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“ITow much?” asked Paul, with & boy's
curiosity.

“It was a sum equal to about seven hun-
dred ducsts.”

“‘And yet he gave it away ?”

“Aye--for its price was but imaginary,
whileits worth to him was only eommen-
surate with the good it did him. If he told
the truth he loved me, and these he gave
me as & parting gift, as the best patteras I
could wish for when making such.”

Aftec this Ruric put up the small sword,
and then he gave Paul a few directions about
the work, promising to be back before
night. The faithful boy shook bis head
duliously as he heard this promise, but he
said nothing, and shortly afterwards Ruric
went into the house. Just then Alaric Orsa
drove up to the door.

Ruric was all ready but putting on his
bonnett and pelisse. His mother was in the
kitchen. He went to her with a smile upon
his face. He put' his arms about her and
drew her to his bosom,

“God bless you, my mother ! I shall
come back.” He said this, and then killed
her. :

“God keep—and—"

It was ull she could say. .

Ruric gazed a moment into her face—then
he kissed her again—and again he said :

“#God bless you, my mother! I shall
come back.”

He dared not stop to speak more. Gently
seating his fond mother upon a chair he
turned and hurried from the piace. In the
hall he threw on his pelisse and bonnet, and
then he opened the door and passed out.

‘‘Have you a good weapon " asked Orsa,
as the horse started on.

“I have a fair one. I think it will not
deceive me,” returned Ruric.

‘1 asked,” resumed Orsa, ‘‘because Da-
monoff prides himself upon the weapon he
wears. It 1s & German blade, and he thinks
he can cut in twain the blade of any other
weapon in Moscow with it.”

“I have a good weapon,” Raric said
quietly; ‘' and one which hes stood more
tests than most swords will bear.” And
after some further remarks he related the
peculiar circumstances attending the mak-
ing of the sword, and his possession of is.

At length they struck upon the river, and

in half an hour more they reached the ap-
pointed spot.
The day was beautiful. The sun shone
brightly upon the glistening snow, and the
air was still and calm. The sharp frost of
the atmosphere served only to brace the
aystem up, and Ruric threw open his pelisse
thas he Liight breath niore freely. He had
been upon the ground but a few minutes
when the other party came in sight around
the head of the river.

As soon as the Count and his second arriv-
ed, dnd the horzes had been secured, the lisut-
enant proposed that they should repair to
the building which was close at hand.
This wus o large open boat-house, which
was unused and deserted in the winter, and
it was proposed to go in there because the
reflection of the strong sunlight from ghe
bright snow wus calculated to blind and blur
the eye.

¢ Hu! what means that?” uttered Orsa, as
he saw a sledge just turiing the bend of the
fiver with an officer in it.

It s only a surgeon,” replied Damonoff,
] would not cut a man's flesh without
giving bim a fair chance to survive it.”

*“ And then you may find him serviceable
to vourself, eh ¥’ suggested the lisutenant.

Uf course. There is ao telling what mey
happen.”

In a moment more the new sledge came
up, and Ruric recoguized its inmgte as an
army surgeon whom he had seen before,
though he knew not his name.

*Now for the old boat-house,” cried Ur
zen.

‘* Aye,” added Damonoff. * Let us have
this Lusiness done, for I would be back te
dinner. I dire with Olga to-day, and a fair
malden awsits my comipg.”

* Notice him not,” whispered Orsa, who
walked close by Ruric's side. '**Thatisone
of his chief points when engaged in an affair
of this kind. He hopes to get you angry,
end so unhi- g+ your nerves.”

‘' Never fear,” returned the gun-maker.
‘“Be sure he only brings new danger to
himself, for such efforts will find their point
in the muscle of my arm.”

