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i CONQUERS ALL. 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. 

CHAPTER VII. —Continued. 

“1 could tell you that, as an American, 
there is no being beyond your reach, that | 

being a sovereign of a free republic you 

have the right to aspire to the hand of | 
any lady, no watter how lofty born. But 

this fine theory, unfortunately, does not 

hold good in practice, Love does not 
level rank and then her mother the coun- 
tessm——"" 

“An.” interrupted Harold, despairingly. 
“It is her scorn I fear, not Etnel. I be- 

lieve, I fancy—please do not rob me of 

the fond delnsion—that Ethel would be 

willing to become my wife if her mother 

would coneent. But the countess is so 

proud, so bound up in her aristocracy, so 

thoroughly English, that she would look 

with horror upon an allianee of her daugh- 
ter with any one beneath her own rank, 

and especially with an American.” 
“And why more especially with the 

latter?” 

“I have heard—Ethel herself has told 

me so—ehe hates Americans. She fairly 
flies from their presence. All the deep- 
rooted prejudice to our country which, 

aftey gli, you will find hidden in the Bri 
tish breast, seem to be incarnated and 

typified in her." 

“Ye bs ivaged you to paint her 
daughter’s portrait,” 

“It was not she, It was Ethel herself 
who came to seek my services, She had 

heard of my skill; and she wanted to have 
her portrait painted, as a surprise to her 
mamma, for her seventeenth birthday. 

Her maid alone accompanied her to the 
pitings, The picture now bangs in their 
London drawing-room, 

I did not inseribe Hiy name on it. Had 
I done so, the countess would have recog: 

nized the American artist, and would, per- 
haps, bave had it destroyed. Alas, Wal- 

ter, I can never hope for her consent.” 
“And Ethel would not marry you with. 

out it?” 

“I am a gent®man,” replied Harold, 

with quiet dignity. “I would not ask her 

to do so.” 

“Then, my dear friend, I am afraid that 

your case is, indeed, hopeless.” 

“Alas, | agree with you, Walter.” sighed 

Harold; “and that is why 1 have wished 

ending an existence which had become 

wretched to me, The thought that I 

have & rival, and apparently a successful 
one, has restrained that wish, J do not 

want to die until I have killed him. If 

1 cannot become Ethel’s husband, no one 

shall. You are no lover. You cannot 

understand the sentiment which animates 
me.” 

Our hero no lover! Walter smiled 
rather melancholy, as he was thus shut 
out from what some writers have termed 
the fool’s paradise, but he merely said. 
“What reasous have you for assuming 

that the Marquis de Montjoie is your 
rival?’ 

” 

BY J.;R. ABARBANFLL. 
It was hard to tell whether the Marquis 

de Montjoie was thirty ov furty years of 
age. His black, luxuriau. hair looked 
very suspiciously like a wig; his face had 
a made-up appearance, like an actress be- 

fore the footlights; his mustache seemed 
Yo be even of a recent date. 

To Walter it seemed as if he were wear- 
ing a mask, and looking behind that mask 

be recognized in him a New Orleans ad- 

venturer, who a year before had, in one 

way or another, victimized a large num. 
per of prominent merchants in New York, 

Some of the victims had brought their 
cases to Walter, others had employed 

other lawyers, Before our hero could 
commence his proceedings, the airy, glib- 

tongued swindler had been arrested on 

some minor claim, given bail in a small 

amount, and promptly jumped his bail, 

leaving the country end his bewailing 

bondsmen and creditors behind him, 

Walter had seen him several times at the 

police courte, and his identity was strong- 

ly impressed on his mind, though he him- 

self had kept in the background, so as not 

to awaken the rascal’s suspicions Thus 

it was that while he recognized him im- 

mediately, the confidence man bad no 

idea as to who he wag, 
Bo here he was how in Paris, éontinu® 

ing bis customary career, in the role of a 
marquis, a part which his perfect know- 
ledge of the French language and manners 
enabled him to assume beyond détection, 
The thousands, which hie too.corfding 
dupes bad parted with, afforded him the 
means of living in a style suitable to his 
preudo rank. Hie dress was faultless and 
hie deportment that of a thorough Paris- 

ian, slightly blasé¢ nobleman. 

It was evideut to Walter that the ad. 
venturet’s present scheme was no less 
than to marry Ethel De Vere, and thus 
link himself to the highest of English ho- 

bility and the splendid revenues of a large 
estate, However, with the knowiedge he 
possessed, our hero had no fear of the ul. 

timate result. That he disguised all this 

knowledge need hardly be stated. 
“I have not the honor of mousieur’s ac- 

quaintance,” said the marquis, in his 
suave, polite manner, glancing at Walter 
and then at the card. “Pardon we; is 

monsicur an Buglishman or an American? 
If so, I should be in despair if Monsieur 
does not understand French, for unfort. 
unately my education in English has been 
sadly neglected,” 
“Cunning rogue,” thovght Walter; 

then answered aloud : 

“I understand you perfectly Well, mon- 

sieur, and am able to converse with you 

in your own language, if you will pardon 
my accent,” 

“l am enchanted to hear it,” said the 

nobleman, with a vow and his hand on 
his breast. “Will monsieur take a scat?” 

