THE SMITHFIELD HERALD. JULY 12. 1001,

Of Moscow # |

& & £ By SYLVANUS COBSB, Jr.

.
-

.?:.:l‘.:.:.

B R R R R R R R

CHAPTER IV.—~Continned

¥or somé moments Claudia Nevel
-was gilent. But at length che said,
awhile a tear glistened in her eye:

“I have given one loved being up
to my country’s good. Russia took
my husband from me, and I could il
aflord now to lose my son, Yet
wather than one stain should rest
-upon his name 1 would see him dead
thefore me. Oh, Rurie, you know
whether dishonor would rest upon
you were you to refuse this chal-
lenge.”

“l will speak plainly, my dear
'mother,” n.nmr:‘.::-trthu vouth in a
remulous tone, for his parent’s
%indness had moved him. “ln my
goul I should feel perfectly justified
in refusing this meeting, for no

rinciple of real honor is at stake.
But were 1 to back out now from
this I shonld never meet another
:generous look in Moscow. Every
one would point the finger of scorn
toward me, and the word coward
would ring always in my ears. It
may be a false state of things—I
Aeel that it really is so—but how
sean I help it? It is the curse of all
great military epochs. Dattle alone
makes heroes, and so all must meas.
are their honor by the foree of their
arms. The count carries even now
mupon his brow the mark of mv blow,
=and all will say he bas a rizht to
-demand satisfaction, thourh 1 know
that Le provoked the quarrel on
purpose. | cannot reiuse him on the |
ground of station, for he is above |
ame in that. 1 must meet him.”

“Then,” said the mother in a low,
calm tone, but with much effort, |
“you shall not feel that vour moether |
would thwart your desiem. If yvour
own good judgment says go, then i,
Tf they bring your body to me in the |
sstern grasp of death, I shall pray for |
the soul that has gone and shall |
‘hope to meef you in the home of the |
redeemed. If you come Lack to me
alive, I ghall thank God that vou are
«spared. But, alas, the jov vill be
«louded with the thousht of bLlood
-upon vour hands and the knowledge
that my joy is another’s grief !” |

“No, no, my mother,” cried Rurie |
«quickly and earnestly. “I will not
‘have a fellow being’s blood wpon my |
hand if I can avoid it. Ounly to save |
amy own life will I take his. Ile has |
«done all this himself—all, all. The
«quarrel was his own, and the first
blow was his. The challenge iz his, |
and now is not the responsibility his
also?”

“It is, my son, go far as he alone
as concerned. [f you have a respon-
sibility, it must be to your own soul.
But tell me, has not the emperor
made some new law touching this
practice of dueling ¥

“Yes, but only the challenger is
responsible. The party challenged is |
held free from blame in the cyes of
the law.”

“Then I shall interpose no more
«objections,” eaid the mother. She
tried to speak hopefullv, but she |
«could not hide the fearful sadness of
her heart. “Could fervent praver |
avert the blow it should not fall, but
T can only pray as one withiout pow- |
<r.”

A longz time efter this was passed
in eilence. Both the mother and
son seemed to have something upon
their minds which they wished to
say, but dared not. But the former
at length overcame her reluctance.

“Rurie, mv son,” she said, keep-
dng back the tears that struggled for |
utterance in their silent speech, “is
there any little word you would
leave—any matter of moment”—

“No, mo,” the boy answered,|
gpeaking calmly by effort. “I am
yours, and all is yours. But I shall|
not fall.” |

“Ah, be not too confident, my|
eon. Let no such assurance lead you |
to forget vour God. 1 have heard of |
this count. It was he who slew Rut-
@er, and Momjako, too, he slew in
the duel. He is an expert swords-
anan and surely means to kill you if |
he can.”

“T nm aware of that, my mother,
But do you know that we are all
prone to overlook our own powers
when pondering upon the feats of
others? 1 may be pardoned for as-
suring you that the only man who
has ever yet overcome the count at
the eword play was one of my own
#cholars, &hl.{q in Spain I practiced
-with some of the best swordsmen in
the kingdom. But, listen, 1 will
send one word. For yourself I can
%ell you nothing which you do not
Iknow. But yet you may see Rosa-
dind. If you do, tell her— But you
&now my soul. You can tell her as
fou please. But I shall not fall.”