The party halted when they reached the
interior of the rough structure, and the
Count threw off his pelisse and drew his
aword. Ruric followed his exsmple-

*Sir Count,” the latter said, as he moved
a step forward, ‘‘ere we commence this
work I wish all present to understand dis-
tinctly how I stand. You have sought
this quarrel from the first, Without the
least provocation from me you have insulted
e most grossly, and this is the climax.
So, before God and man, be the result upon
your own head.”

‘* Out, lying knave—"

‘““Hold,” cried the surgeon, laying his
hand heavily upon the Count’s arm. “You
have no right to speak thus, for you lower
yourself when you do it. If you have come
to fight, do so honorably.”

An angry reply was u,.on Damonoff’s lips,
but he did not speak it. He turned to his
antogonist and said:

* Will you measure weapons, sir? Mine
may be an.ite the longest. I seek no ad-
vantage ; and I have one here of the same
length and weight as my owu if you wish
it-”

“I am well satisfied as it is,” replied
Rauric.

“Then take your ground.
ready?”

“Iam!”

The two swords were crossed in an in-
stant, with a clear, sharp clang,

There was some contrast between the two
combatants, but not much spparently. The
Count was a little the taller and Rurio was
somewhat heavier. But to a close observer
there was a peculiar contrast in the bearing
of the two men. That breast swelling out
80 nobly, and those massive shoulders, made
for the seat of physical power, were Ruric’s
alone to possess. Yet Conrad Damonoff
was accounted a strong man. In the athletic
sports of the court-club he Had few superiors,
and not many equals. But Ruric Nevel had
never shown his strength there.

Now, for the first time, that con:
look passed from the Count's face. As his

Are you

! not die thus, nor would T slay a fellow-

o ht his antagonist's position—as he
n:.ﬂ::‘ the calm, d, quiet ease of
every limb; and as be canght the deep,
mystio fire of those expressive eyes, he knew |
that he had no common amateur to deal
with.

At length Conrad Damonoff started back, -
and a quick cry escaped his lips. His
antagonist’s point had touched his bosom— |
it had pressed against his heart, and had not .
been driven home. Well he knew that his
life was his no longer, for the gun-maker had

ined it, and—spared it.

‘.“ You fence well,” he gasped, struggling
to regain his composure.

*¢ You are not a novice,” returned Ruric
calmly, at the same time allowing his point
to drop. :

¢ Come on,” the Count uttered, now
gathering all his energies for another of-
fort.

And agsin the weapous were crossed.
This time Damonoff was more guarded.
Before he had been impelled by his own as.
surance; but nmow he was forced to regard
his opponent’s power. Ruric quickly found
that the other was more careful thanat first,
and he carried his own point accordingly.
At the twelfth stroke the Count made a
feint to the left—then at the throat, and
then, with a quick, lightning-like motion,
he brought his point to his antagonist’s
heart. But his meaning had been read
from the first by Ruric. The youth caught
the motion of the eye, and he saw that his

heart was the place looked to. His own
movement was almost instinctive. He re-
ceived his antagonist's sword midway upon
his own blade—then moved his arm quickly
forward and caught the point under bis
oross-guurd-—then, with all his power, he
wrenclicd his arm upward and backward,
and the Count’s sword went flying across
the building. It struck the opposite wall
with a dull clang, and the next inetant it
was half buried in the snow.

¢ Fear not, sir,” said Ruric, as the Count
started back with both hands raised, *‘I
never strike an unarmed man.”

Demonoff’s arms fell to his side, and o
deep blush of shame mantled his face.

*By St. Paul,” cried the surgeon, * your
life is forfeited, sir Count ; and now you
should be satisfied.”

‘‘ No, no,” the discomfited man exclaimed,
starting up with rage and mortification.
“That was but a slip. 'Twas a false step—
a cowardly feint. I am not overcome."”

¢‘ But, man of mortality, even now your
life is Nevel's. He may run you through
now if he chooses.”

‘““But he has not,” the Count cried,
springing to where his sword had fallen, and
snatching it up.

¢ Sir Count,” here spoke Ruric, calmly,
but with marked contempt, ‘‘you should
not blame me for what I have done, for
thrice have you tried to break my sword.”

