I NTRODUCT! ON

IN an age of naterialismlike our own the phe-
nonenon of spiritual power is as significant and
inspiring as it is rare. No |longer associated with
the "divine right" of kings, it has survived the
downfall of feudal and theocratic systens as a
mystic personal emanation in place of a coercive
weapon of statecraft.

Freed fromits ancient shackles of dogma and
despotismit eludes analysis. W know not how

to gauge its effect on others, nor even upon our-
selves. Like the wind, it perneates the atnos-
phere we breathe, and baffles while it stimulates
the mind with its intangible but conpelling force.

This psychic power, which the dead wei ght of
materialismis inmpotent to suppress, is reveal ed
inthe lives and witings of men of the nost di-
verse creeds and nationalities. Apart fromthose
who, |ike Buddha and Mahonet, have been raised

to the height of dem -gods by worshipping ml-
lions, there are nanmes which leap inevitably to the
nm nd--such nanmes as Savonarol a, Luther, Cal-

vi n, Rousseau--which stand for types and ex-

enpl ars of spiritual aspiration. To this high
priesthood of the quick anong the dead, who can
doubt that tinme will admt Leo Tol stoy--a genius
whose greatness has been obscured fromus rather
than enhanced by his duality; a realist who strove
to denmolish the nysticismof Christianity, and be-
came hinmself a nmystic in the contenpl ati on of
Nature; a man of ardent tenperanent and robust
physi que, keenly susceptible to human passi ons
and desires, who battled with hinself fromearly
manhood until the spirit, gathering strength with
years, inexorably subdued the flesh

Tol stoy the realist steps without cavil into the
front rank of nodern witers; Tolstoy the ideal-

i st has been constantly derided and scorned by

men of like birth and education with hinself--

his altrui smdenounced as inpracticable, his
preaching conpared with his node of life to prove
himinconsistent, if not insincere. This is the
prevailing attitude of politicians and literary nen.

Must one conclude that the nmass of nankind

has | ost touch with idealisn? On the contrary,

in spite of modern materialism or even because of
it, many |l eaders of spiritual thought have arisen
in our times, and have won the ear of vast audi-
ences. Their nessage is a call to a sinpler life,
to a recognition of the responsibilities of wealth,
to the avoi dance of war by arbitration, and sink-
ing of class hatred in a deep sense of universa



br ot her hood.

Unhappi |l y, when an idealistic creed is fornu-
lated in precise and dogmati c | anguage, it invari-
ably | oses sonmething of its pristine beauty in the
process of transnmutation. Hence the Positivist

phi | osophy of Conte, though enbodyi ng nobl e
aspirations, has had but a limted influence.
Again, the poetry of Robert Browning, though

less frankly altruistic than that of Cowper or
Wrdsworth, is inherently ethical, and reveals
strong synpathy with sinning and suffering hu-
manity, but it is masked by a manner that is
soneti nes uncouth and frequently obscure. Own

ing to these, and other instances, idealismsug-
gests to the world at |arge a vague sentinentality
peculiar to the poets, a bl oodl ess abstraction toyed
wi th by phil osophers, which nust remain a closed
book to struggling humanity.

Yet Tol stoy found true idealismin the toiling
peasant who believed in God, rather than in his
intellectual superior who believed in hinself in the
first place, and gave a conventional assent to the
exi stence of a deity in the second. For the peas-
ant was still religious at heart with a naive unques-
tioning faith--nore characteristic of the four-
teenth or fifteenth century than of to-day--and

still fervently aspired to God alt hough sunk in su-
perstition and held down by the despotism of the
G eek Church. It was the cunmbrous ritual and

dogma of the orthodox state religion which roused
Tol stoy to imnpassioned protests, and |l ed himstep
by step to separate the core of Christianity from
its sacerdotal shell, thus bringing upon hinself

t he ban of exconmuni cation

The signal nmark of the reprobation of "Holy

Synod" was slow in comng--it did not, in fact,
becone absolute until a couple of years after the
publication of "Resurrection,"” in 1901, in spite
of the attitude of fierce hostility to Church and
State which Tol stoy had nmi ntained for so |ong.
This hostility, of which the seeds were prinmarily
sown by the closing of his school and inquisition
of his private papers in the summer of 1862, soon
grew to proportions far greater than those arising
froma personal wong. The dunb and submi s-

sive noujik found in Tolstoy a living voice to ex-
press his sufferings.

Tol stoy was well fitted by nature and circum
stances to be the peasant's spokesman. He had
been brought into intimte contact with himin the
varying conditions of peace and war, and he knew
himat his worst and best. The old hone of the
fam |y, Yasnaya Pol yana, where Tol stoy, his
brothers and sister, spent their early years in
charge of two guardian aunts, was not only a halt-
i ng-place for pilgrinms journeying to and fromthe
great nonastic shrines, but gave shelter to a num



ber of persons of enfeebled m nds belonging to
t he peasant class, with whomthe devout and
kindly Aunt Al exandra spent nany hours daily in
religious conversation and prayer

In "Childhood" Tol stoy apostrophises with
feeling one of those "innocents," a man naned
Gisha, "whose faith was so strong that you felt
t he nearness of God, your |love so ardent that the
words flowed fromyour |ips uncontrolled by your
reason. And how did you celebrate his Mjesty
when, words failing you, you prostrated yourself
on the ground, bathed in tears " This picture of
hunbl e religious faith was anpbngst Tol stoy's
earliest menories, and it returned to confort him
and uplift his soul when it was tossed and en-
gul fed by seas of doubt. But the affection he
felt in boyhood towards the noujiks becane
tinged with contenpt when his attenpts to im
prove their condition--sonme of which are de-
scribed in "Anna Karenina" and in the "Land-
lord's Morning"--ended in failure, owing to

the ignorance and obstinacy of the people. It
was not till he passed through the ordeal of war
in Turkey and the Crinmea that he di scovered in
the common sol di er who fought by his side an un-
consci ous heroism an unquestioning faith in God,
a kindliness and sinplicity of heart rarely pos-
sessed by his commandi ng of ficer.

The i npressi ons nmade upon Tol stoy during

this period of active service gave vivid reality to
the battle-scenes in "War and Peace," and are
traceable in the reflections and conversation of the
two heroes, Prince Andre and Pi erre Besukhov.

On the eve of the battle of Borodino, Prince

Andre, talking with Pierre in the presence of his
devot ed sol di er-servant Ti nokhi ne, says, --

"' Success cannot possibly be, nor has it ever
been, the result of strategy or fire-arnms or num
bers.'

""Then what does it result fron?' said Pierre.

""Fromthe feeling that is in ne, that is in
him --pointing to Tinokhine--"and that is in
each individual soldier.""

He then contrasts the different spirit ani mating
the officers and the nen.

"' The forner,' he says, 'have nothing in view

but their personal interests. The critical nonent
for themis the noment at which they are able to
supplant a rival, to win a cross or a new order. |
see only one thing. To-norrow one hundred

t housand Russi ans and one hundred thousand
Frenchmen will neet to fight; they who fight the



hardest and spare thenselves the least will wn
t he day.

"' There's the truth, your Excellency, the rea
truth," nurnurs Tinmokhine;, 'it is not atine to
spare onesel f. Whuld you believe it, the men of
ny battalion have not tasted brandy? "It's not

a day for that," they said.'"

During the nonentous battle which foll owed,
Pierre was struck by the steadfastness under fire
whi ch has al ways di stingui shed the Russian sol di er

"The fall of each man acted as an increasing
stimulus. The faces of the soldiers brightened
more and nore, as if challenging the storml et

| oose on them"”

In contrast with this picture of fine "noral e"

is that of the young white-faced officer, |ooking
nervously about him as he wal ks backwards with

| ower ed sword.

In other places Tol stoy does full justice to the
courage and patriotismof all grades in the Rus-
sian arny, but it is constantly evident that his
synmpat hies are nost heartily with the rank and
file. Wat genuine feeling and affection rings in
this sketch of Plato, a common soldier, in "VWar
and Peace!"

"Pl at o Karataev was about fifty, judging by

t he nunber of canpaigns in which he had served

he could not have told his exact age hinself, and
when he | aughed, as he often did, he showed two
rows of strong, white teeth. There was not a

grey hair on his head or in his beard, and his
bearing wore the stanp of activity, resolution, and
above all, stoicism H s face, though nmuch

I'ined, had a touching expression of sinplicity,
yout h, and innocence. Wen he spoke, in his soft
si ng-song voi ce, his speech flowed as froma well -
spring. He never thought about what he had

said or was going to say next, and the vivacity
and the rhythmcal inflections of his voice gave it
a penetrating persuasiveness. N ght and norn-

i ng, when going to rest or getting up, he said, 'O
God, let me sleep like a stone and rise up like a

| oaf." And, sure enough, he had no sooner lain
down than he slept like a lunmp of lead, and in the
nor ni ng on waki ng he was bright and lively, and
ready for any work. He could do anything, just

not very well nor very ill; he cooked, sewed,

pl aned wood, cobbl ed his boots, and was al ways
occupied with some job or other, only allow ng
hinself to chat and sing at night. He sang, not

i ke a singer who knows he has listeners, but as
the birds sing to God, the Father of all, feeling it



as necessary as wal king or stretching hinself.

H s singing was tender, sweet, plaintive, alnost
fem nine, in keeping with his serious countenance.
When, after sone weeks of captivity his beard

had grown again, he seened to have got rid of

all that was not his true self, the borrowed face
which his soldiering life had given him and to
have becone, as before, a peasant and a man of
the people. In the eyes of the other prisoners
Plato was just a common sol di er, whomt hey
chaffed at times and sent on all manner of er-
rands; but to Pierre he renmmi ned ever after the
personification of sinplicity and truth, such as he
had divined himto be since the first night spent
by his side."

This clearly is a study fromlife, a |eaf from

Tol stoy's "Crinmean Journal " It harnoni ses

with the point of viewrevealed in the "Letters
from Sebastopol” (especially in the second and
third series), and shows, |like them the change
effected by the realities of war in the intol erant
young aristocrat, who previously excluded all but
the comme-il-faut fromhis consideration. Wth

wi dened outl ook and new ideals he returned to St.
Pet ersburg at the close of the Crinean canpaign
to be welconed by the elite of letters and courted
by society. A few years before he woul d have
been delighted with such a reception. Now it
jarred on his awakened sense of the tragedy of

exi stence. He found hinself entirely out of sym
pathy with the group of literary nen who gat h-
ered round him with Turgenev at their head.

In Tol stoy's eyes they were false, paltry, and
imoral, and he was at no pains to disguise his
opi nions. Dissension, |leading to violent scenes,
soon broke out between Turgenev and Tol stoy;

and the latter, conpletely disillusioned both in
regard to his great contenporary and to the lit-
erary world of St. Petersburg, shook off the dust
of the capital, and, after resigning his conm ssion
in the arny, went abroad on a tour through Ger-
many, Switzerland, and France.

In France his growi ng aversion fromcapita

puni shnrent becane intensified by his witnessing a
public execution, and the painful thoughts aroused
by the scene of the guillotine haunted his sensitive
spirit for long. He left France for Switzerland,
and t here, anong beautiful natural surroundings,

and in the society of friends, he enjoyed a respite
fromnental strain.

"A fresh, sweet-scented flower seened to have

bl ossonmed in nmy spirit; to the weariness and in-
difference to all things which before possessed

me had succeeded, wi thout apparent transition
athirst for love, a confident hope, an inexplicable
joy to feel nyself alive.”



Those hal cyon days ushered in the dawn of an
intimate friendship between hinself and a | ady
who in the correspondence which ensued usually
styled herself his aunt, but was in fact a second
cousin. This |ady, the Countess Al exandra A.

Tol stoy, a Maid of Honour of the Bedchanber,
moved exclusively in Court circles. She was in-
telligent and synpathetic, but strictly orthodox
and nondai ne, so that, while Tol stoy's view of
life gradually shifted fromthat of an aristocrat
to that of a social reforner, her own renui ned
unaltered; with the result that at the end of sone
forty years of frank and affectionate interchange
of ideas, they awoke to the painful consciousness
that the last Iink of nmutual understandi ng had
snapped and that their friendship was at an end.

But the letters remain as a valuable and inter-
esting record of one of Tolstoy's rare friendships
with wonen, revealing in his unguarded confi -
dences fine shades of his many-sided nature, and
throwing Iight on the inpression he nade both on
his intimates and on those to whom he was only
known as a witer, while his noral philosophy

was yet in enbryo. They are now about to ap-

pear in book form under the auspices of M

St akhovi ch, to whose kindness in giving ne free
access to the originals | amindebted for the ex-
tracts which follow. Fromone of the countess's
first letters we learn that the feelings of affection
hope, and happi ness whi ch possessed Tol stoy in
Switzerland irresistibly comunicated thensel ves
to those about him

"You are good in a very unconmon way,

she wites,"” and that is why it is difficult to fee
unhappy in your conpany. | have never seen

you without wishing to be a better creature.

Your presence is a consoling idea.

know all the elements in you that revive one's
heart, possibly w thout your being even aware

of it."

A few years |later she gives himan anusing
account of the inpression his witings had al ready
made on an eni nent statesman.

"I owe you a snall episode. Not |ong ago,

when lunching with the Enperor, | sat next our
little Bismarck, and in a spirit of mischief | began
soundi ng hi m about you. But | had hardly ut-

tered your nane when he went off at a gallop

with the greatest enthusiasm firing off the list of
your perfections left and right, and so | ong as he
decl ai ned your praises with gesticul ations, cut

and thrust, powder and shot, it was all very well
and quite in character; but seeing that | |istened
with interest and attention nmy man took the bit



in his teeth, and flung hinself into a psychic apoth-
eosis. On reaching full pitch he began to get

muddl ed, and fl oundered so helplessly in his own
phrases! all the while chewing an excellent cutlet

to the bone, that at last | realised nothing but the
tips of his ears--those two great ears of his.

What a pity | can't repeat it verbatim but how?
There was nothing left but a junble of confused
sounds and broken words."

Tol stoy on his side is equally expansive, and in

the early stages of the correspondence falls occa-
sionally into the vein of self-analysis which in later
days becane habi t ual

"As a child | believed with passion and with-
out any thought. Then at the age of fourteen |
began to think about life and preoccupi ed nysel f
with religion, but it did not adjust itself to ny
theories and so | broke with it. Wthout it |
was able to live quite contentedly for ten years
everything in ny life was evenly dis-
tributed, and there was no roomfor religion
Then canme a tinme when everything grew intelli-
gible; there were no nore secrets inlife, but life
itself had lost its significance."

He goes on to tell of the two years that he spent
in the Caucasus before the Crinmean War, when

his mnd, jaded by youthful excesses, gradually
regained its freshness, and he awoke to a sense
of comunion with Nature which he retained to
his life's end.

"I have ny notes of that tine, and now read-

ing themover | amnot able to understand how a
man could attain to the state of nental exaltation
which | arrived at. It was a torturing but a
happy time."

Further on he wites,--

"In those two years of intellectual work, | dis-
covered a truth which is ancient and sinple, but
whi ch yet | know better than others do. | found
out that imortal life is areality, that love is a

reality, and that one nust live for others if one
woul d be unceasi ngly happy."

At this point one realises the gulf which divides
the Slavonic fromthe English tenperanent. No
average Englishman of seven-and-twenty (as Tol -

stoy was then) would pursue reflections of this
kind, or if he did, he would in all probability keep
them sedul ously to hinself.



To Tol stoy and his aunt, on the contrary, it
seened the nost natural thing in the world to

i ndul ge in egoistic abstractions and to expatiate
on them for a Russian feels none of the Angl o-
Saxon's mauvai se honte in describing his spiritua
condition, and is no nore daunted by netaphysics
than the latter is by argunments on politics and
sport.

To attune the Angl o-Saxon reader's nind to

synmpathy with a nmentality so alien to his own,
requires that Tol stoy's environnent should be de-
scribed nore fully than nost of his biographers
have cared to do. This prefatory note ains,
therefore, at being less strictly biographical than
illustrative of the contributory elenents and cir-
cunst ances whi ch sub-consciously influenced Tol -
stoy's spiritual evolution, since it is apparent that
in order to judge a nman's actions justly one nust

be able to appreciate the notives from which they
spring; those notives in turn requiring the key
which lies in his tenperanent, his associations, his
nationality. Such a key is peculiarly necessary to
English or American students of Tol stoy, because

of the marked contrast existing between the Rus-
sian and the Englishman or Anmerican in these
respects, a contrast by which Tol stoy hinself was
forcibly struck during the visit to Switzerland, of
whi ch nention has been already made. It is diffi-
cult to restrain a snile at the poignant nental dis-
confort endured by the sensitive Slav in the
company of the frigid and silent English frequent-
ers of the Schweitzerhof ("Journal of Prince D

Nekhl udov " Lucerne, 1857), whose reserve,

he realised, was "not based on pride, but on the
absence of any desire to draw nearer to each

other"; while he | ooked back regretfully to the
pension in Paris where the table d° hote was a scene
of spontaneous gaiety. The problemof British
taciturnity passed his conprehension; but for us
the enigma of Tol stoy's tenperanment is half

solved if we see himnot harshly sil houetted

agai nst a blank wall, but suffused with his native
atnosphere, amid his native surroundi ngs. Not

till we understand the main outlines of the Rus-
sian tenperament can we realise the individuality

of Tolstoy hinself: the personality that made him

| ovabl e, the universality that nade him great.

So vast an aggl oneration of races as that which
constitutes the Russian enpire cannot obviously

be represented by a single type, but it will suffice
for our purposes to note the characteristics of the
i nhabi tants of Great Russia anong whom Tol st oy

spent the greater part of his lifetime and to whom
be belonged by birth and natural affinities.

It may be said of the average Russian that in
exchange for a precocious chil dhood he retains

much of a child's Iightness of heart throughout

his later years, alternating with attacks of norbid



despondency. He is usually very susceptible to
fem nine charm an ardent but unstable |over

whose passions are apt to be as shortlived as they
are violent. Story-telling and | ong-w nded dis-
cussions give himkeen enjoynent, for he is gar-
rul ous, netaphysical, and argunentative. In

nmoney natters carel ess and extravagant, dilatory
and venal in affairs; fond, especially in the peas-
ant class, of singing, dancing, and carousing; but
his irresponsi bl e gai ety and heedl essness of conse-
quences bal anced by a fatalistic courage and en-
durance in the face of suffering and danger.
Capabl e, besides, of high flights of idealism
which result in epics, but rarely in actions, ow ng
to the Slavonic inaptitude for sustained and or-
gani sed effort. The Englishnman by contrast ap-
pears cold and cal cul ating, incapable of rising
above questions of practical utility; neither inter-
ested in other men's antecedents and experiences
nor willing to retail his own. The catechism
which Plato puts Pierre through on their first en-
counter ("War and Peace") as to his fanily,
possessi ons, and what not, are precisely simlar
to those to which | have been subjected over and
over again by chance acquai ntances in country-
houses or by fellow travellers on journeys by boat
or train. The naivete and kindliness of the ques-
tioner nmakes it inpossible to resent, though one
may feebly try to parry his probing. On the

other hand he offers you free access to the innost
recesses of his own soul, and stupefies you with
the candour of his revelations. This, of course,
relates nore to the | anded and professional classes
than to the peasant, who is slower to express him
self, and conbines in a curious way a firm beli ef
in the omi potence and wi sdom of his social su-
periors with a rooted distrust of their intentions
regarding hinself. He is Iike a beast of burden
who flinches fromevery approach, expecting al -
ways a kick or a blow On the other hand, his
affection for the aninmals who share his daily work
is one of the nost attractive points in his char-
acter, and one which Tol stoy never wearied of
enphasi si ng--describing, with the sinple pathos

of which he was master, the nmoujik inured to his
own privations but pitiful to his horse, shielding
him fromthe stormw th his own coat, or saving
him fromstarvation with his own nmeagre ration;
and nmindful of himeven in his prayers, invoking,
like Plato, the blessings of Florus and Laura, pa-
tron saints of horses, because "one nustn't forget
the animals.”

The characteristics of a people so enbedded in

the soil bear a closer relation to their native |and-
scape than our own migratory popul ati ons, and
patriotismw th them has a deep and vital mean-

ing, which is expressed unconsciously in their

lives.

This spirit of patriotismwhich Tol stoy repudi -



ated is none the | ess the aninmating power of the
nobl e epic, "War and Peace," and of his peasant-
tales, of his rare gift of reproducing the expressive
Sl av vernacul ar, and of his nagical art of infusing
his pictures of Russian scenery not nerely with
beauty, but with spiritual significance. | can
think of no prose witer, unless it be Thoreau, so
whol Iy under the spell of Nature as Tol stoy; and
whi | e Thoreau was preoccupi ed with the nornal
phenonena of plant and aninmal |ife, Tol stoy,

com ng near to Pantheism found responses to his
nmoods in trees, and gai ned spiritual expansion
fromthe illimtable skies and plains. He fre-
quently brings his heroes into touch with Nature,
and endows themwith all the innate nysticism of
his own tenperanent, for to himNature was "a
guide to God " So in the two-fold incident of
Prince Andre and the oak tree ("War and

Peace") the Prince, though a nan of action

rat her than of sentinent and habitually cynical

is ready to find in the aged oak by the roadside,
in early spring, an ani mate enbodi nent of his

own despondency.

"' Springtime, |ove, happiness?--are you stil
cherishing those deceptive illusions? the old oak
seened to say. 'Isn't it the sanme fiction ever?
There is neither spring, nor |ove, nor happi ness!
Look at those poor weather-beaten firs, always the
same . . . look at the knotty arns issuing
fromall up my poor nutilated trunk--here

am such as they have nade ne, and | do not be-
lieve either in your hopes or in your illusions.

And after thus exercising his inmagination, Prince
Andre still casts backward gl ances as he passes by,

"but the oak maintained its obstinate and sullen
imovability in the mdst of the flowers and grass
growing at its feet. 'Yes, that oak is right, right
a thousand tinmes over. One mnust |eave illusions

to youth. But the rest of us know what life is
worth; it has nothing left to offer us.'"

Si x weeks later he returns homeward the same
way, roused from his nelancholy torpor by his
recent neeting with Natasha.

"The day was hot, there was stormin the air;

a slight shower watered the dust on the road and
the grass in the ditch; the left side of the wood
renmained in the shade; the right side, lightly
stirred by the wind, glittered all wet in the sun
everything was in flower, and fromnear and far
the ni ghtingal es poured forth their song. 'l
fancy there was an oak here that understood ne,'
said Prince Andre to hinself, looking to the |eft
and attracted unawares by the beauty of the very



tree he sought. The transforned old oak spread
out in a done of deep, luxuriant, bloom ng ver-
dure, which swayed in a light breeze in the rays
of the setting sun. There were no |onger cloven
branches nor rents to be seen; its forner aspect
of bitter defiance and sullen grief had disap-
peared; there were only the young | eaves, full of
sap that had pierced through the centenarian

bark, maki ng the behol der question with surprise
if this patriarch had really given birth to them
"Yes, it is he, indeed!' cried Prince Andre, and
he felt his heart suffused by the intense joy which
the springtine and this new life gave him.

"No, ny life cannot end at thirty-one!

It is not enough nyself to feel what is within ne,
others nmust know it too! Pierre and that "slip"
of a girl, who would have fled into cloudl and,
must learn to know ne! My |ife must col our

theirs, and their lives nust mngle with nine!"'"

In letters to his wife, to intimate friends, and
in his diary, Tolstoy's |love of Nature is often-
times expressed. The hair shirt of the ascetic
and the prophet's mantle fall from his shoul ders,
and all the poet in himwakes when, "with a feel-
ing akin to ecstasy,” he looks up fromhis

snoot h-runni ng sl edge at "the enchanting, starry
wi nter sky overhead,"” or in early spring feels on
a ranble "intoxicated by the beauty of the norn-
ing," while he notes that the buds are swelling on
the lilacs, and "the birds no | onger sing at ran-
dom " but have begun to converse

But though such allusions abound in his diary

and private correspondence, we nust turn to

"The Cossacks," and " Conjugal Happi ness" for

the exquisitely el aborated rural studies, which give
those early romances their fresh idyllic charm

What is interesting to note is that this artistic
freshness and joy in Nature coexisted with acute
intermttent attacks of spiritual lassitude. In
"The Cossacks," the doubts, the nental gropings

of O eni ne--whose personality but thinly veils
that of Tol stoy--haunt him betinmes even anong

the delights of the Caucasi an woodl and; Serge,

the fatalistic hero of "Conjugal Happiness,"

cal My acqui esces in the inevitableness of "love's
sad satiety " amd the scent of roses and the songs
of nightingal es.

Doubt and despondency, increased by the vexa-
tions and failures attending his philanthropic en-
deavours, at length obsessed Tolstoy to the verge
of suicide

"The di sputes over arbitration had becone so
pai nful to nme, the schoolwrk so vague, ny doubts
arising fromthe wish to teach others, while dis-
senbling nmy own ignorance of what should be



taught, were so heartrending that | fell ill. |

m ght then have reached the despair to which I

al |l but succunbed fifteen years later, if there had
not been a side of life as yet unknown to me which
prom sed nme salvation: this was famly life"

("My Confession").

