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CHAPTER XIII Continued 

“ We've nt 11, leutenant, 1 Tour 

nesol, “and if you will believe my report 

Pr 

“Stop!” Fentenay interrupted, you | 

are a brave fellow and 1 am sg with 

your intention ; but it is useless for you 

to risk the crossing. You were not de- 

tailed for the service, Siay here while | 

gover, If] go to the bottom, go and 

tell the marshal.” 

“ How can vou think of that, 

me court-martiled | 

lieuten- 

ant ! he would have 

for deserting my super ior—and quite right, 

too ! That is not what worries me, 

though, but if I let you go without me, 1 

shall be a coward, and [ will not have it 

said in Gascony that Jean Tournesol quail 

ed. It will be told there, for the marshal 

belongs to that part and he will tell the 

tule” 

Under any other circumstances, Fonte- 

nay would have laughed at the soldier’s 

simplicity, but he was not in the mood 

when danger was so great. 

The E-la rolled its turbulent waters | 

with dreadful impetuosity, the wind raged | 

and showers fell at intervals which blind- 

ed the two soldiers, Yet there was no 

means of drawing back or of preventing 

Tournesol from sacrificing himself. Fon- 

tenay was still wavering about granting 

him leave to follow when he heard him 

hum the children’s song of © The Broken 

Bridge ” ( Pont Casseé Les Canardsl’ ont bie I) 

passes, etc.) 

“The ducks have gained the other beach, 
Tooral, looral, lay !”’ 

Not to be outdone, Foutenay joined in 

on the same tune : 

«¢And thongh no stones the bottom reach, 

We will make our way 

On, into the main channel !”’ 

“ Well and good, lieutenant,’ 

“ we shall seeif the water 

? exclaimed 

the subordinate, 

is pleasant. It does not have much effect 

on me, but pooh! we must Ae the rough 

with the smooth in war times.’ 

¢ Is this the ford 7” queried Fontenay, 

speaking to himself. 

“ My idea is that we have alighted on it 

at the first plunge. Troops of horse have 

passed here, for the bank is churned into 

mire. It is the ford, 

horsemen crossed this morning.” 

« The river must have swollen since the
y 

for here our light 

got over for the rain has not stopped fal- 

ling.” 

“« Well, lieutenant, our horses must | 

swim it. We will get through with a wet- 

That happened ting up to the shoulders. 
Poland. me more than once last year in 

It does not kill a man.” 

Fontenay, although he had not had the 

experience in the 1807 camp yaign, had 

swum a bayou and a tropical torrent on 

horseback, and, being a good rider, he was | 

pretty sure to come handsomely out of 

the transit. 

“ Look you, lieutenant,” said Tourne- 

sol, reading his thought, “the main thing 

is to let the steed shift for himself by 

slackening the reins, so his action is not 

fottered. Steer with the knees, and one 

may hold on by the mane if there be any 

danger of being swept away It is as easy 

as the telling. If you listen to me, we 

should bear to the right, because, if the 

ford lies before us, as it seems to me, we 

had better strike above it than below ; for, 

in the latter case, if we lose footing, we 

cannot go up against the current and it 

will carry us heaven knows where! [will 

take the lead anyway and you can do as I 

show you. This time you will be second, 

lieutenant, but you know dh in the pro- 

cession the priest walks last.’ 

So much courage and good humor re- 

moved Fontenay’s hesitation and he did 

not protest against the arrangement pro- 

posed by the valiant Gascon. The latter 

urged on his horse, and turning at the 

moment of riding irto the water, said with
 

comic gravity : 

“To-morrow is the first of 

lontennh 1 allow me to wish you a happy 

new year! 18(9 has not yet commenced, 

but nobody knows what may happen be- 

fore midnight, and I hasten to present my 

January, 

good wishes !’ 

“Thank you, old Sa" ! to-morrow you 

shall have my gifts !’ 

