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" RURIC NEVEL.

A TALE OF RUSSIA TWO
HUNDRED YEARS AGO.

CHAPTER XVIII.—Continued. |
“|y my soul, proud duke, you shall
kuow thatanon. Butlisten : If you force
this lady to that thing you do it at your
peril!  You had better seek the fabled
potion of the gods, and drink and be a |
dog, than do that tking!”
“Hold a moment, monk !” cried the |
duke, now mnearly blind with passion ;|
“you go not herce alive !=What ho,
there! Without, 1 say !—Zenobie, pull

| no further hope.

It will be better to go
down at onee than to arouse the bad man’s
anger by more delay. Were there the
least glimmer of hope, we would not go ;
but there is mnot. You know what I
mean,”’

A few moments Rosalind sat like one
dead. Then she started up with her hands
clasped, and raised her eyes toward heaven.
She did not speak aloud, but her lips
moved, and she'surely uttered a prayer to
God—and it was none the less eloquent
because it was silent, Then she turned to
her companion. Eer lips were set and
colorless, and a deathly look had over-
spread her whole face.

“ Zenobie,” she said, in a tone which
bore no feeling more than the gliding of
cold, icy souud, “1 am ready. Once more
before the last joy of earth departs from

that bell-cord—quick !—Back, monk !

Without there!”
“ Beware, Olga!” spoke the monk, as |

calmly as before, at the same time drawing

: .| my bosom.
you pass not here alive!—What ho!|

me, let me bless thee, and press thee to
I am pure now!”
She opened her arms as she spoke, and

l when she closed them dgain Zenobie was
| within their embrace.

“ Bless you—bless you ever ! God keep

& heavy pistol from his bosom and cocking | and guide you to the end of life, and then

it. “I would shoot you as I would adeg!
Offer me one motion of impediment to
wy passage, and you die on the instant e

Instinctively the duke moved to ome
side. There was something in the look
and tone of the strange man that he dared
The monk passed

not cope with then.

out, but as soon as he was gone the duke |
sprang to the bell-cord and pulled it till

he broke it. In a few moments more the
servants came rushing in.

“(Out, dogs!” the mad man shouted,
“and stop that monk from leaving the
palace. Kill him on the spot where you
find him if he dares to offer the least re-
sistance ! Kill him—you have my orders,
and I am alone respousible !”

Thus speaking the duke rushed from the |
apartment to start up more of his house- |

hold. First to the gate ofgthe court he

went, but the mounk was not there, nor |
Then he rushed to |

had he been there.

the postern, but that was locked, and the |

snow was untrodden before it. He re-
turned to the hall, and one by one the
servants came back from the search.

No monk could be found !

A first Olga was tempted to believe that
his servants deceived him
set that thought aside, for he could see by
their countenances that they were as much
astoni<hed as he. The search was renewed
but the strange man was not to be found !
There was some wonder, and—some un-
easiness,

CHAPTER XIX.
CONCLUSION,

Pale as death sat the fair young countess

in her dressing-room.

now, for every nerve had become fixed in |

atter despair.

“ Will you not change your dress, my
mistress 7’ asked Zeaobie, in a low,
tremulous tone.

“ No, no,” the maiden replied ; and her

voice sounded strangely even in her own |
“why |

ear, it was so low and hollow ;

should I dress for the The

sacrifice ?

dumb beast may suffer garlands about its |

neck before being led to the heathen altar ;
but alas !
ignorance to No, no,
Zenobie, I will not dress for the bride.”

“ But the duke expects it.”

help me now.

“T care not,

it. He may do all he wills, for I am help- |

less here, but he dare not ask.”

“ Ob, my dear mistress !”” cried the faith- |
ful girl, throwing her armsabout the neck |

of her mistress, and weeping as she did so,

“ wouid to God that I could bear this for |

you.”
“] thank you all the same, my best of
friends,”” the countess replied, gazing grate

fully up iuto her attendaut’s face ; “but |

it matters not much now.

suffer long.

did not speak.

“(3od will soon take me home,” the
wretched maiden murmured, after a pause.
“1 feel the chill hand upon my heart even
now, and | know that earth cannot hind
my spirit long with such a curse upon it !”