*“Then try it agsin !” Damonoff returned.
*¢ Take my sword again if you can.”

¢‘ Perhaps not,” our hero retorted. ‘‘But
be sure your sword shall be used no more
aftep this day.”

‘“Ha! Brag not, but strike. If yom
“n_"

The conclusion of the sentence was
drowned by the clash of steel.

At the second stroke the Count made an-
other furious thrust athis antagonist’s heart.
Ruric sprang quickly aside, and with the
whole power of his good right arm he struek
Damonoff’s blade close to the haft and broke

it in twain.
My other sword! my other sword !”

the Count shouted, now blinded by abso-
lute madness. ‘‘Oh, give me my other—"

““Hold!" cried both the surgeon amd
Stephen Urzen in concert. *‘ You are mad,
Conrad.”

** Mad?—Oh, I shall be mad ! Where ismy
sword !" the reckless man yelled, casting
the bladeless pommel down.

“But will you not listen one—"

" “Away, [ say ! Shall I give up because
my sword is broke?! By the gods, the
weapon cleceived me. Where is the other ?*

“Deceived thee, Conrad?’ repeated the
surgeon, sarcastizally. ‘‘By the holy Host !
bad thy head %ut received a hundredth

part of the blow, 'twould not be upon thy
shoulders now. ”

But the Count was beyond all reason. In
his madness he saw not that his sword bad
been broken on purpose. He did not see
that he had been at his antagonist's racrey.
But his friends saw it all.

“Ha! whom have we here?” cried Ala-
rie, whose eye had caught a dark form a$
the entrance of the old building.

It was Valdimir the mnonk.

“Hownow? What seek ye here?” asked
Urzen, as the fat, burly monk waddled to-
wards the party.

“I heard the clash of arms, my son, as I
rode by, and 1 stopped to see what it was,
Surely, where the work of death is going
on a child of the holy church of God may
mll

‘“Aye,” cried the Count, *‘Come in and
welcome, but meddle not. Now |—my
sword !—where is it ?”

Reluctantly Urzen brought forward the
second, but ere he gave it up he said :

‘“‘Beware, Conrad. You had better—"

““Peace, babbler !” the excited fool hissed,
snatchi g the weapon, and then turning
quickly upon the gun-maker.

Thus far Ruric had remained silent, but he
felt it his duty to speak now.

“‘Sir Count,” he said, in a tone so stern
and authoritative, and with a look so com.
manding, that the other was held in abey.
ance by it, “I must speak on: word. You
have provoled & quarrel with me—and you
have challenged me. I have no fear of death
when duty cals for my life, but I would

being thus. Six separates times to-day,
since our swords first erossed, have I spared
your life—"

“Liar 1" :

—*‘And twice have I bad you before me
unarmed,” Raric continted, without no-
ticing the interruption. T had hoped this
would have shown you that J sought not

were no match for me at this kind of
work.” :

*‘Out, fool " yelled Damonoff, now fairly
frothing with rage. *If you dare not cross
swords again, say #0; but do not crawl off!
‘like a coward 1"

““One word more,” uttered Rauric, paling
for an instant beneath the unmerciful insult

harm to you; and, furthermore, that you |

m; but my own life may be the forfeit if
a:lhv"lth you more. So now—beware !
You have sufficient warning 1” Ty

Perhaps the Count really overlooked the
faots of which Ruric hndh?oi:‘n.d:‘:::
ungovernable he may have fancied t
‘twas only Mmt that had worked against
him. However, he started forward once

more, and made a furious lunge at his an- .

tagonist.

“Now,"” he gasped, ‘‘play your best, for
my sword’s my own !”

But Ruric spoke not. He saw that the
Count was stronger than before—for his
rage seemed 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 unpre-
cedented. He threw up all rules of exer-
cise, and cut and thrust only in wild mad-
res. Twice Ruric came nigh being ruu
through. He lost all run of his opponent's
play, and quickly saw that he must puta
stop to the conflict, or run the risk of
leaving a childless mother in his home to
see that day’s sun sink.