“Oh, 1 crave no other than 
the pleasure 

of piloting you into a safe port and re- 

maining in your se rvice. Whereupon, I 

make the plunge! Take the pace from 

me and ride stead
ily 1” 

Fontenay was absent in thought. Fancy 

bad carried him far from this lugubrious 
» q Y r | av 

river. The mention of New Year's Day 

by To arnesol recalled that
 of 1808, passer 

in the Tuileries amid the dazzl
ing luxury 

of the imperial court. Marguerite de 

Gavre was there and they had begun to 

love one another without telling of their 

Jove. 
What a contrast’ 

Now it was black night, and if be suec- 

ceded in crossing the tide, death might 
be 

awaiting him on the other side. 

Paul also recollected that he wore on 

his heart the sachet embroidered by his 

betrothed and brought by George de 

Préguy ; in it she had put two emblematic 

flowers to signify : * Forget not Mar- 

guerite!” and he hoped again that this 
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Jet would shield him from all harm. 

+ had placed himself behind his man 

wid entered the water It rose to" the 

| <4 w+’ chest but their hoofs touched the | 

Undoubtedly this was the ford. | | aging. 

The difficulty was uot to deviate from it, 

they and following Touruesol’s advice, 

marched obliquely to the right to cope | 

They had hard work | with the current, 

[ t., resist, but they advanced to the middle 

Already they 

saw the seemingly steep bank confusedly, 

and so near thar they did not doubt they 

could reach it without accident. 

without losing foothold. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

| 
“ PORGET NOT MARGUERITE !” 

right bank challenged in French: “ Who 

goes there 7”? 

! the Smperor’s staff !” 

onded Tournesol. “That,” said he to 

“that is one of our chasseurs 

side after | 

So much 

are 

“ France 

] 
| his superoir, 
who has stayed on the farther 

our engagement this morning. 

the better! for he can tell us if there 

any English about.” 

“You, there!” resumed the voice, 

are not in tne right road. 

before you and you'll fall into it, 

a course a little more to the right.” 
the 

exactly the contrary 
For a man facing horsemen “the 

rivht ”” was their left, 

| direction to that Tournesol was following, | 

but the obliging soldier who cautioned | 

| them, ought to know what to say as.he 

| had crossed the Esla before them. They 

hastened to perform the evolution indicat- | 

ed. 

All went wrong. [Lhe ground sudden- 

ly failed under their horses’ hoofs, which 

sank and struck out for the shore. 

his steed’s neck, the shock baving made 

him lose his stirrups. He uselessly 

sank lower and lower. 

gone under with it when Tournesol, who 

him by the cloak collar, shouting : 

“Let go the neck, lieutenant! cling to 

me and try to tread water!” 

Fontenay undertook to do this. Left 

to itself, the horse was carried away like 

a feather, but the rider kept afloat. Tour- 

concurrence of good fortune, not very 

steep at this spot. 

a long breath like a man hauled up out of 

a chasm and thought only 

heaven for the succor in a hopeless case ; 

but Tournesol swore like a pagan at the 

evil giver of advice. 

“Oh, the villain ! fie, the brute!” he 

roared. “ We should have reached land 

without wetting our knees but for him ! 

I want to know what he meddled for ? we 

were going on in the right road and 

he amused himself by telling us the wrong 

one!” 

“ He mistook, with a good intention,’ 

muttered Fontenay. 

“ Unless he did it expressly. Oh, I could 

| shake him ! he has put us in a nice posi- 

tion : only one horse between two! and 

not yours either! that’s on the way to 

Portugal, whither I heard that rascally 

river runs, and we can hardly wade after! 

But the scurvy soldier who played us the 
trick cannot be far, and he shall pay for | 

the joke. Come, lieutenant!” 

Dragging his horse by the bridle and 

followed by his master, he reached the 

ridge of the bank, but he saw nobody. 
“ Where has the scamp gone ?’” he queri- 

ed. 
“He perceived the folly he committed 

and took to his heels for safety, of course! 

