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RURIC NEVEL. 

A TALE OF RUSSIA TWO 
HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 

Pe 

CHAPTER V.—Continued. 

Jut Ruric spoke not. He saw that the 

Count was stronger than before—for his 

rage scemed to give him a maniac’s power 

—and that he was earnest only for life or 

death. He struck quickly and furiously, 

and his movements were strange and un- 

precedented. He threw up all rules of 

exercise, and cut and thrust only in wild 

madness, Twice Ruric came nigh being 

run through. He lost all run of his op- 

ponent’s play, and quickly saw that he 

must put a stop to the conflict, or run the 

risk of leaving a childless mother in his 

home to see that day’s sun sink. 

“ Will you give o'er I” he asked, as he 

struck the Count’s point down. 

“ Never! Submit to such as you? 

Bah!” 

A few moments more the conflict lasted. 

One more opportunity he had at Damon. | 

off’s heart—and he spared him. All 

present saw it save the mad man. 

“« Fool!” uttered the monk, who trem- 

bled from head to foot with excitement, 

his huge belly shaking like a bag of jelly, 

“will you throw away your own life, 

Ruric Nevel 7 Shall I tell your mother 

you left her of your own will 7” 

This mention of his mother called the 

last lingering doubt from Ruric’s mind. 

Again he struck the opposing point down, 

end then he pressed his own point upon | 

the Count’s bosom. He avoided the heart 

—he tried to avoid the 

threw his arm forward, and his glittering 

blade passed through the fool’s body. 

With an expression of pain upon’ his 

features he started back, and rested his 

eeking point upon the trodden snow. 

The Count came furiously on again, but 

he struck willly, and at random, Ruric 

merely warding off his blows, until finally 

his arm sank. On the next moment his 

¢word fell from his nerveless grasp, and 

he sank fainting back into the arms of his 

atte: 

vitals—but he 

wdants, 

—————— a 

CHAPTER VL 

REFORE THE EMPEROR, 

“Is he dead?” 

quickly forward, 

“Hold, my uttered the monk, 

laying his hand upon the young man’s arm. 

“ Surely you have nothing to fear. It 

asked Rurie, starting 

N 
son,”? 

was none of yout work—no more than if 

youn had run your sword to the heart of a 

wild beast that had attacked you.” 

But I did not touch his heart,” quickly 

returned the youth, “I was careful of 

that. I would have struck him upon the 

head with the flat of my sword, but 1 

feared I might break his skull.” 

“He is not dead yet,” answered the 

surgeon, as Ruric pressed forward and 

asked the question a second time. “He 

Ruric seemed somewhat relieved by 

these assurances, aud having seen the 

Count’s wound dressed, and assisted in 

bearing the insensible form to the sledge, 

he took Alaric’s proffered arm and pro- 

ceeded to his own team. 

“Who is that monk ?” asked the lieu- 

tenant, as they entered their sledge. 

“I only know that he is called Valdi- 

mir,” returned Ruric. “I have only seen 

him once before. Have you ever seen 

him ere this?” 

“ Yes—several times about onr barracks. 

He has been there when some of our poor 

fellows have been sick and dying. He 

seems to be a good-hearted man, and, I 

should judge, quite intelligent.” 

“I agree with you there,” our hero 

said. “I think he is a good man ; but 

there is nevertheless a mystery about him 

which I cannot solve. His couutenance 

is familiar to me, and yet I cannot tell 

where, nor when, I have seen him.” 

“ Aye,” added Alaric quickly and eager- 

ly ; “that is precisely the case with me. 
I am very sure that I have seen that man 

under different circumstances. And others 

of our company have thought the same.” 

The two men watched the movements 

of the monk while they thus spoke, and 
they noticed that he entered his sledge 

and drove off towards Borodino. 

“ Rurie,” said the lieutenant, after they 

had ridden some little distance, and at the 

same time ing hengtet if into his 

companion’s face, “ you handle the sword 

like a magician. 