1t was now late, and ere long Ru-
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ric kissed his mother and then re- |
tired to his bed.

And the widow was left alone.
With her eyes she followed the ve-
treating form of her belpved son,
and when he was gone from her
gight she howed 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,
ghe 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 openéd her
eves of promize in vain, for she
looked into a gloom so utter that
out of its depths loomed only the
blackness of despair, |

Sleep on, Rurie. But, oh, couldst
thon know how thy fond mother's |
heart is racked there’d be no sleep
for thee!

CHATPTER V.
THZ DUEL

On the follow 1z morning Rurie
was up betimes, and at the break-
fast table not a word of the one all
absorbing theme was nttered. After
the meal was finished the gunmaker |
went out to his shop and took tlr-wn|
from one of the closcts a long leath-
arn case in which were two swords,
both of the same make and flnish,
only different in gize. They were
Toledo blades and of most cxquisite
workmanship and finish. Ruric tonl
out the heaviest one, which was a
two edged weapon with a eross hill
of heavily gilded metal. He placec
the point upon the floor, and {hen,
with all hiz micht, he bent the blad
till the pommel touched the point.
The lithe steel sprang back #o its
place with a sharp clang, and the
texture was not started. Then he
struck the flat of the blade upon the
anvil with great force. The ring
wae sharp and clear, and the weapon
remained unharscd.

“By St. Micliael,, Paul, Mozcow
does not contain another bLlade like
that. Damascus pever saw a bet-
ter.”

Thus spoke the gunmaker to his
boy as he balanecd the beautiful
weapon in his hand,

“l think you are right, my maa-
ter,” the Loy returned, who had le- |
lmrld the trial of the blade with un- |
bounded admiration. *But,” he add- |
ed, “could you not temper a l»].-u.hl
like that *™ |

“I’erhaps if I had the steel. Dut |
I have not. The steel of these two |
blades came from India and was
originally in one waapon, a ponder-
ous two handed affair belonging te
a Bengal chieftain. The metal pos- |
sesses all the hardness of the finest
razor, with the  elasticity of the |
most subtle spring. My old master
at Toledo gave me these as a me- |
mento. Were I to mention the sum |
of money he was once offered for |
the largest one you would hardly |
credit it.”

“How much " asked Paul, with a
boy's curiosity. .

“It was a sum equal to ahout 700 |
Jucats.” |

“And yet he gave it away”

“Ave, for its price was but imagi-
nary, while its y¥arth to him was on-
ly vommensurate with the good it |
did him, 1f he told the truth, he
loved me, and these he gave me as a

pariing gift as the best patterns I
cottld wish for when making such.”

Alter thas 1 * put up the small
gward, and then he gave Panl a few
directions chout the work, promis-
ing to be Yack before nizht. T'he

+ B
faitliful Bov shook his head dabious-

ly as Lie beard this promise, but he
said nothing, and shortly afterward

Ruric *vent into the house. Juat

| then Alarie Orsa drove up to the

door,

Ruric was all roady but putting
on his bonuet and pelisze.  IHis |
mother was in the kitclien. Ile
went to her with a emile upon his
face. 1o put his arms ebout her
1od drew her to his bosom.

“God-blesz vou, my mother! 1|
ghall come back.” e said this and
then kissed her. '

“God keep—and”— . |

It was all she conld say. !

Rurie gazed a moment into her |
face, then he kissed her again, and |
aguin he said: |

“God bless yow, my riother! I/
ghall come back.” i

He dared not gtop to speak more,
Gently seating his rnnd mother up-
on a chair, he turned and hurried
from the place. In the hall he
threw on his pelisse and bonnet, and
tllin he opened the door and passed
out.

“Have you a good wespon ?” ask-
od Orsa as the horse startzdoon.

*“1 have a fair one. [ think it 'ﬂ.ll
not deceive me,” returned Rurie, ‘

“T asked,” continued Orsa,
cause Damonoff prides himself upon
the weapon he wears. It is a4 Ger-
man blade, and he thinks he can eut
in twain the blade of any othcr‘
weapon in Moscow with it.”

“l have a good weapon,” Ruric |
said quietly, “and one which has
gtood more tests than most swords
will bear.” And aftes eome further
remarks he related the peculiar cir-
cumstances attending the making of
the eword 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. The sun shone bright-
Iy 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 bredthe more freely. He had |
been upon t‘m ground but a few
minutes when the other part® came
in sight around the head of the
river.

