
POOR COPY

6 THE TJNIOl*AVOCATE, W5J) 'TESDAY, DECEMBER 25, 1901.

‘■g»M............. ...... %

X Ibe Gunmaker 
Of Moscow ^
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n-as oeautuul. The sun shone briglit- 
Thus «poke the gunmaker -to hk /y upon'th-2 glistening snow, and the 

hoy as he balanced the beautiful a'ir was still and calm. The sharp 
weapon in his hand. frost of the atmosphere served only

“I think you are right, my mas- j-0 trace the system up, and Ruric 
ter,” the boy returned, who had be- threw open his pelisse that he 
held the trial of the blade with un- .might breathe more freely. He had 
bounded admiration. “But,” he add-1 .heen upon the ground but a few 
ed, “could you not temper a blade j minutes when the other party came 
like that ?” ft sight around the head of the

“Perhaps if I had the steel. But fiver.
I have not. The steel of these two* As soon as the count and his sec- 
blades came from India and wai arrived and the horses had been 
originally in one weapon, a ponder- secure(j the lieutenant proposed that 
ous two handed affair belonging to j they should repair to the building 
a Bengal chieftain. The metal pos-1 ^hich was close at hand. This was 
sesses all the hardness of the j a large open boathouse which was
razor, with the elasticity of the 
most subtle spring. My oV master 
at Toledo gare 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?” asted Paul, with a 
boy's curiosity.

“It was a sum zqual to about 700 
ducats.”

“And yet he gave it away.”

unused and deserted in the winter, 
and it was proposed to go in there 
because the reflection of the strong 
sunlight from the bright snow was 
calculated to blind and blur the eye.

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

“It is only a surgeon,” replied 
Damonoff. “I would not cut a 
man’s flesh without giving him a

“Aye, for its price was but imagi- fajr chance to-survive it.”
nary, while its worth to him was on
ly commensurate with the good it 
flid him. If he told the truth, he 
loved me, and these he gave me as a 
parting gift as the best patterns I 
could wish for when making such.”

After this Boric put up the small 
word, and then be gave Paul a few 
directions about the work, promis
ing to be back before night. The 
faithful boy shook his head dubious
ly as he heard this promise, but he 
said nothing, and shortly afterward 
Burk went into the house. Just 
then Alaric Orsa drove up to the 
door.

“And then you may find him 
serviceable to yourself, eh?” sug
gested the lieutenant.

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

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

“How for the old boathouse,” 
cried Urzen.

“Aye," added Damonoff. “Let us 
have this business done, for I would
be back to dinner. I dine with Olga

. „ , ... i today, and a fair maiden awaits myRune was all ready tout putting !
■ ^ bonnet and glisse. His; «Notice him not," whispered Or- 

jyas m the kitchen. He who walked close by Ruric’s side, 
went to her with a sunk upon his «^at is one of his chief 
face. He put his arms about her ! w^en 
and drew lier to his bosom. j g

on hie 
mother

points 
of this

“God bless vou, m.y mother I 1 
shall come back.” He said this and 
then kissed lier.

“God keep—and”—
It was all she could say.
Buric 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 up
on a chair, he turned and hurried 
from the place. In the hall he 
threw on his pelisse and bonnet, and 
then he opened the door and passed 
out.

“Have you a good weapon ?” ask
ed Orsa as the horse started on.

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

“I asked,” continued Orsa, “be
cause Damonoff prides himself upon 
the weapon he wears. It is. a Ger
man blade, and he thinks he can cut 
in twain the blade of any other 
weapon in Moscow with it.”

“I have a good weapon,” Buric 
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

one
iged in an affair 

hopes to get you angry 
and so unhinge your 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. Ba
ric followed his example.

“Sir count,” the latter said as he 
moved a step forward, “ere we com
mence this work I wish all present 
to understand distinctly how I 
stand. You have sought this quar
rel from the first Without the least 
provocation from me you have in
sulted me 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 
yon do it If yon have come to fight, 
do so honorably.”

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. I 
seek no advantage, and I have one

ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY.
Genuine

reached the appointed spot. The «lay ] here of the same length and weight
as my own if you wish it”

“I am well satisfied as it is,” re
plied Buric.

“Then take your ground. Are you 
ready ?”

“Iam!”
The two swords were crossed in 

an instant, with a clear, eharo clang.
There, was some contrast between 

the two combatants, but not much 
apparently. The count was a little 
the taller, and Buric was somewhat 
heavier. But to a close observer 
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 scat of phy : ai j o-vor, w. 
riu’s alone to [*>.-.sess. Vet lonr.i-.i 
Damonoff was accounted a strong 
man. In the athletic sports of the 
court club he had few superiors and 
not many equals. But Ilurio Nevel 
had never shown Ills strength there.

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

At length Conrad Damonoff start
ed back, and a quick cry escaped his 
lips. His antagonist’s point had
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touched his bosom. It had pressed 
against b» heart and had not been 
driven fiome. 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 regain his composure.