[ own at this present momeut—my com- | 

mission and all—if I could handle the 

sword as you can.” 

“J do understand the weapon passing 

“Ah— 

added. 

‘tis not all science,” the officer 

yours is a host in itself.” 
“ And yet,” said Ruric, “I have seen 

come me easily—or, at least, who might 

| overcome me,”’ 

“But they were not in this city,” sng- 
gested Orsa, with a peculiar shake of the 

head. 

“ I'rue, Alaric. I am not in the habit 
of mentioning my own powers ; but yet I 

mav say that there is no man in Moscow 

who is my superior in the use of any sort 

of offensive arms,” 
| The lieutenant readily admitted the 
truth of this, and then the conversation 

turned upon the subject of the Count, and 

the course he had ‘pursued with respect to 
the event which had just transpired. This 
conversation lasted until they reached the 
deor of Ruric’s residence, and having 
thanked his friend for his kindness, and 
expressed the hope that at some time he 
might have opportunity to return some 

' adequate favor, the gunmaker entered the 
house. 

The widow sat in her great chair by the 
fire. She was pale and anxious. Her 

brow was supported by her hands, and at 

every sound from without she would start 

up witha frightened expression and listen. 
At length the sound of bells struck upon 

has only fainted from the shock of the | her ear—they came nearer and nearer— 

blow, gb ie with his own fears and pas- 

gions.’ 

“But will he die 1” Raric asked, kneel- 

ing down by the fallen man’s side. 

“] can not yet tell,” the doctor said, at | 
| 

the same time wiping the blood away, | 

which was flowing freely. 

“But why not probe the wound now ?”’ 

suggested the monk. “Now is the best 

time, for the 

and while he is thus insencible he will be 

free from pain 
bE 

| 
| 

place is not yet inflamed ; | 

| bosom of her noble son, 

The surgeon at once saw the truth and | wound her arms tightly about him she | 

and they stopped at her door. She would 
have arisen, but she could not. With her 
hands clasped she bent eagerly forward, 
and listened with a frantic interest Soon 

the door opened. Surely no one but he 
would enter without knocking. She 

| started to her feet—the inner door opened 

—a male form stood before her. 

“ Mother 

“Ruric! My boy! Safe!” 

She tottered forward and sank upon the 
and while she 

propriety of this, and he proceeded to act murmured her thanks to God. 

upon the suggestion. 

probe which appeared applicable, he ex- 

amined the wound. Ruric watched him 

eacerly, and with a painful expression. 

“1 do not think this 

the surgeon reported, as he carefully felt 

wound is mortal,”’ 

Having selected a | Jy and by the widow became more calm 

but still there was an earnest, eager look 

of fear upon her face. Ruric saw it, and 
he knew well what it meant. 

“Mother,” he said, “the Count is not 

| help it.” 
the circumstances connected with the con- | 

“ Nor wounded !” she uttered, quickly 

and eagerly. 

“Yes—badly. But listen : I could not 
And thereupon he related all 

flict. When he had concluded, his mother 

' pondered a few moments, and then she 

| 

his way along the course the steel had 

taken. “It has passed below the right 

lang, and onlv severed some of the smaller | 

blood vessels, 1 think, with proper care, 

he may recover,” 

“Thank God!” fervently ejaculated | 

Rurie, with bis hands clasped. 

Jut why so anxious?’ asked Urzen. 

“You were ready enough to accept his 

challenge.” 

“ Aye—else you would have called me | 

coward,” returned the guu-maker, with a | 

flashing eve. “Had 1 refused to meet 

word would have met me 

knew that stich a 

him that fatal 

at every turn. | mat 

as he was no cope for me at any game 

said : 

“Surely, my son, I will try and suffer 

| nothing from this, even should the wicked 
In all you acted but upon the 
From the first he has only 

been intent on attacking you ; and on the 
battle-ground he would have killed you if 

man die, 

defensive, 

| he could.” 

| 

where strength of arm and sleight of hand | 

were required, 

and then give him up his life, believing 

that such a move would end the combat 

You know how [| labored to spare him. 