He handed a chair to his visitor, and 

sitting down on one himself, waited for 
the other to state the object of his com- “This, and this, and this,’ hotly replied 

: : . | ing. 
Harold, taking slips cut out of the Parie. | 5 

| 

ian papers from his pocket, and spreading | 
them before Walter’s eyes 

The slips were all of the same tenor and, | 

i 
| 

with more or less detail, spoke of the ev. | 

gagewent of the Marcuis de Montjoie to 
the beautiful and accomplished Miss De | 

| 

Vere, daughter of Lady Buferd, asx an 

event which was soon to set all Belgravia 

1z a flutter, 

“Dees not this argue tickle-heartedness 

cn the part of your inamoratal’’ asked 

Walter, after he had perused the para- 

graph, 

“Who knows how her consent has been 
) chtained?” impetuously demanded the 

“Who knows whether her consent 

HNho knows but that | 

these very jparaziaphs are but part of a | 

artist, 

} as been obtained? 

1uiserable scheme to compromise her repu- 

tation, and then force her into a urion 

wv hich she loathes?” 

“I should say the marquis could be 

Liade to answer th 80 questions pe 

“Exactly, my friend. By a challenge. 

1: true, [ fight him for the reasons [ have 

g.ready expressed; if talse, | defend her | 

In ser, | fair fame, either 

tight,” 

He hastily wrote out a challenge and 
handed it to Walter. Then he rang the 

bell for the concierge. 

“Conduct monsieur to the apartments 

of Marquis de Moutjme,” he ordered, as | 

case, you 

that functionary appeared. 

For once the lequacious janitress had 

vothing to say, but motioning to Walter | 
to follow her, led him downstairs to the | 

first floor. A valet in powder and gold | 
took Walter's card, and soom returned | 

with the information that his master was 

ready to receive him. 

Our hero was led into the magnificently | 

furnished salon, and no sooner did he be- | 

bold the marquis than he mentally «jicu- 
lated : 

“] know this man'” 

CHAPTER IX, 

THE MARQUIS DE MONTJOIE. 

' the bearer of a missive to you, 

' madame, 

' look like a shop.” a j § Walter felt like strangling nim for his | SPriuging to his feet he exclaimed . 

| preliminaries—— # . 

“Am 1 not permitted to know the cause ih yr and 1t is perfect, far more 

of this martial proceeding?” interrupted | PEFI€Ct than the one I drew during her 

| returned. 

| ficiently far to make him regord the as 

piration of others to her hand as a mortal 

“] am kere in behalf of a dear friend of 

i mie,” began Walter, “who has made me 

If you 
| will please peruse, we will at once come 
‘10 a perfect understanding.” 

He handed the challenge to the mar. 

quis, who, after affixing to his nose the 

| pince nez, without which he would not he 
a Frenchman at all, slowly and calmly 

perused it, 

“This is a challenge to a duel,” he then | 

said, carelessly twirling his glasses in one | 

| hand, while he held the missive in the | : 
' Blanche and his foster-sister, Mabel, were “l have not the honor of the ac. | 

quaintance of the gentleman who signs 

other, 

this extraordinary document, Am J right hig own, modified sharing hy the diy- 
in assuming that he is the painter whose | ference of sex, nevertheless his own as 
sign is at the door? | have complained to | completely as ever sister resembled her 

It! Lrother, the coucierge, about it, 
| 

really makes the building—excuse me— | 

cool insolence. 

Fe, however, choked down his rage and | 

said : 

“If monsienr will mention a gentleman 

I shdll be happy to prepare with him the 
» ! 

the marquis. 

state it, 

your friend?” 

“You must know then, monsieur,” re- | 

plied Walter, “that Harold [Henshawe is 

“The challenge does not | 

In what way have I offended | 

progressed, I do not know, hut iy has suf- 

offense te himself.” 

“Indeed,” exclaimed the marquis, slow. 

ly rising to his feet, while his swall black 
eyes began to sparkle maliciously. 

“He further believes,” coutinued Wal. 

ter, also rising, *‘that you are adopting un- 
wortLy means to compromise the lady’s 
reputation, that you are inserting, or hav. 

ing inserted, in the papers, articles coun. 

| blood, It will cool his bead. I will give 

oration before the painting which had 

cerning your relations to her which are 
not true" 

“Iudeed,” repeated the adventurer, his 

black eyes glowing still more maliciously. 