Zenobie had no words of consolation
more to offer. so she did all she could do.
She drew the head of her mistress upon
her bosom, and there she held it for a long
time. She beld it thus unul the door of
the apartment was opeved and a female
domestic euntered.

“ Lady,” the new-comer said, trembling
perceptibly while she spoke, *“the duke
bade me tell you he awaited your coming
below in the ball.”

She stopped here, and seemed to wait

for an auswer ; but Rosalind did not speak. |

“ What answer shall I give him, lady 77

At this the countess started up, but she
rank back again without speaking.

“Tell him we will come,” interposed
Zenobie, who saw that the announcement
had taken the last power of effort from
her mistress,

“Yes—yes,”” whispered the countess, as
the messenger hesitated and gdzed in-
guisitively into her face.

And with this the woman left the apart-
ment.

“My dear mistress,” spoke Zenobie,
now calling all her power of self-control
to her aid, “all mneans of help and escape

we have tried m vain. The time has
come—"’

“Ob, God have mercy !”” groaned the
Cconntess.

—“ And we must me -t it, sinc. there is

but he quickly |

She did not tremble |

God has not given me a brute’s
.

He can not ask me to do |

I shall not |
My sorrow will soon cease.” |
Zenobie looked inquiringly up. but she |

| receive you home to Himself! Kiss me.
| —There—I am ready now !”’
. The broken-hearted girl wiped the tear
| from her eye, and in a moment more she
was as cold and passionless as before.
| “Lead on, Zenobie, I shall walk with-
out help.”
Without looking around the Moslem

' maiden led the way to the hall. She

walked slowly, and she fancied she could
| hear the beating of her mistress’s heart.
' In the hall stood the duke with some half
' dozen of his own male attendants. He
| took the hand of the countess as the ap-
ipr()ach('d him, and gazed earnestly into
' her face ; but he did not speak. He led
| her towards one of the drawing-rooms, and

| when they entered there they found the
hump-backed priest already in waiting.
Rosalind came well-nigh fainting when
she saw this miserable villain ready for his
work.
like the master.

“You see, my dear Countess,” spoke
the duke, in a low, hypocritical tone,
“that we have all prepared. I trust we
shall have mno trouble before this holy
man,”’

This last sentence was spoken in a
threatening tone, but it had no effect npon
Rosalind. She hardly heard the words he
' spoke.

“Come, father,”” said Olga, turning now
to the priest. “We are ready.”

Savotane moved forward, and mumbled
' a Latin prayer. Then he looked upon
vhe twain before him, and directed them
i to kneel,

“No ! no! no!” gasped the fair countess
| trembling for the first time. “I can not
; do that!”’

; “ Kneel !”” hissed the duke, between his
| clenched teeth. And as he spoke he
| grasped the maiden more firmly by the
' arm and forced her down. She uttered a
| quick ery of pain as she felt the unmerci-

ful grip, but she could not resist the strong
arm of her persecutor.

“Now go on!” the duke cried, as he
| held the maiden down. *‘Go on Savotano,
and let the business be done as soon as

”»

possible.”
“HowLp !”’
It was a voice of thunder which spoke

thus, and it came from the door.

Ruric Nevel, the gun-maker, approaching
' the spot. But the youth came not alone,
| Behind him came the huge buik of Valdi-
| mir the monk. And more still—back of
the monk came the widow, Claudia Nevel,
| and the boy Paul And then there was,
besides all this, a heavy tramp of feet in the
hall, and the clang of steel.

“Hold! Stop this accursed mockery
' Ruric shouted, as he strode up the apart-

(R}

| went,

“ Miserable dog !’” gasped the duke, mad
and frautic with rage, “how dare you
E come hither 7’
| “Look ye, proud duke,” the monk in-
| terposed, coming quickly forward; “I am
| at the bottom of all this,
' stop this foul work !”

Rosalind bad started to her feet when
 <he first heard Ruriz’s voice ; and now, as
f the mouk spoke, a ray of hope darted to
' her soul, and with a quick bound she

reached her lover’s side.

“ Ruric! Ruric!” It was all she could
' say ; and with a fluod of tears she pillowed
| her head upon his bosom, and his stout
' arms were wound fondly about her.