In a word, his marriage with Madenoiselle

Sophi e Andreevna Bers (daughter of Dr. Bers

of Mbscow) was consunmmated in the autunn of
1862--after a sonewhat protracted courtship,

owi ng to her extrenme youth--and Tol stoy entered
upon a period of happi ness and nental peace

such as he had never known. His letters of this
period to Countess A. A Tolstoy, his friend Fet,
and others, ring with enraptured allusions to his
new found joy. Lassitude and indecision, nysti-
cismand altruism all were swept aside by the im
petus of triunphant |ove and of all-sufficing

conj ugal happi ness. Wen in June of the follow
ing year a child was born, and the young wi fe,

her features suffused with "a supernatura

beauty" lay trying to snmle at the husband who
knelt sobbi ng beside her, Tol stoy nust have real -
i sed that for once his prophetic intuition had been
unequal to its task. If his imagination could
have conceived in prenuptial days what depths of
enotion m ght be wakened by fatherhood, he

woul d not have treated the birth of Masha's first
child in "Conjugal Happiness" as a trivial na-
terial event, in no way affecting the nmutual rela-
tions of the disillusioned pair. He would have
understood that at this supreme crisis, rather than
in the vernal hour of love's avowal, the heart is
illunmined with a joy which is fated "never to re-
turn.”

The parting of the ways, so soon reached by

Serge and Masha, was in fact delayed in Tolstoy's
own life by his wife's intelligent assistance in his
literary work as an untiring amanuensis, and in

the mutual anxieties and pl easures attending the
care of a large famly of young children. Wder
hori zons opened to his nental vision, his whole
bei ng was qui ckened and invigorated. "War

and Peace,” "Anna Karenina," all the splendid

fruit of the teem ng years foll owi ng upon his mar-
riage, bear witness to the stinulus which his genius
had received. H s dawning recognition of the

power and extent of female influence appears in-
cidentally in the sketches of high society in those
two masterpieces as well as in the el oquent closing
passages of "Wat then nust we do?" (1886).

Having affirmed that "it is wonmen who form pub-

lic opinion, and in our day wonen are particu-
larly powerful,” he finally draws a picture of the
i deal wife who shall urge her husband and train

her children to self-sacrifice. "Such wonen rule
men and are their guiding stars. O wonen--

nmot hers! The salvation of the world lies in your



hands!" |In that appeal to the nothers of the

world there lurks a protest which in later witings
devel oped i nto overwhel mi ng condemati on.

True, he chose notherhood for the type of self-
sacrificing love in the treatise "On Life," which
appeared soon after "What then nust we do?"

but maternal |ove, as exenplified in his own hone
and el sewhere, appeared to himas a noble in-
stinct perversely directed.

The roots of maternal |ove are sunk deep in
conservatism The child' s physical well-being is
the first essential in the nmother's eyes--the
growt h of a vigorous body by which a vigorous
mnd may be fitly tenanted--and this form of

mat eri al i sm which Tol stoy as a father accepted,
Tol stoy as idealist condemmed; while the penury
he courted as a lightening of his soul's burden was
averted by the strenuous exertions of his wife.
So arift grew wi thout blane attaching to either
and Tol stoy henceforward wandered solitary in
spirit through a wilderness of thought, seeking
rest and finding none, com ng perilously near to
sui ci de before he reached haven

To many it will seemthat the finest outcone

of that period of nmental groping, internal strug-
gle, and contending with current ideas, lies in the
above-nentioned "What then nmust we do?"

Certain it is that no human document ever re-
veal ed the soul of its author with greater sincer-
ity. Not for its practical suggestions, but for its
i npassi oned hurmanity, its infectious altruism
"What then nust we do?" takes its rank anong

the world's few living books. It marks that stage
of Tol stoy's evol uti on when he made successive
essays in practical philanthropy which filled him
wi th di scouragenent, yet were "of use to his

soul ™ in teaching himhow far bel ow the surface
lie the seeds of human misery. The sluns of
Moscow, crowded with beings sunk beyond re-
demption; the fam ne-stricken plains of Samara
wher e di sease and starvation reigned, notwth-
standing the streamof charity set flow ng by Tol -
stoy's appeals and notw thstanding his untiring
personal devotion, strengthened further the con-
viction, so constantly affirmed in his witings, of
the i npotence of nmoney to alleviate distress.

What ever negations of this dictumour own sys-

tenms of charitabl e organi zations nmay appear to
offer, there can be no question but that in Russia
it held and holds true.

The social condition of Russia is like a tideless
sea, whose sullen quiescence is broken fromtine
to time by terrific storns which spend thensel ves
in unavailing fury. Reaction follows upon every
forward notion, and the advance nade by each
succeedi ng generation is barely perceptible.

But in the period of peace follow ng upon the



cl ose of the Crinmean War the soul of the Russian
peopl e was deeply stirred by the spirit of Prog-
ress, and hope rose high on the accession of Al ex-
ander 11.

The enanci pation of the serfs was only one
anong a nunber of projected reforns which en-
gaged nen's ninds. The national conscience
awoke and echoed the cry of the exiled patriot
Herzen, "Now or never!" Educational enter-
prise was aroused, and some forty schools for
peasant children were started on the nodel of
that opened by Tol stoy at Yasnaya Pol yana
(1861). The literary world throbbed with new
life, and a brilliant conpany of young witers
came to the surface, counting anong them nanes
of European celebrity, such as Dostoevsky, Ne-
krassov, and Saltykov. Unhappily the reign of
Progress was short. The bureaucratic circle hem
ming in the Czar took alarm and nade haste to
secure their ascendancy by fresh nmeasures of op-
pression. Many schools were cl osed, including
that of Tol stoy, and the nascent I|iberty of

the Press was stifled by the nost rigid censor-
shi p.

In this lanentabl e manner the history of Rus-

sia's internal misrule and disorder has continued
to repeat itself for the last sixty years, revolving
in the same vicious circle of fierce repression and
persecution and utter disregard of the rights of

i ndividuals, followed by fierce reprisals on the
part of the persecuted; the voice of protest no
sooner raised than silenced in a prison cell or
anong Si berian snowfields, yet rising again and
again with inextinguishable reiteration; appeals

for political freedom for constitutional govern-
ment, for better systenms and w der dissem nation

of education, for liberty of the Press, and for an
enlightened treatnent of the masses, callously re-
ceived and rejected. The answer w th which

t hese appeal s have been net by the rulers of Rus-
siais only too well known to the civilised world,
but the obduracy of Pharoah has called forth the

pl agues of Egypt. Despite the unrivalled

agrarian fertility of Russia, fam nes recur with
dire frequency, with disease and riot in their train,
whil e the ignoninious term nation of the Russo-
Japanese war showed that even the magnificent

noral e of the Russian sol dier had been under-

m ned and was tainted by the rottenness of the
authorities set over him Wat in such circum
stances as these can a handful of philanthropists
achi eve, and what avails alns-giving or the scat-
tering of |largesse to a people on the point of spir-
i tual dissolution?

In these conditions Tol stoy's abhorrence of

nmoney, and his assertion of its futility as a pana-
cea for human suffering, appears not nerely com
prehensi bl e but inevitable, and his renunciation



of personal property the strictly |ogical outcone
of his conclusions. The partition of his estates
between his wife and children, shortly before the
outbreak of the great famine in 1892, served to
relieve his mnd partially; and the witings of
Henry George, with which he becane acquai nted

at this critical time, were an additional incentive
to concentrate his thoughts on the | and question
He began by reading the Anmerican propagandist's
"Social Problens,” which arrested his attention
by its main principles and by the cl earness and
novelty of his argunments. Deeply inpressed by
the study of this book, no sooner had he finished
it than he possessed hinself of its forerunner
"Progress and Poverty," in which the essence of
George's revolutionary doctrines is worked out.

The plan of land nationalisation there explai ned
provided Tol stoy with well thought-out and | og-

i cal reasons for a policy that was al ready nore
than synpathetic to him Here at last was a
means of ensuring econonic equality for all, from
the | argest | andowner to the hunbl est peasant--

a practical suggestion how to reduce the inequali -
ties between rich and poor.

Henry George's ideas and nmethods are easy of
comprehensi on. The | and was made by God for

every human creature that was born into the

worl d, and therefore to confine the ownership of
land to the fewis wong. |If a man wants a piece
of land, he ought to pay the rest of the conmunity
for the enjoynment of it. This paynment or rent
should be the only tax paid into the Treasury of
the State. Taxation on nen's own property (the
produce of their own | abour) should be done away
with, and a rent graduated according to the site-
val ue of the |land should be substituted. Mnop-
olies would cease without violently and unjustly
di sturbing society with confiscation and redistribu-
tion. No one would keep land idle if he were
taxed according to its value to the community,

and not according to the use to which he individ-
ually wished to put it. A man would then read-
ily obtain possession of land, and could turn it to
account and develop it wthout being taxed on his
own industry. Al human bei ngs woul d t hus be-
cone free in their lives and in their |abour

They would no longer be forced to toil at denor-
alising work for | ow wages; they would be inde-
pendent producers instead of earning a |living by
providing luxuries for the rich, who had ensl aved
them by nonopolising the land. The single tax
thus created would ultinmately overthrow the pres-
ent "civilisation”™ which is chiefly built up on
wage- sl avery.

Tol st oy gave his whol e-hearted adhesion to
this doctrine, predicting a day of enlightennent
when nmen woul d no longer tolerate a form of
sl avery whi ch he considered as revolting as that



whi ch had so recently been abolished. Sone |ong
conversations with Henry George, while he was

on a visit to Yasnaya Pol yana, gave additiona
strength to Tol stoy's conviction that in these
theories lay the elenents essential to the trans-
formati on and rejuvenation of hunman nature, go-

ing far towards the |l evelling of social inequalities.
But to inoculate the | anded proprietors of Russia

as a class with those theories was a task which

even his genius could not hope to acconpli sh.

He recogni sed the necessity of proceeding from
the particular to the general, and that the perfect-
ing of human institutions was inpossible w thout
a corresponding perfection in the individual. To
this end therefore the remainder of his life was
dedi cated. He had always held in aversion what

he termed external epidenic influences: he now
endeavoured to free hinself not only from al
current conventions, but from every association
whi ch he had formerly cherished. Self-analysis
and general observation had taught himthat nen
are sensual beings, and that sensualism nust die
for want of food if it were not for sex instincts,
if it were not for Art, and especially for Misic.
This view of life he forcibly expressed in the

"Kreutzer Sonata," in which Wonan and Muisi c,
the two nagnets of his youth, were inpeached as
powers of evil. Already, in "War and Peace"

and in "Anna Karenina," his descriptions of fe-
mal e charms resenbl ed cat al ogues of weapons

agai nst which a man nust arm hinsel f or perish.

The beautiful Princess Helena, with her gleam

i ng shoul ders, her faultless white bosom and her
eternal smile is evidently an object of aversion to
her creator; even as the Countess Betsy, w th her
petty coquetries and devices for attracting atten-
tion at the Opera and el sewhere, is a target for

his contenpt. "Wnman is a stunbling-block in
a man's career," remarks a phil osophi cal husband
in "Anna Karenina." "It is difficult to |love a

woman and do any good work, and the only way
to escape being reduced to inaction is to marry."

Even in his correspondence with the Countess

A. A Tolstoy this slighting tone prevails. "A
worman has but one noral weapon instead of the
whol e mal e arsenal. That is love, and only with
this weapon is fem nine educati on successfully car-
ried forward " Tolstoy, in fact, betrayed a touch
of orientalismin his attitude towards wonen.

In part no doubt as a result of his notherless
youth, in part to the fact that his idealismwas
never stinmulated by any one woman as it was by

i ndi vidual nen, his views retained this col ouring
on sex questions while they becane w dened and
nmodi fied in al nost every other field of human

phil osophy. It was only that, with a revul sion

of feeling not sel dom experienced by earnest

thi nkers, attracti on was succeeded by a repul sion
whi ch reached the high note of exasperation



when he wote to a nan friend, "A worman in
good heal th--why, she is a regul ar beast of

prey!"

None the | ess, he showed great kindness and
synmpathy to the women who sought his society,
appealing to himfor guidance. One of these (an
Anerican, and herself a practical philanthropist),
M ss Jane Addans, expressed with feeling her
sense of his personal influence. "The glinpse

of Tol stoy has made a profound inpression on

me, not so rmuch by what he said, as the life, the
gentl eness, the soul of him | amsure you wll
understand ny saying that | got nore of Tolstoy's
phi | osophy from our conversations than | had
gotten fromour books." (Quoted by Ayl mer

Maude in his "Life of Tolstoy.")

As frequently happens in the lives of reforners,
Tol stoy found hinself nore often in affinity with
strangers than with his own kin. The estrange-
ment of his ideals fromthose of his w fe neces-
sarily affected their conjugal relations, and the
decline of nmutual synpathy inevitably induced
physi cal alienation. The stress of nental anguish
arising fromthese conditions found vent in pages
of his diaries (rmuch of which I have been per-
mtted to read), pages containing matter too sa-
cred and intimate to use. The diaries shed a
flood of Iight on Tolstoy's ideas, notives, and
manner of life, and have nodified sone of ny
opi ni ons, explaining many hitherto obscure points,
whil e they have al so enhanced nmy admiration for
the man. They not only touch on many delicate
subj ects--on his relations to his wife and famly
--but they also give the true reasons for |eaving
his honme at |ast, and explain why he did not do
so before. The tinme, it seenms to nme, is not ripe
for disclosures of this nature, which so closely
concern the |iving.

Despite a strong rein of restraint his nental

di stress perneates the touching letter of fare-

wel | which he wote sonme sixteen years before his
death. He, however, shrank from acting upon

it, being unable to satisfy hinself that it was a
right step. This letter has already appeared in
foreign publications,* but it is quoted here because

* And in Birukov's short Life of Tolstoy, 1911

of the light which it throws on the character and
di sposition of the witer, the workings of his mnd
bei ng of greater nonent to us than those inpul -
sive actions by which he was too often judged.

"I have suffered | ong, dear Sophie, fromthe
di scord between ny life and ny beliefs.

"l cannot constrain you to alter your life or
your accustomed ways. Neither have | had the



strength to | eave you ere this, for | thought ny
absence mght deprive the little ones, still so
young, of whatever influence | nmay have over
them and above all that | should grieve you
But | can no longer live as | have lived these |ast
si xteen years, sonetines battling with you and ir-
ritating you, sonetines nyself giving way to the
i nfluences and seductions to which | am accus-
tomed and which surround ne. | have now re-
solved to do what | have long desired: to go away
Even as the Hi ndoos, at the age of sixty,
betake thenselves to the jungle; even as every
aged and religious-m nded nman desires to conse-
crate the last years of his life to God and not to
idle talk, to making jokes, to gossiping, to | awn-
tennis; so |, having reached the age of seventy,
long with all nmy soul for calmand solitude, and if
not perfect harnony, at |least a cessation fromthis
horri bl e discord between ny whole life and ny
consci ence.

"I'f 1 had gone away openly there would have

been entreaties, discussions: | should have wa-
vered, and perhaps failed to act on ny deci sion,
whereas it nust be so. | pray of you to forgive

me if nmy action grieves you. And do you, Sophie,
in particular let me go, neither seeking nme out,
nor bearing me ill-will, nor blaning me . .
the fact that | have Ieft you does not nean that I
have cause of conplaint against you . . . |
know you were not able, you were incapabl e of
t hi nking and seeing as | do, and therefore you
could not change your life and nmake sacrifices to
that which you did not accept. Besides, | do not
bl ame you; on the contrary, | renmenber with | ove
and gratitude the thirty-five long years of our life
in common, and especially the first half of the
time when, with the courage and devotion of your
mat ernal nature, you bravely bore what you re-
garded as your mnission. You have given largely
of maternal |ove and made some heavy sacrifices
but during the latter part of our life to-
gether, during the last fifteen years, our ways have
parted. | cannot think nyself the guilty one; |
know that if | have changed it is not owing to
you, or to the world, but because | could not do
ot herwi se; nor can | judge you for not having
followed nme, and | thank you for what you have
given ne and will ever remenber it with affection

Adi eu, ny dear Sophie, | |love you."

The personal isolation he craved was never to

be his; but the isolation of spirit essential to
| eader shi p, whether of thought or action, grew
year by year, so that in his own household he was
veritably "in it but not of it."

At times his |oneliness weighed upon him as
when he wote: "You would find it difficult to



i magi ne how isolated | am to what an extent ny

true self is despised by those who surround ne."
But he nust, none the |ess, have realised, as al
prophets and seers have done, that solitariness

of soul and freedomfromthe petty conplexities

of social life are necessary to the nystic whose
constant endeavour is to sinplify and to w nnow,
the transient fromthe eternal

Not wi t hst andi ng the isolation of his inner life
he remained--or it might nore accurately be
sai d he becane--the nost accessible of nen.

Appeal s for guidance canme to himfrom al

parts of the world--America, France, China,
Japan--whi | e Yasnaya Pol yana was the frequent
resort of those needing advice, synpathy, or prac-
tical assistance. None appealed to himin vain;
at the sane tine, he was exceedingly chary of ex-
plicit rules of conduct. It mght be said of Tol-
stoy that he becane a spiritual |eader in spite of
hi nsel f, so averse was he from assum ng aut hor -
ity. Hs aimwas ever to teach his followers
thensel ves to hear the inward nmonitory voice,

and to obey it of their own accord. "To know

the meaning of Life, you nmust first know the
meani ng of Love," he would say; "and then see

that you do what |ove bids you " His distrust

of "epidem c ideas" extended to religious com
muni ti es and congregati ons.

"W nust not go to neet each other, but go

each of us to God. You say it is easier to go al
together? Why yes, to dig or to now. But

one can only draw near to God in isolation

. | picture the world to nyself as a vast
temple, in which the light falls fromabove in the
very centre. To meet together all nust go to-
wards the light. There we shall find ourselves
gathered frommany quarters, united with nen

we did not expect to see; thereinis joy."

The hunility which had so conpletely sup-

pl anted his yout hful arrogance, and whi ch nade
himshrink frominpelling others to followin his
steps, endued himalso with the teachabl eness of
a child towards those whom he accepted as his
spiritual nmentors. It was a peasant noncon-
form st witer, Soutaev, who by conversing wth
himon the revel ati ons of the Gospels hel ped him
to regain his childhood's faith, and incidentally
brought himinto closer relations with reli gious,
but ot herwi se untaught, nmen of the people. He
saw how instead of railing against fate after the
manner of their social superiors, they endured
sickness and misfortune with a cal mconfidence
that all was by the will of God, as it nust be and
shoul d be. From his peasant teachers he drew
the wat chwords Faith, Love, and Labour, and by



their light he established that concord in his own
life without which the concord of the universe re-
mai ns inpossible to realise. The process of in-
ward struggle--told with unsparing truth in
"Confession"--is finely painted in "Father

Serge," whose life story points to the concl usion
at which Tolstoy ultimately arrived, nanely, that
not in withdrawal fromthe comon trials and
tenptations of nen, but in sharing them lies our
best fulfilnment of our duty towards nanki nd and
towards God. Tol stoy gave practical effect to
this principle, and to this long-felt desire to be of
use to the poor of the country, by editing and pub-
lishing, aided by his friend Chertkov,* popul ar

* I n Russia and out of it M. Chertkov has been the subject of
violent attack. Many of the m sunderstandings of Tolstoy's |ater
years have al so been attributed by critics, and by those who hate
or belittle his ideas, to the influence of this friend. These at-
tacks are very regrettable and require a word of protest. From
tales, suited to the neans and intelligence of the

hunbl est peasant. The undertaking was initiated

in 1885, and continued for many years to occupy

much of Tolstoy's tine and energies. He threw

himself with ardour into his editorial duties; read-

ing and correcting manuscripts, returning them

sonetines to the authors with advice as to their

reconstruction, and naking translations fromfor-

eign works--all this in addition to his own orig-

inal contributions, in which he carried out the

principle which he constantly laid dowm for his

col l aborators, that literary graces nmust be set

aside, and that the nental calibre of those for

whom t he books were primarily intended nust

be constantly borne in mnd. He attained a

splendid ful filment of his own theories, enploying

the mouji k's expressive vernacul ar in portraying

his honmely wi sdom religious faith, and goodness

of nature. Sonetinmes the prevailing sinplicity

of style and notive is tinged with a vague col our -

ing of oriental |egend, but the personal accent is

mar ked throughout. No simlar achievenent in

the beginning M. Chertkov has striven to spread the ideas of
Tol stoy, and has won neither glory nor noney fromhis faithfu
and single-hearted devotion. He has carried on his work with a
rare | ove and synpathy in spite of difficulties. No one appre-
ciated or valued his friendship and self-sacrifice nore than
Tol stoy hinself, who was firmly attached to himfromthe date
of his first nmeeting, consulting himand confiding in himat every
monent, even during M. Chertkov's long exile.

nmodern literature has awakened so universal a

sense of synpathy and admiration, perhaps be-

cause none has been so entirely a | abour of |ove.

The series of educational priners which Tol -

stoy prepared and published concurrently with the
"Popul ar Tal es" have had an equally | arge,

t hough excl usively Russian, circulation, being ad-
mrably suited to their purpose--that of teach-



i ng young children the rudinents of history,
geography, and science. Little |eisure renmained
for the service of Art.

The history of Tolstoy as a man of letters

forns a separate page of his biography, and one
into which it is not possible to enter in the brief
conpass of this introduction. It requires, how
ever, a passing allusion. Tolstoy even in his early
days never seens to have approached near to that
manner of life which the literary man | eads:
neither to have shut hinself up in his study, nor
to have barred the entrance to disturbing friends.
On the one hand, he was fond of society, and dur-
ing his brief residence in St. Petersburg was never
so engrossed in authorship as to forego the pl eas-
ure of a ball or evening entertainment. Little
wonder, when one | ooks back at the brilliant young
of ficer surrounded and petted by the great hos-
tesses of Russia. On the other hand, he was no
devotee at the literary altar. No patron of lit-
erature could claimhimas his constant visitor;
no inner circle of men of letters nonopolised his
idle hours. Afterwards, when he left the capita
and settled in the country, he was alnost entirely
cut off fromthe association of literary nmen, and
never seens to have sought their conpanionshi p.
Nevert hel ess, he had all through his life many fast
friends, anmong them such as the poet Fet, the nov-
el i st Chekhov, and the great Russian librarian

St assov, who often canme to him These visits

al ways gave him pleasure. The di scussions,

whether on the literary novenents of the day or

on the nmerits of Coethe or the hunour of Cogol
were wel conme interruptions to his ever-absorbing
met aphysi cal studies. In later life, also, though
never in touch with the rising generation of
authors, we find himcorresponding with them
criticising their style and subject matter. \Wen
Andreev, the nost nodern of all nodern Russian
witers, cane to pay his respects to Tol stoy sone
nmont hs before his death, he was received with
cordiality, although Tol stoy, as he expressed him
self afterwards, felt that there was a great gulf
fixed between them

Literature, as literature, had lost its charmfor
him "You are perfectly right," he wites to a
friend; "I care only for the idea, and | pay no
attention to ny style " The idea was the inpor-
tant thing to Tol stoy in everything that he read
or wote. Wen his attention was drawn to an
illum nating essay on the poet Lernontov he was
pl eased with it, not because it denponstrated Ler-
montov's position in the literary history of Rus-
sia, but because it pointed out the noral ains
whi ch underlay the wild Byroni smof his works.

He reproached the novelist Leskov, who had sent
himhis |atest novel, for the "exuberance" of his
flowers of speech and for his florid sentences--
beautiful in their way, he says, but inexpedient



and unnecessary. He even counselled the younger
generation to give up poetry as a formof expres-
sion and to use prose instead. Poetry, he nain-
tained, was always artificial and obscure. His
attitude towards the art of witing remained to
the end one of hostility. Wenever he caught
hinsel f working for art he was wont to reproach
hinself, and his diaries contain nany recrim na-
tions against his own weakness in yielding to this
besetting tenptation. Yet to these very | apses
we are indebted for this collection of fragnents.

The greater nunber of stories and plays con-
tained in these volunmes date fromthe years fol -

| owi ng upon Tol stoy's pedagogi ¢ activity. Long

i nterval s, however, elapsed in nost cases between
the original synopsis and the final touches. Thus
"Fat her Serge," of which he sketched the outline
to M. Chertkov in 1890, was so often put aside
to nmake way for purely ethical witings that not
till 1898 does the entry occur in his diary, "To-
day, quite unexpectedly, | finished Serge " A
year previously a dramatic incident had cone to
hi s knowl edge, which he el aborated in the play
entitled "The Man who was dead " It ran on

the lines familiarised by Enoch Arden and similar
stories, of a wife deserted by her husband and
supported in his absence by a benefactor, whom
she subsequently marries. |In this instance the
supposed dead nman was suddenly resuscitated as
the result of his own admi ssions in his cups, the
wi fe and her second husband bei ng consequently
arrested and condemmed to a term of inprison-
ment. Tol stoy seriously attacked the subject
during the sumer of 1900, and havi ng brought

it within a neasurable distance of conpletion in a
shorter tine than was usual with him submitted
it to the judgment of a circle of friends. The
drama made a deep inpression on the privileged
few who read it, and sonme nmention of it appeared
in the newspapers.