It is not worth while to pursue him, for 
you would not overtake him, and, before 

all, we must advise the marshal that his 

cavalry can cross.” 

“ Yes, provided they go two by two 

without departing from the ford. It will 

not be easy to explain that across the stream 
with the roar of the wind and the rushing 

of the water.” 

“Let us try, though ! 
“Try it is, lie utenant—but if even I 

catch that idiot who—Halloa ! here I am 

néarly breaking my neck now! Upon 

what the mischief have I stepped 7” 

“On a dead body,” 

through his clinched teeth. 
“That is true. One of our mamelukes 

—and many another, too. There has been 

hot fighting here—see the Chasseurs de la 

Garde—red-coats, also—and horses! what 

mm 

a mountain of horses!” 

Tournesol did not exaggerate; the 
| ground was strewn with corpses. The 
fiercest part of the conflict had happened 
here, but after the English bad badly 

beaten the French and hurled them across 

| the Esla, they abandoned the battle-field 

and none were visinle but the dead. 

lieuten- 

This is the time to tall the comrades 

“ Not one to bar our crossing, 

ant. 

over.” 

Letting go his horse, which bad no desire 
to stray, Tournesol planted himself on the 
extreme edge of the bank, maae a speak- 

mg-trumpet of his hands 

and set to bellowing with all the strength 

of bis lungs , 

“There is a ford, and _the right bank is 

not guarded !” 

No doubt the summons was lost in the 

noise of the river and the rumbling of the | 
storm, for no one made answer, 

=“ foresaw this,” grumbled - Tournesol, 

“and the marshal might have thought of 
it, too. But the fault isdoneand the only 

At this very moment a voice from the | 

you | 

There's a hole | 

Take | 

Sur- | 

prised by this mishap, Fontenay embraced | 

tried | 

to recover his seat, and his strangled horse | 

He would have | 

had scarcely kept his own saddle, caught | 

nesol held firmly and the current hurled | 

them towards the hank, not far, and, by a | 

of thanking | 

muttered Fontenay, | 

held together | 

means of repairing it is to go over and tell 
them the story—all the more because they 
cannot pull through without me, Now 
that I know the way, 1 can serve as guide 
for the crossing.” 

river again where we both nearly went 

under 7” 

“ Again, and again, since I shall come 

back at the head of the column. “You may 
' do some fine talking, lieutenant, but you 

‘cannot act like me from your horse ua 

1 gone, and you have had enough of a bath! 

| if you try it again you will catch a cold. 
| But I have a tough hide and go thiough 
| water as I do through fire. Mark time to 

until 1 fetch 
The marshal will gladly give 

warm yourself over the 

| friends. 

the your orderlies’ bringing up 

“What! do you purpose crossing the 

you a horse till the Emperor’s arrival and | 
extra | 

| mounts, Not one of them equals the bay | 

ASt-rie they will carry you all the 

£ same, 

| into the saddle and headed for the 

Upon this consoling peroration, he got | 

river. | 

| Though it went against Fontenay’s grain | 
| to let him go, he was obliged to do it for 

| dier’s reasons for renewing the perilous 
passage alone, The younger man felt 
wholly out of condition to undertake 

swimming it a_ in ; before ten strokes he 

would have “11e to the bottom, so 

hausted wa: lie. It would be 

throwing «ray his life. But on the other 

| form ft 

not occupied by the enemy, or an opera- 

tion of war would miscarry on which the 

Emperor placed much importance. With. 

want of any objections to the brave sol- 

ex- 

uscless’y | 

hand, a’ ~uy price it was imperative to in- | 

marshal that the right bank was 

| out news from the staff-officer, the general | 

he had fallen into 

Suglish hands and await reinforcement 

would conclude that 

an affair likely to turn out as a defeat, 

like the morning’s one. 