As soon as the count anl his see-
ond arrived and the horseés had been
secured the lieutenant proposed that
they should repair to the huilding
which was close ft hand, This was
a large open boathouse which was|
unused and deserted in the winter,
and it was prnl{mspd to go in there |
because the reflection of the strong
sunlicht fram the bright snow was
caleulated to blind and blur the eye.

“Ha! What means that?®” nttered
Orsa as he saw a sledge just turning
the bend of the river with an officer |
in it.

“It is only a surgeon,” replied
Damenoff. *“1 would rot cut a
man's flesh without giving him a
fair chance to survive 1t.”

“And then you may find him
servicenble fo yourself, eh'’?” sug-
gested the lieutenant.

“0f course. There is no telling
what may happen.”

In a moment more the now sledge
came up, and Rure recognized its
inmite as an army surgeon whom he |
had geen before, though he knew mot
his name,

“Now for the old boathouse™
eried Urzen.

“Ave,” added Damonoff. “Let us
have this business done, for I would
be back to dinner. 1 dine with Olea |
today, and a fair maiden awaits my |
coming.” |

“Notice him not,” whispered Or|
sa, who walked these by Rurie’s side, |
“That is one of his clef pnintal
when engamed in an affair of this|
kind, He hopes to get you angry |
and so unhinge your nerves.” |

“Never fear,” returned the gun- |
maker. “Be sure he only lringa|
new Jdanger to himself, for such ef- |
forts will find their point in the)|
muccle of my arm.” |

The party halted when they
reached the_interior of the roungh |
structune, antl ‘the count threw off |
his pelisse and drew his swonl TRao-
ric followed his example,

“Sir count,” the latter snid ns he
maoved a step forward, “ere we com-
mence this work I wish all present
to understard distinetly how 1
stand. You have sought this quar-
rel from the firss, Without the least
provocation from me you have in-
sulted me moet,grossly, and thi= is
the climax. So, before God and
man, be the result upon your own
head.”

“Out, lying knave”—

“Hold,” eried the surgeon, laying
his hand Leavily upon the count’s
arm, “You hie no right to speak |
thus, for vou lower yourzell when
vou do it. If you have como to fight,
do =0 benorably.”

An angry reply was upon Damo-
nofl's lips, but le did not spoak it
He turned to his antagoniss and |
said : |

“Will you measure weapone, sir? |
Mine may be a mite the longest, |
seck ro advantage, and I have one |
here of the same length and weight
as my own if yon wish it.” |

“I am well gatisfied as it is,” re-
plicd Ruric¥

“Then take your ground. Are you |
ready ¥

“] em!” |

The two swords were erossed in |
an instant, with a clear, eharp elang. |

There was some contrast Botween |
the two combatants, but bt mygh |
apparently. The count was a little
the taller, and Rurie was somewhat |
heavier. But to u elose observer |
there was a pecnline contrast in the |
bearing of the twe men. That|
breast swelling oul so nobly and
those massive shoulders, made for

the seat of phyfical powey, sere Ru-
ric’s alone to possess. Yet Conrad
Damonoff was accounted a strong
man. In the athletic eports of the
court club he had few superiors and
not many equals. But Ruric Nevel

d never shown his strength there,

Now, for the first time, that con-
temptuous look | from the
count’s face. As his eye caught his
amaﬁnist’s position, as he notic-
ed the calm, dignified, quiet ense
of every limb and as he canght the
deep, mystic fire of thosa expressive
eyes he knew that he had no com-
mon amateur to deal with.

At length Conrad Damonoff start-

od back, and a quick cry escaped his

hps. His antagonist’s pomt m.
touched his hosom. It had pressed

“be-| against his heart and had not beeqr

driven home. Well he knew that his
life was his no longer, for the gun-
maker had gained it and spared it.

