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" Thus speaking, Hurie went to his
desk, and upon the bottom of the

" missive he had reccived from the
count he wrote:

Dear Alaric—1 send this to you by the same
hand that bore it to me. and yuu are hereby em
powered to act for me 28 you may deem proper
I ahail be governed strictly by your arrangements.

Runse

Having written this, he showed it
t0 Urzen and asked him if he would
bear it to the hi,utenant. An af-
firmative reply was given, and then,
simply folding the note in the oppo-

gunmaker superscribed it anew to
the lieutenant and handed 1t to his
visitor. Urzen took it, and, with a
stiff bow, but without speaking, he
turned and left the place.

That evening ahout 8 o’clock a
sledge drove up to Ruric’s door, and
Alaric Orsa entered the house. Ho
called the youth aside and informed
him that the arrangements had all
been made.

“Damonoff is in a hurry,” he said,
“and we have appointed the meet-
ing at 10 o’clock tomorrow fore-
noon. It will take place at-the hend
of the river just bevond the Viska|
hill.” '

“And the weapons *” asked Ruric,

“Bwords,” returned Orea. “The

count will bring his own, and he,
gives you the privilege of relecting .

)
f

such a one as you chooze.”
“I thank you, Alarie, for vour.

Jkindness thus far, and you mav rest fhand 1f 1 enn avout 1t

assured that I shall be prompt.”

e way from the original Told, the’

But were 1 to back out now rrom
this I should never meet another
generous look in Moscow. Every
one would point the finger of scorn
toward me, and the word coward

would ring alwavs m my ears. It

may be a falee state of thangs--1

feel that it really is so—-but how |

can I helpit? It is the curse of all
great military epochs,  Battle alone
makes heroes, anid so all must meas-
ure f.ht.‘lr h‘)“‘)r hv [}l(' f()l'('(.' ‘)f lll('lr
arms. The count carrmes even now
upon his brow the mark of my blow,
and all will say he las a right to
demand satisfaction, though | know
that he provoked the quarrel on
purpose. I cannot refuse him on the
ground of station, for he is above
me in that. [ must meet him.”
“Then,” said the mnther in a low,
calm tone, but with much effort,
““you shall not feel that vour mother
would thwart your design.  1f your
own good judgment suvs go, then go.
If they bring vour body to me n the
stern grasp of death, 1 shall pray for
the soul that has gone and shall
hope to meet you in the home of vhe
redeemed. If vou come back to me
alive, I shall thank God that you are
spared. But, alus, the jov wili be
clouded with the thought of blood

upon vour hands and the knowledze |

that my joy is unother's grief !”
“No, no, my mother,” eried Rurie
quickly and earnestly  *I will not
have a fellow being’s blood upon my
Only to «ave
my own hfe will I take hw.  He has

“Suppose I call here 1n the morn- done all this hunself—all, all. The

ing for vou?” suggested the visitor.

T should be pleased to have you
doso.”

“I will, then. I shall be along in :
good season with my sledge, and we f
:‘?1’{ both reach the ground togeth- !

Thus it was arranged, and then;
Orsa took his leave. \

When Ruric returned to his seat '
by the fireplace, he noticed that his |
mother watched him narrowly and

%ith more than ordinary interest.

e had once made up his mind that
o would say nothing to his mother-
wbout the affair until it was over,
ut &8 the time was set and the hour
rew nigh his mind wavered. When
it was over, where might he be:
But he was cut short in his reflec
tions by the voice of his parent.

“Ruric,” she said, and her vouce
trembled while she spoke, “you will
pardon me for prying into vour af-
fairs, but 1 cannot hide from myself
that something of more than usual’
moment is the matter with you.:
Why are these men calling to and,
fro? And why are you so thought-|
ful and moody? Youknow a moth. .
er’s feelings, and you will pardon a!
mmother's anxiety.’ |

“Surely, my mother,” the vouth:
yeturned, gazing up for a moment
and then letting his eyes droop]
again. At length he resumed, *I
ere you spoke.”

There was something deep and:
significant in Ruric’s tone, and his’
mother quickly caught the spark.

“What is it ?”” she tremblingly ut-!
tered, moving her chair nearer toi
ther child’s side.

“Listen,” the young man sanl,
And thereupon he detailed the (v
cumstances attending the wisit o)
the Count Damonoff to his shop.
Then he told of his own visit to
Rosalind and its result and then of
the visit of Stephen Urzen. |

ed without waiting for any reply, |

“you know it all. You sce how I.
- &nm situated. Remember, cur ndtion
“has reached its present point by suc-
cessful war, The soul of the nation
is built upon military honor, and
- since our noble emperor has opened
4he way of advancement of the low-
st of his subjects who are brave and
“{rue the coward is looked upon with
Jdisgust upon all hands. Yet, my

. mother, T would have you speak.”

