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" RURIC NEVEL.

A TALE OF RUSSIA TWO
HUNDRED YEARS AGO.

CHAPTER XIII.—Continwed.

And once more the misshapen priest
was in the street, and the duke was alone.

“ Ah, my lord,” muttered the pliant
100l to himself, as he walked thoughtfully
along, “ you may be a little too confident
of your own power. I have known such
things in Russia.”

CHAPTER XI1V.

THE MYSTIC TRIBUNAL,

Away back of the old cathedral of Mos-
cow, and in a narrow, dark court which
was overlooked by the towers of the giant
edifice, stood a curiously constructed stone
building, which, though not connected
bodily with the cathedral, yet seemed to
belong to it. It was low and broad, with
a flat, tiled roof, and without a visible
window. Within one of the apartments
of this building—an apartment away down
in the bowels of the earth, where the light
of day never came—were seated six men.

The room was of fair size, and the floor, l

the walls, and the ceiling were of dark
stone. Wooden benches were arranged
about the place ; and there weresome other
articles of furniture there too—strange
‘ontrivances they were, and fashioned
after various shapes and patterns. But
of that anon. The place was lighted by
a large hanging lamp, which had just
power enough to make the room gloomy
and dismal. The six men sat about a
table, on which were a book and sword ;
and the most promivent man there was
Valdimir the Monk !

And Valdimir alone exposed his face.
All the rest wore black masks, their robes
being of the same melancholy hue. They
sat there silent as death, Valdimir gazing
down upon the table, and the other five
gazing fixedly upon him. They were
stout men all of them, and they bore them-
selves towards Valdimir as bears a servant
to his acknowledged master.

“The hour is waxing late,” said Valdi-
mir, at length looking up from the table.
His voice sounded in that place like the
echo of a tomb. It was low and hollow,
and the others started as they heard it.

“ There’s time yet to spare, master,” re-
plied one who sat next the monk.

“1 trust we shall not be disappointed,”
said Valdimir, at the expiration of a few
mowments more.

To this no answer was returned.

At length there came a dull echo from
overhead, and the six dark sitters started
ap to listen. The sound grew louder, and
soon it sent down into that dismal chamber
the notes of coming footsteps. In a few
moments more the heavy iron door
creaked upon its hinges, and three men
entered, and soon behind them came three
more. Those who came in advance were
two of them leading the third as a prisoner.
And so it was with those behind. The
iron door creaked again, and when the
heavy bolts had been shoved into their
sockets, the two prisoners were led for-
ward.

“ Master,’’ spoke one of the new-comers,
“ we have brought the prisoners—two of
them—as you commanded.”

“ It is well,”” said Valdimir,
be brought before us!”

As the two men are brought where the
light can strike upon their faces wg see
the two guides who conducted Ruric Nevel
to his place of confinement. One of them
was he who met Ruric in the street, and
the other is the one who guided him into
the old bath-house with the lantern in his
hand. They shuddered fearfully as they
gazed around npon the dismal scene, and
their looks plainly showed that they knew
not why they had been brought thither.

“ Lesko Totma !” pronounced Valdimir.

The first of the prisoners—he who bad
met Ruric in the street—started as he
heard that name, and tried to speak.

“ Are you the man ?”’ asked the monk,
looking into his face.

“Yes, holy father,”” the wretch trem-
blingly replied.

“ Then stand you here in front of me.”

The fellow was moved up in front of
the table, and surprise and fear seemed to
be struggling for the mastery over him,
for he recoguiz.d now the strange monk
about whom he had probably heard so

“Let them

much.

“Le-ko Totma,” said Valdimir, lowly
aud slowly, “ you have been seen much in
the company of a humpbacked priest
named Savotauo., You know such a priest
do you not?”

The wan hesitated. He gazed furtively
about him, and trembled more than before.

* Answer me !”’

“Yes, sir, I know him.”

“ And now, sir, be sure that you answer
me directly and traly.

The fellow started with a perceptible
quake as this question was asked, but he

seemed to have been prepared for it, for

his answer was direct.

“No, sir; 1 do not.”

“ Ha—beware! Think well before you
speak.”

“If you mean the man who fought the

duel with the Count Damonoff, then I
have heard of him ; bat I de not know
that I ever saw him.”

