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CHAPTER XXII.—Continued. |
“1 do not understand other things.” 1
There fell a silence. The dry hand of |

Fouché nervously toyed with the Sphinx’s

head terminating his chair-arm, and noth- |

ing benevolent shone in the look he darted =
at the captain. |

“1t is clear.” hesaid, suddenly assuming |
an indifferent mien, “that we shall never |
come to an understanding, and I will not |
detain you farther.”

Fontenay did not wait to be twice told. %
He rose and was retiring when Fouché |
added . '

“s1ill bear in mind that I offered youa l
fine opening for you to distinguish your- |
a:if. Do not blame any but yourself :
should your military career be blighted— |
your military career and your marriage.” |

“My marriage!” echoed the West Indian. |
¢ What does this mean !”’ :

“Oh, do not assume ignorance,”” return-
el Fouché in his unemphatic voice, color-
less as his eyes; “you perfectly well
kuow to what I allude. Her majesty the
Empress wishes your welfare and project-
ed to marry you to the daughter of the
late General dé Gavre. It would be avery
suitable match, if the Emperdr granted his
assent. You also know that the young |
lady is a Spaniard on the mother’s side |
and that the villain who ought to be ar- |
rested is, in plain words, her uncle. The |
Emperor does not know this, and on learn-
ing it, [ doubt that he will persist in inter-
himself in the niece of such a

esting
ene.”

“1t is not Mlle de Gavre’s fault if this
scoundrel, a distant relative, not her
uncle, hates the Emperor and endeavors
to kill him. He also hates her and has
stolen her property.”

“ Oh, I do not suspect her of being in
concord with him. I only want you to
remark that she is of his family, and that
you, who aspire to marry her, would seal
all mouths of the malevolent if you suc-
cceded in handing this Blas de Montalvan
overtous. Youseethat I know bis name.
You refuse this in telling me it is impos-
sible. Let us speak no more about it. I
will arrest him withcut your having a
hand in it. Go, captain! I depend on
you no longer and I hope that your re-
fusal to serve me will not injure you in
your career,”

Fontenay strode forth without speaking
a single word. What had he to reply to
these sugared threats? He was not
regretful for preferring his honor to
Fouché’s favor but proud to think that his
betrothed, if present, would have approv-
ed his rejection of the most powerful
pclice minister’s shameful propositions,

But he was not entirely at ease on the
e-nsequences of this refusal, disdainfully
expressed. Fouché was the Empress’
declared enemy, and be would not be
scrupulous in trying to injure her by
slandering to the Emperor an officer whom
she patronized. He was fuily capable of
accusing him of connivance with the Span-
ish fanatic to whom Mlle, de Gavre had
the misfortune of kinship. Absurd
though the accusation was, it might find
credence if skillfully presented.

The American could do nothing better
than anticipate Fouché by informing the
gooa Josephine of what had occurred, and
George de Prégny, as soon as they met.

CHAPTER XXIIL
TRULY THE LIFE-GUARD.

Prégny’s appointment in the Palais |
Royal gardens was for five p. M. and it
was now past four, If he arrived before
his friend, Fontenay would only have to
stroll about under the arcades until they
niet. So he proceeded there direct. He
was too deeply engrossed in thought on
leaving the police ministry to notice that
a well-dressed man, standing before a
second-hand book stall in the open street, ;
began to follow him at a distance alungi
the Seine river side, for the Carrousel |
bridge did not then exist and Fontenay |
had to go up-stream as far as the royal |
bridge to cross over on the right bank. |
This compulsory efreuit brought dark
closing in, when he reached the Palais by
the wooden arcades preceding the Galerie
d’Orleans much later consfructed.

These wooden galleries were a curiosity,
with their booths of planks forming three
rows of shops and two covered walks, In
the days of the Terror and still under the
Directory, it was called “the Tartar’s
Camp,” an odd title but well-befitting it,
as nomads and temporary structures only
were seen—a mobjseeking adventures,

It was not an edifying place, and tha
ereole hastened through it to reach the |
better famed stone galleries, where he
hoped to find Prégny. A mixed throng
blocked the way here, with many officers
of the army, amusing themselves between
two campaigns with only the puritans to
reproach them for it. As the new-comer |
had only been a soldier four months, he
knew none of these, and not one addressed
him. He restlessly went all around the
gardens without perceiving his friend.

By way of compensation, however, ashe
returned through the gardens, he ran up

against Vergoncey, whofgrasped his hand
warmly and vociferated :

' my life,”” answered Fontemay.