“WiHl you give o'er ! he asked, as he
struck *he Count’s point down.

““Never ! Submit to such as you? Bah!”

A few moments more the conflict lasted.
One more opportunity he had at Damonoff's
heart—and hespared him. All present saw
it save the madman.

“Fool !” uttered the monk, who trembled
from head to foot with excitement, his huge
belly shaking like a bage of jelly, “will you
throw away your own life, Ruric Nevel ?
Shall I tell your mother you left her of your
own will?”

This mention of his mother called the last
lingering doubt from Rurie's mind. Again
he struck the opposing point down, and then
he pressed his own point upon the Count’s
bosom. He avol ed the heart—he tried to
avoid the vitals—but he threw his arm for.
ward, and his glittering blade passed
through the fool's body. With an expres-
sion of pain upon his features he started
back, and rested his reeking point up.n the
trodden snow. The Count came furiously
on again, but he struck wildly, and a¢ ran-
dom, Rurie merely warding off his blows,
until finally his arm sank. On the next
moment his sword fell from his nerveless
grasp, and he sank fainting back into the
arms of his attendants,

CHAPTER VL

“Is he dead?’ asked Ruric, starting
quickly forward.

‘‘Hold, my son,” uttered the monk, lay-
ing his hand upon the young man's arm.
“‘Surely you have nothing to fear. It was
none of your work—no more than if you had
run your sword to the heart of a wi.d 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 I feared I
might break his skull.”

“He is not dead yeot,” answered the sur.
geos, as Ruric pressed forward and asked
a second time. ‘‘He bas only fainted from
the shock of the blow, coupl:d with hisown
fears and passions.”

‘“‘But will he die "’ Ruric asked kneeling
dowa by the falien man's side.

‘I 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 moak. ‘“‘Now is the best
time, for the place is not yet inflamed; and
while he is thus insensible he will be free
from pain.”

The surgeon at once saw the truth and
propriety of this, and he proceeded to act
upon the suggeq:‘on. Having selected a
probe which appeared applicable, he ex-
amined. the wound. Ruric watched him

eagerly, and with a painful expression.

‘' I do not think this wound is mortal,”
the surgeon reported, as he carefully felt
bis way along the course the stoel had taken.
‘It bas passed below the right lung, and
only severed some of the smaller blood-
veasels. I think, with proper care, he may
recover.”

“Thank God !” fervently ejaculated
Ruric, with his hands clasped.

‘“ But why so anxious?” asked Urzer.
*“You were ready enough to accept his
ehallenge.”

‘‘Aye—else you would have called me
coward,” returned the gun-maker with &
flashing eye. *‘ Had I refused to meet him
that fatal word would kave met meat every
turn. I knew that such & man as he was
no cope for me at any game where strength
of arm and sleight of hand were required.
80 I meant to disarm him, and then give
him up his life, believing that such a move
would end the combat. You know howI
labored to spare him. But I could not.
Yet Iwould not have the life of a fellow-
being—a countryman upon my hands in
such a quarrel. My father died fighting fop
his country—and so would I dieif my death
must come from the hand of man; but te
die thus would be a curse upon my name,
and to inflict such death upon another would
be a curse in my memory.”

I believe you, my son,” the monk said,
“Only if the Count dies you should not
allow such feelings as you mention to over.
come 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.”

Ruric seemed somewhat relieved by these
assurances, and having seen the Count's
wound dressed, and assisted in bearing the
insensible form to the sledge, he took Alar-
ic’s proflered arm and proceeded to his own
tean.