For some moments Claudia Nevel
s pilent. But at length she said,
“while a tear glistened in her eye:

" “I~have given one loved being up
my colintry’s good. Russia took
my husband from me, gnd I could ill

ford now to lose sy som. Yet
ther than one stuin should rest
113 ame I would see him dead
fe, Oh, Ruric, you know
v fishonor would rest upon

yoi you to refuse this chal-

e A

t

~-“And now, my mother,” he add-

quarre! was hu> own, and the first !

blow was his. The challenge 1s s,
and now is not the responsibility his
also?”

“It is, my son, so far as he alone
is concerned. If you have a respon-
sibility, it must be to your own soul.
But tell me, has not the emperor
made some new law touching ths
practice of duehing ?”

“Yex, but onlv the challenger is
responsible. The party challenged i«

"held free from blame in the eves of

thelaw.”

“Then I shall interpose no more
objections,”” saud the mother. She
tried to apeak hopefully, hut whe
could rot hide the fearful radness of
her heart.  *Could fervent praver
avert the hlow 1t should not fall, bat

I can only pray as one without pow-

er.”

A long time after this was passed '
i3 sileuce,
.8on sermed to have something upon

Bath the mother and

their minds which they wirhed to

say, but dared not. But the former

atlength overcame her reluctance.
“Ruric, my son,” she said, keep-

ing back the tears that struggled for
utterance in their silent speech, 13
there any little word jou would
leave—any matter of moment”—

“No, no,” the loy answered,
speaking calmly by effort. I am
yours, and all is yours,  But 1 shall
not {all.”

“Ah, be not too confident. my
son.  Let no such assurance lead yvou
to forget vour God. L have heard of
this count. Tt was he who slew Rut-
ger, and Momjako, too, he slew in
the duel. He s an expert sworde.
man and gurely means to hill vou if
hecun.”

“I am aware of that, myv mother.
Bt do vou know that we are all
prrone to overlook our owrd pewers
when pondering upon the feats of
others* 1 mav be pardoned for pe-
suring vou that the only man who
has ever yet overcome the count at
the sword plav was one of my own
scholars. While in Spain [ practiced
with some of the hest swordsmen in
the kingdom., Buat, listen, I will
send one word. Ior vourself I can
tell you nothing which you do not
know. But yet you may see Rosa-
lind. - If you do, tell her— RBut you
know my soul. You can tell her as
youplease. But I chall not fall.”

It was now late, and ere long Ru-
ric kissed his mother and then re-
tired to his bed.

And the widow was left alone.
With her eyes she followed the re-
treating form of her beloved son,
and when he was gone from her
sight she bowed her head and sob-
bed aloud. When she reached her
humble couch, she knelt by the side

'thereof and poured forth her pent

up soul to God. When her head had
pressed the pillow, she tried to hope,
she tried to fasten one hope in her
mind, but she_ looked only into the
night. Not one ray of light reached
her struggling soul. She opened her
of promsse in vain, for she
Jooked into a ﬁoom so utter that
. b,oﬁfit;u-}l tha loomed only the

~' thou know how thy fond mother’s

| and it was proposed to_go in thers

heart is racked there’d be no sleep
for thee!

’ CHAPTER .
|

: THE DUEL.

On the following morting Ruric
was up betimes, and at the break-
fast table not a word of the one all

. abyorbing therme was uttered. After
i the meal was finished the gunmaker
| went out to his shop and toak down
from one of the closets a long leath-
crn case in which were {wo swords,
both of the same make and finiah,
only different in size. They were
Toledo blades and of most exquisite
workrmanship and finish. Ruric took
out the heaviest one, which was a
two cdpged weapon with a cross hilr
of heavily gilded metal. He placed
the point upon the floor, and then,
with all has might, e bent the blade
tll the pommel touched the pornt
The lithe steel sprang buck to s
place with a sharp clang, and the
texture was not started. Then he
struck the flat of the blade upon the
anvil with great foree. The nimyg
wus sharp and clear, and the weapon
rcmtunm] unhurmed.

“By sSt. Michael, Paul, Moscow
does not contain another blade like
that. Damascus never raw a bet-
ter.”

Thus spoke the gunmakher to his
boy as he bhalanced the beautiful
weapon tn his hand.