“What, here you are! 1 began to fear
’ o ~

“ Happy to say, I was never better in

“ Come to divert yourself a little 7 that |

| chimes in nicely with the tune I was set- |

ting myself, for I never felt more jolly. |
We will finish the winter merrily as | wrote |
you from Astorga in January before quit-

ting Spain. I hope you received my let-

ter.”

“I did, and you can imagine the pleas-
ure it gave me.”

“Oh, I do not forget my friends! but
we have no time to lose if we mean to en-
joy the pleasures of Paris, for as you know,
the Emperor is going on a campaign again
next month.”

“Yes, ] was told so, but T do not know
about this taking me along.”

“1 do not doubt it. Youstand high on
the active list. But lately he has been
unapproachable. I advise your waiting a
littie before asking to follow him into
Germany. Butsince I have you in my
grip I will not release you. We willdine

| in a restaurant and you can go up into

No. 154 with me.”’

“ What’s No. 164 7 1 thought No. One

' was the only one you concerned yourself

about !”’
“Ha, ha? No. 154 is a gaming house
—the bank that has luck against it.

Yesterday I won three hundred napoleons
in less than ten minutes, and I reckon on
winning as much after dinner. You ought
not to be sorry yourself to load your
pockets to brighten your Parisian stay.
Living is so dear!”

“T have never gambled,” returned the
creole, who had left Martinique too young
to participate in the principal diversion of
the idlers there.

“ So much the better! novices always
win. Come, dear boy ? if only to bring
me luck.”

“Tt is my dearest wish—but I am wait-
ing for George de Prégny, who made an
appointment with me here.”

“ Prégny ! Pshaw, you’ll not see him
this evening. 1 met him on the stairs in
the Tuileries. He is going to the Empress’
apartments to be consulted about a con-
cert she will give. You know that there
cannot be a concert without Prégny ! it’s
his special field—and he will be detained
a couple of hours, unless the entire even-
ing. Nothing, therefore, prevents your
accompanying me. You can look on if
you do not care to play. It will interest
| you and when I ‘win my pile’ I will offer
| you a feast such as we have not had for a
long time. The dinners were very bad
on the other side of the Pyrenees.”

“In my heart I know it!” returned
Fontenay bitterly,

“ Well, come, my dear friend. If the
vein wins in my favor, as I hope,, we will
have some Clos-Vougeot wine of 1790 on
the table at Very’s, in half an hour, that I
want you to taste.”

Fontenay was inclined to refuse, but it
pained him to disoblige a brother-officer
and since he learned that George would
be detained at the palace, he had no rea-
gon to continue in the galleries to be jost-
led. He followed Vergoncey into No.
154, one of the four houses kept by the
Fermt des Jeuz at the Palais Royal, and the
most frequented. The American had
' never entered one of these official gambl-

ing saloons and he was dazzled by the
luxury of the rooms through which Ver-
goncey guided him. The latter led him,
as if at home, to the table for heavy play,
where only gold was on the board, he did
not understand how red or black won.
As he did not desire to learn the game, he
turned to studying the players.

They were of all ages and professions,
young and aged, civilians and soldiers.
The depressed countenances outnumbered
the smiling ones for the company were
repairing the previous day’s losses.

In front of the two new-comers, sat one
officer, however, who had a heap of gold
coin before him and staked large sums
with unparalleled intrepidity. His uni.
form was probably foreign, for Fontenay,
not at all remembering it, had whispering-
ly to ask Vergoncey to what corps the of-
ficer belonged, for his face struck him.
This heavy player was not young, though
he only wore captain’s epaulets, but if he
had not obtained rapid promotion, he had
great wealth, for he fingered thousand-
franc banknotes with perfect coolness.
His features, seemingly chopped out with
an axe, did not twitch, and black eyes shone
over his countenance, cut in two by thick
black mustachios, The physiognomy ex-
pressed indomitable energy.

“That,” replied Vergoncey carelessly,
“ that’s a Neapolitan of the new guards of
King Murat. He had far better have
stayed in his own country. He is raking
in coin which would suit my pocket, and
it enrages me to see him win them, [am
going to play against him and if luck turns

' towards me, it will be an infinite pleasure

to see him lose.”