Shortly afterwards a young man cane to see

Tol stoy in private. He begged himto refrain
from publishing "The Man who was dead,” as it

was the history of his nother's life, and would dis-
tress her gravely, besides possibly occasioning
further police intervention. Tolstoy pronptly
consented, and the play remained, as it now ap-
pears, in an unfinished condition. He had al-
ready felt doubtful whether "it was a thing God
woul d approve," Art for Art's sake having in his
eyes no right to existence. For this reason a
didactic tendency is increasingly evident in these
|ater stories. "After the Ball" gives a painfu
picture of Russian mlitary cruelty; "The Forged
Coupon" traces the cancerous grow h of evil

and denonstrates with dramatic force the cunu-
lative msery resulting fromone apparently trivia
act of wrongdoi ng.



O the three plays included in these vol unes,

"The Light that shines in Darkness" has a spe-
cial claimto our attention as an exanple of auto-
bi ography in the guise of drama. It is a speci-
men of Tolstoy's gift of seeing hinself as others
saw him and viewing a question in all its bear-
ings. It presents not actions but ideas, giving
with entire inpartiality the opinions of his hone
circle, of his friends, of the Church and of the
State, in regard to his altruistic propaganda and
to the anarchi smof which he has been accused.

The scene of the renunciation of the estates of the
hero may be taken as a literal version of what
actually took place in regard to Tol stoy hinself,
whil e the dial ogues by which the piece is carried
forward are nore like verbatimrecords than im
agi nary conversations

This play was, in addition, a medi um by which
Tol st oy enphasi sed his abhorrence of mlitary
service, and probably for this reason its produc-
tion is absolutely forbidden in Russia. A word
may be said here on Tol stoy's so-called Anarchy,
atermadmtting of grave misconstruction. In
that he denied the benefit of existing governnents
to the people over whomthey ruled, and in that

he stigmatised standing arnies as "coll ections of
di sci plined nurderers," Tol stoy was an Anar chi st;
but in that he reprobated the nmethods of viol ence,
no matter how righteous the cause at stake, and
uphel d by word and deed the gospel of Love and
subni ssi on, he cannot be judged guilty of Anar-
chismin its full significance. He could not, how
ever, suppress the synpathy which he felt with

t hose whose resistance to oppressi on brought them
into deadly conflict with autocracy. He found

in the Caucasian chieftain, Hadji Mirat, a sub-
ject full of human interest and dramatic possibili-
ties; and though sone eight years passed before
he corrected the manuscript for the last tine (in
1903), it is evident fromthe nunbers of entries
in his diary that it had greatly occupied his

t houghts so far back even as the period which he
spent in Tiflis prior to the Crinean war. It was
then that the final subjugation of the Caucasus
took place, and Shanil and his devoted band

made their last struggle for freedom After the

| apse of half a century, Tolstoy gave vent in
"Hadji Murat" to the resentnent which the
mlitary despotismof Nicholas |I. had roused in
his sensitive and fearless spirit.

Cour age was the dominant note in Tolstoy's
character, and none have excelled himin portray-
ing brave nmen. His own fearlessness was of the
rarest, in that it was both physical and noral
The mettle tried and proved at Sebastopol sus-
tai ned hi mwhen he had drawn on hinself the
bitter aninobsity of "Holy Synod" and the relent-
| ess anger of Czardom In spite of his non-

resi stance doctrine, Tolstoy's courage was not of



the passive order. It was his natural bent to
rouse his foes to conbat, rather than wait for
their attack, to put on the defensive every false-
hood and every wong of which he was cognisant.
Truth in hinmself and in others was what he nost
desired, and that to which he strove at all costs
to attain. He was his own severest critic, weigh-
ing his own actions, analysing his own thoughts,
and baring hinself to the eyes of the world with
unflinching candour. G eatest of autobiogra-

phers, he extenuates nothing: you see the whole
man with his worst faults and best qualities; weak-
nesses accentuated by the energy with which they
are charactered, apparent waste of nental forces
bent on solving the insoluble, inherited tastes and
prejudices, altruistic inpulses and virile passions,
egoismand idealism all strangely mngled and
continually warring agai nst each other, until from
the death-throes of spiritual conflict issued a new
birth and a newlife. 1In the ancient Scripture
"God is love" Tol stoy discerned fresh neaning,

and strove with superhuman energy to bring hone
that meaning to the world at large. Hi s doctrine
in fact appears less as a new light in the darkness
than as a revival of the pure flane of "the Mystic
of the Galilean hills," whose teaching he accepted
whil e denying His divinity.

O Tolstoy's beliefs in regard to the Christian
religion it may be said that with advancing years
he becane nore and nore di sposed to regard
religious truth as one continuous streamof spirit-
ual thought flowi ng through the ages of man's

hi story, emanating principally fromthe inspired
prophets and seers of Israel, India, and China.
Finally, in 1909, in a letter to a friend he sumed
up his conviction in the foll owi ng words: --

"For me the doctrine of Jesus is sinply one of
those beautiful religious doctrines which we have
recei ved from Egyptian, Jew sh, Hi ndoo, Chi-

nese, and Greek antiquity. The two great prin-
ciples of Jesus: love of God--in a word absol ute
perfection--and | ove of one's neighbour, that is
to say, love of all nen without distinction, have
been preached by all the sages of the world--
Krishna, Buddha, Lao-tse, Confucius, Socrates

Pl at o, Epictetus, Marcus Aurelius, and anong

t he noderns, Rousseau, Pascal, Kant, Enerson,
Channi ng, and many others. Religious and

nmoral truth is everywhere and al ways the sane. |
have no predil ection whatever for Christianity.

If | have been particularly interested in the doc-
trine of Jesus it is, firstly, because | was born in
that religion and have lived anpong Chri stians;
secondl y, because | have found a great spiritua
joy in freeing the doctrine in its purity from
the astounding falsifications. wought by the
Churches. "



Tol stoy's life-work was indeed a splendid striv-
ing to free truth fromfal sehood, to sinplify the
complexities of civilisation and denpbnstrate their
futility. Realists as gifted have cone and gone
and left but little trace. It is conceivable that
the great trilogy of "Anna Karenina," " War and
Peace, " and "Resurrection" may one day be for-
gotten, but Tol stoy's teaching stands on firmer
foundations, and has stirred the hearts of thou-
sands who are indifferent to the finest display of
psychi ¢ analysis. He has taught nen to venture
beyond the limts set by reason, to rise above the
actual and to find the meaning of life in love. It
was his mssion to probe our noral ulcers to the
roots and to raise noribund ideals fromthe dust,
breathing his own vitality into them till they rose
before our eyes as living aspirations. The spir-
itual joy of which he wote was no rhetorica
hyperbole; it was manifest in the man hi nsel f,

and was the fount of the lofty idealismwhich

made hi mnot only "the Conscience of Russia"

but of the civilised world.

Idealismis one of those |arge abstractions

whi ch are invested by various nminds with varying
shades of meaning, and which find expression in
an infinite nunber of forms. |Ideals bred and fos-
tered in the heart of man receive at birth an im
press fromthe life that engenders them and when
that life is tenpest-tossed the thought that springs
fromit nmust bear a birth-mark of the storm

That birth-mark is stanmped on all Tolstoy's utter-
ances, the sinplest and the nost mnetaphysi cal

But though he did not pass scathless through the
purging fires, nor escape with eyes undi med from
the mystic |ight which flooded his soul, his idea
is not thereby invalidated. It was, he admtted,
unattai nabl e, but none the less a state of perfec-
tion to which we nmust continually aspire, un-
daunted by partial failure.

"There is nothing wong in not living up to

the ideal which you have made for yourself, but
what is wong is, if on |ooking back, you cannot
see that you have made the | east step nearer to
your ideal."

How far Tol stoy's doctrines may influence suc-
ceedi ng generations it is inpossible to foretell
but when tine has extinguished what is nerely
personal or racial, the divine spark which he re-
ceived fromhis great spiritual forerunners in other
tinmes and countries wll undoubtedly be found
alight. H s universality enabled himto unite
hinself closely with themin nental synpathy;
sonmetines so closely, as in the case of J. J. Rous-
seau, as to raise anal ogies and conparisons de-
signed to show that he nerely followed in a well-



worn pathway. Yet the simlarity of Tolstoy's

i deas to those of the author of the "Contrat So-

cial" hardly goes beyond a nutual distrust of

Art and Science as aids to human happi ness and

virtue, and a desire to establish anong nankind

a true sense of brotherhood. For the rest, the
appeal s whi ch they individually made to Human-

ity were as dissimlar as the currents of their lives,
and equally dissimlar in effect.

The magic flute of Rousseau's el oquence

breathed fanaticisminto his disciples, and a desire
to mass thensel ves against the foes of liberty.

Tol stoy's trunpet-call sounds a deeper note. It

pi erces the heart, summoning each man to the in-

qui sition of his own conscience, and to justify his
exi stence by labour, that he may thereafter sleep
the sl eep of peace.

The exal tation whi ch he awakens owes not hi ng

to rhythm cal | anguage nor to subtle interpreta-
tions of sensuous enotion; it proceeds froma per-
ception of eternal truth, the truth that has | ove
faith, courage, and self-sacrifice for the corner-
stones of its enduring edifice

NOTE--Owi ng to circumstances entirely outside the control of
the editor some of these transl ations have been done in haste and
there has not been sufficient tine for revision

The translators were chosen by an agent of the executor and
not by the editor
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THE FORGED COUPCN

PART FI RST
I

FEDOR M HAI LOVI CH SMOKOVNI KOV, the presi -

dent of the local |ncone Tax Departnent, a nan

of unswerving honesty--and proud of it, too--

a gloony Liberal, a free-thinker, and an eneny

to every mani festation of religious feeling, which
he thought a relic of superstition, cane honme from
his office feeling very nmuch annoyed. The Gov-
ernor of the province had sent him an extraordi-
narily stupid mnute, alnost assuming that his
deal i ngs had been di shonest.

Fedor M hailovich felt enbittered, and wote
at once a sharp answer. On his return home
everything seened to go contrary to his w shes

It was five mnutes to five, and he expected the
dinner to be served at once, but he was told it was
not ready. He banged the door and went to his
study. Somebody knocked at the door. "Who

the devil is that?" he thought; and shouted,--

"Who is there?"

The door opened and a boy of fifteen cane in,
the son of Fedor M hailovich, a pupil of the fifth
class of the local school

"VWhat do you want ?"
"It is the first of the nonth to-day, father."
"Wl 1! You want your noney?"

It had been arranged that the father should pay

his son a nonthly all owance of three roubles as
pocket noney. Fedor M hail ovich frowned, took

out of his pocket-book a coupon of two roubles
fifty kopeks which he found anong the bank-

notes, and added to it fifty kopeks in silver out of
the | oose change in his purse. The boy kept si-
lent, and did not take the noney his father prof-
fered him

"Fat her, please give ne sone nore in ad-
vance. "

"What ?"

"I would not ask for it, but | have borrowed a
small sumfroma friend, and prom sed upon ny
word of honour to pay it off. M honour is dear
to ne, and that is why | want another three rou-



bles. | don't |ike asking you; but, please, father
give ne anot her three roubles.™

"I have told you--"
"I know, father, but just for once.™

"You have an all owance of three roubl es and
you ought to be content. | had not fifty kopeks
when | was your age."

"Now, all my conrades have nuch nore
Petrov and |vanitsky have fifty roubles a nonth."

"And | tell you that if you behave |ike them
you will be a scoundrel. Mnd that."

"What is there to m nd? You never under-

stand ny position. | shall be disgraced if | don't
pay ny debt. It is all very well for you to speak
as you do."

"Be off, you silly boy! Be off!"

Fedor M hail ovich junped fromhis seat and

pounced upon his son. "Be off, | say!" he
shouted. "You deserve a good thrashing, al
you boys!™

H s son was at once frightened and enbittered.

The bitterness was even greater than the fright.
Wth his head bent down he hastily turned to the
door. Fedor Mhailovich did not intend to strike
him but he was glad to vent his wath, and went
on shouting and abusing the boy till he had cl osed
t he door.

When the nmaid canme in to announce that din-
ner was ready, Fedor M hailovich rose.

"At last!" he said. "I don't feel hungry any
| onger. ™

He went to the dining-roomwith a sullen face.

At table his wife made sone remark, but he gave
her such a short and angry answer that she ab-
stained fromfurther speech. The son also did

not lift his eyes fromhis plate, and was silent al
the time. The trio finished their dinner in si-

| ence, rose fromthe table and separated, w thout
a word.

After dinner the boy went to his room took the
coupon and the change out of his pocket, and
threw the noney on the table. After that he
took off his uniformand put on a jacket.

He sat down to work, and began to study Latin
grammar out of a dog' s-eared book. After a

whil e he rose, closed and bolted the door, shifted
the money into a drawer, took out sone ciga-

rette papers, rolled one up, stuffed it with cotton
wool , and began to snoke.



He spent nearly two hours over his gramar

and witing books wi thout understanding a word

of what he saw before him then he rose and be-
gan to stanmp up and down the room trying to
recollect all that his father had said to him All
t he abuse showered upon him and worst of all

his father's angry face, were as fresh in his mem
ory as if he saw and heard themall over again.
"Silly boy! You ought to get a good thrash-

ing!" And the nore he thought of it the angrier
be grew. He renenbered al so how his father

said: "I see what a scoundrel you will turn out.
I know you will. You are sure to beconme a cheat
if you go on like that. . . " He had cer-
tainly forgotten how he felt when he was young!
"What crime have | committed, | wonder?

wanted to go to the theatre, and having no noney
borrowed sonme from Petia G ouchetsky. Was

that so very wi cked of nme? Another father

woul d have been sorry for me; would have asked
how it all happened; whereas he just called ne
names. He never thinks of anything but hinself.
When it is he who has not got sonething he wants
--that is a different matter! Then all the house
is upset by his shouts. And I--1 am a scoundrel
a cheat, he says. No, | don't love him although
he is ny father. 1t may be wong, but | hate
him"

There was a knock at the door. The servant
brought a letter--a nessage fromhis friend
They want an answer,"” said the servant.

The letter ran as follows: " | ask you now for
the third tinme to pay nme back the six roubles you
have borrowed; you are trying to avoid ne.

That is not the way an honest man ought to be-
have. WII you please send the anount by ny
messenger? | amnyself in a frightful fix. Can
you not get the nobney sonewhere?--Yours, ac-
cording to whether you send the noney or not,
with scorn, or |ove, G ouchet sky. "

"There we have it! Such a pig! Could he
not wait a while? I will have another try."

Mtia went to his nmother. This was his |ast

hope. Hi s nother was very kind, and hardly

ever refused himanything. She would probably
have hel ped himthis tine also out of his trouble,
but she was in great anxiety: her younger child,
Petia, a boy of two, had fallen ill. She got angry
with Mtia for rushing so noisily into the nursery,
and refused himal nost without listening to what

he had to say. Mtia nuttered sonething to him
self and turned to go. The nother felt sorry

for him "Wit, Mtia,"" she said; "I have not

got the noney you want now, but | will get it for
you to-norrow. "



But Mtia was still raging against his father

"What is the use of having it to-norrow, when
I want it to-day? | amgoing to see a friend
That is all | have got to say."

He went out, banging the door

"Nothing else is left to ne. He will tell ne how
to pawn ny watch," he thought, touching his
watch in his pocket.

Mtia went to his room took the coupon and
the watch fromthe drawer, put on his coat, and
went to Mahin.

MAHI N was his school fellow, his senior, a grown-
up young man with a noustache. He ganbl ed,

had a | arge fem ni ne acquai ntance, and al ways had
ready cash. He lived with his aunt. Mtia

quite realised that Mahin was not a respectable
fell ow, but when he was in his conmpany he could
not hel p doing what he wi shed. Mhin was in

when Mtia called, and was just preparing to go
to the theatre. H s untidy roomsnelt of scented
soap and eau-de- Col ogne.

"That's awful, old chap," said Mahin, when

Mtia telling himabout his troubles, showed the
coupon and the fifty kopeks, and added that he
want ed nine roubles nore. "W might, of

course, go and pawn your watch. But we m ght

do sonething far better " And Mahin wi nked

an eye.

"What's that?"

"Something quite sinple " Mhin took the
coupon in his hand. " Put ONE before the 2.50
and it will be 12.50."

"But do such coupons exist?"

"Why, certainly; the thousand roubl es notes
have coupons of 12.50. | have cashed one in
the sane way."

"You don't say so?"

"Well, yes or no?" asked Mahin, taking the
pen and snoot hing the coupon with the fingers of
his | eft hand.

"But it is wong."
"Nonsense! "

"Nonsense, indeed," thought Mtia, and again
his father's hard words canme back to his nenory.



"Scoundrel! As you called ne that, | might as
well be it " He |ooked into Mahin's face.
Mahi n | ooked at him sniling with perfect ease.

"Wl |l ?" he said.
"All right. 1 don't mnd."
Mahin carefully wote the unit in front of 2.50.

"Now |l et us go to the shop across the road;

they sell photographers' materials there. | just
happen to want a frane--for this young person
here " He took out of his pocket a photograph

of a young lady with large eyes, luxuriant hair,
and an unconmonly wel | -devel oped bust.

"I s she not sweet? Eh?"

"Yes, yes. . .of course.
"Well, you see.--But let us go."

Mahi n took his coat, and they left the house.

THE two boys, having rung the door-bell, entered
the enpty shop, which had shel ves along the walls
and phot ographi ¢ appliances on them together

wi th show cases on the counters. A plain woman,
with a kind face, canme through the inner door and
asked from behind the counter what they required.

"A nice frane, if you please, nadam"

"At what price?" asked the woman; she wore
nmttens on her swollen fingers with which she rap-
idly handl ed picture-frames of different shapes.

"These are fifty kopeks each; and these are a
little nore expensive. There is rather a pretty
one, of quite a new style; one rouble and twenty
kopeks. "

"Al'l right, I will have this. But could not
you make it cheaper? Let us say one rouble."

"We don't bargain in our shop,"” said the
shopkeeper with a dignified air.

"Vell, I will take it,"” said Mahin, and put

the coupon on the counter. "Wap up the frane

and give ne change. But please be quick. W

must be off to the theatre, and it is getting late.”

"You have plenty of tine," said the shop-
keeper, exami ning the coupon very closely because
of her shortsightedness.

"I't will look lovely in that frame, don't you
think so? " said Mahin, turning to Mtia.



"Have you no snall change? " asked the shop-
wonman.

"I amsorry, | have not. M father gave ne
that, so | have to cash it."

"But surely you have one rouble twenty?"

"I have only fifty kopeks in cash. But what
are you afraid of? You don't think, | suppose,
that we want to cheat you and give you bad
nmoney? "

"Ch, no; | don't nean anything of the
sort."

"You had better give it to ne back. W wll
cash it sonewhere el se."

"How nuch have | to pay you back? El even
and sonet hing."

She made a cal cul ation on the counter, opened
the desk, took out a ten-roubles note, |ooked for
change and added to the sum six twenty-kopeks
coins and two five-kopek pieces.

"Pl ease make a parcel of the frane," said
Mahi n, taking the noney in a leisurely fashion.

"Yes, sir She made a parcel and tied it
with a string.

Mtia only breathed freely when the door bel
rang behind them and they were again in the
street.

"There are ten roubles for you, and let ne
have the rest. | wll give it back to you."

Mahin went off to the theatre, and Mtia called
on Grouchetsky to repay the noney he had bor-
rowed fromhim

(Y

AN hour after the boys were gone Eugene M hail -
ovi ch, the owner of the shop, cane hone, and be-
gan to count his receipts.

"Ch, you clunsy fool! Idiot that you are!"
he shouted, addressing his wife, after having seen
the coupon and noticed the forgery.

"But | have often seen you, Eugene, accepting
coupons in paynent, and precisely twelve rouble

ones,"” retorted his wife, very hunmliated, grieved,
and all but bursting into tears. "I really don't
know how they contrived to cheat ne," she went

on. "They were pupils of the school, in uni-

form One of themwas quite a handsone boy,
and | ooked so come il faut."”



"A comme il faut fool, that is what you are!"
The husband went on scol ding her, while he
counted the cash. . . . \Wen | accept

coupons, | see what is witten on them And you
probably | ooked only at the boys' pretty faces.
You had better behave yourself in your old age."

Hs wife could not stand this, and got into a
fury.

"That is just |like you nen! Bl aning every-

body around you. But when it is you who | ose
fifty-four roubles at cards--that is of no conse-
guence in your eyes."

"That is a different natter

"I don't want to talk to you," said his wife

and went to her room There she began to re-

m nd herself that her famly was opposed to her
marri age, thinking her present husband far bel ow
her in social rank, and that it was she who insisted
on marrying him Then she went on thinking of
the child she had lost, and how indifferent her
husband had been to their loss. She hated him
so intensely at that noment that she wi shed for
his death. Her w sh frightened her, however,

and she hurriedly began to dress and left the
house. Wen her husband cane fromthe shop

to the inner roons of their flat she was gone.
Wthout waiting for himshe had dressed and

gone off to friends--a teacher of French in the
school, a Russified Pole, and his wife--who had
invited her and her husband to a party in their
house that eveni ng.

Y

THE guests at the party had tea and cakes offered
to them and sat down after that to play whist at
a nunber of card-tables

The partners of Eugene Mhailovich's wife

were the host hinmself, an officer, and an old and
very stupid lady in a wig, a wi dow who owned a
musi c- shop; she | oved playing cards and pl ayed
remarkably well. But it was Eugene M hail o-
vich's wife who was the winner all the tine. The
best cards were continually in her hands. At her
side she had a plate with grapes and a pear and
was in the best of spirits.

"And Eugene M hail ovich? Wiy is he so
| at e?" asked the hostess, who played at anot her
tabl e.

"Probably busy settling accounts," said Eugene
M hailovich's wife. "He has to pay off the
tradesnen, to get in firewood " The quarrel she
had with her husband revived in her nenory;



she frowned, and her hands, from which she had
not taken off the nmittens, shook with fury against
hi m

"Ch, there he is.--W have just been speak-

ing of you," said the hostess to Eugene M hail o-
vich, who canme in at that very nmonment. "Wy
are you so | ate?"

"I was busy," answered Eugene M hail ovi ch
in a gay voice, rubbing his hands. And to his
wife's surprise he cane to her side and said, --

"You know, | nmanaged to get rid of the cou-
pon."

"No! You don't say so!"

"Yes, | used it to pay for a cart-load of fire-
wood | bought from a peasant.”

And Eugene M hailovich related with great in-

dignation to the conpany present--his w fe add-
ing nore details to his narrative--how his wife
had been cheated by two unscrupul ous school boys.

"Well, and now let us sit down to work," he

said, taking his place at one of the whist-tables
when his turn cane, and begi nning to shuffle the
cards.

\

EUGENE M HAI LOVI CH had actual ly used the cou-

pon to buy firewod fromthe peasant lIvan M -

ronov, who had thought of setting up in business

on the seventeen roubl es he possessed. He hoped
inthis way to earn another eight roubles, and with
the twenty-five roubl es thus amassed he intended

to buy a good strong horse, which he would want

in the spring for work in the fields and for driv-
ing on the roads, as his old horse was al nost

pl ayed out.

Ivan Mronov's comrercial method consisted

in buying fromthe stores a cord of wood and di -
viding it into five cartloads, and then driving
about the town, selling each of these at the price
the stores charged for a quarter of a cord. That
unfortunate day |van Mronov drove out very

early with half a cartload, which he soon sold.

He | oaded up again with another cartload which

he hoped to sell, but he looked in vain for a cus-
tonmer; no one would buy it. It was his bad |uck
all that day to cone across experienced towns-
peopl e, who knew all the tricks of the peasants in
selling firewod, and would not believe that he
had actually brought the wood fromthe country

as he assured them He got hungry, and felt

cold in his ragged woollen coat. It was nearly



bel ow zero when evening canme on; his horse

whi ch he had treated wi thout nercy, hoping soon

to sell it to the knacker's yard, refused to nove a
step. So lvan Mronov was quite ready to sel

his firewood at a | oss when he net Eugene M hail -
ovi ch, who was on his way honme fromthe tobac-

coni st.

"Buy ny cartload of firewood, sir. | wll give
it to you cheap. M poor horse is tired, and can't
go any farther."

"VWhere do you cone fronP"

"Fromthe country, sir. This firewood is

fromour place. Good dry wood, | can assure
you."
"CGood wood indeed! | know your tricks.

Vel l, what is your price?"

Ivan M ronov began by asking a high price,
but reduced it once, and finished by selling the
cartload for just what it had cost him

"I"'mgiving it to you cheap, just to please you
sir.--Besides, | amglad it is not a long way to
your house," he added.

Eugene M hail ovich did not bargain very nuch.

He did not mind paying a little nore, because he
was delighted to think he could nake use of the
coupon and get rid of it. Wth great difficulty
Ivan M ronov nanaged at last, by pulling the
shafts hinself, to drag his cart into the courtyard
where he was obliged to unload the firewod un-
aided and pile it up in the shed. The yard-porter
was out. Ivan Mronov hesitated at first to ac-
cept the coupon, but Eugene M hail ovich insisted,
and as he | ooked a very inportant person the peas-
ant at |ast agreed.