But I could not. Yet I 

the life of a fellow-being—a countryman 

—upon my hands in such a quarrel, My 

father died fighting for his country-—and 
so would I die if my death must come 

from the hand but to die thus 

would be a curse upon my name, and to 

inflict such death upon another would be 

of man ; 

a curse in my memory.” 

“I believa you, my son,” the monk 

said. “Only if the Cunt dies you should 
not allow such feelings as y ou mention to 

overcome you. In no way are you to 

blame for this,” 
“True, father—you speak truly,” added 

the surgeon. “The young man has acted 
most nobly, and no blame can be attached 
to him.’ 

So | meant to disarm him | 

| portunity. 

would not have 
| 

{ 

“ Most surely he would, mother. Aye 

—he would not have hesitated to stab me 

in the back could he have gained the op- 
He was mad beyond all self- 

control, and his eagerness to kill me was 

only egnaled by bis chagrin at being over- 
come by one whom he had hoped easily to 

conquer,” 

After this Ruric went to his shop, but 

Paul manifested no great emotion upon 
beholding him, 

“You seem to take it as a matter of 

course that I should return alive and well,” 

sail the gun-maker with a smile, 

’ returned the boy, 
wonld a score of 

“Why—of course,’ 

composedly. “What 

such men as he be to you? Conrad 
Damonoff hold a sword before Ruric 
Nevel? No, 1 only smiled when I heard 
his challenge, 1 should have as soon 
thought of being anxious about your re- 
turn frown a marten hunt.” 

Ruric smiled at bis boy’ peculiar eager- 
ness of expression, but he felt a degree of 
pride in hs words, nevertheless, 

, my soul, 1'd give - 

“That wondrous strength of | 

weaker men than myself who would over- | 

It was towards the latter part of the 

afternoon that Ruric was somewhat 

startled by seeing some of the iwperial 

guard approaching his house ; and ere long 

afterwards his mother came to him pale 

and trembling, and informed him that he 

was wanted by the Emperor’s officers. 

“Qh!” she groaned, with clasped hands 

and tearful eyes, “they will take you 

from me now !” 
“ Fear not, my mother,” the youth con- 

fidently returned. “The Emperor will 

not blame me when he knows all the par. 
ticulars. But come—Ilet us go in.” 

Ruric found the officers—three of them 
—in the kitchen, and he asked them if 

they sought him, 
“We seek Ruric Nevel, the gun-maker,” 

replied the leader. 

“1 am the man, sir, 

is wanted 7” 
“ Cannot you guess 7’ 

“ Why—yes. 1 suppose it must be on 

account of the duel which was fought this 

morning.” 

“ Exactly.” 
“ And who wants me ?” 

“ Who should want you but the Em- 

peror ?”’ 

“Oh, they will not take my noble boy 

from me !” cried Claudia catching the 

officer by the arm. “Tell our good Em- 

peror that Russia has taken my husband 

from me—that he fell in his country’s 

cause. Tell him my boy was not to 

| blame—"" 

“ Hush, mother,” interposed Ruric. 

“ Fear not yet.” 
“Come,” said the leader. “It isgrow- 

ing lai, and Peter will not brook delay.” 

“ But they will not harm him!” the 

May I know what 

well,” returned the youth modestly ; “but | mother frantically cried, clinging now to 

| have worked hard to gain the science.” | her son. 

| “No, no, my : Rest you easy 

here until I return.” And then turning 
| to the gnard he added, “Lead on, and 1 

| will follow.” 
| © “Now rest you easy, my dear mother ”’ ; 

| and with these words Ruric gently set her 
back into her chair, and then hastened out 

| after the officers. In the entry he put on 
his bonnet and pelisse, and then followed 
his conductors out to the street, where 

| stood a double sledge, with two horses at- 

tached. 
“You seem to look upon the killing of 

a Russian nobleman as a very small affair,” 

said one of the officers, after they had 

started on their way. 
“Is he dead, then ’ Ruric quickly 

asked. 
“The doctors think his case a critical 

one. But that is not the thing; you 
would have killed him if you could.” 