“ Who is thut monk ?” asked the lieuten-
ant, 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 7’

*‘ Yes—several times about our barracks.
He has been there when some of our poor
fellows havo 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 countenance ig familiar to
me, and yet I cannot tell where, nor when,

| I have seen him,”

““Aye,” added Alaslo quickly and eager-
ly; ““shas is preeisely the case with me.

am very sure that I have seen that man |
under differeny circumstances. ‘And otherg
of our company have thoughs the same,”

The two men watched the movements of
the monk waale they thus spoke, and they
noticed that he entered his sledge and

‘drove off towards Borodino,

“ Ruric,” said the lieutenant, after thay
had ridden some little distance, and at the
same time gazing wonderingly into his com-
panion’s face, *‘ you handle the sword like
a magician. By my soul, I'd give all I own
at this present moment—my commission
and all—if I could handle the sword as you
“n."

“I do understand the weapon passing
well,” returned the youth modestly ; “but I
have worked hard to gain the ssience.”

““ Ah—"vis not all science,” the efficer
added. * That wondrous strength of yours
18 & host in itself.”

““ And yet,” said Ruric, ‘“I have seen
weaker men than myself who would over-
come me easily—or, at least, who might
overcome me.”

‘“ But they were not in this city,” sug.
gested Orsa, with a peculiar shake of the
head.

% True, Alaric. Iam not in the habit of
mentioning my own powers ; but yet I may
8ay that there is no man in Moscow who is
my superior in the use of any sort of offen-
sive arms.”

The lieutenant readily admitted the truth
of this, and then the conversation turned
upon the subject of the Count, and the
course he bad pursued with respect tothe
event which had just transpired. This con-
versation lested until they reached the door
of Ruric’s residence, and having thanked his
friend for his kindnes, and expressed the
hope that at some time he might have op-
portunity 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 ber hands, and at . very
sound from without she would start up with
a trightened expression and listen. As
length the sound of bells struck upon her
ear—they came nearer and nearer—and
they stopped at her door. She would have
arisen, but she sould not. With her hands
clasped she bent eagerly forward, and lis-
tened with a frantic interess. Soon the
door opened. Surely no one but he would
enter without kuockisg. She started to
her feet—the inner door opened—a male
form stood before her.

% Mother !”

“Raric! Myboy! Safe!”

She tot*ered forward and sank upon the
bosom of her moble son, and while she
wound her arms tightlyabout him she mur-
mured her thanks to God,

By and by the widow became more calm,
but still there was an earnest, esger look of
féar upon her face. Ruric saw it, and he
knew well what it meant,

‘ Mother,” he said, ‘‘the Count is not
dead.”

'*“Nor wounded?!” she uttered, quickly
and eagerly.

““ Yes—badly. But listen: I could nos
help it.” And thereupon he related all
the circumstances connected with the com-
flict. When he had concluded, his mother
pondered o few moments, and then she said:

* Surely, my son, I will try and suffer
nothing from this, even should the wicked
man die. In all you acted but upon the
defensive. From ths first he has only been
lntent on attacking you ; and on the battle-
ground he would bave killed you if he
could.”

“More surely he would, mother. Aye—
be would not have hesitated to stab me in

the back could he have gained the oppor-
tunity. He was mad beyond all self-con-
trol, and his eagerness to kill me was only
oqualed by his chagrin at being overcome
fy one whem he had hoped easily to on-
.ﬂ‘f."

After this Rurie went to his shop, but
Paul manifested no great emotion upon bes
holding him.

“You seom to take it as a matter of
course that I should return alive and well,”
said the gun-maker with a smile.

“Why—of course,” returned the boy,
composedly. ‘‘What would a score of such
men as he be to you?

Conrad Damonoffhold s sword before Ruric
Nevel? No, I only smiled when I heard
his chéllenge. I should have as soon thought
of being anxious about your return from a
marten hunt.”

Ruric smiled as his boy’s peculiar eager-
neas of expression, but he felt a degree of
pride in his words, nevertheless.