At this moment a player, whose funds
were exhausted, rose near the captain who
took his chair to engage more comfortably
in his battle with the gaming corporation,
Determined to remain a simple spectator
of the combat, Fontenay stood behind his
friend. He was well placed here to watch
the foreign officer who had attracted his at-
tention but who gave none to him or to
Vergoncey, so enwrapt was he in his pur-
suit. ;

The first dash was not favorable to
France. Fontenay’s comrade’s fifteen

napoleons were gathexed in by the eroupiers
who Liadl to pay a hundred to the Lialian,
as he had staked upon black to the con-
trary of Vergoncey’s chesen color.  This

. was a first warning, but the loser clang to

red, instead of profiting by it. A formi-
dable sequence of blacks fell upon him,
like hail on a field of wheat, and speedily
put him in distress, while the Neapolitan
captain increased his store at every time,
One of those coups came which madden an
unlucky player and it exasperated the
captain,

Black stood at the point of thirty-nine;
Vergoncey, on the red, might almost surely
believe he would win. A queen of spades
fell face up expressly to spite him, making
forty—the worst of all the points, and the
rake carried away his venture, the heaviest
he had yet risked. Red had lost and the
French gold would again go over to Italy.

“Tt’s that face of a Calabrian brigand
that spoilt my luck,”” grumbled Vergoncey,
bringing his fist down on the table.

The Neapolitap raised his head and
looked at him steadily. Fontenay, stand-
ing behind his friend, had his share of the
glance darted by fortune’s favorite. The
Lystanders so fully expected a quarrel
that the game stopped for awhile. They
did not doubt it at all when they saw the
insulted man pocket his gains and leave
his seat. The croupiers,sworn foes to riot,
prepared to intervene.
astonished to see the foreign officer stride
toward the door, without thinking in the
least Jdegree of calling Vergoncey to ae-
count for what he must have heard from
his speaking rather loudly. The Nea-
politan was plainly leaving without risk-
ing a “revenge ”’, as the gaming slang
says.

A general burst of langhter arose, and
Vergoncey ejaculated :

“ At last that vile bird of ill omen has
flown ! perhaps luck will return to me.”

Fontenay alone did not laugh.
eyes had at length met those of the stranger
and that exchange of glances sufficed to
awaken a sleeping memory- in his mind—
that of the sham'valet of Palafox. It was
a fleeting impression but vivid, and he did
not falter a second before acting upon it.
No one in the saloon paid any attention
to him, and Vergoncey was too deeply
enthralled in his play to busy himself
about what went on behind his chair.
Fontenay could slip away without any-
one noticing him, and he rushed out on
the stairs where he hoped to overtake the
man,

When he caught sight of him he was
already at the foot of them ; he must
have gone down them four at a time.
This was a strong proof that he had sud-
denly recognized Marshal Lannes’ staff-
officer and fled from him

Fontenay leaped all the way with a

reached the lobby at the very moment
when the suspicious player stepped out
into the stone gallery. He rushed after
him and saw him turn to the right but he
was swallowed up in so closely packed a
crowd that he had to mark time with his
feet from inability to get forward. The
man kept on toward the wooden gal-
leries, without turning, clearing the throng
of promenaders coming in the reverse way.
Fontenay did not lose sight of him but
however briskly he plied his elbows, he
could not contrive to draw near him.,

What would it be in the Tartar Camp, a
labyrinth of temporary stalls! The man
would there have every facility to disap-
peard To finish one way or another, Fon-
tenay rushed, head down, into the mass,
All he succeeded in reaping was insults
and the hustled strollers returned his
shoves. One of them, less enduring than
the others, took him by the collar to stop
him and when he had liberated himself,
the object of the chase had vanished. The
showy scarlet plume waving over his three
cocked hat, no longer guided the captain.
The track was lost ; the chase a failure,

Once again the American had to
acknowledge that he had no aptness for
the craft of dogging his fellow-men.

In the Palais Royal he was distanced as
had happened himin the streets of Madrid
after his unhappy visit to the bank presi-
dent,

While chafing at this fresh rebuff he re-
flected. He wondered if he might not be
mistaken and if he had  not confounded
the terrible Tio with a genuine officer of
the Neapolitan royal guards. However
far Don Blas de Montalvan carried the
talent of disguise, it was difficult to believe
that he could metamorphose himself to the
degree of quickly and perfectly assuming
the appearance of a valet, a priest and a
captain. He could not change his eyes,
fiery and hard in gaze, but such are com-
mon in [taly as well as Spain and resemble
one another.

Another reflection arose in Fontenay’s
mind. He had incurred the resentment of
Fouché for refusing to play the spy, and
yet on the first occasion, he bad darted
without prompting in the pursuit of an
individual whom he was not certain he
had recognized. It is true that this puar-
suit was disinterested on his part since the
man had no personal enmity toward him
and Fontenay’s capture of him would not
win him any reward. He had made a
police-officer of himself, but gratis, and this
idea salved his self-esteem.