“ Fear mnot,”” he whispered, “for, oh,

Rosalind, thou art safe now.”

The mad duke saw the movement, and
| with a bitter curse he started towards
them.

“ Now by the living gods !”” he shouted,

I have come to

with his fists cienched, and his eyes flash- |

ing fire, *“ you bave come to your death !
. What there ! —Withou: ! Slaves,
where are ye 1"

In a moment more the side door was
thrown open and a dozen of the duke’s
servants came rushing in.

“Ha!” Olga cried, “you are in time.

Kill them on the spot

ll(),

Seize these dogs !
if they offer one act of resistance,
them wow ! Down with the dogs !”’

“Howrp ! It was Valdimir who spoke,
and every arw dropped as they bheard that
voice. It
they bad heard the fat monk use before.

The duke started as though a thunder-
bolt had burst at his feet.

“ Who art thou ?"” he gasped, staggering
further back,

“Olga—Duke of Tula—" spoke the!

She knew now that the priest was |

The |
duke started to his feet, and he beheld |

At |

was different from the wvoice |

monk, in tones which sounded strange for
him, because they were so different from
those he had been wont to use, “I am thy
master !”’

As he spoke he threw open the long
black robe wn ch enveloped his person,
and cast it upon the floor at his feet, and
there it lay, a huge pile of wadding and
stuffing! The vast rotundity of person
was gone, and the strange man now stood
in his own fair form. His chin—that
prominent chin—was no more hidden, and
he was but a small man—not much latger
than the boy Paul who stood near him.
Next he placed his hand to his head and
tore away the tight skull-cap, and the ring
of gray hair came away with it, leaving a
cluster of glossy kair floating down over
the nezk and shoulders !

“ (3reat God of Mercy 1"’ gasped Savo-
tano, staggering back, “it is the EM-
PEROR !"

“Aye !” cried Peter, turning his darkly-
flashing eye upon the staggering duke, “1
am your Emperor. Paul, go and call the
guard.

The boy bastened from the palace, and
when he returned he was followed by a
party of the Imperial Guard.

“ Mercy ! mercy, sire !” gasped the duke
sinking down on his knees.

But the Emperor answered him not.
He only turned to his guard and bade them
secure the duke and the foul priest.

Rosalind Valdai gazed upon the trans-
formed man until the strange truth
worked its way to her struggling mind,
and then she turned o1 ce more to Ruric.
She gazed up into his face, and she saw
the Luly smile which rested there. The
joyful truth came to her now, and with
one long, low cry of frantic hope and bliss
she sank upon her noble lover’s bosom,
She could not speak—she could only cling
closely and more close to her loved pro-
tector, and with her head pillowed close
by the heart that beat for her, she wept
away all the grief of her opened soul.

“(Olga,” spoke the Emperor, after the
' nobleman had been firmly bound, “your
race of iniquity is run.”

“No, mo, sire,”” the duke cried, in
humble, supplicating tones “say not so.
In this single thing I may have been wrong
but let my mad, consuming love be some
palliation for my offense. Oh, you will
not crush me with public shame for this!
You will not cast from you one who loves
you well.”

“(Oh, miserable man !”” uttered Peter,
with a look of utter contempt upon the
base wretch, “add not perjury to your
already accumulated crimes. Hark ye:
Some months since I knew there was con-
spiracy in my capital, and 1 knew there
was much of evil, too, which was never
reported to me. I resolved to ferret it
out, and to that end I meant to mingle
among my people without their knowing
me. So I bad that robe made, and so
stuffed and wadded that 1 could even hide
my chin in the seeming fat. 1 assumed
the garb, and my own master-at-arms did
not at first know me. Once in a while 1
made my page assume the garb and be
seen in it about the city, and thus all
thought of suspecting me was cut off. 1
have been at the work, Olga, and 1 have
| found out all I sought. It was mere acci-
| dent that first threw mein the way of this
, young gun-maker, and it was by accident,
|