It was shought the latter part of the af-
ternoon that Ruric was somewhat startled
by secing some of the imperial guard ap-
proaching his bouse; and ere long after-
wards his mother came to him pale and
trembling, and informed him that he was
wanted by the Emperor’s officers.

“‘Ob I” she groaned, with clasped hands,
snd 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 be knows all the particu-
laea.  But crme—let us go in.”

Rurle 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.

“I am the man, sir.
is wanted ?”

“Cannot you guess "

“Why—yes. Isuppose it must be on ac-
count 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 offi-
cer by the arm. “Tell our good Emperor
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 is growing .
late, and Peter will not brook delay.”

“But they will not harm him ! the
mother frantically cried, olinging now to

*‘No, no, my mother

May I know what
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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, wiere
stood a double sledge, with two horses at-
tached.

““You reem to look upon the killing of &
Russian nobleman as a very small affair,”
said one of the officers, after they had start-
ed 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, 'tis not so! 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.”

Rauric cared not to arge the point with
those who knew nothing about the circum-
stances, 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 omce into the Em-
peror’s presence.

The Emperor Peter was in one of the
smaller audience chambers, sitting at a
large table covered with purple velves
heavily wrought with gold, and upon either
hand stood some of his private attendants.
He was a young man, not yet so old as
Ruric by some three years, but his face al-
ready 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 garbe
of his attendants. Such was Peter of Ruasia
—yet s 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
sffairs of a great nation upon his shoulders,
Within that head worked a mighty brain,
snd in that bosom beat & 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 ex-
pression that rested upon Olga's face.

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

“Ab,” uttered Peter, casting his eagle eye
over the forms before him. ‘Nevel—ad.
vance.” i

With a bold, yet modest step, Rurie ad-
vanced to the table, and with a bow he
swaited the Emperor’s pleasure. There
was a shudder perceptible in the frames of
those who wished the prisoner well, for
they well knew their mighty ruler's iren
will and sternneas of legal purpose.

i e

CHAPTER VII.

In order to understand the circumstances
ander which Ruric was brought before the
Emperor it will be necessary to go back a
few hours. The autoerat had eceasion te
send for the surgeon, Kopani, who had at-
tended at the duel, and as he was some
lime in answering the summons he was
juestioned, whea he &id come, conserning
his tardiness. His answer was, that he had

Lecu acicnuing e Count Damonod,

“And whut ails the Count !” asked the
“He was well yesterday.”

“YVes —but he met with an acciden$ te-
day.”

“*I.ook, Kepani,” the young ruler crieds
who saw inan instant that something un-
usual had b ppened, *‘think not to conceal
anything from me. What is it now?”

**Sire. T meant not to hide anything from
you. The Count has been engaged in &
duel.”

‘‘ Ha !—was he challenged ?”

““No, sire—he was the challen;w®

‘“So, 80. And who was the othe ¥

““An hunible gun-maker, sire;" ”
Ruric Nevel.”

** Nevel — Nevel—" soliloquized Peter.
“The name is familiar.”

*His father was a captain in the last
war with'the Turks. He arose from the
ranks under Feodor, and was one of the
bravest of the brave.”

‘“‘Captain Nevel—Ah, yes. I remember
now. He and Valdai were the two who fi st
mounted the ramparts at Izium. So the
old dispatches read.”

““Yes, siroe. Poor Nevel was shot a
month afterwards while leading his brave
company against a whole squadron of Turk-
ish infantry, while Valdai came home and
got a colcnel’s commission. ”

“ And afterwards received a title,” add-
ed Peter.

“ Yes, sire.”

**And this gun-maker is this captain’s
son ?”

“ Yes, sire.”

*‘ And methinks Valdai left a child,®

‘‘He did, sire—a daughter, who is now®
with Olga—she is his ward.”

