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CHAPTER XI.—Continued. 

“You know it?” she asked, while a vivid 

blush suffused her cheek. 
“ITe’s a particular friend of mine, too. 

Confided all to me. He'll be here to- 

night. Miss De Vere, allow me to con- 

gratulate you.” 
“Congratulate me on what?” 

“Why, your engagement to the Marquis 

De Montjoie, which ie to take place this 

evening,” 

“My engagement to the marquis!” she 

cried, springing to her feet. “Surely 

there must be some mistake; you have 

been misinformed.” 

“Why deny it, my dear lady. It’s all 

over Paris.” : 

“All over Paris!” 

“The papers are full of it.” 
Ethel’s face was crimson, but this time 

pot with blushes, It was the fire of in- 

dignation which burned in her cheeks aud 

flashed from her eyes. 
“Excuse ine, my lord,” she exclaimed, 

“this marquis—you cannot understand 

bow he has pestered me with his addresses. 

I have not complained to my mother 

about it, because his ambition seemed to 

me to be perfectly ridiculous, He was 
polite to mamma, and she, in the goodness 

of her heart, wade him her friend. That 

is all there is between us, If, on that 

slender basis, he bas caused the rumors 

you spoke of to circulate, it ie perfectly 

scandalous. My mother shall know of it 
at once, and, I dare say, will chow him to 

the door if he dares to come here to-night. 

Please escort me to the parlor.” 

All this was like honey to Harold’s soul 

In a perfect tremor of delight he offered 

his arm to Ethel, and Jed her back to the 

parlor. 
“Pway, may | inquire the name of your 

friend in Pawis, if it is not the marquis?” 

be whispered, as they walked along. 

“I do not believe you know him, He 

does not belong to your eet. He is an 

American, au artist. I will show you my 

portrait, which he painted.” : 
Had they not been on the threshold of 

the drawing room, Harold would then 

and there have made a declaration of his 

love. As they entered the room at one 

door, the usher threw open another, and 

pompously announced : 
“Tbe Marquis de Montjoie!”’ 

CHAPTER XII. 

UNDER FALSE COLORS, 

“Ten thousand pardons, milady,” ex- 

claimed the marquis, in his choicest 

French, as he raised the countess’ hand to 

his lips. ‘“‘Ten thousand pardons for my 

late arrival. Milady’s invitation, with 

which she was so kind as to bonor me, 

reached me in my country seat, to which 

1 had retired to perform some pious offices 
in memory of my sainted parents.” The 

rascal had all along worked the religious 

dodge for all it was worth. “I hurried to 

Paris, threw myself imto a dress suit, 

crossed the channel and here | am straight 

from the depot. Ah. milady, I am so de- 

voted to you, I should be in despair if you 

do not forgive me,” 
“] see nothing to forgive, marquis, re- 

plied the countess, smiling at what she 

considered to be his French extravagances 

of phrase. “You are welcome at all 

times,” 

“Ah, milady, you transport me with 

Aud will bid 

me welcome too, I hope,” he added, turn- 

vappiness, mademoiselle 

ing suddenly to Ethel. 
Now, Miss Ethel, in spite of her aristo- 

cratic breeding, was very apt to splurge 

right ont, like ordinary, common folks, 

end to say just what she meant, 

come to me,” she decidedly declared. 

Sensation among the guests who under- 

stood French; stupid staring on the part 

of those who did not. 

The rebuff was so direct that, for a mo- | 

ment, the marquis was fairly staggered. | 

He recovered himself, however, and with 

his usual impudence replied : 

“Mademoiselle honors me to highly by | 

quarreling with me—for my want of | 

punctuality. 
“It 1s not that, monsieur,” she some 

what excitedly interrupted. “Do not 

flatter yourself that I care for either you 

or vour company. But when a person 

takes liberties with my name—"’ 

“Liberties with your name, my dear,” 

inquired her mother. 

“I am blazoned in all the pavers of 
Paris,” continued the young girl, “ 

being about to be engaged in marriage to 

this man. It is a matter of public notor. 
jety. Very well then, my action shall be 

equally public. If this person aspires to 

my band, in the presence of this assem- 

blage, I reject him.” 
The adventurer fairly wilted under her 

scorn and indignation. He saw that he 

had committed a very imprudent step, 
He had not intended that Ethel should 
see or hear of it. He wished to 

use the weapon only as a last resort, and 
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then but to influence the countess, 

Many a French mother has heen induced 
to persuade her daughti 1uto an unwil. 

ling upnion by similar means, but the 
schemer forgot that he was dealing with 

an Eoaglish mother and daughter, who 

were not quite so much afraid of a public 
scandal. There was nothing for him to 

do but to extricate himself from the di 

lemma with as good grace as possible. 