“I think you ure right, my mas-
- ter,” the boy returned, who had be-
held the trial of the-blade with un-
bounded admiration. “But,” he add-
ed, “could you not temper a blude
like that?”’ v

“Perhups if 1 had the steel. But
I have not. The steel of these two
blades came from India and was
orngmally i one weapon, a ponder-
ous two handed atfair belonging to
a Bengal chieftain. The metal po-
resses all the hardness of the tines
ruzor, with the elasteity of the
most subtle spring. My old master

— e e b e

“at Toledo gave me these as a me-
mento. Were I to mention the sum |

Cof money be was onee offered for '
, the Largest one you would hard!y |
coredit it .
“How much ?”" ashed Paul, with a
' boyv's curiosaty,

“It wus a rum equal to about YOO
i ducats.”

“Andyet he gave it away.”

“Ave, forits price was but imagi:
nary, while its worth to him was on-
Iy commensurate with the good it
j did him o If he told the truth, he
loved me, and these he gave me as a
parting mift as the best patterns |
could wish for when making such.”

After thas Rurie put up the sinall
ysword, and then he pave Paul a few
directions about the work, promrs-
ring to be back before mght. The
¢ fasthful hoy shook bis head dubious-
Iv ax he heard this pronnse, but he
Pand nothing and ~hortdy afterward
Rurie w nt mto the house, tht;
then Alarie Orea drove up to the
t]ﬂ()l‘. i
Rurie was all ready but putting
on his bonnet and  pelisse. s,
mother was in the kitehen,  He!
went to her with a suule upon his
fuce.  He put his arms ghout her

l'and drew her to his bosom.
| 4God bless vou, my mother! I

shall come back ™ He said this and
then kissed her.

“tod keep—and  —

It wax all she could sav.

Rurie gazed a moment into her
face, then he kissed her again, and
again he raud:

“God bless you, my mother! I
ghall come back.™

He dared not stop to speak more.
Gently seatmy his fond mother up-
on a chmir, he turned and hurried
from the place. In the hall he
threw on his pelizse and bonnet, and
then he opencd the door and pussed
onut.,

“Have youn good weapon #™ ask-
ed Orsaas the horse started on.

“I have a for one. T think it will
not deceive me,” returned Rurie,

“Ioasked,” continued Orsa, “he-
cause Damuonoff prides himself upon
the weapon he wears. It is a Ger-
man blade, and he thanks he can cut
in twain the blade of any other
weapon in Mozcow with it.”

“I have a good weapon,” Ruric
said quietly, *and one which has
stood more tests than most swords
will bear.” And after some further
remarks he related the peculiar cir-
cumstances attending the making of
the sword and his possession of it.

At length they struck upon the
river, and in half an hour more they
reached the appointed spot. The day
was beautiful. T'he sun shone bright-
ly upon the glistening snow, and the
air was still and calm. The sharp
frost of the atmosphere served only
to brace the system up, and Ruric
threw open his pelisse that he
might breathe more 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 sec-
ond arrived and the horses had been
secured the lieutenant proposed that
they should repair to the building
which was close at hand. This was
a large open boathouse which was

Junused and deserted in' the winter,

!'do so honorably.”

Jlife was his no longer, for the gun-

because the reflection of the strong
sunlight from the bright snow was
calculated to blind and blur the eve.

“Ha! What means that?” uttered
Orsa as he saw a sledge just turning
the bend of the river with an officer
init.

“It is onlv a surgeon,” replied
Damonoff. “lI would not cut a
man’s flessh without giving him a
fair chance to survive it.”

“And then you may find him
servicesble to vourself, eh?” sug-
gested the heutenant.

“Of course. There is no telling
what may happen.”

In a moment more the new sledge
came up, and Rurie recognized its
inmate g« @i army surgeon whom he
had seen before, though he knew not
his name.

“Now for the oid boathouse,”
crwed Urzen .

“Ave,” added Damonotf. “Let us
have this business done, for [ would
be back to dinner. 1 dine with Olga
today, and a fair maiden awaits myv
coming.”

“Notice him not,” whispered Or
sa, who walked close by Ruric’s side.
“That is one of his chief pomnta
when engaged in an_affair of thir
kind. He hopes to get vou angry
and so unhinge vour nerves.”

“Never fear,” returned the gun-
maker. “Be sure he only brings
new danger to himself, for such ef-
forts 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 sword. Ru-
ric followed his example.

“Sir count,” the latter said as he
mmed a step forward, “ere we com-
mence this work I wish all present
to undemstand distinetly imw 1
stand.  You have rought this quar-
rel from the first. Without the least
provocation from me you have in-
sulted me most grossly, and this is
the chmax. So, before God and
man, be the result upon your own
head.”