‘““Yes, yes. And the Count fought a duel
with young Nevel, and got beaten, eh 1’

Before the surgeon could answer a page
entered the chamber and announced that
the Duke of Tula wished to see his imperial
master,

The Emperor directed that he should be
admitved ; and ere long afterward the proud
Duke entered the apartment. He was a
tall, stout man, with light hair and blue
eyes, and not far from five-and.forty years
of age. His bearing was haughty, though
he was forced to a show of respest now that
he was before his master.

‘‘Sire,” spoke the Duke, after’ the usual
salutations had passed, ‘I have come to
demand justice at thy hands. My young
friend, the Count Conrad Damonofl, has
been most brutally murdered.”

“Ha! Say ye so, Olga ?’

““Yes, sire.”

“But how was it ?”

“Thus it wes, sire: On the day before
yesterday, I sent the Count with a message
to one Ruric Nevel, who is a gun-maker in
Sloboda. He wentas I wished, and while
there, the gun-maker who is ahuge fellow,
provoked & quarrel, and knocked the noble-
man down. Of course the Count was of-
fended, and as the ruffian threatened to re-

I'mine or.

.| peat the offence, and as he furthermore

grossly iusulted a noble. lady whom the
Count held mos dear, he could hardly help

R et

e

LA R

CASTORIA

. for_Infants and Children.

T CEFTAUR CoMPANY, 77 Murray Street, N, ) &
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MISS MITCEIREI.I.

WINTER MILLINERY, DRESS AND

MANTLE MAKING.

Great bargains given in all departments, especially in Winter Milli-
nery. She is now prepared to make HATS AND BONNETS in

the latest fashions having secured a first-class Trimmer.

New Cutting System. Special attention given to Evening, Wedding,

and Street costumes, and made in the latest styles.
from a distance waited upon on Saturdays.

All customers
All orders promptly
attended to.

ROOMS—Over Warner & Co’s Dry Guods Store, Doheny Block, next door to
A, Higinbotham’s Drug Store.
1740-t8

FARMERS, ATTENTION.

Having secured the Agency at Victoria Road for the MASSEY and HARRIS Companies, I

am prepared to supply Fermers with the best

Farm Implements at Prices and Terms which Cant be Beaten

A tull stock of Repairs always on hand,

I will also kesp on hand Orgais, Sewing Machines,
Washing Machines, etc. Call and see me before purchasing elsewhere.

JOS, V. STAPLES, Victoria Road.
Victoria Road, Nov. 4th, 1891, —7-26

EDMUND GREGOR}Y

DRUGGIST & SEEDSMAN,
Corner of Kent and William Btreets, Lindsay.

FULL STRENGTH BAKING POWDER,

PURE SPIQES,
LIVER TONIC,
ELIXIR ANISEED,
DIARRHEA SPECIFIC,
WORM POWDER,
WHITE OINTMENT,
FURNITURE OREAM,
TOOTHACHE DROPS,
INFANTS' CARMINATIVE,

ANTIBILIOUS PILLS. :

Organs Repaired and Tuned.

R. N. SISSON, -

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

Orders by mail promptly attended to.

LINDSAY, ONT.

1801.

WELL - ASSORTED.

Winter is near at hand, and we have made preparations for it, and
would ask you to see our stock of BOOTS AND SHOES, which you

will find fully assorted and good value,

We have also a fine range of DRESS AND MANTLE GOODS, aud as
crops were extra good this year, we would suggest that you give your
wives a share in them by purchasing a new Dress or Mantle. Our
Millinery 8tock, though we have had a large trade in it, is kept well

assorted. Don’t fail to call and see what we have,

B. Z) YEREX.

Little Britain, Oct. 15th 1891.—1804-t¢

THEMANUFACTURERS’ LIFE & ACCIDENT

INSURANCE COMPANIES,

Combined Authorized Capital
and other assets ....................$3,000,000

J. W. WALLACE,

Agent, Lindsay.

W. A. HORKINS,

District Manager, Peterboron
1647-ly.

FOoOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT. & Co.

Undertakers

.~ Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.
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KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

R SN,

and Cabinet Makers.
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