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A TALE OF RUSSIA TWO 
HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 

CHAPTER XVII. — Continued. 

“Oh, God!” It was all vhe poor girl 

could utter. She saw the dark face of 

her hated and feared guardian, and the 

last glimmer of hope faded from her soul. 

“By my soul,” the duke resumed, 

fastening his gripe surely upon the 

maiden’s arm, “it is fortunate I have 

found you, for you might have fallen into 

difficulty else. 

imperial palace, eh 7” 

At first Rosalind thought of struggling 

for escape, but she felt the strong gripe 

upon her arm, and she knew that such a 

movement could result only in her own 

harm. 

“Say,” repeated the duke, “were you 

not bound for the palace 1” 

“ Aye, proud duke, I was,” the countess 

replied, gazing up into the man’s face. 

“1 was trying to escape from your accursed 

power!” 

“ Aha! But come—we’ll turn toward 

home You'll be better off there. And 

this is our little Zenobie, is it 7”’ 

The attendant looked up, but she made 

no reply. Then Olga turned to the priest. 

“Savotano, hurry off your men in the 

morning, and then come to me. I’llhave 

work for you to-morrow. By Saint 

Paul! the work delays no longer!” 

And then, with a sinking, breaking 

heart, Rosalind Valdai was led back toward 

the ducal palace. 

CHAPTER XVIil. 

STRANGE AND COMPLICATED. 

Ruric Nevel dreamed that he was a great 

general, and that he was upon the eve of 

an engagement, He gained a view of the 

commander of the opposing army, and he 

saw that it was the Duke of Tula. Yet 

the duke had an enormous hump upon his 

back, aud instead of the usual uniform he 

wore the garb of a priest. This was very 

strange—at least so ran Rurie’s thoughts 

the Soon the engagement 

commenced, and the loud-mouthed 

artillery opened its thunder. The din was 

deafening and strange, and Ruric shouted 

in dream. 

in vain to his aids, for the roar of cannon | 

drank up his words direct from his lips. 

Louder and more loud grew the crash, and 

finally Ruric started for the charge. His 

horse was shot under him, and with a quick 

leap he reached his feet. 

“ Revic | Ruric | My master I” 

Slowly the youth opened his eyes, and 

Paul stood by him in his night-clothes. 

He gazed about him, and found that he 

had leaped from his bed, and now stood 

shivering upon the floor. 

“Don’t you hear that racket at the 

door 7? asked Paul. 

“ What? Ha—there issome one knock- 

ing,” Ruric uttered, as he heard the sound. 

“ And have you not heard it before ?”’ 
“No.” - 

“ Why did you leap up thus?” 

“1 was dreaming.” 

“I thought ’twas the noise below. Why 

-—they’ve been making a perfect thunder 

of noise down there. Shall I go down?” 

“Yes, go, Paul, and I will dress as soon 

as possible. What time is it 17 

“ It must be near daybreak.” 

And thus speaking Paul turned and 

went to his own room, where he threw ¢n 

an outer garment, and then he went down. 

At the door he found a stout man wrapped 

ap in furs, while close vy stood a sledge 

with two horses attached to it. 1n the 

east the golden tints of morn were already 

“ A gun-maker; named Nevel, lives here 

does he not?” asked the applicant, after 

having firet wade some passing remark on 

the trouble he had had in starting some 

one up. 

Paul feared that there might be some- 

thing out of the way, but he dared not tell 

a falsehood where it could not possibly be 

of any in the 

affirmative. 

“Then let me see him as speedy as pos- 

use, so he amswered 

sible.” 
“He is preparing to come down, sir. 

1f you will walk in you may see him very 

soon. 

The stranger fo'lowed the boy into the | 

kitchen, where it was quite warm, the fire 

in the furnace having been burning all 

night. Ere long Ruric came down, and 

the visitor started up. 

“How !”” uttered the gun-maker, start- 

ing forwaM and «xtending his hand. 

“Demetrius 1” 
“ Aye, my friend,” the Greek replied 

with a smile, “I am an early visitor, eh ?”’ 

“[ should say se ; but, early or late, you 

are welcome.” 

“Thank you. 

much time here now. 

at your door, and I wish you to accompany 

But we must not spend 

me,” 

“ But wherefore 

youth in surprise, 

now 1” 
“1°11 tell you: Last night, Olga, the 

duke, came 10 -ce the Emperor. I had 

just been giving his majesty some exercise 

at the sword, so I was present at the inter- 

view, The duke wished for 
arrest you ; a mn explanation of the re- 
quest he stated that you were at the head 
of a land of robbers here in toe city, and 

this 7” asked the 
“What has happened 
is 

You were bound for the 

My sledge is here | 

power to | 

| that you bad already committed several 

robberies, I needn’t tell you all he said 

—but he made you out to be a most un- 

mitigated villain, and with this the Em- 

perer granted his request. Olga wished 

for power to execute you at once, but Peter 

would not go so far as that. He gave the 

power of arrest, but ordered the duke to 

bring you before him.” 