for. It was not until after almo<t mortal 

| wrestling that he let the heroic Tournesol 

| go. He was not left on a bed 
' Indeed, soaked from head to 

of roses, 

foot, Paul 

shivered in the chilly night while drawing 

tection against the blast, and stamping to 

try to warm himself without success. 

| sight of him. 

| the circulation of congealed blood. A 

| lugubrious course, as it lay among heaps 

of the dead. 
| . . . » . 

| avoid treading on them and in spite of the 

He had to make cirenits to 

| care he took, often tumbled over a corpse 
stretched on the ensanguined ground. 

It was war beheld again in its most 

sinister aspect, and the field of carnage 

sickened his heart, 

How many obscure heroes had fallen 
' here, the victims of military duty, far from 

their native land, and some for a cause 

their own : these Mamelukes, not 

| 2 Napoleon Boneparte’s fortunes and fol- 

| lowed him into Spain, as Caesar’s legions | 
followed him of old into the confines of | 

The simile is a little | 

did not | 

the Roman Empire. 

| strained, and, to tell the truth, 

present itself to the American’s mind, 
having no time to carry his classic studios 

before engaging against superior forces in 

Paul had nothing to reproach himself 

his cloak tightly around him asa poor pro- | 

| 

At first he tried to catch Tournesol | 

cleaving the Esla’s torrentuous tide, burt | 

| the gloom was so thick that he soon lost | 

He drew back from the | 

| edge to trace a ring in which he tramped | 
After reaching land, the lieutenant drew | : 

-| round and round in the hope of restoring | 

for | 

example, who had attached themselves to | 

| very far; but he felt keenly how little a | 
| sub-lieutenant’s life weighed in this giant’s 
| 

| struggle between three nations. 

bitterness of his reflections, and, 

No cowardly thought mingled with the | 
shaking | 

off the ideas besieging him he resumed | 

him on the bank where he stood alone. 

What would become of him 

marshal did not think proper to attempt 
the crossing, and more than that, if Tour- 
nesol aid not come back? He ran great 
risk of dying from cold and hunbger, or 
attack from the camp-followers who 
roamed through the night to strip the dead 
—human hyenas of the battle-field with 

whom Bpain was infested in this atrocious 
strife. 

The incident marking the close of his 
passing over the Esla, returned to mem- 
ory. Who was the man whose perfidious 

advice had nearly cost him his life? No 
doubt a Frenchman, as he had hailed them 
in their language, and, certainly, a traitor 

who had endeavored to lead them to their 
loss by changing their course. 
Why had he disappeared as they set 

foot on the bank where he stood ? was he 
hiding to rush, in an unguarded moment, 

took advantage of the murkiness to attack 

him, what resistance could Fontenay op- 

would be useless from the priming being 
wet, if he had them. 

His saber hung from his belt, but it was 

upon the isolated officer ? If the villain | 

pose—exhausted, almost weaponless as his | 
pistols bad remained in the holsters and | 

consideration of the dangers threatening | 

if the 

not a very dreadful weapon when wielded | 
by his now frozen arm ; he had 
the strength to draw it from the scabbard, 

| In case of having to defend himself Paul | 

barely | 

| could only trust to the arrival of the van- | 
guard, guided by the intrepid Tournesol, 
who would not require goading to run to | 

| his rescue, As yet there was no stir on the 
left bauk, whence he expected comfort ; 
| at least, hb heard no sound indicating a 
| forward move of the marshal’s cavalry. 
Nothing save the dull rushing of the river 
and the bellowing of the wind blowing off 
the other shore, without bringing that 
clanking of the swords against the stirrups 
which betrays from afar the march of a 
body of cavalry, 
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Toronto 
A Well Riven Lady Tells 

of Creat Benefit 

Derived From 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
For Debility, Neuralgia and 

Catarrh 
“ TorONTO, Dec. 28, 1890. 