He went by the backstairs to the servants

room crossed hinmself before the ikon, w ped his
beard which was covered with icicles, turned up
the skirts of his coat, took out of his pocket a
| eat her purse, and out of the purse eight roubles
and fifty kopeks, and handed the change to Eu-
gene M hailovich. Carefully folding the coupon
he put it in the purse. Then, according to cus-
tom he thanked the gentl eman for his kindness,
and, using the whip-handl e instead of the |ash, he
bel aboured the half-frozen horse that he had
dooned to an early death, and betook hinmself to

a public-house.

Arriving there, Ivan Mronov called for vodka

and tea for which he paid eight kopeks. Com
fortable and warm after the tea, he chatted in the
very best of spirits with a yard-porter who was
sitting at his table. Soon he grew conmunicative
and told his conpanion all about the conditions of



his life. He told himhe cane fromthe vill age
Vassil i evsky, twelve mles fromtown, and al so
that he had his allotnent of land given to him

by his family, as he wanted to live apart fromhis
father and his brothers; that he had a wife and
two children; the elder boy went to school, and
did not yet help himin his work. He also said he
lived in | odgings and i ntended going to the horse-
fair the next day to |l ook for a good horse, and,
may be, to buy one. He went on to state that he
had now nearly twenty-five roubles--only one
roubl e short--and that half of it was a coupon

He took the coupon out of his purse to showto his
new friend. The yard-porter was an illiterate
man, but he said he had had such coupons given
him by | odgers to change; that they were good;

but that one m ght also chance on forged ones;

so he advi sed the peasant, for the sake of security,
to change it at once at the counter. |van M ronov
gave the coupon to the waiter and asked for

change. The waiter, however, did not bring the
change, but cane back with the manager, a bal d-
headed nman with a shining face, who was hol di ng
the coupon in his fat hand.

"Your noney is no good," he said, show ng the
coupon, but apparently determ ned not to give it
back.

"The coupon nust be all right. | got it from
a gentl eman. "

"It is bad, | tell you. The coupon is forged."
"Forged? Gve it back to ne."

"I will not. You fellows have got to be pun-
i shed for such tricks. O course, you did it your-
self--you and sonme of your rascally friends."

"G ve ne the noney. What right have
you--"

"Sidor! Call a policeman," said the barman

to the waiter. |van Mronov was rather drunk
and in that condition was hard to manage. He
sei zed the manager by the collar and began to
shout .

"G ve ne back ny noney, | say. | will goto
the gentl eman who gave it to ne. | know where
he lives."

The manager had to struggle with all his force
to get loose fromlvan Mronov, and his shirt was
torn, --

"Ch, that's the way you behave! Get hold of
him?"

The waiter took hold of Ivan Mronov; at that
monent the policeman arrived. Looking very



i mportant, he inquired what had happened, and
unhesitatingly gave his orders:

"Take himto the police-station.”

As to the coupon, the policeman put it in his
pocket; lvan Mronov, together with his horse,
was brought to the nearest station

VI |

| VAN M RONOV had to spend the night in the po-
lice-station, in the conpany of drunkards and
thieves. It was noon of the next day when he

was sunmoned to the police officer; put through

a close exam nation, and sent in the care of a po-
liceman to Eugene M hailovich's shop. Ilvan M -
ronov remenbered the street and the house.

The policeman asked for the shopkeeper,

showed hi mthe coupon and confronted himw th
Ivan Mronov, who declared that he had received
the coupon in that very place. Eugene M hail o-
vich at once assumed a very severe and astoni shed
air.

"You are mad, ny good fellow, " he said. "I
have never seen this man before in ny life," he
added, addressing the policeman.

"It is asin, sir," said lvan Mronov " Think

of the hour when you will die."

"Why, you must be dreaming | You have
sold your firewood to sonme one el se," said Eu-

gene Mhailovich. "But wait a minute. | wll
go and ask ny wi fe whether she bought any fire-
wood yesterday " FEugene M hailovich left them

and i medi ately called the yard-porter Vassily, a
strong, handsone, quick, cheerful, well-dressed
nman.

He told Vassily that if any one should inquire
where the last supply of firewood was bought, he
was to say they'd got it fromthe stores, and not
froma peasant in the street.

"A peasant has cone," he said to Vassily,

"who has declared to the police that | gave him

a forged coupon. He is a fool and tal ks non-
sense, but you, are a clever man. M nd you say
that we always get the firewdod fromthe stores.
And, by the way, |'ve been thinking sone tine of

gi ving you noney to buy a new jacket," added Eu-
gene M hail ovich, and gave the nman five roubl es.
Vassily looking with pleasure first at the five rou-
ble note, then at Eugene M hailovich's face, shook
his head and smil ed.

"I know, those peasant fol ks have no brains.
I gnorance, of course. Don't you be uneasy. |



know what | have to say."

Ivan Mronov, with tears in his eyes, inplored
Eugene M hail ovich over and over again to ac-

know edge t he coupon he had given him and the
yard-porter to believe what he said, but it proved
qui te usel ess; they both insisted that they had
never bought firewood froma peasant in the

street. The policeman brought |van M ronov

back to the police-station, and he was charged with
forging the coupon. Only after taking the ad-

vice of a drunken office clerk in the same cell with
him and bribing the police officer with five rou-
bles, did Ivan Mronov get out of jail, wthout

the coupon, and with only seven roubles left out

of the twenty-five he had the day before.

O these seven roubles he spent three in the
publ i c- house and canme honme to his w fe dead
drunk, with a bruised and swoll en face.

Hs wife was expecting a child, and felt very
ill. She began to scold her husband; he pushed
her away, and she struck him Wthout answer-
ing a word he lay down on the plank and began
to weep bhitterly.

Not till the next day did he tell his w fe what
had actual |y happened. She believed him at

once, and thoroughly cursed the dastardly rich

man who had cheated Ivan. He was sobered

now, and renenbering the advice a workman had
given him wi th whom he had many a drink the

day before, decided to go to a lawer and tell him
of the wrong the owner of the photograph shop

had done him

VI

THE | awyer consented to take proceedi nhgs on be-
hal f of Ivan Mronov, not so much for the sake

of the fee, as because he believed the peasant, and
was revolted by the wong done to him

Both parties appeared in the court when the

case was tried, and the yard-porter Vassily was
sumoned as witness. They repeated in the

court all they had said before to the police officials.
Ivan Mronov again called to his aid the name of
the Divinity, and rem nded t he shopkeeper of the
hour of death. Eugene M hail ovich, although

quite aware of his w ckedness, and the risks he
was runni ng, despite the rebukes of his conscience,
could not now change his testinobny, and went on
calmy to deny all the allegations nade agai nst
hi m

The yard-porter Vassily had recei ved anot her
ten roubles fromhis nmaster, and, quite unper-
turbed, asserted with a snmile that he did not know



anyt hi ng about Ivan Mronov. And when he

was called upon to take the oath, he overcame his
i nner qual ns, and repeated with assuned ease

the terns of the oath, read to himby the old
priest appointed to the court. By the holy Cross
and the CGospel, he swore that he spoke the whol e
truth.

The case was deci ded agai nst |Ivan M ronov,

who was sentenced to pay five roubles for expenses.
Thi s sum Eugene M hail ovi ch generously paid

for him Before disnissing |van Mronov, the

j udge severely adnoni shed him saying he ought

to take care in the future not to accuse respectable
peopl e, and that he al so ought to be thankful that
he was not forced to pay the costs, and that he had
escaped a prosecution for slander, for which he
woul d have been condemmed to three nonths' im
prisonment.

"I offer ny hunble thanks,"” said Ivan M -
ronov; and, shaking his head, left the court with
a heavy sigh.

The whol e thing seened to have ended well for
Eugene M hail ovich and the yard-porter Vassily.
But only in appearance. Sonething had hap-

pened whi ch was not noticed by any one, but which
was much nore inportant than all that had been
exposed to view

Vassily had left his village and settled in town
over two years ago. As tine went on he sent

|l ess and |l ess noney to his father, and he did not
ask his wife, who remained at honme, to join him
He was in no need of her; he could in town have
as many wi ves as he wi shed, and nuch better ones
too than that clumsy, village-bred wonan. Vas-
sily, with each recurring year, becane nore and
more familiar with the ways of the town people,
forgetting the conventions of a country life.
There everything was so vulgar, so grey, so poor
and untidy. Here, in town, all seened on the
contrary so refined, nice, clean, and rich; so or-
derly too. And he became nore and nore con-
vinced that people in the country live just like
wi | d beasts, having no idea of what life is, and
that only life in town is real. He read books
witten by clever witers, and went to the perform
ances in the Peoples' Palace. In the country,
peopl e woul d not see such wonders even in dreans.
In the country old nmen say: "Obey the |aw, and
live with your wife; work; don't eat too nuch;
don't care for finery," while here, in town, all the
clever and | earned peopl e--those, of course,

who know what in reality the law is--only pur-

sue their own pleasures. And they are the bet-
ter for it.

Previous to the incident of the forged coupon,
Vassily could not actually believe that rich people



lived without any noral law. But after that,

still nore after having perjured hinself, and not
being the worse for it in spite of his fears--on
the contrary, he had gained ten roubles out of it
--Vassily becane firmy convinced that no noral

| aws what ever exist, and that the only thing to do
is to pursue one's own interests and pl easures.
This he now made his rule in life. He accord-
ingly got as much profit as he could out of pur-
chasi ng goods for lodgers. But this did not pay
all his expenses. Then he took to stealing, when-
ever chance offered--nmoney and all sorts of val-
uabl es. One day he stole a purse full of noney
from Eugene M hail ovich, but was found out.

Eugene M hail ovich did not hand hi mover to the
police, but dism ssed himon the spot.

Vassily had no wi sh whatever to return home

to his village, and remained in Moscow with his
sweet heart, |ooking out for a new job. He got
one as yard-porter at a grocer's, but with only
smal | wages. The next day after he had entered
that service he was caught stealing bags. The
grocer did not call in the police, but gave hima
good thrashing and turned himout. After that

he could not find work. The noney he had | eft
was soon gone; he had to sell all his clothes and
went about nearly in rags. His sweetheart left
him But notw t hstandi ng, he kept up his high
spirits, and when the spring came he started to
wal k hore.

I X

PETER NI KOLAEVI CH SVENTI ZKY, a short man in

bl ack spectacles (he had weak eyes, and was
threatened with conplete blindness), got up, as
was his custom at dawn of day, had a cup of tea
and putting on his short fur coat trimed with
astrachan, went to ook after the work on his es-
tate.

Pet er N kol aevi ch had been an official in the
Custons, and had gai ned ei ghteen thousand rou-

bl es during his service. About twelve years ago
he quitted the service--not quite of his own ac-
cord: as a matter of fact he had been conpell ed
to | eave--and bought an estate froma young

| and- owner who had di ssipated his fortune. Peter
Ni kol aevich had nmarried at an earlier period,
while still an official in the Customs. Hi s wife,
who belonged to an old noble famly, was an
orphan, and was |eft w thout noney. She was

a tall, stoutish, good-Ilooking woman. They had
no children. Peter Nikolaevich had considerable
practical talents and a strong will. He was the

son of a Polish gentlenman, and knew not hi ng
about agriculture and | and nanagenent; but
when he acquired an estate of his own, he nman-



aged it so well that after fifteen years the waste
pi ece of land, consisting of three hundred acres,
becane a nodel estate. Al the buildings, from
the dwel |l i ng-house to the corn stores and the shed
for the fire engine were solidly built, had iron
roofs, and were painted at the right time. 1In the
tool house carts, ploughs, harrows, stood in per-
fect order, the harness was well cleaned and oil ed.
The horses were not very big, but all hone-bred,
grey, well fed, strong and devoi d of bl em sh.

The threshing machi ne worked in a roofed

barn, the forage was kept in a separate shed, and
a paved drain was nmade fromthe stables. The

cows were hone-bred, not very large, but giving
plenty of nmilk; fows were also kept in the poultry
yard, and the hens were of a special kind, |aying
a great quantity of eggs. In the orchard the fruit
trees were well whitewashed and propped on poles
to enable themto grow straight. Everything was

| ooked after--solid, clean, and in perfect order
Peter N kol aevich rejoiced in the perfect condi-
tion of his estate, and was proud to have achieved
it--not by oppressing the peasants, but, on the
contrary, by the extrene fairness of his dealings
with them

Anmong t he nobl es of his province he bel onged

to the advanced party, and was nore inclined to
i beral than conservative views, always taking the
si de of the peasants agai nst those who were stil
in favour of serfdom "Treat themwell, and
they will be fair to you," he used to say. O
course, he did not overl ook any carel essness on
the part of those who worked on his estate, and
he urged themon to work if they were |azy; but
then he gave them good | odging, with plenty of
good food, paid their wages w thout any del ay,
and gave themdrinks on days of festival

Wal ki ng cautiously on the nelting snow-for

the tine of the year was February--Peter N kol -
aevi ch passed the stables, and nade his way to

the cottage where his worknen were | odged.

It was still dark, the darker because of the dense
fog; but the wi ndows of the cottage were |ighted.
The men had already got up. His intention was

to urge themto begin work. He had arranged

that they should drive out to the forest and bring
back the last supply of firewdod he needed before
spring.

"What is that?" he thought, seeing the door
of the stable wide open. "Hallo, who is there?"

No answer. Peter N kol aevich stepped into

the stable. It was dark; the ground was soft
under his feet, and the air snmelt of dung; on the
right side of the door were two | oose boxes for

a pair of grey horses. Peter Nikolaevich
stretched out his hand in their direction--one



box was enpty. He put out his foot--the horse

m ght have been lying dowmn. But his foot did

not touch anything solid. "Were could they

have taken the horse?" he thought. They cer-
tainly had not harnessed it; all the sl edges stood
still outside. Peter N kolaevich went out of the
st abl e.

" St epan, conme here!" he called.

Stepan was the head of the worknmen's gang.
He was just stepping out of the cottage.

"Here | aml" he said, in a cheerful voice.
"Ch, is that you, Peter Nikolaevich? Qur nen
are comng."

"Why is the stable door open?

"Isit? | don't know anything about it. |
say, Proshka, bring the lantern!”

Proshka cane with the lantern. They all went
to the stable, and Stepan knew at once what had
happened.

"Thi eves have been here, Peter N kol aevich,"
he said. "The lock is broken."

"No; you don't say so!"

"Yes, the brigands! | don't see ' Mashka.
"Hawk' is here. But 'Beauty' is not. Nor yet
' Dappl e-grey."'"

Three horses had been stol en

Peter N kol aevich did not utter a word at first.
He only frowned and took deep breaths.

"Ch," he said after a while. "If only | could
| ay hands on theml Wo was on guard?"

"Peter. He evidently fell asleep.”

Peter Ni kol aevich called in the police, and
maki ng an appeal to all the authorities, sent his
men to track the thieves. But the horses were
not to be found.

"W cked people," said Peter Nikolaevich

"How could they! |I was always so kind to

them Now, wait! Brigands! Brigands the
whole ot of them | will no | onger be kind."
X

IN the meanwhil e the horses, the grey ones, had
all been disposed of; Mishka was sold to the gip-
sies for eighteen roubles; Dapple-grey was ex-
changed for another horse, and passed over to
anot her peasant who lived forty niles away from



the estate; and Beauty died on the way. The nman
who conducted the whole affair was--lvan M -
ronov. He had been enpl oyed on the estate, and
knew all the whereabouts of Peter Ni kol aevich

He wanted to get back the noney he had | ost, and
stole the horses for that reason

After his misfortune with the forged coupon

Ivan Mronov took to drink; and all he possessed
woul d have gone on drink if it had not been for
his wife, who | ocked up his clothes, the horses
collars, and all the rest of what he woul d other-
wi se have squandered in public-houses. In his
drunken state Ivan Mronov was continually

t hi nki ng, not only of the man who had w onged

him but of all the rich people who |ive on robbing
the poor. One day he had a drink with sone
peasants fromthe suburbs of Podol sk, and was
wal ki ng horme together with them On the way

the peasants, who were conpletely drunk, told him
they had stolen a horse froma peasant's cottage.
Ivan Mronov got angry, and began to abuse the
hor se-t hi eves.

"What a shane!" he said. "A horse is |like
a brother to the peasant. And you robbed hi m of
it? It is a great sin, | tell you. |If you go in for

stealing horses, steal themfromthe | andowners
They are worse than dogs, and deserve anything."

The tal k went on, and the peasants from Po-
dol sk told himthat it required a great deal of
cunning to steal a horse on an estate.

"You must know all the ins and outs of the
pl ace, and nust have sonebody on the spot to
hel p you."

Then it occurred to Ilvan Mronov that he knew

a | andowner - - Sventi zky; he had worked on his
estate, and Sventizky, when paying himoff, had
deducted one rouble and a half for a broken tool
He renenbered well the grey horses which he
used to drive at Sventizky's.

Ivan Mronov called on Peter Ni kol aevich pre-
tending to ask for enployment, but really in or-
der to get the informati on he wanted. He took
precautions to nake sure that the watchman was
absent, and that the horses were standing in their
boxes in the stable. He brought the thieves to
the place, and helped themto carry off the three
hor ses.

They divided their gains, and |van M ronov

returned to his wife with five roubles in his pocket.
He had nothing to do at hone, having no horse

to work in the field, and therefore continued to
steal horses in conpany with professional horse-

thi eves and gi psi es.



Xl

PETER NI KOLAEVI CH SVENTI ZKY did his best to

di scover who had stolen his horses. He knew
somebody on the estate nust have hel ped the

thi eves, and began to suspect all his staff. He

i nqui red who had slept out that night, and the
gang of the working nmen told himProshka had

not been in the whole night. Proshka, or Prokofy
Ni kol aevi ch, was a young fell ow who had just fin-
ished his nmilitary service, handsonme, and skilful
in all he did; Peter N kol aevich enpl oyed hi m at
times as coachman. The district constable was a
friend of Peter N kol aevich, as were the provin-
cial head of the police, the marshal of the nobility,
and also the rural councillor and the exam ning
magi strate. They all canme to his house on his
saint's day, drinking the cherry brandy he offered
themwi th pleasure, and eating the nice preserved
mushroons of all kinds to acconpany the |iqueurs.
They all synpathised with himin his trouble and
tried to help him

"You al ways used to take the side of the peas-
ants," said the district constable, "and there you
are! | was right in saying they are worse than
wild beasts. Flogging is the only way to keep
themin order. WII, you say it is all Proshka's
doings. |Is it not he who was your coachnman

soneti nes?"

"Yes, that is he."
"Wl you kindly call hin®"

Proshka was summpned before the constabl e,
who began to exam ne him

"Where were you that night?"

Proshka pushed back his hair, and his eyes
sparkl ed

"At hone."

"How so? Al the nmen say you were not in.
"Just as you pl ease, your honour."

"My pleasure has nothing to do with the nat-
ter. Tell ne where you were that night."

"At hone."

"Very well. Policeman, bring himto the po-
lice-station.”

The reason why Proshka did not say where he
had been that night was that he had spent it with
his sweetheart, Parasha, and had pronised not to
give her away. He kept his word. No proofs
wer e discovered against him and he was soon dis-



charged. But Peter Ni kol aevich was convi nced

that Prokofy had been at the bottom of the whole
affair, and began to hate him One day Proshka
bought as usual at the nerchant's two neasures of
oats. One and a half he gave to the horses, and
hal f a neasure he gave back to the nerchant; the
money for it he spent in drink. Peter N kol ae-
vich found it out, and charged Prokofy with cheat-
ing. The judge sentenced the nman to three

nmont hs' i npri sonnent.

Prokofy had a rather proud nature, and thought

hi msel f superior to others. Prison was a great
humiliation for him He canme out of it very
depressed; there was nothing nore to be proud

of inlife. And nore than that, he felt extrenely
bitter, not only against Peter Ni kol aevich, but
agai nst the whol e world.

On the whole, as all the people around hi m no-
ticed, Prokofy becane another man after his im
prisonnment, both careless and | azy; he took to
drink, and he was soon caught stealing clothes at
some woman's house, and found hinself again in
prison.

Al'l that Peter N kol aevich discovered about his
grey horses was the hide of one of them Beauty,
whi ch had been found somewhere on the estate.

The fact that the thieves had got off scot-free
irritated Peter Nikolaevich still nore. He was
unabl e now to speak of the peasants or to | ook at
them wi t hout anger. And whenever he coul d he
tried to oppress them

Xl

AFTER having got rid of the coupon, Eugene

M hail ovich forgot all about it; but his wife, M-
ria Vassilievna, could not forgive herself for hav-
i ng been taken in, nor yet her husband for his crue
words. And nost of all she was furious against

the two boys who had so skilfully cheated her

From the day she had accepted the forged coupon

as paynent, she | ooked closely at all the school -
boys who cane in her way in the streets. One

day she net Mahin, but did not recognise him

for on seeing her he nade a face which quite
changed his features. But when, a fortnight after
the incident with the coupon, she net Mtia
Snmokovni kov face to face, she knew him at once.

She | et himpass her, then turned back and
followed him and arriving at his house she nade
inquiries as to whose son he was. The next day
she went to the school and net the divinity
instructor, the priest Mchael Vedensky, in the
hall. He asked her what she wanted. She an-
swered that she wished to see the head of the
school. "He is not quite well,"” said the priest.



"Can | be of any use to you, or give himyour
nmessage?"

Maria Vassilievna thought that she might as

well tell the priest what was the matter. M chae
Vedensky was a wi dower, and a very anbitious

man. A year ago he had nmet Mtia Smokovni -

kov's father in society, and had had a di scussion
with himon religion. Snmokovni kov had beaten

hi m deci sively on all points; indeed, he had made
hi m appear quite ridiculous. Since that tine the
priest had decided to pay special attention to
Snmokovni kov' s son; and, finding himas indifferent
to religious matters as his father was, he began
to persecute him and even brought about his fail-
ure in exam nations.

When Maria Vassilievna told himwhat young
Smokovni kov had done to her, Vedensky could

not help feeling an inner satisfaction. He sawin
the boy's conduct a proof of the utter w ckedness
of those who are not guided by the rules of the
Church. He decided to take advantage of this
great opportunity of warning unbelievers of the
perils that threatened them At all events, he
wanted to persuade hinself that this was the only
nmotive that guided himin the course he had re-
solved to take. But at the bottomof his heart he
was only anxious to get his revenge on the proud
at hei st .

"Yes, it is very sad indeed," said Father M -
chael, toying with the cross he was wearing over
his priestly robes, and passing his hands over its
polished sides. "I amvery glad you have given
me your confidence. As a servant of the Church

I shall adnonish the young nman--of course with
the utnost kindness. | shall certainly do it in
the way that befits nmy holy office," said Father
M chael to hinself, really thinking that he had
forgotten the ill-feeling the boy's father had to-
wards him He firmy believed the boy's sou

to be the only object of his pious care.

The next day, during the divinity |esson which

Fat her M chael was giving to Mtia Snokovni -

kov's class, he narrated the incident of the forged
coupon, adding that the culprit had been one of

the pupils of the school. "It was a very wi cked
thing to do," he said; "but to deny the crinme is
still worse. If it is true that the sin has been com

mtted by one of you, let the guilty one confess."
In saying this, Father M chael |ooked sharply at
Mtia Smokovni kov. All the boys, following his

gl ance, turned also to Mtia, who blushed, and
felt extrenely ill at ease, with | arge beads of
perspiration on his face. Finally, he burst into
tears, and ran out of the classroom His nother,
noticing his trouble, found out the truth, ran at
once to the photographer's shop, paid over the
twel ve roubles and fifty kopeks to Maria Vas-



silievna, and nade her pronise to deny the boy's
guilt. She further inplored Mtia to hide the
truth fromeverybody, and in any case to wi thhold
it fromhis father.

Accordi ngly, when Fedor M hail ovich had

heard of the incident in the divinity class, and his
son, questioned by him had denied all accusations,
he called at once on the head of the school, told

hi m what had happened, expressed his indignation

at Father M chael's conduct, and said he woul d

not let matters remain as they were.

Fat her M chael was sent for, and i medi ately
fell into a hot dispute with Snokovni kov.

"A stupid wonan first falsely accused ny son,

then retracts her accusation, and you of course
could not hit on anything nore sensible to do than
to slander an honest and truthful boy!"

"I did not slander him and | nust beg you not
to address nme in such a way. You forget what
is due to ny cloth."

"Your cloth is of no consequence to nme."

"Your perversity in matters of religionis
known to everybody in the town!" replied Father
M chael ; and he was so transported wth anger
that his long thin head quivered.

"Centl emen! Father M chael!" excl ai med
the director of the school, trying to appease their
wath. But they did not listen to him

"It is nmy duty as a priest to | ook after the
religious and noral education of our pupils.”

"Ch, cease your pretence to be religious!

Oh, stop all this hunbug of religion! As if |
did not know that you believe neither in God nor
Devil."

"I consider it beneath nmy dignity to talk to a
man |ike you," said Father M chael, very nuch
hurt by Snokovni kov's |ast words, the nore so
because he knew they were true.

M chael Vedensky carried on his studies in the
acadeny for priests, and that is why, for a |long
time past, he ceased to believe in what he con-
fessed to be his creed and in what he preached
fromthe pulpit; he only knew that nmen ought to
force thenselves to believe in what he tried to
make hi nsel f believe.