Do you know a |
young gun-maker, named Ruric Nevel 1" |
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| “Then you are sure of this?”

i “Of coure I am.”

|« Frederic Vieka I”

' The second prisoner now came forward.
He was a few years younger than his com-

| panion, though somewhat larger, and evi-

| dently more bold. Totma was conducted

' out of the apartment as Viska came for-

| ward.

“You, too, have been in the company
of this priest, Savotano, have you not?”

| the monk asked. . N

“1 know him,”” the fellow replied, with
| a slight touch of defiance in his tone, He
| had not surely looked about him to see
' those strange contrivances’ by which he
was surrounded, or he would not have
ventured such a tone,

“And you have been some in his
company ?’

“ Perhaps so0.”

“ Very well. And now do you not also
| know Ruric Nevel ?” '
| “I have seen him, too, sir.”

“ And now—can you tell me where he
is at this present time ?”’
| « No,” was the answer, short and quick.
“Beware ! If you have any regard for
| your own welfare you will answer me
truly, Where is Ruric Nevel 7

“T tell you I know nothing about him
—nothing at all.”

“ And of this you are sure ?”’

“Who are you that assume to question
me thus? [ know you not.”

Viska spoke this in a tone of virtuous
indignation, probably thinking that that
turn might serve hiu,

“ We will let you into the secret by and
by,” the mouk returned, with a peculiar
shake of the head. “But I will ask you
once more: Do you kuow where Nevel
is?”?

‘“ N“ .V”

“You need not speak quite so Joud.
We hear easily.”

“Then don’t ask me impertinent ques-
tions,”” retorted the prisoner.

Valdimir started half-way up, and his
fists were clenched ; but the quick flush
passed from his face, and he sat back again.

“Look ye,”” he said, as soon as he was
sure his anger would not manifest itself,
“Were I not sure that you know what I
ask [ would not question you thus' And
now, once more, I ask you : Will you give
me some clue to the whereabouts of Ruric
Nevel 1”

“1’]] answer you once more. I know
nothing about him. You must not think
that this dark place, and you men all
dressed in black, can fright me into telling
a lie as it might a child.”

At this point Valdimir turned to one of
his men—one of those who helped bring
the prisoners in—and said :

“You know this to be the man ?”’

“ Yes, my master,”

“And you have seen him in private
confab with the humpbacked priest 7’

“I have.”

“ And the other things vyou told me are
true ?”’

“They are, master.”

“Then let down those interpreters.”

At this command two of the attendants
moved to the back side of the room, where
they unhooked a stout chain from the wall
and as they allowed it to slide through
their handsa curious piece of machin-
ery descended directly in front of the
table. It consisted of a stout bar of iron,
which was suspended midway, upon the
chain, and there rested parallel with the
ceiling. Upon each end of this bar were
straps of iron, armed with springs and
screws. At a motion from the monk the
prisoner was led back till he stood directly
beneath the bar, and then his arms were
seized and raised up. He struggled some
and cursed more, but he was soon over-
come, Theiron bands were passed around
his wrists, and connected with these were
two small cups which were slipped over
the thumbs. After these had been firmly
secured the chain was tightened, and the
fellow’s hands were raised far above his
head. There were two results produced
by tightening the chain. It not only
tended to draw the thumbs back upon the
wrists but it also twisted the thumb, the
two cups being armed with file-like teeth
within, and closing tightly upon the flesh.

* Now, sir,” spoke Valdimir, lowly and
deeply, “ 1 am going to ask these questions
agamn, and you will do well to answer them
truly. Will you tell me where Ruric
Nevel is 7

“] don’t know.”

“Will you tell me where you saw him
last 7’

“1 haven’t seen him since he fought the
duel with Damonoff.”

“Beware !”

“] have not.”

“Mark me ; I have had you watched,
and I know that you have seen Nevel
within these three days. This I know, so
[ have no hesitation in the course I am
| about to pursue. Once more—Where is
Ruric Nevel 7”

The man hesitated now ; but his answer
was still the same He would not tell.

Valdimir made a motion to the two men
who stood by the wall, and they gave a
pull unon the chain.

“ Oh—~God ! gasped the prisoner, as the
painful twist and wrench came upon his
thumbs,
| “Will you answer?”’
| “Howean 1?7 How can 17’
| “Bv speaking what you know.”