“Ah, mademoiselle,”” he exclaimed 

turning up the whites of his eyes, and 

uttering a profound sigh. “Now that I 

know to what you allude, I am, indeed, 

in despair. The happiest hours of my ex. 

istence were those which I spent in mi- 

lady’s and your company. We were 

much together in Paris. Ifsome impra- 

dent friend of mine, or, perhaps, some 

malicious enemy, has drawn unwarranted 

conclusions from that fact and had them 

published, am I to blame! I will not 

deny that I bave an ardent affection for 

you, that to become your husband would 

render me the happiest of human beings, 

but I am incapable of stooping to gain my 

heart’s dearest desire by any unworthy 

means.” 
“Well, I swan,” cried Harold, breaking 

out in good Yankee English. “For cool, 

downright cheek that beats the deck.” 

These Americanisms must have grated 

harshly on the countess’ British ears, for 
she cast a keen glance at the supposed 

Scoteb lord aud shuddered visibly, Ethel 

too, seemed somewhat disturbed by the 

fact that his lordship. had. forgotten his 

drawl and liep, and there was that in the 

sound of his voice which caused a strange 

flutter in her heart. 
“Permit me, monsieur,” said Walter, 

stepping forward, “to show you, these 
papers. They contain the manuscript 
copy of the notices about which the young 
lady complains. Now, it is easy for mon- 
sieur to prove that be did not write them. 
All he bas to de is to write a few words 
and show that the handwriting is dis- 

similar.” 

The adventurer saw that he was en- 
trapped. For the first time he became 

aware of the counterplot which had been 
quietly hatched to offset his own scheme, 

“I do not know you, sir,” he blurted; 
“nor by what right you interrogate me. 
I know nothing of the papers you hold in 
your hand, and shall not write to please 

you or anybody else,” 

“Very well,” replied Walter, dropping 

into English, “my lords and ladies will 

please take notice that the gentleman re- 

fuses to write. [ have, however, a speci 

men of his handwriting here. Itis on the 

back of one of his own visiting cards, and 
was written by him in my presence. The 

handwriting is the same as oa this print- 
er’s copy. The inference is obvicus. 1 

need say ro more,” 
“Milady,” cried the baflled marquis 

fairly foaming with rage, “I appeal to you 

for protection. These men, whoever they 

are, have gained admission under your 

roof by false pretenses.” 
New sensation and more stupid staring 

among the guests, “My Lords Dinwiddie 

and Maxwell here under false pretenses,” 

exclaimed the countess, in surprise, 

“I recogniz= them, now, milady.” con- 

tinued the adventurer. “[fhey are sailing 

under false colors; they are not lords, they 
” are 

“No matter who we are,” hastily inter- 

rupted Walter, fearing the result on Ethel 

of a too sudden disclosure of their iden- 

tity. “If we are not lords, if we do not 

belong to the English nobility, we are not 

the only ones here to-right under false 

colors, claiming a title which does not be. 
long to them, a nobility to which they 

“Mounsieur the marquis is not at all wel- | have no right 
The marquis gave a start, and cast an 

uneasy glance at the door, 

Strange! The footmen and outriders 

who had lent such ostentation tv Walter 

‘and Harold’s arrival, were posted at the 

exits, completely blocking them up. 
“We are Americans, my lady 

The countess gave a shudder of holy 

terror. How she did hate the Yankees! 
“I speak English, so that all may under 

stand,” continued Walter, “This fellow, 

[ believe, pretends he does not, but you 

will see, before I get through, how well he 

I repeat we are Amer- 

”» 

comprehends me. 

| icans, (again that shudder), and knowing 

my lady’s abhorrence—pardon the word 
- —of our nation, we were obliged to as- 

‘sume our titles to gain admission bere, 

where we had a stern duty to perform. 

That duty was to save your daughter, my 

| lady, from the machinations of a cheas, a 

| swindler, a rogue, a refugee from a New 

York prison, who continues his nefarious 

' designs ou this side of the Atlantic, under 
” the guise of a French nobleman 

“It is a lie, all a lie,” eried the adven. 

| turer, in the purest of English, 

“You see, my lady, coolly continued 

Walter, “be not only understands English 
but can speak it as well as I.” 
The schemer was ready to bite off his 

tongue with vexation, for having betray- 
ed himself, 

Walter hurriedly gave a history of the | 

scoundrel’s past career, and then said: 

“In the name, and in behalf of the 
American government, I order the arrest 

of this crimioa! Aloys Dubois, alias the 
Marquis de Montjoie.” 