«C. I. Hoop & Co., Lowell, Mass. 

« GENTLEMEN : For many years I have 

been suffering from catarrh, neuralgia 

and general debility. I failed to obtain 

any permanent relief from medical ad- 

vice, 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 dis- 

tance 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 soon after I 
began taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla 1 saw 

that it was doing me good. I have 
now taken three bottles and am entirely 

Cured of Neuralgia. 
] am gaining in strength rapidly, and 
can take a two-mile walk without feel- 
ing tired. 1 do not suffer nearly so 
much from catarrh, and find that as my 
strength increases the catarrh decreases. 
I am indeed a changed woman, and 
shall always feel grateful to Hood's Sar- 
saparilla for what it has done for me. 

it Is My Wish 

that this my testimonial shall be pub- 
lished in order that others suffering as I 
was may learn how to be benefited. 

““ Yours ever gratefully. 
““ Mrs. M. E. MERRICK, 

*¢ 36 Wilton Avenue, 

¢ Toronto, Canada.” 

This is Only One 

Of many thousands of people who 
gladly testify to the excellence of and 
benefit obtained from Hood’s Sarsapa- 
rilla. * If you suffer from any disease or 
affection caused by impure blood or low 
state of the *system, you should cer- 

tainly take 

Hood’s 
Sarsaparilla 

Sold by druggists. 81; six for 85. Prepared 
only by C. I. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass. 

100 Doses One Dollar 
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CROLP, WHOGPING COUGH, 
COUSHS AND COLDS, 

VER 40 YEARS IN USE 
25 CENTS PER BOTTLY. 

ARMSTRONG & CO., PROPRIETORS, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N HANNAH, 
Woven UFACTURER OF— 

wire. Mattresses, 
of Different Grades for the Trade only. Warranted not to sag. 

To be bad from all the principal furniture and general dealers in the Maritime Provinces. 

105 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B. 
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Zr Repairing promptly done. 

FARM 
MACHINERY 

AND IMPLEMENTS OF ALL KINDS. 

PIANOS AND ORGANS. 
FINEST CAXADIAM AND SMERICAN SEWING MACHINES. 
ae cial attention Be en tu repairs for all kinds of Machinery. 
broken or not, and I ean get it duplicated for you 

1 do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to select goods as good as the best, give good 
value, fair terms; and hope by upright dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share of 
the patronage of the eitizens of Kent County 

Moncton,N.B. 

Bring or send me the piece, whether 

Agent for FIRE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 

‘mm mw Oftice—305 Main St. 
Ii. 1, PEC s at I. C. R. Crossing, 

Telephones—Office, 45 ; Residence: 37 A. 

Millers’ Tanning Fixtract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

| Millerton and Mortimore, N. B. 
Cable Addresses—'* Hypotan,” London ; and *‘ Miller,” Miramichi. 

A very complete stock of General Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

QUR 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 

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 8c a yard, worth twice the money. 

J. B14 
90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEAELRS IN— 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

LUMBER OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 
~—COMPRISING— 

SHEATHING, WAINSCOTTING, FLOORING, CLAPBOARDS,; WINDOW, pe 
DOOR CASINGS, MOULDINGS, LATHS, &C. 

+ FDOUR CHEAP FOR CASH. 
ipenas, N. B.,Nune 22, 1891. 

NEAT! STYLISH! SERVICEABLE ! 
THIS IS WHAT IS REQUIRED IN A SUIT OF CLOTHES, 

MEIRDOCK Mc] EDS 

TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT, 
| CORNER MAIN AND MECHANIC STREETS, 

MONCTON, 
IS THE PLACE TO GET A SUIT OF CLOTHES MADE. 

A Fine Stock of Cloths on hand to select from, 

Subscribe for THE REVIEW. 

Only $1.00. 

ROTARY MILLS & SHINGLE MACHINES: 

James D. Irving 