and his companion discussing the subject

[ should have snatched our fair young
countess from your grasp ere this had 1
not been desirous of arriving at another
puint first. Perbaps you know that the
Princess Sophia and the Minister Galitzin
have planned a grand overturn of my
throne2-Ah, you tremble !—And now, my
noble Duke,” the Emperor continued, in
a deeper tone, “I bave learned of your
own guilt in that affair! Oh—you love
me, do you?! But I know you nouw.
Two of your poor tools are in my hands.
They are named Totma and Viska. They
have made a full confession, and I now
know all your villaimes. I know what
you planned against this noble countess,
and against her noble lover ; I know what
you planned agaiust the Count Damonoff ;
and 1 know, too, what you have planned
against your Emperor—not a word, sir !
You are the Duke of Tula no more.
A more worthy man wears the ducal
coronet from this hour. Ruric Nevel
shall assume the station you bave dis-
graced, and I know he will ennoble it once
more.”’

As Peter ceased speaking he waved his
hand to his officers, and they bore the
prisoners from the room. The priest said
' pot a word ; but Olga cursed loudly and
! bitterly. _
When the dark villains had gone Peter
| stepped forward and took Rosalind’s hand.
i There was a tear in his bright eye, and his
! nether lip trembled.
| ¢ Fair cousin,” he said, in a low, soft
tone, “ 1 could not promise thee that thon
' should’st not wed with the Duke of Tula,

for I had even then planned that you
should do that thing. But it will not be
very hard, will it ?”
The countess gazed up, and a murmur
of thanks was upon her lips; but the
' gushing flood started forth anew, and she
could only look the joyful blessings she
could not speak. Peter imprinted a kiss
' upon her pure brow, and then gave her

band to Ruric, and as he did so he said,
' with a warm smile :
| “You must be her guardian hereafter,

(Continued on Page 5.)

'

too that I overheard the Count Damonofl |

of their mission to the gun-maker’s shoy. |
Of course I followed that scheme up, and !

| Saved«_l_'l__en Life

‘Surgical Operations and
Best Medical Treatment
Failed
Rty

An Almost Miraculous Cure by
Hood’s Sarsaparilia.

Chicago, Illinois.

“(. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:

* Beginning in February, '02, I was very sic)
for two months. Slowly I got better buf was
confined to my bed. A physiclan said I hal a

Pelvic Abscess In My Side.
After an operation I did not improve, the ab-
scess continuing to discharge even more freely
than before. In two months time three opera-
tions were performed and tubes jnserted to carry
off the impurities, but all in vain. Finally it
was decided that my life depended upon another
operation and that I must be removed to the
hospital. About three weeks previous to this

I had noticed an advertisement in the Dalllz
News of a case where Hood’s Sarsaparilla h
cured a boy somewhat similarly afflicted in
Trenton, N. J., and I decided to give it a trial
When the time decided upon for me to go to the
hospital arrived I had been taking Hood’s Sar-
saparilla about two weeks.

| Was Cetting Better

and the abscess had already began to discharge
Jess freely. I felt stronger and had a terrible
appetite. Previous to this I had given up to die.
When I had taken the second bottle I was able
to sit up and accordingly I was not taken to the
hospital and the final operation was deferred.

Now I have taken six bottles and the abscess
has entirely healed. 1 am well and go every
where. My friends think it is a miracle to have
me restored to them a%aln 80 healthy and even
vounger in looks than before my sickness.

I Feel Better Than Ever
I did in my life and weigh over 130 pounds, ths
heaviest in my life. I do a big day’s work and
am gaining in strength every day. My mother

worried and worked herself almost sick in car-

ing for me. She has since taken Hood’s Sarsa-

parilla_and_it has done her much good We
ody, for

praise Hood’s Sarsaparilla to every
I Know It Saved My Life.

I am 27 years old, and a stranger to look at me

now would not think I ever had a day’s sick.
ness. Even the doctors are surprised at the
success of Hood’s Sarsaparilla in my case.
Mother and myself cortinue to take the medi-

Hood’s*=»Cures

cine regularly and we earnestly recommend

Hood’s Sarsaparilla.” MRs. MoLLIE WENDT,
568 West Elgphteent.h Street, Chicago, Illinois.

Corroborates the Above.

- C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:’
“ Dear Sirs: — I am a drug clerk and have sold

Mrs. Mollie Wendt many bottles of Hood’s Sar-
saparilla and can certl%that she was cured by
the use of it.” F. C. BILLERBECK, 530 West

Eighteenth Street, Chicago.