Smokovni kov was not shocked by Father M -

chael's conduct; he only thought it illustrative of
the influence the Church was begi nning to exercise
on society, and he told all his friends how his son
had been insulted by the priest.



Seei ng not only young mnds, but also the elder
generation, contaninated by atheistic tendencies,
Fat her M chael becanme nore and nore convinced

of the necessity of fighting those tendencies. The
nmore he condemmed the unbelief of Snokovnikov,

and those like him the nore confident he grew

in the firmess of his own faith, and the |less he
felt the need of naking sure of it, or of bringing
his life into harmony with it. His faith, acknow -
edged as such by all the world around him be-

cane Father Mchael's very best weapon with

which to fight those who denied it.

The thoughts aroused in himby his conflict

wi t h Snokovni kov, together with the annoyance

of being blamed by his chiefs in the school, nade
himcarry out the purpose he had entertai ned ever
since his wife's death--of taking nonastic orders,
and of follow ng the course carried out by sone
of his fellowpupils in the acadeny. One of them
was al ready a bi shop, another an archimandrite
and on the way to becone a bi shop.

At the end of the term M chael Vedensky gave

up his post in the school, took orders under the
nane of M ssael, and very soon got a post as
rector in a semnary in a tow on the river Vol ga

Xl

MEANWHI LE t he yard-porter Vassily was march-
ing on the open road down to the south.

He wal ked in daytine, and when ni ght cane

some policeman woul d get himshelter in a peas-
ant's cottage. He was given bread everywhere,
and sonetines he was asked to sit down to the
evening neal. In avillage in the Oel district,
where he had stayed for the night, he heard that
a nmerchant who had hired the | andowner's or-
chard for the season, was | ooking out for strong
and able nmen to serve as watchnen for the fruit-
crops. Vassily was tired of tranping, and as he
had al so no desire whatever to go back to his
native village, he went to the man who owned the
orchard, and got engaged as watchman for five
roubl es a nonth.

Vassily found it very agreeable to live in his
orchard shed, and all the nore so when the apples
and pears began to grow ripe, and when the nen
fromthe barn supplied himevery day with | arge
bundl es of fresh straw fromthe threshi ng nma-
chine. He used to lie the whole day |ong on

the fragrant straw, with fresh, delicately snell-
ing apples in heaps at his side, |ooking out in
every direction to prevent the village boys from
stealing fruit; and he used to whistle and sing
meanwhi l e, to anuse hinself. He knew no end



of songs, and had a fine voice. Wen peasant
wonen and young girls cane to ask for apples,

and to have a chat with him Vassily gave them

| arger or snaller apples according as he |iked
their | ooks, and received eggs or noney in re-
turn. The rest of the tinme he had nothing to do,
but to lie on his back and get up for his neals in
the kitchen. He had only one shirt left, one of
pink cotton, and that was in holes. But he was
strongly built and enjoyed excell ent health.

When the kettle with black gruel was taken from
the stove and served to the working nen, Vassily
used to eat enough for three, and filled the old
wat chman on the estate with unceasi ng wonder.

At nights Vassily never slept. He whistled or
shouted fromtinme to tinme to keep off thieves, and
his piercing, cat-like eyes saw clearly in the dark-
ness.

One night a conpany of young |lads fromthe
village made their way stealthily to the orchard
to shake down apples fromthe trees. Vassily,
com ng noi sel essly from behind, attacked them
they tried to escape, but he took one of them
prisoner to his master.

Vassily's first shed stood at the farthest end of
the orchard, but after the pears had been picked
he had to renove to another shed only forty paces
away fromthe house of his nmaster. He liked

this new place very nmuch. The whol e day | ong

he could see the young | adi es and gentl enen en-
joying thensel ves; going out for drives in the
evenings and quite late at nights, playing the piano
or the violin, and singing and dancing. He saw
the ladies sitting with the young students on the
wi ndow sills, engaged in animated conversati on,
and then going in pairs to wal k the dark avenue
of lime trees, lit up only by streaks of noon-
light. He saw the servants running about wth
food and drink, he saw the cooks, the stewards,
the | aundresses, the gardeners, the coachnen, hard
at work to supply their masters with food and
drink and constant anusenent. Sonetines the
young people fromthe master's house cane to

the shed, and Vassily offered themthe choicest
apples, juicy and red. The young |adies used to
take large bites out of the apples on the spot,
praising their taste, and spoke French to one an-
other--Vassily quite understood it was all about
hi m -and asked Vassily to sing for them

Vassily felt the greatest adniration for his
master's node of living, which rem nded hi m of
what he had seen in Mscow;, and he becane nore
and nore convinced that the only thing that nat-
tered in life was noney. He thought and thought
how to get hold of a | arge sum of noney. He
renenbered his forner ways of making snall
profits whenever he could, and cane to the con-
clusion that that was altogether wong. GCcca-



sional stealing is of no use, he thought. He nust
arrange a well-prepared plan, and after getting
all the information he wanted, carry out his pur-
pose so as to avoid detection

After the feast of Nativity of the Blessed Vir-
gin Mary, the last crop of autumm appl es was
gathered; the naster was content with the results,
paid off Vassily, and gave himan extra sum as
reward for his faithful service

Vassily put on his new jacket, and a new hat
--both were presents fromhis naster's son--

but did not nmake his way honmewards. He hated

the very thought of the vul gar peasants' life. He
went back to Mbscow i n company of sone drunken
sol di ers, who had been watchnmen in the orchard
together with him On his arrival there he at
once resol ved, under cover of night, to break into
the shop where he had been enpl oyed, and beaten
and then turned out by the proprietor wthout be-
ing paid. He knew the place well, and knew

where the noney was | ocked up. So he bade the

sol diers, who hel ped him keep watch outside, and
forcing the courtyard door entered the shop and
took all the noney he could lay his hands on

Al'l this was done very cleverly, and no trace was
left of the burglary. The noney Vassily had

found in the shop anbunted to 370 roubles. He
gave a hundred roubles to his assistants, and with
the rest left for another town where he gave way
to dissipation in conpany of friends of both sexes.
The police traced his novenents, and when at

| ast he was arrested and put into prison he had
hardly anything |l eft out of the noney which he

had stol en

XV

| VAN M RONOV had becone a very clever, fear-

| ess and successful horse-thief. Afima, his wfe,
who at first used to abuse himfor his evil ways,
as she called it, was now quite content and felt
proud of her husband, who possessed a new sheep-
skin coat, while she also had a warm jacket and

a new fur cloak

In the village and throughout the whole dis-
trict every one knew quite well that Ivan M ronov
was at the bottomof all the horse-stealing; but
nobody woul d gi ve hi m away, being afraid of the
consequences. \Whenever suspicion fell on him

he managed to clear his character. Once during
the night he stole horses fromthe pasture ground
in the village Kol otovka. He generally preferred
to steal horses fromlandowners or tradespeople.
But this was a harder job, and when he had no
chance of success he did not mind robbing peasants
too. In Kolotovka he drove off the horses with-
out nmaki ng sure whose they were. He did not



go hinself to the spot, but sent a young and cl ever
fellow, Gerassim to do the stealing for him The
peasants only got to know of the theft at dawn;
they rushed in all directions to hunt for the rob-
bers. The horses, neanwhile, were hidden in a
ravine in the forest |ands belonging to the state.

Ivan Mronov intended to | eave themthere til

the following night, and then to transport them
with the utnost haste a hundred niles away to a
man he knew. He visited Gerassimin the forest,
to see how he was getting on, brought hima pie
and sone vodka, and was returning honme by a

side track in the forest where he hoped to neet
nobody. But by ill-luck, he chanced on the keeper
of the forest, a retired soldier.

"l say! Have you been | ooking for mnush-
roons?" asked the sol dier

"There were none to be found," answered
Ivan Mronov, show ng the basket of |inme bark
he had taken with himin case he m ght want it.

"Yes, nushroons are scarce this sumer," said

the soldier. He stood still for a nonent, pon-
dered, and then went his way. He clearly saw
that sonething was wong. |van Mronov had

no busi ness whatever to take early norning wal ks
in that forest. The soldier went back after a
whi |l e and | ooked round. Suddenly he heard the
snorting of horses in the ravine. He nmade his
way cautiously to the place whence the sounds
came. The grass in the ravine was trodden

down, and the nmarks of horses' hoofs were clearly
to be seen. Alittle further he saw Gerassim
who was sitting and eating his neal, and the horses
tied to a tree

The soldier ran to the village and brought back

the bailiff, a police officer, and two w tnesses.
They surrounded on three sides the spot where
Gerassimwas sitting and seized the nman. He did
not deny anything; but, being drunk, told them at
once how Ivan M ronov had given himplenty of

drink, and induced himto steal the horses; he

al so said that Ivan Mronov had promi sed to cone
that night in order to take the horses away. The
peasants left the horses and Gerassimin the ra-
vine, and hiding behind the trees prepared to lie in
anbush for Ivan Mronov. Wen it grew dark

they heard a whistle. Gerassimanswered it with

a simlar sound. The nonment |van M ronov de-
scended the slope, the peasants surrounded him

and brought himback to the village. The next
nmorning a crowd assenbled in front of the bailiff's

cottage. |Ilvan Mronov was brought out and sub-
jected to a close exanination. Stepan Pel ageush-
kine, a tall, stooping nan with |long arns, an

aqui line nose, and a gloony face was the first to
put questions to him Stepan had terminated his



mlitary service, and was of a solitary turn of

m nd. Wen he had separated fromhis father

and started his own hone, he had his first experi-
ence of losing a horse. After that he worked for
two years in the mnes, and nade noney enough

to buy two horses. These two had been stol en by

I van M ronov.

"Tell nme where my horses are!" shouted
Stepan, pale with fury, alternately looking at the
ground and at Ivan Mronov's face.

Ivan Mronov denied his guilt. Then Stepan
aimed so violent a blow at his face that he
smashed his nose and the bl ood spurted out.

"Tell the truth, |I say, or I'Il kill you!"

Ivan Mronov kept silent, trying to avoid the

bl ows by stooping. Stepan hit himtw ce nore
with his long arm |van Mronov remined
silent, turning his head backwards and forwards.

"Beat him all of you!" cried the bailiff, and
the whole crowd rushed upon Ivan Mronov. He
fell without a word to the ground, and then
shout ed, - -

"Devils, wild beasts, kill ne if that's what you
want! | amnot afraid of you!"

St epan seized a stone out of those that had been
collected for the purpose, and with a heavy bl ow
smashed |van M ronov's head.

XV

I VAN M RONOV' S nurderers were brought to

trial, Stepan Pel ageushki ne anong them He had

a heavi er charge to answer than the others, al
the witnesses having stated that it was he who
had smashed Ivan Mronov's head with a stone.

St epan conceal ed not hing when in court. He con-
tented hinself with explaining that, having been
robbed of his two |ast horses, he had inforned the
police. Now it was conparatively easy at that
time to trace the horses with the help of profes-
sional thieves anong the gipsies. But the police
of ficer would not even pernmt him and no search
had been ordered.

"Not hi ng el se could be done with such a nan.
He has ruined us all."

"But why did not the others attack him It
was you al one who broke his head open."

"That is false. W all fell upon him The
village agreed to kill him | only gave the fina
stroke. VWhat is the use of inflicting unnecessary
sufferings on a man?"



The judges were astoni shed at Stepan's wonder-

ful coolness in narrating the story of his crinme--
how t he peasants fell upon Ivan Mronov, and

how he had given the final stroke. Stepan act-

ual ly did not see anything particularly revolting in
this nurder. During his nmlitary service he had
been ordered on one occasion to shoot a soldier,
and, nowwith regard to Ivan Mronov, he saw

not hing loathsone init. "A man shot is a dead
man--that's all. It was himto-day, it mght be

me to-nmorrow," he thought. Stepan was only
sentenced to one year's inprisonnent, which was

a mld punishment for what he had done. His
peasant's dress was taken away from himand put

in the prison stores, and he had a prison suit and
felt boots given to himinstead. Stepan had never
had nmuch respect for the authorities, but now he
becane quite convinced that all the chiefs, all the
fine folk, all except the Czar--who alone had pity
on the peasants and was just--all were robbers

who suck bl ood out of the people. Al he heard
fromthe deported convicts, and those sentenced to
hard | abour, w th whom he had nade friends in
prisons, confirned himin his views. One nan

had been sentenced to hard | abour for having con-
victed his superiors of a theft; another for having
struck an official who had unjustly confiscated the
property of a peasant; a third because he forged
bank notes. The well-to-do-people, the mer-

chants, might do whatever they chose and cone

to no harm but a poor peasant, for a trunpery
reason or for none at all, was sent to prison to
becone food for vermn.

He had visits fromhis wife while in prison

Her life w thout himwas m serabl e enough, when

to make it worse, her cottage was destroyed by
fire. She was conmpletely ruined, and had to take
to begging with her children. Hs wife's msery
enbittered Stepan still nore. He got on very
badly with all the people in the prison; was rude
to every one; and one day he nearly killed the cook
with an axe, and therefore got an additional year
in prison. |In the course of that year he received
the news that his wife was dead, and that he had
no | onger a hone.

When Stepan had finished his time in prison

he was taken to the prison stores, and his own
dress was taken down fromthe shelf and handed
to him

"Where am | to go now?" he asked the prison
of ficer, putting on his old dress.

"Wy, hone."

"I have no home. | shall have to go on the
road. Robbery will not be a pl easant occupa-
tion."



"In that case you will soon be back here."
"I amnot so sure of that."

And Stepan left the prison. Neverthel ess he
took the road to his own place. He had nowhere
el se to turn.

On his way he stopped for a night's rest in an

inn that had a public bar attached to it. The inn
was kept by a fat man fromthe town, Viadimr,

and he knew Stepan. He knew that Stepan had

been put into prison through ill luck, and did not
m nd giving himshelter for the night. He was

a rich man, and had persuaded hi s nei ghbour's

wife to | eave her husband and cone to live with
him She lived in his house as his wife, and

hel ped himin his business as well.

St epan knew all about the innkeeper's affairs--

how he had wonged the peasant, and how t he

woman who was living with himhad | eft her hus-
band. He saw her now sitting at the table in a
rich dress, and | ooking very hot as she drank her
tea. Wth great condescensi on she asked Stepan

to have tea with her. No other travellers were
stopping in the inn that night. Stepan was given

a place in the kitchen where he nmight sleep. M-
trena--that was the woman's name--cleared the

table and went to her room Stepan went to lie
down on the large stove in the kitchen, but he
could not sleep, and the wood splinters put on the
stove to dry were crackling under him as he tossed
fromside to side. He could not help thinking of
his host's fat paunch protrudi ng under the belt

of his shirt, which had lost its col our from having
been washed ever so nany times. Wuld not it

be a good thing to make a good clean incision in
that paunch. And that wonan, too, he thought.

One nonent he would say to hinmself, "I had
better go fromhere to-norrow, bother themall!’
But then again Ivan Mronov canme back to his

m nd, and he went on thinking of the innkeeper's
paunch and Matrena's white throat bathed in per-
spiration. "Kill | nust, and it nust be both!"

He heard the cock crow for the second tine.

"I must do it at once, or dawn will be here " He
had seen in the evening before he went to bed a
knife and an axe. He crawl ed down fromthe
stove, took the knife and axe, and went out of
the kitchen door. At that very nonment he heard
the |l ock of the entrance door open. The inn-
keeper was going out of the house to the court-
yard. It all turned out contrary to what Stepan
desired. He had no opportunity of using the

kni fe; he just swung the axe and split the innkeep-
er's head in two. The man tunbl ed down on the
threshol d of the door, then on the ground.



St epan stepped into the bedroom Matrena
junped out of bed, and renmi ned standing by its
side. Wth the sane axe Stepan killed her also.

Then he lighted the candl e, took the noney out
of the desk, and left the house.

XVI

INa small district town, sone distance away from
the other buildings, an old man, a former official
who had taken to drink, lived in his own house
with his two daughters and his son-in-law. The
marri ed daughter was al so addicted to drink and
led a bad Iife, and it was the elder daughter, the
wi dow Maria Senmenovna, a winkled worman of

fifty, who supported the whole famly. She had

a pension of two hundred and fifty roubles a year,
and the famly lived on this. Maria Senenovna
did all the work in the house, |ooked after the
drunken ol d father, who was very weak, attended
to her sister's child, and managed all the cooking
and the washing of the fanmily. And, as is al-
ways the case, whatever there was to do, she was
expected to do it, and was, noreover, continually
scol ded by all the three people in the house; her
brother-in-law used even to beat her when he was
drunk. She bore it all patiently, and as is also
al ways the case, the nore work she had to face,

t he qui cker she nmanaged to get through it. She
hel ped the poor, sacrificing her owm wants; she
gave them her clothes, and was a ninistering

angel to the sick.

Once the lane, crippled village tailor was work-
ing in Maria Senenovna's house. He had to

mend her old father's coat, and to nend and re-
pair Maria Senmenovna's fur-jacket for her to wear
in winter when she went to narket.

The lame tailor was a clever nman, and a keen
observer: he had seen many different people ow
ing to his profession, and was fond of reflection
condemed as he was to a sedentary life.

Havi ng worked a week at Maria Senmenovna's,

he wondered greatly about her life. One day she
came to the kitchen, where he was sitting with his
work, to wash a towel, and began to ask hi m how

he was getting on. He told her of the wong he
had suffered fromhis brother, and how he now
lived on his own allotnment of |and, separated from
that of his brother.

"I thought | should have been better off that
way," he said. "But | amnow just as poor as
before. "

"It is much better never to change, but to take



said Maria Senenovna. "Take
she repeat ed.

life as it cones,
life as it cones,

"Wy, | wonder at you, Maria Senenovna, "

said the lame tailor. "You alone do the work,
and you are so good to everybody. But they
don't repay you in kind, | see."

Mari a Semenovna did not utter a word in an-
swer .

"l dare say you have found out in books that
we are rewarded in heaven for the good we do
here."

"W don't know that. But we nmust try to do
the best we can.”

"Is it said so in books?"

"I'n books as well," she said, and read to him
the Sernon on the Mount. The tailor was nmuch
i mpressed. Wien he had been paid for his job
and gone hone, he did not cease to think about
Mari a Senenovna, both what she had said and
what she had read to him

XVI |

PETER NI KOLAEVI CH SVENTI ZKY' S vi ews of the

peasantry had now changed for the worse, and the
peasants had an equally bad opinion of him In

the course of a single year they felled twenty-seven
oaks in his forest, and burnt a barn which had not
been insured. Peter N kol aevich came to the con-
clusion that there was no getting on with the

peopl e around him

At that very tinme the | andowner, Liventsov,

was trying to find a manager for his estate, and
the Marshal of the Nobility reconmended Peter

Ni kol aevich as the ablest man in the district in
t he managenent of |land. The estate owned by

Li ventsov was an extrenely |large one, but there
was no revenue to be got out of it, as the peasants
appropriated all its wealth to their own profit.
Pet er Ni kol aevi ch undertook to bring everything
into order; rented out his own |and to sonebody
el se; and settled with his wife on the Liventsov
estate, in a distant province on the river Vol ga.

Pet er Ni kol aevi ch was al ways fond of order,

and wanted things to be regulated by |law, and
now he felt |ess able of allow ng those raw and
rude peasants to take possession, quite illegally
too, of property that did not belong to them He
was gl ad of the opportunity of giving thema good
| esson, and set seriously to work at once. One
peasant was sent to prison for stealing wood; to
anot her he gave a thrashing for not havi ng nade



way for himon the road with his cart, and for not
having lifted his cap to salute him As to the
pasture ground which was a subject of dispute,

and was considered by the peasants as their prop-
erty, Peter Nikolaevich inforned the peasants

that any of their cattle grazing on it would be
driven away by him

The spring came and the peasants, just as they
had done in previous years, drove their cattle on
to the nmeadows bel onging to the | andowner

Pet er N kol aevich called sone of the men work-
ing on the estate and ordered themto drive the
cattle into his yard. The peasants were worKking
in the fields, and, disregarding the scream ng of
t he wonmen, Peter N kol aevich's nmen succeeded in
driving in the cattle. Wen they canme hone the
peasants went in a crowmd to the cattle-yard on the
estate, and asked for their cattle. Peter Ni kol ae-
vich canme out to talk to themwith a gun slung on
hi s shoul der; he had just returned froma ride of
i nspection. He told themthat he would not | et
them have their cattle unless they paid a fine of
fifty kopeks for each of the horned cattle, and
twenty kopeks for each sheep. The peasants

| oudly declared that the pasture ground was their
property, because their fathers and grandfathers
had used it, and protested that he had no right
whatever to lay hand on their cattle.

"G ve back our cattle, or you will regret it,"
said an old man comng up to Peter Ni kol aevich.

"How shall | regret it?" cried Peter Ni ko-
| aevich, turning pale, and comng close to the old
nan.

"G ve them back, you villain, and don't pro-
voke us."

"VWhat ?" cried Peter Nikolaevich, and sl apped
the old man in the face.

"You dare to strike ne? Cone al ong, you
fellows, let us take back our cattle by force."

The crowd drew close to him Peter N ko-
| aevich tried to push his way, through them but
the peasants resisted him Again he tried force.

Hi s gun, accidentally discharged in the nel ee,
killed one of the peasants. Instantly the fight
began. Peter N kol aevich was trodden down,

and five mnutes later his nutil ated body was
dragged into the ravine.

The nmurderers were tried by nmartial |law, and
two of them sentenced to the gall ows.

XV



IN the village where the lame tailor lived, in the
Zem i ansk district of the Voronesh province, five
rich peasants hired fromthe | andowner a hundred
and five acres of rich arable |and, black as tar, and
let it out on lease to the rest of the peasants at
fifteen to eighteen roubles an acre. Not one acre
was gi ven under twelve roubles. They got a very
profitable return, and the five acres which were
left to each of their conpany practically cost them
not hing. ©One of the five peasants died, and the
lane tailor received an offer to take his place.

When they began to divide the land, the tailor
gave up drinking vodka, and, being consulted as

to how nuch |l and was to be divided, and to whom

it should be given, he proposed to give allotments
to all on equal terns, not taking fromthe tenants
nmore than was due for each piece of |and out of
the sumpaid to the | andowner

"Wy so?"

"We are no heathens, | should think," he said.

"It is all very well for the masters to be unfair,
but we are true Christians. W nust do as God
bids. Such is the |aw of Christ."

"Where have you got that |aw fronf

"It is in the Book, in the Gospels. just cone
to ne on Sunday. | will read you a few passages,
and we will have a talk afterwards."

They did not all conme to himon Sunday, but
three came, and he began reading to them

He read five chapters of St. Matthew s Gospel

and they tal ked. One man only, Ivan Chouev,
accepted the lesson and carried it out conpletely,
following the rule of Christ in everything from
that day. Hys famly did the sane. CQut of the
arabl e I and he took only what was his due, and
refused to take nore.

The lane tailor and |Ivan had people calling on
them and sone of these people began to grasp

t he nmeani ng of the Gospels, and in consequence
gave up snoking, drinking, swearing, and using
bad | anguage and tried to hel p one another

They al so ceased to go to church, and took their
i kons to the village priest, saying they did not
want them any nore. The priest was frightened,
and reported what had occurred to the bishop.
The bishop was at a | oss what to do. At |ast

he resolved to send the archimandrite M ssael to
the village, the one who had fornerly been Mtia
Smokovni kov' s teacher of religion.

Xl X



ASKI NG Fat her M ssael on his arrival to take a
seat, the bishop told himwhat had happened in
hi s di ocese.

"It all comes from weakness of spirit and from

i gnorance. You are a learned man, and | rely on
you. Go to the village, call the parishioners to-
gether, and convince themof their error."

"If your Grace bids nme go, and you give ne

your blessing, | will do ny best," said Father

M ssael. He was very pleased with the task en-
trusted to him Every opportunity he could find
to denonstrate the firmess of his faith was a
boon to him |In trying to convince others he was
chiefly intent on persuadi ng hinself that he was
really a firmbeliever.

"Do your best. | amgreatly distressed about

my flock," said the bishop, leisurely taking a cup
with his white plunp hands fromthe servant who
brought in the tea

"Why is there only one kind of jan? Bring
another,"” he said to the servant. "I amgreatly
di stressed,” he went on, turning to Father M s-
sael

M ssael earnestly desired to prove his zeal

but, being a man of snmall neans, he asked to be
paid for the expenses of his journey; and being
afraid of the rough people who nmight be ill-dis-
posed towards him he also asked the bishop to get
himan order fromthe governor of the province,

so that the local police night help himin case of
need. The bishop conplied with his w shes, and

M ssael got his things ready with the help of his
servant and his cook. They furnished himwth

a case full of wine, and a basket with the victuals
he might need in going to such a |onely place.
Fully provided with all he wanted, he started for
the village to which he was conmi ssioned. He

was pl easantly conscious of the inportance of his
m ssion. All his doubts as to his own faith passed
away, and he was now fully convinced of its real-

ity.

Hi s thoughts, far from being concerned with

the real foundation of his creed--this was ac-
cepted as an axi om-were occupied with the argu-
ments used agai nst the forms of worship.