“You fence well,” he gasped,
struggling to regaihis composure, |

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

“Come on,” the count ttered. |
now guthering all his energios for |
another effort,

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

nent’s power. Ruric quickly

ound that the other was more care-

ful than at first, ard he carried his |
own point aecordingly, At the|
twelfth stroke the count made &
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, ut his
meaning Lad been read from the
filst by Ruric. The youth caught
the motion of the eve, and he saw
that his heart was the place looked
to. His own movement was ﬁ!most!
instinctive. He received his antag- |
onist’s sword midway upon his own |
blade, then moved his arm quickly |
forward and canght the point uader |
his cross guard; then, with all his
power, he wrenched his arm upward
and backward, and the count’s
gword went flying across the build-
ing. It struck the opposme wall|
with a dull clang, and t[n- next in- |
stant it was half buried in the snow.

“Fear nod, =ir,” =aid Rarie as the
count stawrted back, with both hands
raised. “I never strike en unarmed

| man,”

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

“By St. Paul,” eried the surreon,
“your kfe is forfeited. sir count,
and now you shonld be satisfied.” .

“No, no,” the discomfited n=in ex- |
claimed, starting up with race and
mortification. “That was het a alip,
"Twas a false step, a cowardly feint.
I am not overcome.”

“But, man of mortality, even now
your life is Nevel's. Ie may Tun
vou through now if he cliooses.®

“But he has not,” the count eried,
springing to where his sword hal
fallen and snatehing it up.

“Sir count,” here spoke R‘.:ri'rl
calmly, but with marked contem.t, |
“you should not blame me for what
I have done, for thrice have you
tried to break my sword.”

“Then trv it again!” Damonoff
returned. “Tuke my eword again if |
wu can.”

“Perlmps not;"” our hero retorted. |
“But be sure vour sword shall be |
uséd no more after this day.” {

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

The conclusion of the sentence
wag drowanad by the clash of steel,

At the second stroke the cpunt
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 Damonofi’s blade close to the
haft and broke it in twain.

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

“Hold!" cried both the surseon
and Stephen Urzen in concert. “You
are mad, Conrad.”

“Mad? Oh, I shall be mad!
Where ia mu sword ?” ile reckless
man velled, casting the hiandeless
pomrial down.

“But will yon not listen one™—

*Away, I say! Shall I give up be-
cause my eword is booken? By the
gods, the weapon deceived me.
Where iz the other ¥

“Deceived thee, Conrad 7 repent-
ed the surgeon sarpastically. “I
the Moly Ghost, had thy head b o
received 8 bundredth part of the
blow "twold not be upon thy shoul-
ders pow!” =

Bt the count was hevond all rea- |
gon. - In his madzess he raw not that |
his sword had been brolien on pur-
rn.ur-. Ie il not see that Le had

reen at his antagonist’s merey. But|
bis friends sdaw it all. |

“Ha! Wham have we here ?” cried |
Alarie, whose eve had caught a derk |
form at the entrance of the old|
building.

It waa Viadumir, the monk, .

“How mow ? What seck ve Lere?” |
ssked Urzen as the fat. burly monk |
'l:ldlml toward the party.

L o
e
see what it was. Surely where the
work of death is going on a child of
the holy church of God may come.”

“Aye,” cried the count. “Come in
and welcome, but meddle not. Now,
my sword, where is & ?”

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

“Beware, Conrad. Yon had bet-

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

Thus far Ruric had remained si-

nigh being run through. He lost all

| he struck the count’s point down.

lent, but he felt it his duty to speak
”'.'

“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
speak one word. You have provok-

a quarrel with me, and you have |
challenged me. T have no fear 6f
death when duty eallt for my life,
but I would not die thus, nor would
I lay a follow being thus, Six sep-
arate times today since our swords
first crossed have 1 spared your
life"—

“Liar!”

—*and twice have T had you be-
fore me unarmed,” Ruric eontinged
without mnoticing the interraption.
“1 hatd hopea this would have shown
you that I sought not harm to you
and, furthermore, that vou were no
match for me at this kind of work.”

“Out, fool!" yellad Damonofl, now
fairly frothing with rage. *1f you
dare not cross swords again, say so,
but do not erawl off like a coward!”

“One word more,” uttered Rurie,
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 forfeit4f I trifle with

ou more. Bo now beware. You

ve suflicient warning.”

Perbaps the count really over-
looked the facts of which Ruric had
gpoken. In his ungovernable rage
he may have fancied that was only
accident thft had worked against
him. However, he started forward
once more and made a furious lunge
at his antagonist.