Hood's Pills cure liver ills, jaundice, bil-
lousness, sick headache and constipation. 25c.

For Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE.

WESTMORLAND
Marble Works,

T. F. SHERARD & SON,

Dealers in Monuments, Tablets, Headstones.

Cemetery work of every description neatly ex-
escuted. Orders promptly filled.

MONCTON,N. B. (aug3lui)

A. E. LANDRY

SAINT LOUIS, N. B.
DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Boots & Shoes,
Rubber Goods, etc.

Selling Cheap for Cash.

watchmaker and Photographcr

Clocks and Watches repaired at shert
aotice and satisfaction guaranteed.

Agent for the celebrated Laurance
Spectacles.

Thos. L. Bourke,

IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE

WINE & SP1RIT
MERCHANT,

11, 18 AND 25 WATER STRELT,
* BST. JOHN, N. B.

LOTS OF LAND
FOR SALE!

I am instructed to offer for sale the
following lots of land :

1. In Galloway, Richibueto:—A lot
containing 75 acres known as the Danic]
Young lot, and granted to him in 1863,

2. In Carleton Parish :—A lot contain-
ing 66 aeres, known as lot M. in block R.
on the “Allen Road,” north side of the
Kouchibouguac River, adjoining John
Potter,

3. A lot containing 100 acres on the
Acadiaville Road, adjoining the James
Petter lot, and distinguished a lot No, 72
in block 11.

4. In the Parish of Wellington :—A
lot coutaining 50 acres on the north side

of the Big Buctouche River, and known
as the John Donaher lot. These proper-
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at

once. J. D. PrINNEY,
Richibucto, March 6th, 1894,
All parties are hereby forbidden teo
trespass upon any of thegsaid lo}s.D
D P

is superior to :
the

”’

rket.

Mill, Gang, Circular, Crosscut and
Buck. :

 HART EMERY WHEELS.

& Mill Supplies of all kinds.

W. H. THORNE & CO,

MARKET SQUARE,
St. John, N. B.

MANCHESTER,
ROBERTSON
& ALLISON,

WHOLESALE DRY GOODS & MILLINERY,
CARPETS, OILCLOTHS & HOUSEFURNISHINGS.

27 and 29 King Street,

ST. SO, V. M,
RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

J. H CARNALL

Taxidermist and Naturalist,

98 King Street, (up stairs) St. John, N. B.

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art.
) M oose and Caribou Heads mounted in the best style.
Furs of all kinds dressed. Good colleetion on hand for sale
Skins tanned and made into mats.
Rare birds bought and fair - .rices paid. Arctic Owls partiou-
larly required.

I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work.

CARD.
TO THE GROCERY TRADE IN KENT COUNTY.

WE have engaged the services of Mr. BEV. SMITH, late of the B, & M. Railway
to represent.us in Kent County.
Mr. Smith will call on you at regular intervals, and as we have a very large and
well assorted stock, purchased for eash, he will offer Goods at

Lowest IWarket Prices.

We bespeak a share of your orders for him.,
We take this opportunity to thank our customers in Kent County for past favors
and would ask a continuance of your confidence.

P. S.—We sell only to the trade.
KF. P. REID & CO., - -

JUST RI

MONCTON, N. B.

CEIVED.

cH

0

A large and complete assortment of Shirts for men and boys.
WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, FINE SPRING and SUMMER TOP
SHIRTS, NEGLIGE SHIRTS, DURABLE WORKING SHIRTS,
@ 50c. Also, a large stock of Men’s Ready-Made Clothing, be-
sides 70 pieces of Cloth, suitable for Suits, Coats and Vests or%ants
and Vests, and 10 pieces of fine Overcoating to be sold cheap for cash.

HENRY OLEARY, - Richibucto.

LESTABLISHED 1889.

The Review,

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK.

\

paid within three months,

THE PEOPLES PAPER!
THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND!

Furnishes its readers every week with more reading matter than amy
other paper in the Province, outside of the cities,

SUBSCRIBE NOW.

Lubricating Oils, Royal Oak Files

LAWTON'S CELEBRATED SAWS. .

4

OUR RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING
ny other brand on
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