Ruric stood for a few moments like one 

- confounded. 

| “Then he must carry me to the Em- 

peror,” he said, at length. 

“Ah, returned Demetrius, with a 

' dubious shake of the head, “be not too 

|'sure of that. 1 saw a look upon his face 

when he turned away that meant more 

than he dared to speak. As sure as fate 

' he never means that you shall see the Em- 

I know it—I saw it in his evil peror. 

eye.” 

“ But will he dare disobey the order?” 

| “Yes, for he hopes to escape by false- 

hood. How easy for him to swear that 
he had to kill you to take you.” 
“1 see—1I see,” uttered Ruric. 

“Then come with me.” 
“Did the Emperor send you ?” 

| “No; but I take the responsibility. 1 
| will take you to him myself. Be sure the 

| duke’s hirelings will be here before long. 
Trust to me and all shall be well.” 

| Ruric pondered a few moments, and he 
| saw that his friend was right. 
| “Let me go and see my mother,” he 
| said, “and then I will go with you.” 
“But make haste,” urged the Greek, 

“for the duke’s men may be here soon, 

| and I do not wish them to see you. And 

—tell your mother to inform whoever 
may call, that she knows not where you 

| are gone, but that you will be back at 

| night.” 
The youth nodded assent, and then went 

| into his mother’s room, where he explained 
| to her what had bappened and what was 

about to do. 

| “And how long must these things be ?”’ 
| the mother uttered, gazing eagerly upon 

her son, 

| “Not long,” returned Ruric. “I may 
| do much towards settling the matter to. 

| day. But fear not, for I am now safe, 

| and shall be until I see you again.” 
| The widow promised all that her son 
| asked, and soon became assured that all 

was well ; but Panl was left with the duty 
of attending to those who 1night come for 
Rurie, though they might see the widow 
if they persisted. The boy promised to 
tell all that asked for his master that he 

was gone away on business, and would not 
return till evening. 

The mother came out before Ruric was 
ready to start, and her examination of the 

Greek’s countenance seemed to be satis- 

factory, for the anxious look left her face, 
and she looked upon the visitor kindly. 
As Ruric entered the sledge the dawn of 

day was plainly announced in the east, and 
the stars were paling in the sky. The 

Greek did not take the direct road to the 

Kremlin, but struck off to the westward, 

and so entered by the Negliua. 
Ar hour later a party of five men drove 

up to the gun-maker’s cot. They were 
dark, villainous-looking men, and murder 

was plainly stamped upon their faces. 

They entered the dwelling, but they found 
not their prey. They stormed and swore, 
but to no purpose, and when they were 
convinced that the gun-maker was not 

there they went away. 

An hour later still, and another party 

drove up to the same cot. It consisted of 

two men in a double sledge, one of whom 

was Valdimir the monk. The fat, mystic 
man entered the cot, and there he re- 

mained for some time. When he came 

out the widow and Paul accompanied him ; 

and they all got into the sledge and drove 
off together. 

What did it mean ? 
- 

* * * * * * 

It was noon. The proud duke was once 
more alone in his private room, and he 
was pacing uneasily to and fro. There 
was a cloud upon his brow, and trouble in 
his soul. His lips were firmly set, and his 
hands clenched. Ever and anon he mut- 

tered to himself, and wheu he did so his 

hands would work nervously and em- 
phatically. He looked often at his watch, 
and often he stopped near the door and 
hearkened. 

At length came that well-known 
shuffling, uncertain, cat-like tread. He 
threw open his door, and the dark priest 
glided iv. 

“ Ha, Savotano, I've waited for ‘you,” 

| the duke uttered, sinking into a chair, for 
' his nervous walking had made him weary. 
“ Now tell me the work is done. Oh, for 
God’s sake, don’t tell me again of failure !” 

“ Alas, my lord—" 

“Hold, Savotano ! By the host of hosts 
you are not going to tell me of failure !” 
“Not really a failure, my lord,” the 

priest returned, nervously. “But our 

men did not find the gun-maker at home, 

| He had gone when we gotthere, and no 
| one knew where.” 

“No one knew! 

know 7” 
“No. She said he did not tell her 

where he was going. He only left word 

that he was going on business, and should 

not return till evening.” 

“ By heavens ! I think he bas fled.” 
“No, my lord. I do not think so. 

think he must have had business,” 

“ But what time were you there ?”’ 