“No,no. By heavens, ’tisnotso! All 

who were present will swear that I tried 
to spare him.” 
“Very well,” returned the officer. 

“We shall see about that when we come 

to the palace. Perhaps you may go clear ; 
but, upon my soul, I would not willingly 
occupy your place.” 

Ruric cared not to argue the point with 
those who knew nothing about the ecir- 
cumstances, so he remained silent during 
the rest of the ride. It was near sundown 
when they reached the imperial palace, 

and Ruric was conducted at once into the 
Emperor’s presence. 
The Emperor Peter was in one of the 

smaller audience chambers, sitting at a 

large table covered with purple velvet 

heavily wrought with gold, and upon 
either hand stood some of his private at- 
tendants, He was a young man, not yet 

so old as Ruric by some three years, but 
| his face already wore a mature look. His 

frame was solid, but not large—being 
rather slight than otherwise in physical 
bulk. His dress betrayed negligence and 
carelessness, and was in marked contrast 

with the rich garbs of his attendants, 

Such was Peter of Russia—yet a youth-~ 
small in frame, and careless of those graces 
which go to make up the sum of court 

life ; but still able to bear the affairs of a 

great nation upon his shoulders, Within 
| that head worked a mighty brain, and in 

that bosom beat a heart thirsting more for 

the good of Russia than for self or kindred. 
| Ruric saw Stephen Urzen and the sur- 
geon there ; and he also saw the Duke of 
Tula there. He met the Duke’s eye, and 
a peculiar sensation of fear ran through 

| his mind as he saw the stern, threatening 
expression that rested upon Olga’s face. 

“Sire,” spoke the leader of those who 
' had conducted the prisoner thither,” Ruric 
| Nevel stands before you.” 

“Ah,” uttered Peter, casting his eagle 
eye over the forms before him, * Nevel 
—advance.”’ 

With a bold, yet modest step, Ruric ad- 
vanced to the table, and with a low bow 
he awaited the Emperor’s pleasure. There 
was a shudder perceptible in the frames of 
those who wished the prisoner well, for 
well they knew their mighty ruler’s iron 
will aud sternness of legal purpose. 

CHAPTER VIL 

! A STARTLING TRIAL, 

In order to understand the circumstances 
under which Ruric was brought before the 
Emperor it will be necessary to go back a 
few hours, The autocrat had occasion to 
send for the surgeon, Kopani, who had at- 

tended at the duel. and’ as he was some 
time in answering the summons he was 
questioned, when he did come, concerning 
his tardiness, His answer was, that he had 

been attending the Count Damonoff. 
“ And what ails the Count?’ asked the 

Emperor. “He was well yesterday.” 
( Continued on Page 5.) 
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Toronto, Ontario. 

As Well as Ever 
After Taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla 

Cured of a Serious Disease. 
“J was suffering from what is known as 

Bright’s disease for five years, and for days at a 
time I have been unable to straighten myself 

up. I was in bed for three weeks; during that 

time I had leeches applied and derived no bene- 
fit. Seeing Hood’s Sarsaparilla advertised in 

the papers I decided to try a bottle. I found 

relief before I had finished taking half of a bot- 

tle. Tgotso much help from taking the first 

bottle that I decided to try another, and since 
taking the second bottle I feel as well as ever 
I did inmy life.” Geo. MERRETT, Toronto, Ont. 

In Dreadful Condition 
Almost a Complete Wreck 

After the Crip 

Can Hardly Express Sufficient Crat- 

ttude to Mood’s Sarsaparilla. 

“(. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.: 

“Dear Sirs—I feltit my duty to let you know 

the good Hood’s Sarsaparilla has done for me. 

