilious-
ness, Jaundice, Indigestion, Sick Headache.
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W. C. PITFIELD, 8. HAYWARD,
General Partner. Special Partner.

W. C. PITFIELD & CO.

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

BRITISH, FOREIGN and
DOMESTIC

Dry Goods,
THAS, &c.,

CANTERBURY STREET, S8T.JOHN,N.B

FIRST-CLASS
Livery Stable !

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

to accommodate the travelling public, at
short notice to any part or the
country,

—_——

ISAAC TRENHOLM,

Buetouche, June 16, 1892, (6m)

5960 Cases Window Glass,

2250 bbls. Portland Cement,

20 tons Iron Wire,

10 tons Pig Lead. :

2 car loads White Leads.

100 bbls. Linseed Oil.

1200 packages General Shelf Goods,

Woven
Wire

2% Repairing promptly done,

'TO WHOLESALE BUYERS

We now have the most complete stock to be had in
| the LOWER PROVINCES. '

BY LATE ARRIVALS WE HAVE RECEIVED :—

5960 Cases Polished Plate Glass.
25 tons Zine and Spelter,

3000 boxes Tin Plates,
2 tons Tin.
12 cars Mavilla Cordage.

100 bbls. Whiting.
46 bales Net andpi"ishing Twines,

W. H. THORNE & CO.
ST. JOHN, N. B.

JOHN HANNAH,

~—MANUFACTURER OF—

Mattresses,

Of Different Crades for the Trade enly. Warranted not to sag. ,
To be bad from all the prineipal furniture and general dealers in the Maritime

105 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N.

—WORKS AT—

Milierton and Mortimore, N. B.

Cable Addresses—'‘ Hypotan,” London ; and * Miller,” Miramichi.

come to us.

NEAT |

DO U ™

be sold 20
prices.

BUCTOUCHE.

SERVICEABLE !

THIS IS WHAT IS REQUIRED IN A SUIT OF CLOTHT:J'& {

A

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co.

(LIMITED).

A very complete stock of Ceneral Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, &t
OUR MORTIMORE STORE.

NEW GOODS!

Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock.

‘We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade.

Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will give our
patrons the advantages of our purchases every time.

‘We mean to sell goods and mean that our prices will do it.

Those who want best value for their money should not fail to
We will make it to their interest to do so.

We are having much of a run now on for Chambrays for ladies’
house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth twice the money.

J FLANAGAN

90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B.

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEAELRS IN—

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS,
54 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

STYLISH1

AT A SMALL PRICE ?

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of

Scoteh and Canadian Tweeds, Ladies’® F
Flain Mantil Cloths, Men’s Felt Hats, &e¢., which will
per cent lower than the regular retail

L.

J. REDDIN,

Subscribe for THE REVIEW.
Only $1.00.
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igured and

T

RIS s —

4

MURDOCK MCI EOD'S
TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT,
113 MAIN STREET, ;

MOINCTOIN,

IS THE PLACE TO GET A SUIT OF CLOTHES MADE.
A Fine Stock of Cloths on hand to select from.

NT A GOOD GARMENT
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