“Shortly after sunrise.” 
“ Aud he gone then 7” 
“ Aye-—he had been gone an hour.” 
“It looks suspicious, But the men 

Did not his mother 

I 

must be there this evening. He shall not 

escape me now.” 

“ There is no fear of that, my lord. I 

will see that he is apprehended as soon as 

he returns.” 

“Right, Savotano—right ! And now to 

the other matter. Iam to be married this 

afternoon !”’ 
“ Ah—so soon 7” 
“Yes ; I waste no more time, 

the use?” 
“ None, my iord—none at all.” 

“Then you must remain, for the 

ceremony shall be performed as soon as 

possible.” 

“ And does the countess know of your 

determination 7” 

“Yes. She knew it ere she retired last 

night. I told her she should not escape 

again till she could carry my name with 

her. By the mass, sir, she sealed her own 

doom! Ha, ha, ha,—the Duke of Tula 

will have his coffers filled again. Money 

must come somehow, and how else so 

easily as this 7” 

“Sure enough,” returned the priest, 

with that old coarse, wicked smile. “Sure 

enough, my lord—how 77 + 

“In no way. Ho, I'll put the seal upon 

that budget, and stamp it—mine!/ So 

here you remain until I am marrigd. To- 

day—until that ceremony is performed, I 

am not sure ; but to-morrow they cannot 

harm me. Oh—she shall be mine, Savo- 

tano. To-day she is my wife—to-night 

she shares my bed—and to-morrow all 

heaven and earth and hell combined can- 

not undo the work. I have waited long 

enough, Ihave worked and schemed, and 

have puzzled my brain to one great pur- 

pose ; and yet each step I had marked out 
has failed me. Damenoff lives—the gun- 

maker lives—the Black Monk lives—But 

I, too, live! Ha—I live, Savotano; and 

now the work shall be done as it might 

have been done at fivst had I been so dis- 

posed !”’ 

The duke had arisen to his feet while, 

speaking thus, and his manner had been 

frantic and excited. Ashe ceased speaking 

he sank back into his chair and gazed the 
priest in the face. He was all iron now. 

Every nerve and muscle was set, and a 
fierce determination was in his soul. 

- . * * 

What is 

* * 

There is one more scene in the ducal 
palace, and it goes on at the very time 

while the duke and his tool are together. 
Valdimir the monk was in the camber 

of the countess, and the fair occupant and 

her maid were there with him. 
“ And you are sure he means to make 

you his wife to-day ?”’ said the monk, in 

continuation of a conversation which had 

been going on for some moments—* that 

he will have the ceremony performed 

whether you consent or not ?”’ 
“Yes sir,” the countess murmured. 

She gazed into the strange man’s face a 
few moments afier she had spoken, and 
then, starting quickly up, she threw her- 
self upon her knees before him. 

“(Oh !” she cried, with her clasped hands 
raised towards him, * cau you not help me 

in this bitter moment? Do not say no. 

Oh, I know you have some strange power 

—and you may help me. You cannot 
know the misery I suffer. Oh, earth has 
no pangs more cruel! In all the long 
catalogue of woes there is nothing more 
bitter! Sir—?’’ and the maiden raised 
both hands toward heaven as she thus 
continned—** sooner than be that man’s 

wife I would with my own hand let my 
life-blood out were not the act a sin 

against my God! But you may help 

me,” 

‘“ Alas, lady, I cannot assure you now.” 
“Oh—say not so. You can help me 

flee from here—you can find some hiding- 
place—some place where my days can be 
spent in safety from this great evil.” 
“But how can 1 help you away, lady ?” 
“Because you know some secret en- 

trance to the palace. You know some 

secret passage, else you would not be here 

now.” 

“True,” the monk replied, in a per- 
plexed tone, “I do know such a way, for 

by that way I came, and by that way shall 
I return ; but I cannot convey you away 
thus. I am sorry that—" 
The monk stopped here, for at that 

moment a heavy footfall sounded without. 
He bad started up from his seat when he 
door opened, and the stout duke entered. 
The countess uttered one low, quick cry, 
and sank down. She would have sunk to 
the floor had not Zenobie caught her and 

bore her to the couch. 
The monk stood erect, with his arms 

folded across his breast, but his right hand 
was hidden within the bosom of his robe. 
The duke started back like one thunder- 
struck, and it was some moments ere he 

could gain the power of speech. He 
turned first as pale as death, and then the 
blood mounted hotly, fiercely to his brow. 
“By the living God!” he gasped, in a 

hissing, frantic tone, * how came ye here ”’ 
“To learn of your wickedness, Duke of 

Tula,” calmly responded Valdimir. 
“Ha! do you beard me in my very 

palace, dog ! But you have ventured here 
once too often. As sure as there is lifein 
me you go not hence alive!” 