XX

THE village priest and his wife received Father

M ssael with great honours, and the next day after
he had arrived the parishioners were invited to
assenble in the church. Mssael in a new silk
cassock, with a large cross on his chest, and his



| ong hair carefully conbed, ascended the pul pit;
the priest stood at his side, the deacons and the
choir at alittle distance behind him and the side
entrances were guarded by the police. The dis-
senters also came in their dirty sheepskin coats.

After the service Mssael delivered a sernon,
admoni shing the dissenters to return to the bosom
of their nmother, the Church, threatening them
with the torments of hell, and pronmising full for-
gi veness to those who woul d repent.

The dissenters kept silent at first. Then, be-

i ng asked questions, they gave answers. To the
question why they dissented, they said that their
chief reason was the fact that the Church wor-
shi pped gods nmade of wood, which, far from be-

i ng ordai ned, were condemmed by the Scriptures.

When asked by M ssael whether they actually
considered the holy ikons to be nmere pl anks of
wood, Chouev answered, - -

"Just | ook at the back of any ikon you choose
and you will see what they are nade of."

When asked why they turned against the priests,
their answer was that the Scripture says: "As you
have received it without fee, so you nmust give it
to the others; whereas the priests require pay-
ment for the grace they bestow by the sacranents.”
To all attenpts which M ssael made to oppose

them by arguments founded on Holy Wit, the

tailor and Ivan Chouev gave cal mbut very firm
answers, contradicting his assertions by appeal to
the Scriptures, which they knew uncommonly wel .

M ssael got angry and threatened themw th
persecution by the authorities. Their answer

was: It is said, | have been persecuted and so will
you be.

The di scussion came to nothing, and all would

have ended well if M ssael had not preached the
next day at mass, denouncing the w cked seducers

of the faithful and saying that they deserved the
wor st puni shment. Comi ng out of the church, the
crowmd of peasants began to consult whether it

woul d not be well to give the infidels a good | esson
for disturbing the minds of the conmunity. The
same day, just when M ssael was enjoying sone

sal mon and gangfish, dining at the village priest's
in conpany with the inspector, a violent braw
arose in the village. The peasants cane in a

crowmd to Chouev's cottage, and waited for the

di ssenters to conme out in order to give thema

t hr ashi ng.

The di ssenters assenbled in the cottage num
bered about twenty nmen and wonen. M ssael's
sernmon and the attitude of the orthodox peasants,
together with their threats, aroused in the mnd



of the dissenters angry feelings, to which they had

bef ore been strangers. |t was near evening, the
wonen had to go and nilk the cows, and the
peasants were still standing and waiting at the
door.

A boy who stepped out of the door was beaten

and driven back into the house. The people

wi t hi n began consulting what was to be done, and
could conme to no agreenent. The tailor said,
"W nust bear whatever is done to us, and not

resist." Chouev replied that if they decided on
that course they would, all of them be beaten to
death. In consequence, he seized a poker and
went out of the house. "Cone!" he shouted,

let us follow the | aw of Mdses!" And, falling
upon t he peasants, he knocked out one man's eye,
and in the meanwhile all those who had been in
hi s house contrived to get out and make their way
hone.

Chouev was thrown into prison and charged
with sedition and bl aspheny.

XXI

Two years previous to those events a strong and
handsone young girl of an eastern type, Katia
Turchani nova, cane fromthe Don mlitary settle-
ments to St. Petersburg to study in the university

college for wonen. 1In that town she net a stu-
dent, Turin, the son of a district governor in the
Si nbirsk province, and fell in love with him But

her | ove was not of the ordinary type, and she

had no desire to becone his wife and the nother

of his children. He was a dear conrade to her

and their chief bond of union was a feeling of re-
volt they had in conmon, as well as the hatred
they bore, not only to the existing forns of gov-
ernment, but to all those who represented that
governnent. They had al so in comobn the sense

that they both excelled their enemes in culture,
in brains, as well as in norals. Katia Turchan-
inova was a gifted girl, possessed of a good nmem
ory, by neans of which she easily nastered the |ec-
tures she attended. She was successful in her ex-
am nations, and, apart fromthat, read all the new
est books. She was certain that her vocation was
not to bear and rear children, and even | ooked on
such a task with disgust and contenpt. She

t hought hersel f chosen by destiny to destroy the
present government, which was fettering the best
abilities of the nation, and to reveal to the people
a higher standard of life, inculcated by the |atest
witers of other countries. She was handsone, a
little inclined to stoutness: she had a good com
pl exi on, shining black eyes, abundant black hair.
She inspired the nen she knew with feelings she
neither wi shed nor had tine to share, busy as she



was W th propaganda work, which consisted chiefly
in nmere tal king. She was not displeased, how

ever, to inspire these feelings; and, w thout dress-
ing too smartly, did not neglect her appearance.

She liked to be adnmired, as it gave her opportuni-
ties of showing how little she prized what was

val ued so highly by other wonen.

In her views concerning the nethod of fighting

the government she went further than the majority

of her conrades, and than her friend Turin; all
nmeans, she taught, were justified in such a struggle,
not excluding nmurder. And yet, with all her revo-
lutionary ideas, Katia Turchani nova was in her

soul a very kind girl, ready to sacrifice herself for
the welfare and the happi ness of other people,

and sincerely pleased when she could do a kind-

ness to anybody, a child, an old person, or an ani-
mal .

She went in the summer to stay with a friend, a
school m stress in a small town on the river Vol ga.
Turin lived near that town, on his father's estate.
He often came to see the two girls; they gave each
ot her books to read, and had | ong di scussi ons,
expressing their common indignation with the state
of affairs in the country. The district doctor, a
friend of theirs, used also to join themon many oc-
casi ons.

The estate of the Turins was situated in the

nei ghbour hood of the Liventsov estate, the one
that was entrusted to the nanagenent of Peter

Ni kol aevi ch Sventizky. Soon after Peter Ni ko-

| aevich had settled there, and begun to en-

force order, young Turin, having observed an in-
dependent tendency in the peasants on the Livent-
sov estate, as well as their determination to up-
hold their rights, becane interested in them He
came often to the village to talk with the nen,
and devel oped his socialistic theories, insisting par-
ticularly on the nationalisation of the |and.

After Peter N kol aevich had been nurdered,

and the nurderers sent to trial, the revolutionary
group of the snmall town boiled over wth indigna-
tion, and did not shrink fromopenly expressing
it. The fact of Turin's visits to the village and
hi s propaganda work anong the students, becane
known to the authorities during the trial. A
search was made in his house; and, as the police
found a few revolutionary | eaflets anong his ef-
fects, he was arrested and transferred to prison
in St. Petersburg.

Katia Turchani nova followed himto the netrop-

olis, and went to visit himin prison. She was

not admitted on the day she cane, and was told

to come on the day fixed by regulations for visits
to the prisoners. Wen that day arrived, and

she was finally allowed to see him she had to tal k



to himthrough two gratings separating the pris-
oner fromhis visitor. This visit increased her in-
di gnation against the authorities. And her feel-

i ngs becone all the nore revolutionary after a
visit she paid to the office of a gendarne officer
who had to deal with the Turin case. The offi-
cer, a handsone man, seened obvi ously di sposed

to grant her exceptional favours in visiting the
prisoner, if she would allow himto nake |ove to
her. Disgusted with him she appealed to the

chief of police. He pretended--just as the officer
did when talking officially to her--to be power-

| ess hinself, and to depend entirely on orders
coming fromthe mnister of state. She sent a
petition to the minister asking for an interview,
whi ch was refused

Then she resolved to do a desperate thing and
bought a revol ver

XXI |

THE mi ni ster was receiving petitioners at the usua
hour appointed for the reception. He had talked
successively to three of them and now a pretty
young wonman with bl ack eyes, who was hol di ng

a petition in her left hand, approached. The
mnister's eyes gl eaned when he saw how attract-

ive the petitioner was, but recollecting his high po-
sition he put on a serious face.

"What do you want?" he asked, com ng down

to where she stood. Wthout answering his ques-
tion the young woman quickly drew a revol ver
fromunder her cloak and aining it at the mn-
ister's chest fired--but nissed him

The minister rushed at her, trying to seize her

hand, but she escaped, and taking a step back, fired
a second tine. The minister ran out of the room
The wonan was i medi ately seized. She was

trenbling violently, and could not utter a single
word; after a while she suddenly burst into a hys-
terical laugh. The minister was not even wounded.

That woman was Katia Turchani nova. She

was put into the prison of prelimnary detention
The m nister received congratul ati ons and nmarks

of synpathy fromthe highest quarters, and even
fromthe enperor hinself, who appointed a com

m ssion to investigate the plot that had led to the
attenpted assassination. As a matter of fact

there was no plot whatever, but the police officials
and the detectives set to work with the utnost zea
to discover all the threads of the non-existing con-
spiracy. They did everything to deserve the fees
they were paid; they got up in the small hours of
the norni ng, searched one house after another

t ook copies of papers and of books they found,

read diaries, personal letters, nmade extracts from



them on the very best notepaper and in beautiful
handwiting, interrogated Katia Turchani nova

ever so many tinmes, and confronted her with al

t hose whom t hey suspected of conspiracy, in order
to extort fromher the nanes of her acconplices

The minister, a good-natured nan at heart, was
sincerely sorry for the pretty girl. But he said
to hinself that he was bound to consider his high
state duties inposed upon him even though they

did not inmply nuch work and trouble. So, when

his forner colleague, a chanberlain and a friend

of the Turins, met himat a court ball and tried to
rouse his pity for Turin and the girl Turchani -
nova, he shrugged his shoul ders, stretching the red

ri bbon on his white waistcoat, and said: "Je ne
demander ai s pas meux que de rel acher cette pau-
vre fillette, nmais vous savez le devoir." And in

the meantime Katia Turchani nova was kept in
prison. She was at times in a quiet nood, com
muni cated with her fellow prisoners by knocking
on the walls, and read the books that were sent
to her. But then canme days when she had fits of
desperate fury, knocking with her fists against
the wall, screaning and | aughing |ike a mad-
wonan.

XX

ONE day Maria Senmenovna cane honme fromthe
treasurer's office, where she had received her pen-
sion. On her way she net a school naster, a

friend of hers.

"Good day, Maria Senenovna! Have you re-
ceived your noney?" the school naster asked, in
a loud voice fromthe other side of the street.

"l have," answered Maria Senmenovna. "But
it was not much; just enough to fill the holes."

"Ch, there nust be sone tidy pickings out
of such a lot of nobney," said the school naster
and passed on, after having said good- bye.

"Good- bye," said Maria Senenovnha. Wile

she was | ooking at her friend, she net a tall man
face to face, who had very long arnms and a stern
|l ook in his eyes. Coming to her house, she was
very startled on again seeing the sanme man with
the I ong arns, who had evidently followed her

He renai ned standi ng anot her nonent after she

had gone in, then turned and wal ked away.

Mari a Senenovna felt sonewhat frightened at
first. But when she had entered the house, and
had given her father and her nephew Fedi a the
presents she had brought for them and she had
patted the dog Treasure, who whined with joy,
she forgot her fears. She gave the noney to her



father and began to work, as there was al ways
plenty for her to do.

The man she nmet face to face was Stepan

After he had killed the innkeeper, he did not
return to town. Strange to say, he was not sorry
to have committed that nurder. H's mnd went
back to the nurdered man over and over again
during the followi ng day; and he |iked the recol -
| ection of having done the thing so skilfully, so
cleverly, that nobody-would ever discover it, and
he woul d not therefore be prevented from nur-
dering other people in the same way. Sitting in
t he public-house and having his tea, he | ooked at
the people around himw th the sanme thought how
he should nurder them |In the evening he called
at a carter's, a man fromhis village, to spend the
ni ght at his house. The carter was not in. He
said he would wait for him and in the neanwhile
began talking to the carter's wife. But when she
noved to the stove, with her back turned to him
the idea entered his mnd to kill her. He mar-
velled at hinself at first, and shook his head; but
t he next nonent he seized the knife he had hid-
den in his boot, knocked the woman down on the
floor, and cut her throat. When the children be-
gan to scream he killed them also and went away.
He did not | ook out for another place to spend
the night, but at once left the town. 1In a village
some di stance away he went to the inn and sl ept
there. The next day he returned to the district
town, and there he overheard in the street Miria
Senmenovna's talk with the school master. Her

| ook frightened him but yet he nmade up his nind
to creep into her house, and rob her of the noney
she had received. When the night came he broke
the I ock and entered the house. The first person
who heard his steps was the younger daughter

the married one. She screaned. Stepan stabbed
her inmrediately with his knife. Her husband

woke up and fell upon Stepan, seized himby his
throat, and struggled with himdesperately. But
St epan was the stronger man and over powered

him After nurdering him Stepan, excited by

the long fight, stepped into the next room be-
hind a partition. That was Maria Senenovna's
bedroom She rose in her bed, |ooked at

Stepan with her mld frightened eyes, and crossed
hersel f.

Once nore her | ook scared Stepan. He
dropped hi s eyes.

"Where is your nmoney?" he asked, without
raising his face.

She did not answer.

"Where is the noney?" asked Stepan again,
showi ng her his knife.



"How can you . . ." she said.
"You will see how. "

Stepan cane close to her, in order to seize her
hands and prevent her struggling with him but

she did not even try to lift her arns or offer any
resi stance; she pressed her hands to her chest, and
si ghed heavily.

"Ch, what a great sin!" she cried. "How
can you! Have nercy on yourself. To destroy
sonebody's soul . . . and worse, your

own! "

St epan coul d not stand her voice any |onger, and
drew his knife sharply across her throat. "Stop
that talk!™ he said. She fell back with a hoarse
cry, and the pillow was stained with blood. He
turned away, and went round the roons in order

to collect all he thought worth taking. Having
made a bundl e of the npbst val uable things, he
lighted a cigarette, sat down for a while, brushed
his clothes, and left the house. He thought this
murder would not matter to himnore than those

he had committed before; but before he got a
night's | odging, he felt suddenly so exhausted that
he could not wal k any farther. He stepped down
into the gutter and remained lying there the rest
of the night, and the next day and the next night.

PART SECOND

THE whole time he was lying in the gutter Stepan
saw continually before his eyes the thin, kindly,
and frightened face of Maria Semenovna, and
seened to hear her voice. "How can you?" she
went on saying in his inmagination, with her pe-
culiar lisping voice. Stepan saw over again and
over again before himall he had done to her. In
horror he shut his eyes, and shook his hairy head,
to drive away these thoughts and recoll ections.
For a monent he would get rid of them but in
their place horrid black faces with red eyes ap-
peared and frightened him continuously. They
grinned at him and kept repeating, "Now you

have done away wi th her you nust do away with
yourself, or we will not |eave you alone " He
opened his eyes, and again he saw HER and heard
her voice; and felt an i mense pity for her and

a deep horror and disgust with hinself. Once
nmore he shut his eyes, and the black faces reap-
peared. Towards the evening of the next day

he rose and went, with hardly any strength |eft,
to a public-house. There he ordered a drink, and



repeated his demands over and over again, but

no quantity of liquor could nake hi mintoxicated.
He was sitting at a table, and swallowed silently
one gl ass after another

A police officer cane in. "W are you?" he
asked Stepan.

"I am the man who nurdered all the Dobrot-
vorov people last night," he answered.

He was arrested, bound with ropes, and brought

to the nearest police-station; the next day he was
transferred to the prison in the town. The in-
spector of the prison recognised himas an old in-
mate, and a very turbul ent one; and, hearing that
he had now becone a real crimnal, accosted him
very harshly.

"You had better be quiet here," he said in a
hoarse voi ce, frowning, and protruding his | owner
jaw. "The noment you don't behave, 1'll flog
you to death! Don't try to escape--1 will see
to that!"

"I have no desire to escape," said Stepan, drop-
ping his eyes. "I surrendered of ny own free
will."

"Shut up! You nust | ook straight into your
superior's eyes when you talk to him" cried the
i nspector, and struck Stepan with his fist under
the jaw

At that nonment Stepan again saw t he nurdered
woman before him and heard her voice; he did
not pay attention, therefore, to the inspector's
wor ds.

"What ?" he asked, conming to his senses when
he felt the blow on his face.

"Be off! Don't pretend you don't hear."

The i nspector expected Stepan to be violent, to
talk to the other prisoners, to nake attenpts to
escape from prison. But nothing of the kind ever
happened. Wienever the guard or the inspector

hi nsel f | ooked into his cell through the hole in
the door, they saw Stepan sitting on a bag filled
with straw, holding his head with his hands and
whi spering to hinself. On being brought before
the exanmining nmagi strate charged with the inquiry
into his case, he did not behave |ike an ordinary
convict. He was very absent-m nded, hardly list-
ening to the questions; but when he heard what
was asked, he answered truthfully, causing the
utnost perplexity to the nagistrate, who, accus-
tomed as he was to the necessity of being very
clever and very cunning with convicts, felt a
strange sensation just as if he were lifting up his
foot to ascend a step and found none. Stepan



told himthe story of all his nurders; and did it
frowning, with a set look, in a quiet, businesslike
voice, trying to recollect all the circunstances of
his crines. "He stepped out of the house," said
Stepan, telling the tale of his first nurder, "and
stood barefooted at the door; | hit him and he
just groaned; | went to his wife, . . ." And

S0 on.

One day the mmgistrate, visiting the prison cells,
asked Stepan whether there was anything he had

to conplain of, or whether he had any w shes that
m ght be granted him Stepan said he had no

wi shes what ever, and had nothing to conpl ai n of
the way he was treated in prison. The magis-
trate, on leaving him took a few steps in the fou
passage, then stopped and asked the governor who
had acconpanied himin his visit howthis pris-
oner was behavi ng.

"I sinmply wonder at him" said the governor

who was very pleased with Stepan, and spoke
kindly of him "He has now been with us about
two months, and could be held up as a nodel of
good behaviour. But | amafraid he is plotting
some mischief. He is a daring man, and excep-
tionally strong.”

DURI NG the first nmonth in prison Stepan suffered
fromthe sane agonising vision. He saw the
grey wall of his cell, he heard the sounds of the
prison; the noise of the cell below him where a
nunber of convicts were confined together; the
striking of the prison clock; the steps of the sentry
in the passage; but at the sanme tinme he saw HER
with that kindly face which conquered his heart
the very first time he nmet her in the street, with
that thin, strongly-nmarked neck, and he heard her
soft, lisping, pathetic voice: "To destroy sone-
body's soul . . . and, worst of all, your own.

How can you? . "

After a while her voice would die away, and

then bl ack faces woul d appear. They would ap-
pear whether he had his eyes open or shut. Wth
his cl osed eyes he saw them nore distinctly. Wen
he opened his eyes they vani shed for a nmonent,
nmelting away into the walls and the door; but
after a while they reappeared and surrounded him
fromthree sides, grinning at hi mand saying over
and over: "Make an end! Make an end! Hang
yoursel f!  Set yourself on fire!" Stepan shook

all over when he heard that, and tried to say al
the prayers he knew. "Qur Lady" or "CQur

Father " At first this seenmed to help. In say-
ing his prayers he began to recollect his whole
life; his father, his nother, the village, the dog
"Wl f," the old grandfather |ying on the stove,



the bench on which the children used to play; then
the girls in the village with their songs, his horses
and how they had been stolen, and how t he thief

was caught and how he killed himw th a stone.

He recollected also the first prison he was in and
his leaving it, and the fat innkeeper, the carter's
wife and the children. Then again SHE cane to

his mnd and again he was terrified. Throw ng

his prison overcoat off his shoul ders, he junped
out of bed, and, like a wild animal in a cage, be-
gan pacing up and down his tiny cell, hastily turn-
i ng round when he had reached the danmp walls.

Once nore he tried to pray, but it was of no use
now.

The autum cane with its long nights. One

eveni ng when the wi nd whistled and how ed in the

pi pes, Stepan, after he had paced up and down his
cell for along tinme, sat down on his bed. He felt
he could not struggle any nore; the black denons
had overpowered him and he had to submit. For
sonme time he had been | ooking at the funnel of the

oven. |If he could fix on the knob of its lid a |oop
made of thin shreds of narrow |inen straps it
would hold. . . . But he would have to man-

age it very cleverly. He set to work, and spent
two days in nmaking straps out of the |inen bag on
which he slept. Wen the guard cane into the

cell he covered the bed with his overcoat. He
tied the straps with big knots and nade t hem
doubl e, in order that they m ght be strong enough
to hold his weight. During these preparations he
was free fromtornmenting visions. Wen the

straps were ready he nmade a slip-knot out of them
and put it round his neck, stood up in his bed, and
hanged hinself. But at the very nonent that his
tongue began to protrude the straps got |oose, and
he fell down. The guard rushed in at the noise.
The doctor was called in, Stepan was brought to
the infirmary. The next day he recovered, and

was renoved fromthe infirmary, no nore to soli-
tary confinenment, but to share the common cel

with other prisoners.

In the common cell he lived in the conpany of
twenty nmen, but felt as if he were quite al one.

He did not notice the presence of the rest; did not
speak to anybody, and was tornmented by the old
agony. He felt it nost of all when the nmen were

sl eeping and he al one could not get one nonent

of sleep. Continually he saw HER before his eyes
heard her voice, and then again the black devils
with their horrible eyes cane and tortured himin

t he usual way.

He again tried to say his prayers, but, just as
before, it did not help him One day when, after
his prayers, she was again before his eyes, he be-
gan to inplore her dear soul to forgive himhis sin,
and rel ease him Towards norning, when he fel

down quite exhausted on his crushed |inen bag, he



fell asleep at once, and in his dream she cane to
himw th her thin, winkled, and severed neck
"WIIl you forgive ne?" he asked. She | ooked

at himwith her mld eyes and did not answer.
"WIIl you forgive ne?" And so he asked her

three tines. But she did not say a word, and he
awoke. Fromthat time onwards he suffered |ess,
and seened to cone to his senses, |ooked around
him and began for the first time to talk to the
other nen in the cell

STEPAN S cell was shared anong others by the

former yard-porter, Vassily, who had been sen-
tenced to deportation for robbery, and by Chouev,
sentenced al so to deportation. Vassily sang songs
the whole day long with his fine voice, or told his
adventures to the other nmen in the cell. Chouev
was wor king at sonething all day, nending his
clothes, or reading the Gospel and the Psalter

St epan asked hi mwhy he was put into prison

and Chouev answered that he was being perse-

cut ed because of his true Christian faith by the
priests, who were all of them hypocrites and hated
those who followed the law of Christ. Stepan
asked what that true | aw was, and Chouev made
clear to himthat the true | aw consists in not wor-
shi ppi ng gods nmade with hands, but worshi pping

the spirit and the truth. He told himhow he had
learnt the truth fromthe lame tailor at the tine
when they were dividing the |and.

"And what will becone of those who have
done evil ?" asked Stepan

" The Scriptures give an answer to that," said
Chouev, and read al oud to him Matthew xxv.

31:--

"When the Son of Man shall come in His

glory, and all the holy angels with H m then shal
He sit upon the throne of Hs glory: and before
H m shal |l be gathered all nations: and He shal
separate them one from another, as a shepherd
divideth H's sheep fromthe goats: and He shal
set the sheep on His right hand, but the goats on
the left. Then shall the King say unto them on
Hi s right hand, Cone, ye blessed of My Father

i nherit the kingdom prepared for you fromthe
foundation of the world: for | was an hungred,

and ye gave Me neat: | was thirsty, and ye gave
Me drink: | was a stranger, and ye took Me in:
naked, and ye clothed Me: | was sick, and ye
visited Me: | was in prison, and ye cane unto M.

Then shall the righteous answer Hi m sayi ng,
Lord, when saw we Thee an hungred, and fed
Thee? or thirsty, and gave Thee drink? Wen



saw we Thee a stranger, and took Thee in? or

naked, and cl othed Thee? O when saw we Thee

sick, or in prison, and cane unto Thee? And the
Ki ng shall answer and say unto them Verily | say
unto you, inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of
the | east of these My brethren, ye have done it
unto Me. Then shall He say also unto them on

the left hand, Depart from Me, ye cursed, into
everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his an-
gels: for | was an hungred, and ye gave Me no
meat: | was thirsty, and ye gave Me no drink: |
was a stranger and ye took Me not in: naked, and
ye clothed Me not; sick, and in prison, and ye
visited Me not. Then shall they al so answer

H m saying, Lord, when saw we Thee an hun-

gred, or athirst, or a stranger, or naked, or sick
or in prison, and did not minister unto Thee?

Then shall He answer them saying, Verily | say
unto you, Inasmuch as ye did it not to one of the
| east of these, ye did it not to Me. And these
shall go away into everlasting punishnent: but the
righteous into life eternal."

Vassily, who was sitting on the floor at Chouev's
side, and was listening to his reading the Gospel
nodded hi s handsone head in approval. "True,"
he said in a resolute tone. "Go, you cursed vil -
| ains, into everlasting punishnment, since you did
not give food to the hungry, but swallowed it all
yourself. Serves themright! | have read the
holy Ni kodims witings," he added, show ng off
his erudition.

"And will they never be pardoned?" asked
Stepan, who had listened silently, with his hairy
head bent | ow down.