“Out, ving kpave '

“Hold,” eried the surgeon, laying
his hamnl heavily upon the count’s
arm.  “You have no right to speak
thus, for vou lower yourself when
voudot. If vou have come to fight,

An angry reply was upon Damo-
noff’s lips, but he did not speak it.
He turned to his antagonist and
said:

“Will you measure weapons, sir?
Mine may be a mite the longest. 1
seek no advantage, and 1 have one
here of the .ame length and weight
as my owni you wish it.”

“I'am w- 1l satistied as it is,” re-
plied Rure. '

“Then take your ground. Are vou
ready #”

“lam!”

The two swords were ernsced in
an nstant, with a clear, sharp clang.

There was some contrust between !
the two combatants, but not much
apparently.  The count was a hittle
the taller, and Rurie was somewhat |
heavier. But to a close obsermer
there was a peculiar contrast in the !
bearing of the two men. That.
breast swelling out so nobly and,
those massive shoulders, made for

the seat of physical power, were Ru- '
ric’s alone ta possess. Yet Conrad !
Damonoff was accounted a strong |
man. In the athletic sports of the
court ¢lub he had few superiors and
not many equals. But Ruric Nevel
had never shown his strength there.

Now, for the first time, that con-
temptuous look passed from the
count’s face. As his eve caught his
antagonist’'s position, as he n(mv-l
ed the calm, digmitied, quiet vﬂwi
of every limb and as he caught the

his cross guard; then, with all his
power, he wrenched his arm upward
and backward, and the count’s
sword went flving across the buiid-
ing. It struck the opposite wall
with a dull clang, and the next in-
stant it was half buried in the enow.

“Fear not, sir,” said Ruric as the
count started back, with both hands
raised. “I never strike an unarmed
man.” '

Damonoff’s arms fell to his side,
and a deep blush of shame mantled
his face. ne

“By St. Paul,” eried the surgeon,
“vour life is forfeited, sir count,
and now vou should be'satisrﬁed.”

“No, n0,” the discomfite:dd man ex-
claimed, starting up with rage and
mortification. “That was but a slip.
"I'was a false step, a cowardly feint,
I am not overcome.”

“But, man of martality, even now
vour life is Nevel's.  He may ru:n
vou through now if he chooses.”

“But he has not,” the count eried,
springing to where his sword had
fallen and snatching 1t 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 1o break my sword.”

“I'hen trv it azain!” Damonoff
returned. “Take my sword again if
you can.”

“Perhaps not,” our hero retorted.
“But be shre vour sword shall be
used no more after this day.”

“Ha! Brag not, but strike. If
you can”—

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

At the second stroke the count
made another furious thrust at his
antagonist’s heart. Ruric sprang
quickly aside, and with the whole
power of his good right arm he
struck Damonoff’s blade close to the
haft and broke 1t in twain.

“My other sword, my other
gword!” the count shouted, now
blinded by absolute madness. “Oh,
give me my other”—

“Hold!” ¢ried both the surgeon
and Stephen Urzen in eoneert. “You
are mad, Conrad.”

“Mad? OhL, I shall be mad!
Where 18 my sword ?” the reckless
man yelled,' casting the bladeless
pommel down,

“But will you not listen one”—

“Away, I sav! Shall I give up he-
cause my sword is broken? By the
gods, the weapon deceived me.
Where s the other?”

“Deceived thee, Conrad 7’ repeat-

“ed the surgeon rarcastically. “By

the Holy Ghost, had thy head but
received a hundredth part of the
blow "twould not be upon thy shoul-
ders now!”

But the count was bevond all rea-
gon. In his madness he saw not that
his sword had been broken on pur-
{msv He did not see that he had
wen at his antagonist’s mercy. But
his friends saw 1t all.

“Ha! Whom have we here ?’ cried
Alarie, whose exve had caught a dark .
form at the entrance of the old!
buildmg.

It was Viadimir, the monk.

“Iow now?” What seek ve here?”
asked Urzen as the fat, burly monk
waddied toward the party.

“I heard the clash of arms, my

son, as I rode by, and I stopped to
see what it was. Surely where the
work of death is going on a child of
the hely church of God may come.”

“Ave,"” cried the count. “Come in
and welcome, but meddle not. Now,
my sword, where 18 1t

Reluctantly Urzen hrought for-
ward the recond sword, but ere he
gave it up he said:

“Beware, Conrad.
ter’—

“Peace, babbler!” the excited fool

You had bet-

deep, mystie fire of those expressne Fhissed, snatching the weapon and

eves he knew that he had no com- '
mon amateur to deal with.