“ Hold, Olga !” spoke the monk,—and 
so strange and powerful was the tone that 
though the duke had turned towards the 

door, yet he stopped. “This lady tells 
me you mean to make her your wife, Is 

it so 7”? 
“Out, accursed monk ! 

right to question me 7” 

Who gave thee 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Believe in Hood's 

Inherited Scrofula Cured 
Read the Statement of =a 

Popular Teacher 

N72 

\ 

Mr. Geo. A. Zirkle 
Mt. Horeb, Tenn. 

The statements in the testimonial below are 

familiar facts to the immediate friends of Mr. 

Geo. A. Zirkle, school teacher, of Mt. HorgDh, 

Tenn., very well known throughout the county, 

where he was born and has always lived. Read it. 

“0. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.: 

“Dear Sirs:—I believe in Hood’s Sarsaparilla. 

I will tell you why. I have suffered from in- 

herited scrofula from child hood. When 37 years 

of age, my eyes became strangely affected. I 

could not read after sunset, and when I would 

close my eyes, I could not open them; but on 

whichever side I lay, on that side I could open 

my eye. This condition continued about two 

years, and was succeeded by 

An Intolerable Itching 

all over my body and limbs. I had to have my 

little boys take shoe brushes and scratch me. 

It was dreadful. It continued a month and was 

followed immediately by a tumor in the right 

side of my neck, as large as a small egg. Iat 

once commenced taking physicians’ preserip- 

tions and continued till I lost hope. In the mean 

time the tumor changed its place to fhe imme- 
diate front of my neck, suppurated and was fol- 

lowed by others, till six had formed and broken. 

“Finally, three years ago, another large tu- 

mor seated itself on the point of my collar bon~ 

and in six months another half way back on the 
bone. Both of them soon began to ge 1 
and continued to do so till about seven months 
ago. I tried everything, including prescriptions. 
I was often so weak that 

I Could Scarcely Walk 
and my mind was so confused that I could 

scarcely attend ito my business (school teach- 
ing). Iwas utterly discouraged. And now my 

story draws to a close. I began the use of 

Hood's» Cures 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla a little less than a year ago, 
and took five bottles. When I began I had no 
faith init. In less than three months both the 
sores on my shoulder were healed; I was cured 
of a troublesome catarrh; and scrofulous habit 
has steadily grown less apparent. I weigh 
more than I ever did in my life, and am 

In the Best of Health, 
considering my constitution. Do you wonder 

that I believe in Hood’s Sarsaparilla? I can do 
no less than recommend it gl dieing and every 
way.” GEO. A. ZIRKLE, Mt. Horeb, Tenn. 

Hood’s Pills cure liver ills, constipation, 

biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, indigestion. 

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- 
eouted. Orders promptly filled. 

MONCTON, N. B. (aug3lui) 

i, 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 shert 
aotice and satisfaction guaranteed. 
Agent for the celebrated Laurance 

Spectacles. 

Thos. LL. Bourke, 
IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE 

WINE & SPIRIT 

MERCHANT, 
11, 138 AND 25 WATER STRELT, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

LOTS OF LAND 
FOR SALE! 

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

1. In Galloway, Richibucto:—A lot 
containing 75 acres known as the Dani] 
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 
Kouchibouguac River, adjoining John 
Potter. 3 

3. A lot containing 100 acres on the 
Acadiaville Road, adjoining the James 

a 

in block 11. 
4. In the Parish of Wellington :—A 

lot containing 50 acres on the north side 
of the Big Buctouche River, and known 
as the John Donaher lot. These roper- 
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at 
once. J. D. PHINNEY, 

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

trespass upon any of thegsaid lots. 
J.D: Bs 

Potter lot, and distinguished a lot No. 721 

OUR RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING 
1s superior to any other brand on 

the market. | 

LAWTON'S CELEBRATED SAWS. 4 ; 
Mill, Gang, her Crosscut and 

uck. 

. HART EMERY WHEELS. 
Lubricating Oils, Royal Oak Files, 
& Mill Supplies of all kinds. 

W. H. THORNE & CO. 
MARKET SQUARE, 

“St. John, N. 8B. 

MANCHESTER, 
ROBERTSON 

& ALLISON, 
WHOLESALE DRY GOODS & MILLINERY, 

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

4B wf VN JOEL. TD 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

J. H. CARNALL A 
Taxidermist and Naturalist, 

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

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art. 
Moose 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 partion 

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 

” ’ ns SOO 7 TO Lowest IWavket 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. 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 en Hand, and Sold 
Very Low for Cash. 

sa@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 PEOPLE'S PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND ! 

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

SUBSCRIBE NOW. 