“So you'll arrest me, will you?” cried 
Dubois drawing a revolver from his peoc- 

ket, “I would like to see you attempt 

in” 
He cocked the weapon, the ladies 

screamed, there was a moment’s counfus- 

ion, and then monsiear the marquis found 
himself disarmed and handcuffed, while 
the footmen and outriders were standing 

around him in a suspiciously professional 

way. 

“You see,” laughed Walter, “here are 
some more gentlemen sailing under false 

colors. They are Scotland Yard detect- 
ives, who kindly consented to act as our 

attendants for this occasion only.” 
The defeated adventurer was led away, 

howling and swearing, and then everyone 

was profuse in his thanks to the young 

herces. 

“You are Harold,” whispered Ethel to 

him, her face radiant with blushes, 

“Ah, do not betray me. Your mother 

hates us Americans.” 

“But I love you.” 
The artist was in the seventh heaven of 

bliss. 

“How can I repay the service you bave 

rendered me?” gratefully murmured the 

countess to our hero, 

“By telling me the reason, my lady,” be 

gravely replied, “why your ladyship hates 

us Americans?” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

HARVEY VAN RENSSELAER, 

Before we can satisfy the reader's par- 
donable curiosity as to why Lady Buford 
hated Americans, we must take a hasty 
trip back to New York City to see what 
our friends on this side of the Atlantic 
have been doing. 

It was all very well for Frank: Barton 
to break up the love affair. between his 
sister and Walter Wainwright, but unless 
be could provide a milliopaire brother-in- 
law his whole scheme would be a miser- 
able failure. tiod 

To-find » young millionaire who would 
be acceptable to Blancke, who ‘would’ 
straightway fall in love with her, and 
would permit himself ta be used by the 

easy-going young-man-absut-town as an 
unlimited bank account, war an under- 

taking which might well appear impos- 

sible. ; 

Yet Frank flattered himself that he had 
discovered such a paragon in the person of 

Harvey Van Rensselaer, a young stock 
broker. be, 

The scion of the famous Knickerbocker 
family had inherited the usual untold 
fortune which’ falls to the lot of tLe bap- 
py mortals whose ancestors tilled the 

ground whereon the Empire City now 
rears its lofiy spires. He had also devel- 

oped on his rather broad Dutch face, the 

ordinary plentiful crop of pimples which 

seems to be one of the heir-looms of the 

set which arrogate to themselves the title 
of “our best society.” . 

age, he was already inclined to undue 

stoutness, which gave his short legs a 
wabbling, ridicalous gait. He was very 

light in complexion, his eyes a kind of 

watery blue, he had scarcely any eye- 

brows at all, his hair was of a dead sandy 

hue, closely cropped in the back, and duly 

parted in the middle and “banged” in 

front. 

That he wore the most excruciatingly 

tight fits of the latest approved Londen 
fashion; that his language and metaphors 

were a mingled jirgon of Wall street and 

the stable; that in everything he did or 

said he aped, or attempted to ape, the 

vilest manners of an English cockney—all 

that, as the French say, goes without say- 

ing. Else he would not be a perambnu. 
lating statute on the avenue, or adorn the 

front window of one of our blue-blood 

clubs. 
Our readers will easily come to the con- 

clusion that Harvey Van Rensselaer was 
not a handsome man, though he regarded 
Lin self as being perfectly irresistible, as 

His 

general intelligenc: was about on a par 

with his good looks. Otherwise Frank 

Barton would never have fixed upon him 
as his prospective brother-in-law. He 

had that low cunning, which passes for 
smartness in the ordinary transactions be- 

tween “Bulls” and “Bears,”” and was, 
therefore a successful broker, He also 

prided himself on knowing a “horse when 
he saw ome, and could give you the 
“points,” as he termed it, of half the 
belles of Gotham, but in everything above 

and beyond this, in matters of intrigue or 

requiring the least depth of thought, he 
was purely and simply a fool. 

This was the husband whom Frank, in 

his intense selfishness, had selected for his 

sister. The next question was, how was 
he to bring the two together, how t., 

smooth the way to a proposal? 

Some time previous, the Public School 

Teachers’ Association, of which Blanche 
was a member, had determined to give a 
select entertainment st Chickering Hall, 
to be followed by an informal reception 
of the teachers and their more intimate 

friends. In her bappier hours, Blanche, 

after some coaxing, bad consented to take 
part in the ora, to the extent of 
a song and possible epcore.. She was 

far as the fair sex was concerned. 