' *“I kuow nuthing.”

| Children Cry for

b

J spare

1

Another signal was made to the men at
the chain, and they pulled again., Another
groan from the prisoner, but no other re-
sponse.

Another signal—and another pull.

“ Mercy !” shrieked the poor wretch,
quivering with pain.

“ Will you answer ?”

“I don’t know.”

“ Then we must try again.”

“ No, no,—oh, God, no more !”

“But you must answer.,”

“I don’t know.”"’

“Then you must have forgotten, and
such treacherous memories need starting
up.”

As Valdimir thus spoke he waved his
hand again.

“Oh! God have mercy !
Save me! Save me!”

“Save yourself.”

The wretch was in torment now with-
out ceasing. Nearly the whole of his
weight bore” upon his wrists and thumbs,
and the latter were drawn over almost to
the wrist, But he would not answer.
He had a deeper fear than this. He fearcd
to break the horrid oaths by which he was
bound to the scheming priest.

One more pull upon the chain and the
man’s feet were clear of'the floor. His
whole weight now bore upon his thumbs,
and he groaned in the agony of torture.
He bore it a few moments, but his coward
soul could bear no more.

Oh-o0-0!

“0Oh, God! Down! down! Let me
down !”
“ But answer. Where is Ruric Nevel ?”’

“]—I—don’t—"

“1i,ll, thou false-hearted villain!”
shouted Valdimir, in a voice of thunder.
“This is the last of this torture ; but when
we take you from here we can put you
ixto a state compared with which the pain
you now experience is real joy! Each
particular limb shall be wrenched all out
of shape, and your very eyes shall start
out like—""

“Down !
down !

“ Where 18 Ruric Nevel 7’

“1’11 tell you—I"ll tell you if you spare
me !”’

“Tell me first!”

There was a moment more of hesitation
—one single momenit—and then the
miserable wretch gave up.

“He’s in the old bath-house.”

“Ha! Where?”

“In the old bath near the river—on the
Tula pass—in one of the vaults !”

“Very well. Let him down.”

The chain was slacked up, and Frederic
Viska was once more upon his feet. He
trembled yet, for there was pain in his
arms.

“Now carry him out,” ordered Valdi-
mir, “and bring the other one in.”

In a few moments more Lesko Totma
was before the strange tribunal. He
trembled fearfully, for he had been where
he could hear hi:z ' companion’s groans
without hearing what he said.

“Lesko Totma,” spoke the monk, in a
low, deep tone, “ we have given you time
for theught, and mayhap you bave your
memory brightened by this time. Now,
where is Ruric Nevel ?”’

“] don’t know.”

“ Ah—you still forget, eh 7’

“I never kuew.” ;

“ A most strange forgetfulness, I must
confess. Let the interpreters be adjusted !
“Oh—mercy ! Don’t murder me!”

But no notice was taken of his cries.
The straps and conical cups were adjusted
and the chain drawn tight, At the first
turn of the self-acting screw the fellow
shrieked. It wasnot so much with present
pain as with the fear of what was to come.
The very presage of the place, so dark and
dismal, had more effect upon his mind
than it had upon his companion.

At a second pull of the chain he groaned
and begged for mercy. He had heard of
this dark place, and he fancied that men
who came there seldlom went away alive.

“ Hark ye, base wretch,” the monk said,
“If you de not tell me where the young
gun-maker is, I’ll have you torn limb
from limb! Another pull, there !”

As the wrench came again the villain
fairly shouted with pain.

“QOh, let me go! Let me go!
all!”

“Then tell. You leave not this place
alive until you have told !”

“He is—oh, God! He is—in the old
bath !”

“Where "

“The duke’s bath—on the
Tula !”

“ Whereabouts there ?”

“In the lowest, furthest vault.
19

down! Oh, great God,

I’11 tell

Pass of

Oh,

Valdimir waved hkis hand, and the
quaking wretch was freed from his torture,

“ Now, conduct them both to the dun-
geons, and lock them up. They must not
run at large for the present, Let them be
seclre.” .

“No, no,” cried Viska, who had been
brought back. ‘“You were to let me go
if I told you.”