"Wait a nonent, and be silent," said Chouev

to Vassily, who went on tal king about the rich
who had not given neat to the stranger, nor vis-
ited himin the prison.

"Wait, | say!" said Chouev, again turning

over the | eaves of the Gospel. Having found
what he was | ooking for, Chouev snoot hed the
page with his large and strong hand, which had
becone exceedingly white in prison

"And there were also two other mal efactors,

led with Hm'--it nmeans with Christ--"to be

put to death. And when they were cone to the

pl ace, which is called Calvary, there they crucified
H m and the mal efactors, one on the right hand,
and the other on the left. Then said Jesus,--
"Father, forgive them for they know not what
they do.' And the people stood behol ding. And
the rulers also with themderided H m saying,--
'He saved others; let H msave Hinself if He

be Christ, the chosen of God.' And the soldiers
al so nocked Hm conming to Hm and offering



H m vi negar, and saying, 'If Thou be the King of
the Jews save Thyself.' And a superscription

also was witten over Hmin letters of Geek

and Latin, and Hebrew, 'This is the King of the
Jews.' And one of the mal efactors which were
hanged railed on Hm saying, 'If thou be Christ,
save Thyself and us.' But the other answering
rebuked H m saying, 'Dost not thou fear God,
seeing thou art in the sane condemmation? And

we indeed justly, for we receive the due reward of
our deeds: but this man hath done not hi ng am ss.
And he said unto Jesus, 'Lord, renenber ne

when Thou comest into Thy ki ngdom' And Je-

sus said unto him 'Verily | say unto thee, to-day
shalt thou be with Me in paradise.'"

Stepan did not say anything, and was sitting
in thought, as if he were |istening.

Now he knew what the true faith was. Those

only will be saved who have given food and drink
to the poor and visited the prisoners; those who
have not done it, go to hell. And yet the nale-
factor had repented on the cross, and went never-
thel ess to paradise. This did not strike himas
bei ng inconsistent. Qite the contrary. The one
confirmed the other: the fact that the nmercifu
will go to Heaven, and the unnerciful to hell
meant that everybody ought to be nerciful, and
the mal ef act or havi ng been forgiven by Chri st
meant that Christ was nmerciful. This was al

new to Stepan, and he wondered why it had been

hi dden from himso | ong.

From that day onward he spent all his free tine
wi th Chouev, asking himquestions and |istening
to him He saw but a single truth at the bottom
of the teaching of Christ as revealed to himby
Chouev: that all nmen are brethren, and that they
ought to love and pity one another in order that
all nmight be happy. And when he listened to
Chouev, everything that was consistent with this
fundanmental truth cane to himlike a thing he

had known before and only forgotten since, while
what ever he heard that seemed to contradict it,
he woul d take no notice of, as he thought that he
simply had not understood the real neaning.

And fromthat tine Stepan was a different

nan.

(Y

STEPAN had been very subni ssive and neek ever

since he came to the prison, but now he made the
prison authorities and all his fellow prisoners
wonder at the change in him Wthout being or-
dered, and out of his proper turn he would do all
the very hardest work in prison, and the dirtiest
too. But in spite of his hunmility, the other pris-



oners stood in awe of him and were afraid of him
as they knew he was a resolute man, possessed of
great physical strength. Their respect for him

i ncreased after the incident of the two tranps
who fell upon him he wenched hinself |oose
fromthem and broke the armof one of themin

the fight. These tranps had ganbled with a

young prisoner of some neans and deprived him

of all his noney. Stepan took his part, and de-
prived the tranps of their w nnings. The tranps
poured their abuse on hinm but when they attacked
him he got the better of them \When the Gov-
ernor asked how the fight had cone about, the
tranps declared that it was Stepan who had begun
it. Stepan did not try to excul pate hinself, and
bore patiently his sentence which was three days
in the punishment-cell, and after that solitary con-
finement.

In his solitary cell he suffered because he could
no longer listen to Chouev and his CGospel. He

was al so afraid that the fornmer visions of HER and
of the black devils would reappear to tornent

him But the visions were gone for good. His
soul was full of new and happy ideas. He felt
glad to be alone if only he could read, and if he
had the Gospel. He knew that he m ght have

got hold of the Gospel, but he could not read.

He had started to | earn the al phabet in his
boyhood, but could not grasp the joining of the
syllables, and remained illiterate. He rmade up

his mnd to start readi ng anew, and asked the

guard to bring himthe Gospels. They were

brought to him and he sat down to work. He
contrived to recollect the letters, but could not join
theminto syllables. He tried as hard as he could
to understand how the letters ought to be put to-
gether to formwords, but with no result whatever
He lost his sleep, had no desire to eat, and a deep
sadness cane over him which he was unable to

shake of f.

"Wl |, have you not yet mastered it?" asked
the guard one day.

"No. "
"Do you know ' Qur Father'?"
"l do."

"Since you do, read it in the Gospels. Here
it is," said the guard, showing himthe prayer in
the Gospels. Stepan began to read it, conparing
the letters he knewwith the fam|iar sounds.

And all of a sudden the nystery of the sylla-

bl es was revealed to him and he began to read.
This was a great joy. Fromthat nmonent he

could read, and the nmeaning of the words, spelt

out with such great pains, became nore significant.



Stepan did not nmind any nore being al one.

He was so full of his work that he did not fee
gl ad when he was transferred back to the conmon
cell, his private cell being needed for a politica
prisoner who had been just sent to prison

\Y

IN the nmeantine Mahin, the school boy who had
taught his friend Snokovni kov to forge the cou-
pon, had finished his career at school and then at
the university, where he had studied law. He

had the advantage of being |liked by wonen, and

as he had won favour with a vice-minister's former
m stress, he was appointed when still young as
exani ning nagi strate. He was di shonest, had
debts, had ganbl ed, and had seduced many

worren; but he was cl ever, sagacious, and a good
magi strate. He was appointed to the court of

the district where Stepan Pel ageushki ne had been
tried. When Stepan was brought to himthe first
time to give evidence, his sincere and quiet answers
puzzl ed the magi strate. He sonmehow uncon-
sciously felt that this man, brought to himin fet-
ters and with a shorn head, guarded by two

sol diers who were waiting to take him back to
prison, had a free soul and was inmmeasurably su-
perior to himself. He was in consequence sone-
what troubled, and had to sumon up all his
courage in order to go on with the inquiry and

not blunder in his questions. He was anazed

that Stepan should narrate the story of his crines
as if they had been things of Iong ago, and com
mtted not by himbut by sonme different man.

"Had you no pity for thenP" asked Mahin.
"No. | did not know then."
"Well, and now?"

Stepan smled with a sad smle. "Now " he
said, "I would not do it evenif | were to be
burned alive."

"But why?

"Because | have cone to know that all nen
are brethren.”

"What about ne? Am | your brother al so?"
"Of course you are."

"And howis it that I, your brother, am send-
ing you to hard | abour?"

"It is because you don't know "

"What do | not know?"



"Since you judge, it means obviously that you
don't know. "

"Go on. . . . What next ?"

\

Now it was not Chouev, but Stepan who used to
read the gospel in the common cell. Some of the
prisoners were singing coarse songs, while others
listened to Stepan reading the gospel and tal king
about what he had read. The nost attentive

anong those who listened were two of the pris-
oners, Vassily, and a convict called Mahorkin, a
mur der er who had becone a hangman. Twi ce

during his stay in this prison he was call ed upon
to do duty as hangman, and both tines in far-
away pl aces where nobody could be found to ex-
ecute the sentences.

Two of the peasants who had killed Peter

Ni kol aevi ch Sventizky, had been sentenced to

the gall ows, and Mahorkin was ordered to go to
Pensa to hang them On all previous occasions

he used to wite a petition to the governor of the
provi nce--he knew well how to read and to wite
--stating that he had been ordered to fulfil his
duty, and asking for noney for his expenses. But
now, to the greatest astonishment of the prison
authorities, he said he did not intend to go, and
added that he would not be a hangman any nore.

"And what about being fl ogged?" cried the
governor of the prison.

"I will have to bear it, as the | aw conmands
us not to kill."

"Did you get that from Pel ageushki ne? A
nice sort of a prison prophet! You just wait and
see what this will cost you!"

When Mahin was told of that incident, he was
greatly inpressed by the fact of Stepan's influence
on the hangman, who refused to do his duty, run-
ning the risk of being hanged hinself for insub-
ordi nati on.

VI |

AT an evening party at the Eropkins, Mhin, who
was paying attentions to the two young daughters
of the house--they were rich matches, both of

t hem - havi ng earned great applause for his fine
singing and playing the piano, began telling the
conpany about the strange convict who had con-
verted the hangman. WMahin told his story very
accurately, as he had a very good nenory, which



was all the nore retentive because of his total in-
difference to those with whom he had to deal

He never paid the slightest attention to other peo-
ple's feelings, and was therefore better able to
keep all they did or said in his nenory. He got
interested in Stepan Pel ageushki ne, and, although
he did not thoroughly understand him yet asked
hinself involuntarily what was the matter with

the man? He could not find an answer, but feel-

ing that there was certainly sonething renarkabl e
going on in Stepan's soul, he told the conpany at
the Eropkins all about Stepan's conversion of the
hangman, and al so about his strange behavi our

in prison, his reading the Gospels and his great

i nfluence on the rest of the prisoners. Al this
made a special inpression on the younger daugh-

ter of the famly, Lisa, a girl of eighteen, who
was just recovering fromthe artificial life she had
been living in a boardi ng-school; she felt as if
she had energed out of water, and was taking in
the fresh air of true life with ecstasy. She asked
Mahin to tell her nore about the man Pel ageush-
kine, and to explain to her how such a great change
had come over him Mhin told her what he

knew fromthe police official about Stepan's |ast
nmurder, and al so what he had heard from Pel a-
geushki ne hi nsel f--how he had been conquered

by the humility, mldness, and fearl essness of a
ki nd woman, who had been his last victim and

how hi s eyes had been opened, while the reading

of the Gospels had conpleted the change in him

Li sa Eropkin was not able to sleep that night.

For a couple of nonths a struggle had gone on in
her heart between society life, into which her sis-
ter was dragging her, and her infatuation for
Mahi n, conbined with a desire to reformhim

This second desire now becane the stronger

She had al ready heard about poor Maria Sene-
novna. But, after that kind wonman had been
murdered in such a ghastly way, and after Mahin,
who learnt it from Stepan, had comunicated to
her all the facts concerning Maria Senmenovna's
life, Lisa herself passionately desired to becomne
like her. She was a rich girl, and was afraid
that Mahin had been courting her because of her
money. So she resolved to give all she possessed
to the poor, and told Mahin about it.

Mahin was very glad to prove his disinterest-
edness, and told Lisa that he | oved her and not
her noney. Such proof of his innate nobility
made himadnmire hinself greatly. Mhin

hel ped Lisa to carry out her decision. And the
nore he did so, the nore he cane to realise the
new world of Lisa's spiritual anmbitions, quite un-
known to him heretofore.

VI



ALL were silent in the common cell. Stepan was
lying in his bed, but was not yet asleep. Vassily
approached him and, pulling himby his |eg,

asked himin a whisper to get up and to cone to
him Stepan stepped out of his bed, and cane

up to Vassily.

"Do ne a ki ndness, brother,"
"Hel p ne!"

sai d Vassily.

"I n what ?"
"I amgoing to fly fromthe prison."

Vassily told Stepan that he had everything ready
for his flight.

"To-norrow | shall stir themup--" He

pointed to the prisoners asleep in their beds.
"They will give nme away, and | shall be trans-
ferred to the cell in the upper floor. | know ny
way fromthere. Wat | want you for is to un-
screw the prop in the door of the nortuary."

"I can do that. But where will you go?"

"I don't care where. Are not there plenty of
wi cked people in every place?"

"Quite so, brother. But it is not our business
to judge them™

"I amnot a nurderer, to be sure. | have not
destroyed a living soul inny life. As for steal-
ing, | don't see any harmin that. As if they have

not robbed us!"

"Let them answer for it thenselves, if they
do."

"Bother themall!" Suppose | rob a church

who will be hurt? This tine | will take care

not to break into a small shop, but wll get

hold of a ot of noney, and then I will help people
withit. | will giveit to all good people.”

One of the prisoners rose in his bed and I|is-
tened. Stepan and Vassily broke off their con-
versation. The next day Vassily carried out his

i dea. He began conplaining of the bread in
prison, saying it was noist, and induced the pris-
oners to call the governor and to tell himof their
di scontent. The governor came, abused themall,
and when he heard it was Vassily who had stirred
up the nen, he ordered himto be transferred

into solitary confinenment in the cell on the upper
floor. This was all Vassily wanted.

I X

VASSI LY knew well that cell on the upper floor.



He knew its floor, and began at once to take out
bits of it. Wen he had nanaged to get under

the floor he took out pieces of the ceiling beneath,
and junped down into the nortuary a floor bel ow
That day only one corpse was |ying on the table.
There in the corner of the roomwere stored bags
to nake hay mattresses for the prisoners. Vas-
sily knew about the bags, and that was why the
nortuary served his purposes. The prop in the
door had been unscrewed and put in again. He
took it out, opened the door, and went out into
the passage to the lavatory which was being built.
In the lavatory was a |large hol e connecting the
third floor with the basenent floor. After hav-
ing found the door of the | avatory he went back
to the nortuary, stripped the sheet off the dead
body which was as cold as ice (in taking off the
sheet Vassily touched his hand), took the bags,
tied themtogether to nmake a rope, and carried
the rope to the lavatory. Then he attached it

to the cross-beam and clinbed down along it.

The rope did not reach the ground, but he did

not know how much was wanting. Anyhow, he

had to take the risk. He renmained hanging in

the air, and then junped down. His |legs were
badly hurt, but he could still walk on. The
basenment had two wi ndows; he coul d have clinbed
out of one of thembut for the grating protecting
them He had to break the grating, but there

was no tool to do it with. Vassily began to | ook
around him and chanced on a piece of plank with
a sharp edge; armed with that weapon he tried

to | oosen the bricks which held the grating. He
worked a long tine at that task. The cock

crowed for the second tine, but the grating stil
held. At last he had | oosened one side; and then
he pushed the plank under the | oosened end and
pressed with all his force. The grating gave way
compl etely, but at that nonent one of the bricks
fell down heavily. The noise could have been
heard by the sentry. Vassily stood notionl ess.
But silence reigned. He clinbed out of the win-
dow. His way of escape was to clinb the wall.

An out house stood in the corner of the courtyard.
He had to reach its roof, and pass thence to the
top of the wall. But he would not be able to
reach the roof without the help of the plank; so
he had to go back through the basenent wi ndow
to fetch it. A nonent |later he cane out of the
wi ndow with the plank in his hands; he stood stil
for a while listening to the steps of the sentry.
Hi s expectations were justified. The sentry was
wal ki ng up and down on the other side of the
courtyard. Vassily cane up to the outhouse,

| eaned the plank against it, and began cli nbing.
The plank slipped and fell on the ground. Vas-
sily had his stockings on; he took them off so that
be could cling with his bare feet in coning down.
Then he | eaned the plank agai n agai nst the house,
and seized the water-pipe with his hands. |If only



this tinme the plank would hold! A quick nove-

ment up the water-pipe, and his knee rested on
the roof. The sentry was approaching. Vassily
lay notionless. The sentry did not notice him
and passed on. Vassily leaped to his feet; the
iron roof cracked under him Another step or

two, and he would reach the wall. He could

touch it with his hand now He |eaned forward
with one hand, then with the other, stretched out
his body as far as he could, and found hinself

on the wall. Only, not to break his legs in junp-
ing down, Vassily turned round, renained hang-

ing in the air by his hands, stretched hinself out,
| oosened the grip of one hand, then the other
"Hel p, me, God!" He was on the ground.

And the ground was soft. His | egs were not

hurt, and he ran at the top of his speed. In a
suburb, Ml ani a opened her door, and he crept
under her warm coverlet, nade of small pieces

of different col ours stitched together

X

THE wi fe of Peter N kolaevich Sventizky, a tal

and handsome woman, as quiet and sleek as a
wel | -fed heifer, had seen from her w ndow how

her husband had been nurdered and dragged away
into the fields. The horror of such a sight to
Nat al i a | vanovna was so intense--how could it

be otherwi se?--that all her other feelings van-

i shed. No sooner had the crowd di sappeared
from vi ew behind the garden fence, and the voices
had becone still; no sooner had the bare-footed

Mal ania, their servant, run in with her eyes start-
ing out of her head, calling out in a voice nore
suited to the proclanmation of glad tidings the
news that Peter N kol aevich had been mnurdered

and thrown into the ravine, than Natalia Ivan-
ovna felt that behind her first sensation of horror
there was anot her sensation; a feeling of joy at
her deliverance fromthe tyrant, who through al

the nineteen years of their married |life had nade
her work without a noment's rest. Her joy

made her aghast; she did not confess it to herself,
but hid it the nore fromthose around. Wen

his nutilated, yellow and hairy body was being
washed and put into the coffin, she cried with hor-
ror, and wept and sobbed. When the coroner--

a special coroner for serious cases--cane and

was taking her evidence, she noticed in the room
where the inquest was taking place, tw peasants
in irons, who had been charged as the principa
culprits. One of themwas an old man with a

curly white beard, and a cal mand severe coun-
tenance. The other was rather young, of a gipsy
type, with bright eyes and curly dishevelled hair.
She decl ared that they were the two nen who had
first seized hold of Peter Nikolaevich's hands.

In spite of the gipsy-like peasant |ooking at her



with his eyes glistening fromunder his noving
eyebrows, and saying reproachfully: "A great

sin, lady, it is. Renenber your death hour!"

--in spite of that, she did not feel at all sorry for
them On the contrary, she began to hate them
during the inquest, and wi shed desperately to

take revenge on her husband's nurderers.

A nmonth later, after the case, which was com
mtted for trial by court-martial, had ended in

ei ght nen being sentenced to hard |abour, and in
two--the old man with the white beard, and the

gi psy boy, as she called the other--being con-
demmed to be hanged, Natalia felt vaguely uneasy.
But unpl easant doubts soon pass away under the
solemity of a trial. Since such high authorities
considered that this was the right thing to do, it
nmust be right.

The execution was to take place in the vill age
itself. One Sunday Ml ania cane honme from

church in her new dress and her new boots, and
announced to her mistress that the gall ows were
bei ng erected, and that the hangman was expected
from Mboscow on Wednesday. She al so an-

nounced that the fam lies of the convicts were
raging, and that their cries could be heard all over
the village.

Natalia |Ivanovna did not go out of her house;

she did not wish to see the gallows and the people
in the village; she only wanted what had to hap-
pen to be over quickly. She only considered her
own feelings, and did not care for the convicts
and their fanilies.

On Tuesday the village constable called on
Natalia Ivanovna. He was a friend, and she of-
fered hi mvodka and preserved mushroons of her
own making. The constable, after eating a little,
told her that the execution was not to take place
t he next day.

n \My?n

"A very strange thing has happened. There

is no hangnan to be found. They had one in
Moscow, ny son told nme, but he has been reading
the Gospels a good deal and says: 'I wll not
commit a murder.' He had hinself been sen-
tenced to hard | abour for having conmitted a nur-
der, and now he objects to hang when the | aw or-
ders him He was threatened with fl oggi ng.

"You may flog ne,' he said, '"but | won't do it.'

Natalia |Ivanovna grew red and hot at the
t hought whi ch suddenly canme into her head.

"Coul d not the death sentence be commuted
now?"

"How so, since the judges have passed it?



The Czar al one has the right of ammesty."
"But how woul d he know?"
"They have the right of appealing to him™"

"But it is on ny account they are to die," said
that stupid wonman, Natalia |Ivanovna. "And
forgive them"

The constabl e I aughed. "Well--send a pe-
tition to the Czar."

"May | do it?"

"Of course you may."

"But is it not too | ate?"
"Send it by telegram”

"To the Czar hinsel f?"

"To the Czar, if you like."

The story of the hangman having refused to

do his duty, and preferring to take the fl oggi ng
i nst ead, suddenly changed the soul of Natalia
Ivanovna. The pity and the horror she felt the
monent she heard that the peasants were sen-
tenced to death, could not be stifled now, but
filled her whole soul

"Filip Vassilievich, ny friend. Wite that tel-
egramfor nme. | want to appeal to the Czar to
pardon them"

The constabl e shook his head. "I wonder
whet her that woul d not involve us in trouble?"

"I do it upon ny own responsibility. | wll
not nention your nane."

"I's not she a kind worman," thought the con-
stable. "Very kind-hearted, to be sure. |If ny
wi fe had such a heart, our life would be a para-
di se, instead of what it is now" And he wote
the tel egram --

" To his Inperial Mijesty, the Enperor.

"Your Majesty's loyal subject, the w dow of Pe-
ter N kol aevich Sventizky, nurdered by the peas-
ants, throws herself at the sacred feet (this
sentence, when he wote it down, pleased the con-
stable himself nost of all) of your |nperial

Maj esty, and inplores you to grant an anmesty

to the peasants so and so, from such a province
district, and village, who have been sentenced to
deat h. "

The tel egram was sent by the constable him
self, and Natalia Ivanovna felt relieved and
happy. She had a feeling that since she, the



wi dow of the nmurdered nan, had forgiven the
murderers, and was applying for an ammesty, the
Czar could not possibly refuse it.

Xl

LI SA EROPKIN lived in a state of continual ex-
citenent. The longer she lived a true Christian
life as it had been revealed to her, the nore con-
vi nced she becane that it was the right way, and
her heart was full of joy.

She had two i nmedi ate ains before her. The

one was to convert Mhin; or, as she put it to
herself, to arouse his true nature, which was good
and kind. She loved him and the light of her

| ove reveal ed the divine elenent in his soul which
is at the bottomof all souls. But, further, she
saw in himan exceptionally kind and tender
heart, as well as a noble mnd. Her other aim
was to abandon her riches. She had first thought
of giving away what she possessed in order to

test Mahin; but afterwards she wanted to do so

for her own sake, for the sake of her own soul

She began by sinply giving noney to any one who
wanted it. But her father stopped that; besides
whi ch, she felt disgusted at the crowd of suppli-
cants who personally, and by letters, besieged her
with demands for money. Then she resolved to
apply to an old man, known to be a saint by his
life, and to give himher noney to dispose of in
the way he thought best. Her father got angry
with her when he heard about it. During a vio-
lent altercation he called her mad, a raving |una-
tic, and said he woul d take nmeasures to prevent
her fromdoing injury to herself.

Her father's irritation proved contagi ous.

Losing all control over herself, and sobbing wth
rage, she behaved with the greatest inpertinence
to her father, calling hima tyrant and a m ser

Then she asked his forgiveness. He said he

did not nmind what she said; but she saw plainly

that he was of fended, and in his heart did not
forgive her. She did not feel inclined to tel

Mahi n about her quarrel with her father; as to

her sister, she was very cold to Lisa, being jeal ous
of Mahin's love for her.

"l ought to confess to God," she said to her-
self. As all this happened in Lent, she nmade up
her mnd to fast in preparation for the comunion
and to reveal all her thoughts to the father con-
fessor, asking his advice as to what she ought to
decide for the future

At a snall distance fromher town a nonastery
was situated, where an old nonk |ived who had
gained a great reputation by his holy life, by his



sernmons and prophecies, as well as by the nar-
vel l ous cures ascribed to him

The monk had received a letter fromLisa's

fat her announcing the visit of his daughter, and
telling himin what a state of excitenent the young
girl was. He also expressed the hope in that
letter that the nonk would influence her in the
right way, urging her not to depart fromthe

gol den nmean, and to live like a good Christian

wi thout trying to upset the present conditions of
her life.

The nmonk received Lisa after he had seen

many ot her people, and being very tired, began

by quietly reconmendi ng her to be nodest and to
submit to her present conditions of life and to
her parents. Lisa listened silently, blushing and
flushed with excitenent. Wen he had finished
admoni shi ng her, she began saying with tears in
her eyes, timdly at first, that Christ bade us |eave
father and nother to follow Hm Getting nore

and nore excited, she told him her conception of
Christ. The monk smiled slightly, and replied

as he generally did when adnoni shing his peni-
tents; but after a while he remined silent,
repeating with heavy sighs, "O God!"

Then he said, "Well, cone to confession to-
nmorrow, " and bl essed her with his winkled

hands.

The next day Lisa canme to confession, and

wi thout renewing their interrupted conversation,
he absol ved her and refused to di spose of her for-
tune, giving no reasons for doing so.

Lisa's purity, her devotion to God and her ar-
dent soul, inpressed the nmonk deeply. He had
desired long ago to renounce the world entirely;
but the brotherhood, which drew a | arge incone
fromhis work as a preacher, insisted on his con-
tinuing his activity. He gave way, although he
had a vague feeling that he was in a fal se posi -
tion. It was rumoured that he was a miracle-
wor ki ng saint, whereas in reality he was a weak
man, proud of his success in the world. When
the soul of Lisa was revealed to him he saw
clearly into his own soul. He discovered how
different he was to what he wanted to be, and
realised the desire of his heart.

Soon after Lisa's visit he went to live in a sep-
arate cell as a hermit, and for three weeks did not
officiate again in the church of the friary. After
the celebration of the mass, he preached a sernon
denounci ng his own sins and those of the world,

and urging all to repent.