‘ practicing for the occasion, when all the 

A good liver, at thirty years, his present 

Architect of His Fortune.”’ 

““ An architect designs, and his plans 

are execuled by a builder. The greatest 

builder of health is Hood's Sarsaparilla. 

It lays a firm foundation. It makes the 

blood, the basis of life, pure and strong. 

Be an architect of your fortune and secure 

Hood's as your health budder. 

Headaches—* was completely run 
down and eas troubled «with headaches 

and dizziness and pains in my back. 1 

took Hood's Sarsaparilla ahich in a short 

time entirely cured me.”” Mrs. L. Win 

terton, Orangeville, Ontario. 

NeverDisappoints 

hope and jv were so suddenly taken out 

cf her heart by the discovery of what she 

supposed to be her lover’s infamy. To 

continue her daily routine of work, to 

hear dull, dry lessons, to keep a class of 

unruly boys in order, while her mind was 

filled with thoughts of the absent one, 

whom, though disdained, she could not 

help loving still, and her heart was throb- 

bing with an aching pain. All this she 

submitted to at the dictate of duty. Bat 

to appear in public, with a smiling face, 

to sing the gladsome bappy songs printed 

on the programme, while the heart of the 

never go through this ordeal. 
And yet bow could she draw back now, 

when the affair was to take place in a few 

days, and everything was prepared? How 
could she draw back under any circum. 
stances without betraying the sad secret 
which was gnawing at her very vitals, and 

have anyone suspect? 
. Her brother, who had determined on 

this very entertainment to introduce 

Harry Van Rensselaer to her, of course 

appealed to her pride, the necessity of 
showing that she was not entirely crushed 
by her disappointment; and he finally 

‘succeeded, as he generally did, in making 
her view the matter in the light in which 
he wixhed her to. hs 

Hie , influence over his sister was all- 

powerful, based aé it was on her ‘all ab- 
sorbing sisterly devotion. Thathe mis- 
used and abused this influence aud devo- 
tion did not detract from, their augelic 

quality. It only showed how unworthy 
he was of having such a sister Proud 

and unyielding to sll, even to her lover, 

as we have seen, to Frank she was meek- 

ness and submissiveness personified. 

(TO BE CONTINUED ) 
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01d Materials Profi ably 
Used. 

DIAMOND DYES 
Are The Favorites of All 

Mat and Rug Makers. 

Mrs. P. L. Stanhope, of Victoria, B. C,, 
writes thus: 

“1 recently discovered that I hag suffici- 
ent old materials such as flannel, cloth, 
yarns and discarded underwe:r stored 
away from which I could make a couple 
of fair sized rugs for the floor. 1 sent to 
Wells & Richardson Co., Montreal, for 
two of their handsome rug designs, After 
they were received, I washed my old 
materials and colored them with Diamond 
Dyes to match the shades on the rug pat- 
terns. | hooked the two rugs and they 
are so handsome that all my friends ad- 
mire them. The Diamond Dyes are, | 
think, the best and most reliable for home 
dyeing. I certainly recommend them to 
all who make mats and rugs.” 
- a Ea a 

The Ottawa Board of Trade has ap- 

pointed a committee tu confer with the 

City Council to investigate the extent to 
which the lumber piles were responsible 

for the fire. 
—ao»- 

COOK'S SURE COUGH CURKR 

John Grahame and W, H. Irving were 
found guilty at Stratford, Ont., of cor- 
rupt practices in the South Perth election 
and were fined $200 euch. 
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minstrel ia breaking—she feared she could | 

which she would have died rather than 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
; IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1} — Cg 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8& y 

IF 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 Oil, Tur- 

pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready 
Mixed Faints, all sizes of Nails. Spikes and 

Glass, Putty, Sheathing Paper. Zine, Sheet Lead, 

in fact everything in the builders line can be 

found at our store and at prices as low as the 

lowest. : 
7 4 

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

all Garden Flower Seeds. 
\ 

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. 

J & W. BRAIT, KENT CO, N. B 

ESTABLISHED 1889. 

The Review, 

» 

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance; $1.50 if not 

paid within three months. 

E PEOPLE'S PAPER! TE 

HOPLE'S FRIEND | 

“ 

SUBSCRIBE NOW 

THE PI 

All Kinds of Printing. 

Good Work---Low Rates. 

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Ueads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds 

Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business (ards, Ball Invitations, 

Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, 

Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies, 

Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang 
Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices, 

Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels, 

Magistiate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes 

of Hand,Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lista, 

Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags, 

Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding 
Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch. 

“»