“Not free, sir, said Valdimir,

“But yon have no right to hold me
thus. Iawm nearly dead with pain now
where you have torn my hands in pieces.
By the—"’

“ Rilence, dog! My authority here is
my power. y right is my might. I
have you, and I will keep you. Were I
to let you go I might not have the power
to cateh yov again, as legal officers could.
Lead them off, and then we’ll turn our
attention to the Duke’s Bath !” '

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
- -

Pitcher’'s Castoria.

NrI3W.Dykeman
St. George, New Brunswick.

After the Grip

No Strength, No Ambition

Hood’s Sarsaparilla Cave Perfect
Health.

The following letter is from a well-known
merchant tailor of St. Geerge, N. B.:
“(. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:

“Gentlemen—I am glad to say that Hood’s
Sarsaparilla and Hood’s Pills have done me a
great deal of good. I had a severe attack of
the grip in the winter, and after getting over the
fever I did not seem to gather strength, and had
no ambition. Hood’s Sarsaparilla proved to be
just what I needed. The results were very
satisfactory, and I recommend this medicine to
all who are afflicted with rheumatism or other
afflictions caused by poison and poor blood. 1
always keep Hood’s Sarsaparilla in my- house
and use it when I need a tonic. We also keep
Jood’s Pills on hand and think highly of them.”
J. W. DYKEMAN, St. George, New Brunswick.

Sciatic Rheumatism

Capt. McCranahan Tells How He

Was Cured.

“About a year ago I was taken with a severe
attack of sciatic rheumatism and was laid off
most of the summer. I went from here to 8t.
John, N. B., in my packet schooner, and was so
helpless and in such suffering that 1 could not
get out of the cabin. The captain of another
schooner came on board to see me, and wanted
me to get Hood’s Sarsaparilla; he said it had

HOOD’S

Sarsaparilla

CURES

cured him when he was so bad that his wife
had to feed him. I sent to Boston for two bot-
tles, which did for me all I had been told Hood’s
Sarsaparilla would do. I gained rapidly and
when T had taken the two bottles I was able to
work. A great many people here have taken
Hood’s Sarsaparilla since it cured me, and all
speak highly of it.” CAPT. 8. MCGRANAHAN.
Margaretville, Nova Scotia.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla is sold by all druggists;
81, six for $5. Prepared only by C. L Hood
& Co., Lowell, Mass., U. 8. J W

Hood's Pills are purely vegetable, and do
not purge, pain or gripe. Sold by all druggists.

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-
ecuted. Orders promptly filled. o

MONCTON, N. B. (aug3lui)

A. E. LANDRY,

SAINT LOUIS, N. B.
DEALER IN

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

Selling Cheap for Cash.

Watchmaker and Photographer

Clocks and Watches repaired at shert
anotice and satisfaction guaranteed.

Agent for the celebrated Laurance
Spectacles.

Thos. L. Bourks,

IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE

WINE & SPIRIT
MERCHANT,

11, 18 AND 25 WATER STRELT,
8T. 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 Daniel
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. A lot 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 Big Buctouche River, and known
as the John Donaher lot. These proper-
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at
once. J. D. lgmun:?.

Richibucto, March 6th, 1894.

All parties are hereby forbidden to
trospass upon any of thegsaid lo}s.D

. . P.

. OUR RUBBER AND LEATHER BELTING
18 superior to any other brand on
it the..maf,xgket;

LAWTON'S CELEBRATED SAWS,

Mill, Gang, Circular, Crosscut and
| Buck

HART EMERY WHEELS,

Lubricating Oils, Royal Oak Files
& 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. JOELN, N . :
RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

1AS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS.
44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

J. H CARNALL

Taxidermist and Naturalist,

a—

3.

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~
2 larly required.

I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work.

CLA LI
TO THE GROCERY TRADE IN KENT COUNTY.

WE have engaged the services of MrR. BEV. SMITH, late of the B. & M. Railway
to represent us in Kent County.

Mr. Smith will call on you at regu]ar 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.
F. P. REID & CO.,

MONCTON, N. B.

Henry O’'Leary,

DRY GOQDS, GROCERIES,
HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES,

Dry and Pickled FISH,

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

3@~ CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK BEFORE BUYING ELSEWHERE.
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THE PEOPLES PAPER !
THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND!
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Furnishes its readers every week with more reading matter than any
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