He never suspected that a regular police-

spy had followed him from the river side
to the gaming establishment, and after

his heels, collecting 1he elements of a

All were greatly |

supporting touch to the balustrade, and-

His |

Stone
of Lower Cabot, Vt., formerly of
Daiton, N. H.

A Faithful Pastor |/

Is held in high esteem by his people,
and his opinion upon temporal as well
as spiritual matters is valued greatly.

The following is from a clergyman long
influential in New England, now
spending well earned rest in Cabot, Yt.:
“(. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:

“We have used HHood’s Sarsaparilla in our

family for many years past, with great ben-

efit. We have, with confidence, recom-
mended it to others for their various ail-
ments, almost all of whom have certified to
great benefit by its use. We can

Honestly and Cheerfulily

recommend it as the best bloed purifier
we have ever tried. We have used others,

but none with the beneficial effects of Hood’s.
Also, we deem Hood’s Pills and Olive Oint-
ment imvaluable. Mrs. Stone says she
cannot do without them.” REV.J. P. STONE.

Better than Cold

Mr. Geo. T. Clapp, of Eastondale, Mass.,
says: “I am 82 years of age, and for 30

years have suffered with runnlnyi'lsores on one
of my legs. A few years ago 1 had two toes
amputated, physicians s‘ﬁﬁngtl was suffer-
ing from gangrene and had bu

A Short Time to Live

Eight months ago as a neighbor urged me, I
began taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla. The

whole lower part of my leg and foot was a
running sore, but it has almost com letely
healed and I can truthfully say that Iam im
better health than I have been for mana
years. I have taken no other medicine an

consider that I owe all my improvement to

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
1t is better than gold.” ¢ K cheerfully
verify the above statement of Mr. Clapp,
whom I have known 30 years.” J.M.How-
ARD, Druggist, Eastondale, Mass.

HOOD’'S PILLS are purely vegetable.

GOOD
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S. HAYWARD,

W. C. PITFIELD,
Special Partner.

General Partner.

W. C. PITFIELD & CO.

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

BRITISH, FOREIGN and
DOMESTIC .

Dry Goods,
THAS, &c.,

ST.JOHN,N.B

CANTERBURY STREET,

MIRAMICHI

MRBLE, FREESTONE & GRANITE WORKS

Monuments,
Headstones,
Tablets,
Mantels &
Table-Tops,
Carden Vases, Etc.. Etc,

CUT STONE of all descriptions furnished to
order.

A large stock of marble always on hand.

awaiting for him at the door, wasstill at | J, Hl. LAWLOR & CO..

CHATHAM. N. B.

SPRING GOODS!
TO WHOLESALE BUYERS

the LOWER PROVINCES.

BY LATE ARRIVALS WE HAVE RECEIVED :—

5960 Cases Window Glass, 5960 Cases Polished Plate Glass,
2250 bbls, Portland Cement. 25 tons Zinc and Spelter.

20 tons Iron Wire. 3000 boxes Tin Plates,

10 tons Pig Lead. . 2 tons Pig-Tin.

2 car loads White Leads. 12 cars Mavilla Cordage.

100 bbls, Linseed Oil, 100 bbls. Whiting.

1200 packages General Shelf Goods, 46 bales Net and Fishing Twines.

W. H. THORNE & CO.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

JOHN HANNAH,

~—MANUFACTURER OF— =«
Woven

weer Mattresses,

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

105 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B.

2%~ Repairing promptly done.

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co.

(LIMITED).

—WORKS AT—

Millerton and Mortiiﬁore, ‘N . T

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

A very complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at
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 te
come to us. 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 8¢ 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.

James D. Irving

LUMBER OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS

~—COMPRISING—
SHEATHING, WAINSCOTTING, FLOORING, CLAPBOARDS,! WINDOW and
DOOR CASINGS, MOULDINGS, LATHS, &C.

FLOUR CHEAP FOR CASH.
Buctouche, N. B, M une 22, 1891.

NEAT! STYLISH! SERVICEABLE !

THIS IS WHAT IS REQUIRED IN A SUIT OF CLOTHES.

TV[EBDOCK M I Eons
TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT,
113 MAIN STREET,
| MOINCTOIT,
IS THE PLACE TO GET A SUIT OF CLOTHES MADE.
A Fipe Stock of Cloths on hand to select from.

Subscribe for THE REVIEW.

.

~ Only $1.00.

We now have the most complete stock to bo‘haqzl-’
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