“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 un-
precedented. He threw up all rules
of exercise and cut and thrust only
in wild madness. Twiece Ruric came

run of his opponent’s play and
quickly saw that he must put a stop
to the conflict or run the risk of
leaving a childless mother in his
home to see that day’s sun sink.
“Will you give o’er” he asked as

“Never! Submit to such as yon?
Bah!”

A few moments more the cortflict
lasted. One more opportunity he
had at DamongiT’s heart, and he
uﬁnrcd him. All present saw it save
the pnadman.

“Fool!” uttered the monk, who
trembled from head {o foot with ex-
citement, hia huge belly ghaking like
a bag of jelly. “Will you throw
away your own life, Ruric Nevei?
Slall I tell your mother you left her
of your own will?”

This mention of hia mdther o

the last lingwimg doubt from Ru-
ric’s mind. Agafh he struck the o
posing point down, and then le
pressed his own point upon the
count’s bosom. He avoided the
heart—lie tried to avoid the vitals—
but he threw his arm forward, and
his glittering blade passed through
the fool's body. "With am cxpros-
jon of pain wpon his features he
:tagtcd bI:l:'k nl:it;ﬁresn*d his reeking
point upon the trodden snow. The
count came furiously on again, but
he struck wildly and at random, Ra-
ric merely warding off his blows, un.
til finally hiz arin sank. On the next
moment his sword fell from hw
nerveless grasp, gnd he sank, faint-
ing, back into the arms of Lis at-
tendants.

TO BE CONTINUED,
—_———
Yhe Morah

Banday School Teacher—When the
bad children called the old man “bald-
heagd,” the bears'came out of the woods
and ate them up. What does that teach
us?

olar—To always dimd g tree be
fore calling names,

A Leng Job,

""('!“oodnoumﬂ What are goa do-
mgﬂnnudmmmm
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tree chopped down."—New York Even-
tag Journal

‘
For Sixty Days.
For the next sixty days we shall
sell goods very cheap for osh in

order to run down our stock as we
expeet 1o make some changes in

business. If you need
Heavy and Fancy
Groceries,

Souff, Cigars, Tobaceo, Confec-
tioneries or almost anything in

General Merchandise

come to ovr store.
age solicited,

Your patron-

Mr Paunl Fitzgerald is with us and
will be glad 10 have his friends
call and see him,

J. M. VINSON & CO,

Selma, N. C.
July 1-tt.

FCCORSETS
Make
American Beauties.
o We have them
in =il styles and
_ shapesto fitevery
" figure, and every

A%’ \. \corsct is cold
LY 'Ifr'-‘.}/"')l:t:l:r this most
w” W Iberal warrant—
“Money refunded after four
weeks' trial if corset is not
satisfactory."”

Look for this
Trade Mark on
inside of corset
and on box.

KALAMAZOO CORSET CO.

Suu IMakers. Kahmam. m
FOR SALE BY

W. G. Yelvington,
SMITHFIELD, N, C.

You NeeD IT.

It is Good to nave

on hand. o
A Bottle of £__ .
Mozingo's Lﬁ l:l.ﬂleflt
Nerveand Bone

Made strictly by an old and relinble formula.
Has been used for thirty-five years,

For Man and Beast.
You Get a Large Bottle for 50 cts.
MADE AND FOR EALE BY

J B MOZINGO,
Smithfield, N. C.

For sale by Hood Bros, Smithfield; Haywood
Price, Beulah township: Hare & Son, Selma,
N.C.;: W. E. Smith, Micro, N. C.; GG, F. Wood-
ard, Princeton; Alex, Edgerton, Plnkney;
Pope Bros,, near Kenly: J. K. Kains, Bagiey.

March 19-tf

NEW MILLINERY.

Go to H. W. Mitehell's for bar-
gains In fancy millinery goods.

—BY—
Miss Annie Glisson,
a special saleslady. Call and see
us before buying elsewhere.

Respectiully,

Miss Claudia Miichell

CLAYTON, N. C.

THIS IS
The New Number 8

Domestic Sewing
Machine,

FOR SALE BY

J. M. BEATY,

SMITHFIELD, N. C.

—_—
Lt

We are still clubbing Tum
raLp and the New York

week World for £1.65
cash in advance,

\

Hats Trimmed [0 Order

et Pl el e i T o ek e R o b e,

P B o i g