M length Conrad Damonof! ~tart-
ed back, and a quick erv escaped hiog
Lips.  His antazonist’s pomt had
tonched his hosom. It had pre--cd !
acrainst his heart and had not been
driven home. Well he knew that hi-

maker had gained it and spared it

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

. “You are not' a novice,” returned
Ruric calmlv, at the same time al-
lowing his point to drop.

“Come on,” the count uttered,
now gathering all his energies for,
another effort. [

And again the weapons were!
crossed. This time Damonoff was
more guarded. Before he had been '
impelled by his own assurance, but
now he was forced to regard his op-

onent’s power. Ruric quickly
ound that the other was more care-
ful than at 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 gnick, 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
ingtinetive. He received his antag-
onist’s sword midway upon his own
blade, then moved his arm quickly

3
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forward and ca,_lgmbt,tho point under |

: :
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then turming quickly upon the gun-
maker.

Thus far Ruric had remained si-
lent, but he felt it his duty to speak
now. B

“Sir count,” he said in a tone so
stern and authoritative and with a
look so commanding that the other
was held in abeyance by it, “I must
s'geak one word. You have provok-
ed a quarrel with me, and you have
challenged me. 1 have no fear of
death when duty calls for my life,
but I would not die thus, nor would
I slay a fellow being thus. Six sep-
arate times today since our swords
first crossed have I spared your
life”— :

“Liar!”

—*“and twice have I had you be-
fore me unarmed,” Ruric continued
without noticing the interruption.
“I had hoped this would have SEI)‘IOWII
you that I sought not harm to you
and, furthermore, that yvou were no
match for me at this kind of work.”

“Qut, fool!” yelled Damonoff, now
fairly frothing with rage. “If you
dare not cross swords again, say so,
but do not crawl off like a coward!”

“One word more,” uttered Ruric,
paling for an instant beneath the
unmerciful insult of the senseless
tongue that assailed him, and he
stood proudly erect while he spoke,
“before these men here assembled
and before God I swear that thus
far I have spared you, but my own
life may be the forfeit if I trifle with
vou more, So now beware. You

s

have sufficient warning.”

Perhaps the eount really over-
looked the facts of which Ruric had
spoken. In his ungovernable rage
he may have fancied that 'twas only
accident that had worked against
him. Hawever, he started forward
once more and made a furious lunge
at his antagonist. .

“Now,” he guasped, “play your
best, for my sword’s my own.”

But Ruric spoke not. He saw that'
the count was stzonger than before
—for his rage seemed to give him a
mamac’s power—and that he was
earnest only for life or death. He
struck quickly and furiously, and
his movements were strange apd un-
precedented.  He threw up all rules
of exercise and cut and thrust only
in wild madness. Twice Rurie came
nigh being run through. He lost all
run of his opponent’s play and
quickly raw that he must put a stop
to the conflict or run the risk of
leaving & childless mother in hig
home to see that day’s sun sink.

“Will you give o’er?” 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 Damonoff’s heart, and he
spared him. All present saw it save
the madman.

“Fool!” uttered the monk, who
trembled from head to foot with ex-
citement, his huge belly shaking like
a bag of jellv. *“Wil you E\row
away your own life, Ruric Nevel?
Shall T tell your mother you left her
of your own wili?”’

This mention of his mother called
the last lingering doubt from Ru-
ric’s mind. Again he struck theo
posing point down, and then he
pressed his own point upon the
count’s bosom. He avoided the
heart—he tried to avoid the vitals—
but he threw his arm forward, and
his glittering blade passed through
the fool’s body. With an expres-
gion of pain upon his features he
started back and rested his reeking
point upon the trodden snow. The
count came furously on again, but
he struck wildly and at random, Ru-
ric merely warding off his blows, un-
til finally his arm sank. On the next
moment his sword fell from his
nerveless grasp, and he sank, faint-
ing, back into the arms of his at-
tendants.

CHAPTER VL
BEFORE THE EMPEROR.

“Is he dead ?” asked Ruric, start-
ing quickly forward.

“Hold, my son,” uttered the
monk, laying his hand upon the
young man’s arm. ‘“‘Surely you have
pothing to fear. It was none of
your work, no more than if you had
run vour 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 I feared I might
break his skull.”

“He 13 not dead yet,” answered
the surgeon as Ruric pressed for-
ward and asked the question a sec-
ond time. “He has only fainted
from the shock of the blow, cougled
with his own fears and passions.
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