“You are not a novice,” returned 
Buric calmly, 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
ponent’s power. Buric quickly 
found that the other was more care
ful than at first, and he carried his 
otm 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 Buric. 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 received his antag
onist’s sword midway upon his own 
blade, then moved his arm quickly 
forward and caught the point under 
his cross guard; then, with all his 
power, he wrenched his arm upward 
and backward, and the count’s 
sword went flying across the build
ing. It struck the opposite wall 
with a dull clang, and the next in
stant it was half buried in the snow.

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

DamonofFs arms fell to his side, 
and a 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 ex
claimed, 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 Novel’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 Buric 
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 again!” Damonoff 
returned. “Take my sword again if 
you can.”

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

“Ha! Brag not, hué 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. Buric sprang 
quickly aside, and with the whole 
power of his good right arm he 
struck Damonoff’s blade close to the 
haft and broke it in twain.

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

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

“Mad? Oh, I shall be mad! 
Where is my sword?” the reckless 
man yelled, casting the bladeless 
pommel down.

“But will you not listen one”—
“Away, I say ! Shall I give up be

cause my sword is broken ? By the 
gods, the weapon deceived me. 
Where is the other ?”

“Deceived thee, Conrad ?” repeat
ed the surgeon sarcastically. “By 
the Holy Ghost, had thy head but 
received a hundredth part of the 
blow ’twould not be upon thy shoul
ders now I”

But the count was beyond all rea
son. In his madness he saw not that 
his sword had been broken on pur
pose. He did not see that he had
boon at bia antagonist*» merer Tint
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his friends saw it alL
“Ha I Whom have we here ?” cried 

Alaric, whose eye had caught a dark 
form at the entrance of the old 
building.

It was Vladimir, the monk.
“How now? Wh at seek ye here ?” 

asked Urzen as the fat, burly monk 
waddled 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 holy church of God may come.”

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

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

“Beware, Conrad. You had bet
ter”—

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

Thus far Buric had remained si
lent, 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 commanding that the other 
was held in abeyance by it, “I must 
speak one word. You have provok
ed a quarrel with me, and you have 
challenged me. I 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,” Buric continued 
without noticing the interruption. 
“I had hoped this would have shown 
you that I sought not harm to you 
and, furthermore, that you 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 so, 
but do not crawl off like a coward !”

“One word more,” uttered Buric, 
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 
you more. So now beware. You 
have sufficient warning.”

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

“Now,” lie gasped, “play your 
best, for my sword’s my own.”

But Buric 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. Twice Buric came 
nigh being run through. He lost all 
run of his opponent’s play and 
quickly saw that lie 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 ?” lie 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.

‘Tool!” uttered the monk, who 
trembled from head to foot with ex
citement, his huge belly shaking like 
a bag of jelly. “Will you throw 
away your own life, Buric Nevel? 
Shall I tell your mother you left her 
of your own will?”

This mention of his mother called 
the last lingering doubt from Ru
ric’s mind. Again he struck the op
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
sion of pain upon his features he 
started back and rested his reeking 
point upon the trodden snow. The 
count came furiously on again, but 
he struck wildly and at random, Bu
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 VI.
BEFORE THE EMPEROR.

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

“Hold, my son,” uttered the 
monk, laying 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 
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 is not dead yet,” answered 
the surgeon as Buric pressed for
ward and asked the question a sec
ond time. “He has only fainted 
from the shock of the blow, coupled 
with his own fears and passions.”

“But will he die?” Buric asked, 
kneeling down by the fallen man’s 
side.

“I cannot yet tell,” the doctor 
said, at the same time wiping the 
blood away, which was flowing free
ly-

“But why not probe the wound 
now?” suggested the monk. “Now 
is the best time, for the place is not 
yet inflamed, and while he is thus in
sensible he will be free from pain.”

The surgeon at once saw the 
truth and propriety of this, and he 
proceeded to act upon the sugges
tion. Having selected a probe which' 
appeared applicable, he examined 
the wound. Buric watched him ea
gerly and with a painful expression.

“I do not think this wound is 
mortal,” the surgeon reported as he 
carefully felt his way along the 
course the steel had taken. “It has

Siassed below the right lung and on- 
y severed some of the smaller blood 

vessels. I think, with proper care, 
he may recover.”

“Thank God!” fervently ejaculat
ed Buric, with his hands clasped.

“But why so anxious ?” asked Ur
zen. “You were ready enough to 
accept his challenge.”

“Aye, else you would have called 
me coward,” returned thegunmak- 
er, with a flashing eye. “Had I re
fused to meet him that fatal word 
would have met me at every turn. I 
knew that such a man as he was no 
cope for me at any game where 
strength of arm and sleight of hand 
were required. So I meant to dis
arm him and then give him up his 
life, believing that such a move 
would end the combat. You know 
how I labored to spare him. But I 
could not. Yet I would not have the 
life of a fellow being, a countryman, 
upon my hands in such a quarreL 
My father died fighting for his coun
try, and so would I die if my death 
must come from the hand of nun. 
But to 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 overcome 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.”

Buric seemed somewhat relieved 
by these assurances, and, havinj 
seen the count’s wound dressed am 
assisted in bearing the insensible 
form to the sledge, he took Alarm's 
proffered arm and proceeded to his 
own team.
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