“He regards these facts as sufficient to 
oblige you to meet him on the ficld of 
honor, or, in case of refusal, to stigmatise 

you as a coward and defamer.” 
The words rogue and swindler were on 

our hero’s tongue, and he had to bite i 
not to add them to his list of epithets. 

“Ma foi,” exclaimed the marquis, as a 
hectic flush of rage appeared on his sallow 

cheeks. “Is not the shoe on the wrong 

foot? I am introduced to Madame the 

Countess Buford, and by her to her beau- 

tiful and accomplished daughter. 1 am 
received as one of the family, and the 1n- 

timacy established here in Paris is con. 
tinued in London. I pay my addresses to 

Miss De Vere, ask her band in marriage 

of her mother, and am on the point of 

crossing the channel to receive her favor. 
able response; and because of all this, I 

am to be called to account by any lack-a. 

daisical painter, who may perchance have 
drawn her portrait and sighed out his 

heart to her image. It is not true that 
Miss De Vere has any rowantic attach. 

went for him. If I thought so, it is [ 
who would challenge him.” 

“It is immaterial to him, monsieur,” 
said Walter, “whether you or he is the 

challenger, so long as you fight. I ean 

assure you he is very much in earnest.” 

“If I am challenged, I have the choice 
of weapons. Does your friend know that 
I am the most gkillful swordsman ip 
France?” 

“He knows that you are his rival, 

will meet you on any terms.” 

“Very well, mounsieur,” said the adven- 

turer, with supreme braggadocio, “I wil} 
let out a few otnces of his over-heated 

you the name of a gentleman who will 
act as second for me, but I shall have to | 
ask you to fix the date of the ideting for, 
say, & week fiom now, 1 leave Paris for 
London with the midnight train. The 

engagement ceremonies are to take place 

to-morrow. On my return I shall be hap: 
py to place myself at your disposal. 

Pardon me, monstent, if I bring this in- 

terview to 4 ¢lose, as I must assist my 
valet with my luggage.” 
He wrote out the name and address of 

his second, handed it to Walter, and then 
slightly opened the door of the next room 

so that his visitor could see that the prep- 
aratious for his departure were actually 
taking place. PA 

“Au revoir, then, monsieur,” said Wal. 
ter, “until we meet again.” 

“Receive, monsieur, the assurance of 
my highest consideration.” 

With this polite formula, the marquis 

dismissed him, and Walter reascended the 
sinirs to Harold's apattivents, 
That the fellow wes a cheat and a hum- 

bug, oiit here had hot the slightest doubt, 

yet hie sevthed to speak of his relations fo 
the ¢ountess and the daughter with the 

greatest assurance, Could he have done 

so if Ethel were as steadfast in her affec- 

tion for Harold as the latter had declared? 
Could matters have been brought to such 

a crisis, the enga_ement to take place on 
the very next day, without! her free will 

and cousent? Walter began to suspect 

either that she was very fickle-hearted or 

that his ardent friend hal allowed his 
imagination too free a rein, and that how- 

ever much in love he was with her, she 

probably had not the least idea of recipro- 

cating it. In either case Harold would be 

ouly making himself ridiculous by a duel, 
With these thoughts in his mind, he 

reached the studio, and entering found 
Harold kneeling in a very ecstasy of ad- 

been covered by the green baize, It was 
uncovered now, and in the artistically ar- 
ranged light which fell on it, revealed Lhe 

| Harold from his amutory reverie, and 

| gether, 

| expression of face, all that goes to make 

| in love with Miss Ethel De Vere, and that | freak of nature that you, a simple Ameri- 

he has reason to believe that his passion is can bor, should so closely resemble the 
How far his love affair has | daughter of an English countess!” 

| to suppose that there could be any rela- 

form and features of a young girl, which 
produced in Walter a shock something 
like that of an electric battery. 

It was not that she was beautiful, for 

beautiful, too, but every lineament was 

This involuntary «jaculation aroused 

“Ha! Have you observed it? It was 
in my mind while we were speaking to- 

It is wonderful the resemblance 
which you bear her, Yes, it is she, my 
dariing, my loved one! Her very image, 
as she lives and breathes. I painted it 

sittings. 

dence. 

[s it not strange, this coinci- 
The eyes, the hair, the nose, the 

one’s individuality, should be so alike, so 
exactly alike. It is a most wonderful 

CHAPTER X. 

DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND, 

The words “f:eak of pature” recalled 
Walter to bimcelf. What folly for bim 

tion between him and the daughter of a 
proud, haughty English countess who 
bated all Americans. With something 
like a sigh he dismissed a thought which 
bad involuntarily arisen in his mind, as 

He 

Wit is wisdom. Blood is life. Impure 
blood is living death. pe 
on good blood. Disease is due to bad 

Legions say Hood's Sarsaparilla, Amer- 
ica’s Greatest Blood Medicine, purifies it. 
A brief story but it fells the tale. 