I have been troubled with summer complaint 

for years, unable to do anything. I tried 

everything but seemed to get no relief. Then 

I became a victim of the grip and was left ina 

dreadful state, so weak I could scarcely work 

and when I did I worked inmisery. The doctor 

said Thad B right’ S vat My [ridsioys — 
in dreadful condition, found cne of 
papers at my door, and on  rescingit decided. to 

HOOD’S 
Sarsaparilia 

FISHING TWINES, 
Hemp {Flax and Jo: | | TO 

LOBSTER MARLIN, 
Sisal and Manilla. 

Cotton and Flax. 

OIL CLOTHING, 
Tin, Lead, Pig Tin, Copper, Lacquer, &ec. 

; ROPE. 
Manilla, Sisal and Tarred Hemp. 

W. H. THORNE & CO, 
MARKET SQUARE, 

St. John, N. B. 
mT 

MANCHESTER, | 
"ROBERTSON 

& ALLISON, 
WHOLESALE DRY GOODS & MILLINERY, 

CARPETS, OILCLOTHS & HOUSEFURNISHINGS. 
27 and 29 King Street, 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

— - on 

CURES J. H CARNALL 
give Hood’s Sarsaparilla a trial, thinking at the : 

time it was not much use as nothing helped me 

before. But, thank God, I got relief after the Taxidermist and Naturalist, 
first bottle. “I kept on taking it and used five 
bottles ; am now a cured man; never felt better. 98 King Street, (up stairs) St. John, N. B. 
I have loudly recommended Hood’s Sarsapa- 

oy for I owe IY vo to = ABE ee may 

© Ieans Of Jeading VEMOrs vO IE 8 IA Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art. 
oo Horns SmiTH, Norwich Aves Wood- Moose and Caribou Heads mounted in the best style. 

ar of all Sp fiero Pg gaya on hand for sale 
ng tanned ana m 6 Into mats 

Hood's Pills cure liver ills, constipation, Rare birds bought and fair -.rices paid. Arctic Owls particu 
jaundice, biliousness, sick headache, indigestion. larly required. 

£ I guarantee that ne mothe will appear in my work. 

For Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE. 
A 

WESTMORLAND 
Marble Works, 

T. F. SHERARD & SON, 

Dealers in Monuments, Tablets, Headstones. 

Cemetery work of every description neatly ex: 
scouted. 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 Photographer 

Clocks and Watches repaired at sho 
notice and satisfaction guaranteed. 
Agent for the celebrated Laurance 

Spectacles. 

Thos. L.. Bourke, 
IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE 

WINE & SPIRIT 

MERCHANT, 
11, 18 AND 25 WATER STRELT, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

LOTS OF LAND 
FOR SALE! 

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

1. In Galloway, Richibucto:—A" Ic 
containing 75 acres known as the Danie 
Young lot, and granted to him in 1863. 

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

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

4. In the Parish of Wellington :—A 
lot containing 50 acres on the north side 
of the - Buctouche River, and known 
as the John Donaher lot. These proper- 
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at 
once, J. D. PHINNEY, 

Richibucto, March 6th, 1894. 
All parties ae hereby forbidden to 

trespass upon any of the said lots, 
gob Py 
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TO THE GROCERY TRADE IN KENT COUNTY. 
E 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 3 Market Prices. 
Wepbespeak a share of your orders for him. 
Weftake this opportunity to thank our customers in Kent County for past favors 

and would ask a continuance of your confidence. 

P. 8.—We sell only to the trade. 

F. P. REID & CO. - - MONCTON, N. B. 

Henry O Leary, 
DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, 

HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES, 
Dry and Pickled FISH, 

SALT in Bulk and in Bags always on Hand, and Sold 
Very Low for Cash. 

p&~CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK BEFORE BUYING ELSEWHERE. 

ESTABLISHED 1889. 

The Review, 
RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK. 

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

paid within three months, 

THE PEOPLES PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND! 
5 

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

SUBSCRIBE NOW. ey "