Nervous Weakness—" I sufferea 
from nervous weakness and loss of appe- 

tite. My blood was impure, my stomach 
disordered and I could not sleep. Hood's 

Sarsaparilla has cured me entirely.” 
Mrs. E. Lockwood, Belleville, Ont. 

“The resemblance is, indeed, extraord- 

inary,” be said, “but, as you say, it is very 

likely a mere freak of nature. Still, Il am 
interested in her behalf, if for no other 

reason than because she looks like me. 
Even if she does not become your wife, it 

is my duty to prevent her from marrying 

an adventurer,” 

“An adventurer,” cried Harold, droye 
ping the green baize over the portrait, 

“I have discovered that the marquis js 

no marquis,” 
“Ha!” 

Walter briefly narrated all that had 
taken place between him and the pseudo 
nobleman, and the reasons of his sus. 
picions as to his identity, : 
“My dear fellow,” exclaimed Harold; 

highly elated, when the other had con- 
cluded, “you overwhelm me with delight. 

The it is not even a question of a_duel. 
A mere ordinary police affair We sum. 
mon thé géps d’armes, you denounce bim 

“Not so fast, not so fast,” interrupted 
Walter, laughing. “Remember 1 have 
only my suspicions, My word fs not saf- 
ficient. We must have an official descrip. 
tion, & requisition from our government 
I 

“And in the meantime he crosses the 

channel and betrothes himseif to my dar- 
ling,” interrupted Harold, with a groan. 

“It is not so sure that your darling is 

vour darling,” suggested Walter. “He 
seemed to be quite sure of his position, 

and he could not yery well be so without 
Miss De Vere’s consent.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

A Mat and Rug Maker 
Speaks of 

DIAMOND DYES 

She Would Not Use Any 

Other Make. 

The best and most successful wakers of 
howemade carpets, mats and floor rugs 
use the Diamond Dyes to color their rags, 
yarns and warps, 
Every home dyer knows well that the 

Diamond Dyes give the fastest and bright. 
est colors, and are the simplest dyes to 
use, 

Mrs, A. Y. Field, Bathurst 8t,, Toronto, 
says:—“During the last ten years I have 
made many -mats‘and rugs from wool and 
cotton rags and. coarse yarns, The dye- 
ing of the rags and yarns [ have always 
done with Diamond Dyes as they give the 
richest and strongest colors. Iam fully 

safest aod cheapest for all who make 
carpets, mats and rugs. [ would not use 
any other kind of dyes.” 

ido g 
The Minister of Militia is considering a 

plan to establish a central armory in every 
county in the Dominion. As itis now, 

each company has its own headquarters, 
and its own armory, By the new scheme 
an armory will be built as nearly as pos. 
sible in the centre of the regimental 

county, in which all the stores and ac- 
coutrements of the battalions will be kept, 
The old drill sheds will be sold. 

“wok's Penetrating Plastera 
© ST — 

The identity of Williams hanged at 
Toronto for murdering J, F, Varcoe, has 
been established as Julius Schmidt of De. 
troit though his varents will not admit it. 

$1000.00 
We don’t guarantee 

$1000.00 to every user of 
our great Cough specific 

Dr. HARVEY'S 
SOUTHERN 

RED PIN 
But immediate relief, 
Cures promptly. 

Is equally good for children 

and adults. 
Honest 25c. bottles. 

HARVEY MEDICINE CO. 
424 ST. PAUL STRReT, MONTREAL. 
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utterly absurd and improbable, 
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Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
~IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1} — 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS 
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN N. B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8 

I — — 

IT" INTENDING to’ build or repair, it will pay you to get our 
prices before buying elsewhere. We have now in store our usual 
spring stock of 

White Lead. Boiled and Raw Linseed 0il, Tur- 
pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Read 
Rixed Paints. all sizes of Nails, Spikes an 
Glass, Putty, Sheathing Paper. Zine, Sheet Lead, 
in facet everything in the builders line ean be 
it at our store and at prices as low as the 
ow est. 

SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS!!! 
Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover, Tare, Millet, Corn, Peas, and 

all Garden Flower Seeds, A 
y —
.
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2,500 Rolls WALL PAPER with 
Borders to match. 

Dry Goods, Groceries, Men's and Boy’s Ready Made Clothing, . 
Boots, Shoes, Rubbers, Hats and Caps, Ladies’ Blouses, Dress Goods, 
Prints, Sateens, Furniture Covering, Ladies’ and Men’s Underwear, 
Men’s and Boy's Fancy Shirts, Top Shirts, Lace Curtains, Curtain 
Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Portiers. 

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS. 

Flour, Corn and Oatmeal, Pork, Fish, Ham, ; 
“Iron and Steel, Plows and Plow Castings. 

KINGSTON oJ. & W. BRAIT, KENT CO, N. B 
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