From that day he preached every fortnight,
and his sernons attracted increasing audi ences.
H s fame as a preacher spread abroad. His



sernmons were extraordinarily fearless and sin-
cere, and deeply inpressed all who |istened to him

Xl

VASSI LY was actually carrying out the object he

bad in |l eaving the prison. Wth the help of a few
friends he broke into the house of the rich mer-
chant Krasnopuzov, whom he knew to be a niser

and a debauchee. Vassily took out of his witing-
desk thirty thousand roubl es, and began di sposing

of them as he thought right. He even gave up

drink, so as not to spend that nmoney on hinself,

but to distribute it to the poor; hel ping poor girls
to get married; paying off people' s debts, and do-
ing this all without ever revealing hinself to those
he hel ped; his only desire was to distribute his
money in the right way. As he also gave bri bes

to the police, he was left in peace for a long tine.

H s heart was singing for joy. Wen at |ast

he was arrested and put to trial, he confessed
with pride that he had robbed the fat merchant.
"The noney," he said, "was lying idle in that
fool's desk, and he did not even know how nuch

he had, whereas | have put it into circulation and
hel ped a | ot of good people.™

The counsel for the defence spoke with such

good hunour and kindness that the jury felt in-
clined to discharge Vassily, but sentenced him
neverthel ess to confinenent in prison. He

t hanked the jury, and assured themthat he woul d
find his way out of prison before |ong.

Xl

NATALI A | VANOVNA SVENTI ZKY' S t el egr am

proved useless. The conmittee appointed to

deal with the petitions in the Enperor's nane, de-
cided not even to nake a report to the Czar.

But one day when the Sventizky case was dis-
cussed at the Enperor's luncheon-table, the chair-
man of the committee, who was present, nentioned
the tel egram whi ch had been received from Sven-
tizky's wi dow.

"Cest tres gentil de sa part," said one of the

| adies of the inperial fanmily.

The Enperor sighed, shrugged his shoul ders,
adorned with epaulettes. "The law, " he said;

and raised his glass for the groom of the chanber
to pour out sone Moselle.

Al'l those present pretended to adnmire the wi s-
dom of the sovereign's words. There was no

further question about the telegram The two
peasants, the old nman and the young boy, were



hanged by a Tartar hangnan from Kazan, a crue
convict and a nurderer.

The old man's wife wanted to dress the body of

her husband in a white shirt, with white bands

whi ch serve as stockings, and new boots, but she
was not allowed to do so. The two nen were

buried together in the sane pit outside the church-
yard wal |

"Princess Sofia Vladimrovna tells me he is a

very remar kabl e preacher,” remarked the old Em
press, the Enperor's nother, one day to her son
"Faites le venir. Il peut precher a la cathedrale."

"No, it would be better in the palace church,”
said the Enperor, and ordered the hermt Isidor
to be invited.

Al'l the generals, and other high officials, as-
senbled in the church of the inperial palace; it
was an event to hear the fanous preacher

A thin and grey old man appeared, |ooked at
those present, and said: "In the nanme of God,
the Son, and the Holy Ghost,"” and began to
speak.

At first all went well, but the |onger he spoke
the worse it becanme. "Il devient de plus en plus
aggressif," as the Enpress put it afterwards.

He ful m nated agai nst every one. He spoke
about the executions and charged the governnent
wi th having nade so nmany necessary. How can
the governnment of a Christian country kill nmen?

Everybody | ooked at everybody el se, thinking

of the bad taste of the sermon, and how unpl eas-
ant it nmust be for the Enperor to listen to it; but
nobody expressed these thoughts al oud.

When | sidor had said Aren, the netropolitan
approached, and asked himto call on him

After Isidor had had a talk with the netropol -

itan and with the attorney-general, he was i nme-
diately sent away to a friary, not his own, but one
at Suzdal, which had a prison attached to it; the
prior of that friary was now Fat her M ssael

XV

EVERY one tried to look as if Isidor's sernon
cont ai ned not hi ng unpl easant, and nobody nen-
tioned it. It seemed to the Czar that the hermit's
wor ds had not nade any inpression on hinself;

but once or twice during that day he caught him
sel f thinking of the two peasants who had been
hanged, and the w dow of Sventizky who had

asked an ammesty for them That day the Em

peror had to be present at a parade; after which



he went out for a drive; a reception of mnisters
cane next, then dinner, after dinner the theatre.
As usual, the Czar fell asleep the nonent his head
touched the pillow. In the night an awful dream
awoke him he saw gallows in a large field and
corpses dangling on them the tongues of the
corpses were protruding, and their bodies noved
and shook. And sonmebody shouted, "It is you

--you who have done it " The Czar woke up

bat hed in perspiration and began to think. It

was the first tine that he had ever thought of the
responsi bilities which weighed on him and the
words of old Isidor came back to his

nm nd.

But only dimy could he see hinself as a nere
hunman bei ng, and he could not consider his nere
human wants and duties, because of all that was
required of himas Czar. As to acknow edgi ng
that hunman duties were nore obligatory than
those of a Czar--he had not strength for that.

XV

HAVI NG served his second termin the prison, Pro-
kofy, who had formerly worked on the Sventizky
estate, was no longer the brisk, anbitious, smartly
dressed fell ow he had been. He seemed, on the
contrary, a conplete weck. When sober he

would sit idle and woul d refuse to do any work,
however much his father scol ded him noreover

he was continually seeking to get hold of sone-
thing secretly, and take it to the public-house for
a drink. \When he canme home he woul d continue

to sit idle, coughing and spitting all the tine.
The doctor on whom he cal l ed, exam ned his chest
and shook hi s head.

"You, ny man, ought to have many things
whi ch you have not got."

"That is usually the case, isn't it?
"Take plenty of milk, and don't snoke."

"These are days of fasting, and besides we
have no cow. "

Once in spring he could not get any sleep; he
was | onging to have a drink. There was nothing
in the house he could lay his hand on to take to
the public-house. He put on his cap and went
out. He wal ked along the street up to the house
where the priest and the deacon |ived together.
The deacon's harrow stood outside | eani ng agai nst
the hedge. Prokofy approached, took the har-
row upon his shoul der, and wal ked to an inn kept
by a wonan, Petrovna. She nmight give hima
smal | bottle of vodka for it. But he had hardly
gone a few steps when the deacon cane out of his



house. It was already dawn, and he saw t hat
Prokofy was carrying away his harrow

"Hey, what's that?" cried the deacon

The nei ghbours rushed out fromtheir houses.
Prokofy was seized, brought to the police station,
and then sentenced to el even nonths' inprison-
ment. It was autumm, and Prokofy had to be
transferred to the prison hospital. He was
coughi ng badly; his chest was heaving fromthe
exertion; and he could not get warm Those who
were stronger contrived not to shiver; Prokofy

on the contrary shivered day and night, as the su-
peri ntendent would not light the fires in the hos-

pital till Novenber, to save expense
Prokofy suffered greatly in body, and still nore
in soul. He was disgusted with his surroundings,

and hated every one--the deacon, the superin-
tendent who would not light the fires, the guard,
and the man who was lying in the bed next to his,
and who had a swollen red lip. He began al so

to hate the new convict who was brought into
hospital. This convict was Stepan. He was
suffering from sone di sease on his head, and was
transferred to the hospital and put in a bed at
Prokofy's side. After a tinme that hatred to

St epan changed, and Prokofy becane, on the con-
trary, extrenely fond of him he delighted in
talking to him It was only after a talk with
Stepan that his angui sh would cease for a while.
Stepan always told every one he net about his

| ast nmurder, and how it had inpressed him

Far from shrieking, or anything of that

kind," he said to Prokofy, "she did not nove.
"Kill me! There | am' she said. 'But it is not
my soul you destroy, it is your own.'"

"Well, of course, it is very dreadful to kill. |
had one day to slaughter a sheep, and even that
made nme half mad. | have not destroyed any I|iv-
ing soul; why then do those villains kill me? |
have done no harmto anybody . "

"That will be taken into consideration."”
" By V\klon?ll
"By God, to be sure.™

"I have not seen anything yet show ng that

God exists, and | don't believe in Hm brother
I think when a man dies, grass will grow over
the spot, and that is the end of it."

"You are wwong to think like that. | have

mur dered so nany peopl e, whereas she, poor

soul , was hel ping everybody. And you think she
and | are to have the sanme lot? Ch no! Only
wait."



"Then you believe the soul lives on after a
man i s dead?"

"To be sure; it truly lives."

Prokofy suffered greatly when death drew

near. He could hardly breathe. But in the very

| ast hour he felt suddenly relieved fromall pain.
He called Stepan to him "Farewell, brother,"

he said. "Death has cone, | see. | was so
afraid of it before. And now!| don't mind. |
only wish it to cone quicker."

XVI

IN the meanwhile, the affairs of Eugene M hail o-
vich had grown worse and worse. Business was
very slack. There was a new shop in the town;

he was | osing his custoners, and the interest had
to be paid. He borrowed again on interest. At

| ast his shop and his goods were to be sold up
Eugene M hailovich and his wife applied to every
one they knew, but they could not raise the four
hundred roubl es they needed to save the shop any-
wher e.

They had sone hope of the merchant Krasno-

puzov, Eugene M hailovich's w fe being on good
terms with his mistress. But news cane that
Krasnopuzov had been robbed of a huge sum of

money. Sone said of half a mllion roubles.

"And do you know who is said to be the thief?"

sai d Eugene M hailovich to his wife. "Vassily,

our former yard-porter. They say he is squan-
dering the noney, and the police are bribed by him™"

"I knew he was a villain. You renmenber how
he did not nmind perjuring hinself? But | did
not expect it would go so far."

"I hear he has recently been in the courtyard
of our house. Cook says she is sure it was he.
She told nme he hel ps poor girls to get married."

"They always invent tales. | don't believe it.'

At that nonent a strange man, shabbily dressed,
entered the shop.

"What is it you want?"
"Here is a letter for you."
" Fr om whon?"

"You will see yourself."

"Don't you require an answer? Wit a no-
ment . "



"l cannot The strange nman handed the |et-
ter and di sappeared.

"How extraordi nary!" said Eugene M hail o-

vich, and tore open the envelope. To his great
amazement several hundred rouble notes fell out.
"Four hundred roubles!" he exclained, hardly
believing his eyes. "What does it nean?"

The envel ope al so contai ned a badly-spelt letter
addressed to Eugene M hailovich. "It is said in
the CGospels,” ran the letter, do good for evil.
You have done ne nuch harm and in the coupon
case you nade ne wong the peasants greatly.

But | have pity for you. Here are four hundred
notes. Take them and renenber your porter
Vassily."

"Very extraordinary!" said Eugene M hail o-

vich to his wife and to hinself. And each tine
he remenbered that incident, or spoke about it
to his wife, tears would cone to his eyes

XVI |

FOURTEEN priests were kept in the Suzdal friary
prison, chiefly for having been untrue to the or-
thodox faith. |Isidor had been sent to that place
al so. Father M ssael received himaccording to
the instructions he had been given, and w thout
talking to himordered himto be put into a sep-
arate cell as a serious crimnal. After a fort-
ni ght Father M ssael, making a round of the
prison, entered Isidor's cell, and asked him

whet her there was anything he w shed for

"There is a great deal | wish for," answered
Isidor; "but |I cannot tell you what it is in the
presence of anybody else. Let ne talk to you
privately."

They | ooked at each other, and M ssael saw he
had nothing to be afraid of in remaining al one
with Isidor. He ordered Isidor to be brought
into his own room and when they were al one, he
said, - -

"Well, now you can speak.”
Isidor fell on his knees.

"Brother," said Isidor. "Wat are you do-

ing to yoursel f! Have nercy on your own soul

You are the worst villain in the world. You have
of fended against all that is sacred . "

A nmonth after M ssael sent a report, asking

that |sidor should be rel eased as he had repented,
and he al so asked for the rel ease of the rest of
the prisoners. After which he resigned his post.



XV

TEN years passed. Mtia Snokovni kov had fin-

i shed his studies in the Technical College; he was
now an engineer in the gold mnes in Siberia, and
was very highly paid. One day he was about to
make a round in the district. The governor of-
fered hima convict, Stepan Pel ageushkine, to ac-
conpany himon his journey.

"A convict, you say? But is not that danger-
ous?"

"Not if it is this one. He is a holy man. You
may ask anybody, they will all tell you so.”

"Way has he been sent here?"

The governor sniled. "He had conmitted six
nmurders, and yet he is a holy man. | go bail for
him"

M tia Smokovni kov took Stepan, now a bal d-

headed, |ean, tanned man, with himon his journey.
On their way Stepan took care of Snokovni kov,

like his own child, and told himhis story; told
hi m why he had been sent here, and what now
filled his life.

And, strange to say, Mtia Snokovni kov, who

up to that time used to spend his tine drinking,
eating, and ganbling, began for the first tine to
meditate on life. These thoughts never left him
now, and produced a conplete change in his habits.
After a time he was offered a very advant ageous
position. He refused it, and nade up his nind

to buy an estate with the noney he had, to marry,
and to devote hinself to the peasantry, hel ping
them as much as he coul d.

Xl X

HE carried out his intentions. But before retiring
to his estate he called on his father, with whom
he had been on bad terns, and who had settled

apart with his new family. Mtia Snokovni kov
wanted to make it up. The old rman wondered at
first, and | aughed at the change he noticed in his
son; but after a while he ceased to find fault with
him and thought of the many tines when it was

he who was the guilty one.

AFTER THE DANCE



"--AND you say that a nan cannot, of hinself,
understand what is good and evil; that it is al
environnment, that the environment swanps the
man. But | believe it is all chance. Take ny
own case . "

Thus spoke our excellent friend, lvan Vasilie-

vich, after a conversation between us on the inpos-
sibility of inproving individual character w thout
a change of the conditions under which nmen |ive.
Nobody had actually said that one could not of
onesel f understand good and evil; but it was a
habit of Ivan Vasilievich to answer in this way the
t houghts aroused in his own mnd by conversation
and to illustrate those thoughts by relating inci-
dents in his own life. He often quite forgot the
reason for his story in telling it; but he always told
it with great sincerity and feeling.

He did so now.

"Take ny own case. M whole life was
nmoul ded, not by environnent, but by sonething
quite different."

"By what, then?" we asked.

"Ch, that is a long story. | should have to
tell you about a great many things to make you
under st and. "

"Well, tell us then."

Ivan Vasilievich thought a little, and shook his
head.

"My whole life," he said, "was changed in one
ni ght, or, rather, norning."

"Why, what happened?" one of us asked.

"What happened was that | was very nuch in

Il ove. | have been in love many times, but this

was the nost serious of all. It is a thing of the
past; she has married daughters now. It was
Varinka B---- " Ivan Vasilievich nentioned her
surnanme. "Even at fifty she is remarkably hand-
some; but in her youth, at eighteen, she was ex-
quisite--tall, slender, graceful, and stately. Yes,

stately is the word; she held herself very erect, by
instinct as it were; and carried her head high, and
that together with her beauty and hei ght gave her

a queenly air in spite of being thin, even bony one
m ght say. It mght indeed have been deterring

had it not been for her smle, which was al ways

gay and cordial, and for the charmng light in

her eyes and for her youthful sweetness.”

"What an entrancing description you give, |van
Vasi | i evich!"

"Description, indeed! |I could not possibly de-



scribe her so that you could appreciate her. But
that does not matter; what | amgoing to tell you
happened in the forties. | was at that tinme a
student in a provincial university. | don't know
whether it was a good thing or no, but we had no
political clubs, no theories in our universities then
We were sinply young and spent our tine as young
men do, studying and anusing ourselves. | was a
very gay, lively, careless fellow and had plenty of
money too. | had a fine horse, and used to go
tobogganing with the young | adies. Skating had

not yet cone into fashion. | went to drinking
parties with my conrades--in those days we

drank not hi ng but chanpagne--if we had no

chanpagne we drank nothing at all. W never

drank vodka, as they do now. Evening parties

and balls were nmy favourite anmusenments. |

danced well, and was not an ugly fellow "

"Conme, there is no need to be nodest," inter-
rupted a lady near him "W have seen your
phot ograph. Not ugly, indeed! You were a
handsore fell ow. "

"Handsone, if you like. That does not mat-

ter. Wen ny love for her was at its strongest,
on the last day of the carnival, | was at a ball at
the provincial marshal's, a good-natured old nan,
rich and hospitable, and a court chanberlain. The
guests were wel coned by his wife, who was as
good-natured as hinself. She was dressed in
puce-col oured vel vet, and had a di anond di adem

on her forehead, and her plunp, old white shoul -
ders and bosom were bare like the portraits of
Enpress Elizabeth, the daughter of Peter the

G eat .

"It was a delightful ball. It was a splendid

room with a gallery for the orchestra, which was
fanmous at the tine, and consisted of serfs bel ong-
ing to a nusical |andowner. The refreshnments

were magni ficent, and the chanpagne flowed in
rivers. Though | was fond of chanpagne | did

not drink that night, because without it | was
drunk with love. But |I made up for it by danc-
ing wal tzes and polkas till | was ready to drop--
of course, whenever possible, with Varinka. She
wore a white dress with a pink sash, white shoes,
and white kid gloves, which did not quite reach to
her thin pointed el bows. A disgusting engineer
named Ani si nov robbed nme of the mazurka with
her--to this day |I cannot forgive him He asked
her for the dance the minute she arrived, while

I had driven to the hair-dresser's to get a pair of
gl oves, and was late. So | did not dance the
mazurka with her, but with a German girl to whom

I had previously paid a little attention; but | am
afraid | did not behave very politely to her that
evening. | hardly spoke or |ooked at her, and saw
not hing but the tall, slender figure in a white dress,
with a pink sash, a flushed, beam ng, dinpled



face, and sweet, kind eyes. | was not alone; they
were all looking at her with admiration, the nen
and wonen ali ke, although she outshone all of

them They could not help admiring her

"Al'though |I was not nominally her partner for

the mazurka, | did as a matter of fact dance nearly
the whole time with her. She always canme for-

ward boldly the whole Iength of the roomto pick

me out. | flewto neet her without waiting to be
chosen, and she thanked me with a snile for ny
intuition. Wen | was brought up to her with
sonebody el se, and she guessed wongly, she took
the other man's hand with a shrug of her slim

shoul ders, and sniled at nme regretfully.

"Whenever there was a waltz figure in the
mazurka, | waltzed with her for a long tine, and
breathing fast and smling, she would say, 'En-
core'; and I went on waltzing and waltzing, as

t hough unconsci ous of any bodily existence."

"Come now, how could you be unconscious of
it with your armround her wai st? You nust
have been conscious, not only of your own exi st-
ence, but of hers," said one of the party.

Ivan Vasilievich cried out, alnost shouting in
anger: " There you are, noderns all over! Now
adays you think of nothing but the body. It was
different in our day. The nore | was in |love the
| ess corporeal was she in nmy eyes. Nowadays you
t hi nk of nothing but the body. It was different
in our day. The nore | was in love the |less cor-
poreal was she in ny eyes. Nowadays you set

| egs, ankles, and | don't know what. You undress
the wonen you are in love with. |In ny eyes, as
Al phonse Karr said--and he was a good writer
--'"the one | loved was al ways draped in robes of
bronze.' W never thought of doing so; we tried
to veil her nakedness, |ike Noah's good-natured
son. Oh, well, you can't understand."

"Don't pay any attention to him Go on," said
one of them

"Well, | danced for the nost part with her

and did not notice how tine was passing. The
nmusi ci ans kept playing the sanme mazurka tunes
over and over again in desperate exhaustion--you
know what it is towards the end of a ball. Papas
and nmammas were already getting up fromthe
card-tables in the drawi ng-roomin expectation of
supper, the nen-servants were running to and

fro bringing in things. It was nearly three
o'clock. | had to make the nost of the |ast
m nutes. | chose her again for the nazurka, and

for the hundredth tine we danced across the
room

"'*The quadrille after supper is mne,' | said,
taking her to her place.



O course, if | amnot carried off hone,' she
said, with a snile.

"1 won't give you up,' | said.
"*Gve me ny fan, anyhow,' she answered.

"'l amso sorry to part with it,' | said, handing
her a cheap white fan

"*Well, here's sonething to console you,' she
said, plucking a feather out of the fan, and giving
it to ne.

"I took the feather, and could only express ny

rapture and gratitude with ny eyes. | was not
only pleased and gay, | was happy, delighted;

was good, | was not nyself but some being not

of this earth, knowi ng nothing of evil. | hid the

feather in ny glove, and stood there unable to
tear nyself away from her

"' Look, they are urging father to dance,' she

said to ne, pointing to the tall, stately figure of
her father, a colonel with silver epaul ettes, who
was standing in the doorway with sone | adies.

"'"Varinka, cone here!' exclained our hostess,
the lady with the dianond ferronniere and with
shoul ders like Elizabeth, in a | oud voice.

""Varinka went to the door, and | foll owed her

"' Persuade your father to dance the mazurka
with you, ma chere.--Do, please, Peter Valdislavo-
vich,' she said, turning to the col onel

"Varinka's father was a very handsone, well -
preserved old man. He had a good col our, nous-
taches curled in the style of Nicolas |I., and white
whi skers whi ch net the noustaches. His hair was
conbed on to his forehead, and a bright smile,

like his daughter's, was on his lips and in his eyes.
He was splendidly set up, with a broad mlitary
chest, on which he wore sone decorations, and he
had powerful shoulders and long slimlegs. He

was that ultra-mlitary type produced by the disci-
pline of Enperor Nicolas I

"When we approached the door the col onel was

just refusing to dance, saying that he had quite for-
gotten how, but at that instant he smled, swing

his armgracefully around to the left, drew his
sword fromits sheath, handed it to an obliging
young man who stood near, and snoothed his

suede gl ove on his right hand.

"' Everyt hing nust be done according to rule,

he said with a smle. He took the hand of his
daughter, and stood one-quarter turned, waiting
for the nusic.



"At the first sound of the mazurka, he stanped

one foot smartly, threw the other forward, and,

at first slowy and snoothly, then buoyantly and

i mpetuously, with stanmping of feet and clicking of

boots, his tall, inposing figure noved the |l ength

of the room Varinka swayed gracefully beside

him rhythnically and easily, making her steps

short or long, with her little feet in their white satin
sl i ppers.

"Al'l the people in the roomfollowed every

movenent of the couple. As for nme | not only ad-
mred, | regarded themw th enraptured sym

pathy. | was particularly inpressed with the old
gentl eman's boots. They were not the nodern

poi nted affairs, but were made of cheap |eather
squared-toed, and evidently built by the reginenta
cobbler. In order that his daughter m ght dress
and go out in society, he did not buy fashionable
boots, but wore home-made ones, | thought, and

his square toes seened to nme nost touching. It

was obvious that in his tinme he had been a good
dancer; but now he was too heavy, and his |egs had
not spring enough for all the beautiful steps he
tried to take. Still, he contrived to go tw ce round
the room \Wen at the end, standing with | egs
apart, he suddenly clicked his feet together and fel
on one knee, a bit heavily, and she danced grace-
fully around him snmiling and adjusting her skirt,

t he whol e room appl auded.

"Rising with an effort, he tenderly took his
daughter's face between his hands. He ki ssed her
on the forehead, and brought her to ne, under the
i mpression that | was her partner for the mazurka.
| said | was not. 'Well, never mind. just go
around the roomonce with her,' he said, sml-

ing kindly, as he replaced his sword in the
sheat h.

"As the contents of a bottle flow readily when

the first drop has been poured, so my |ove for
Varinka seened to set free the whole force of |ov-
ing within ne. In surrounding her it enbraced the
world. | loved the hostess with her diadem and
her shoul ders like Elizabeth, and her husband and
her guests and her footnen, and even the engineer
Ani si nov who felt peevish towards me. As for
Varinka's father, with his hone-nade boots and

his kind snile, so like her owm, | felt a sort of ten-
derness for himthat was al nbst rapture.

"After supper | danced the prom sed quadrille
with her, and though I had been infinitely happy

before, | grew still happier every nonment.

"We did not speak of love. | neither asked
mysel f nor her whether she loved ne. It was

qui te enough to know that | |oved her. And | had

only one fear--that sonething m ght cone to in-



terfere with ny great joy.

"When | went home, and began to undress for

the night, |I found it quite out of the question
held the little feather out of her fan in my hand,
and one of her gl oves which she gave ne when

hel ped her into the carriage after her nother.
Looki ng at these things, and wi thout closing ny
eyes | could see her before me as she was for an

i nstant when she had to choose between two part-
ners. She tried to guess what kind of person

was represented in ne, and | could hear her

sweet voice as she said, 'Pride--aml right? and
merrily gave nme her hand. At supper she took the
first sip fromny glass of champagne, |ooking at
me over the rimw th her caressing glance. But,
pl ai nest of all, | could see her as she danced with
her father, gliding along beside him and | ooking
at the admiring observers with pride and happi -
ness.

"He and she were united in ny mnd in one
rush of pathetic tenderness.

"I was living then with ny brother, who has

since died. He disliked going out, and never went
to dances; and besides, he was busy preparing for
his last university exan nations, and was |eading a
very regular life. He was asleep. | |ooked at

him his head buried in the pillow and hal f covered
with the quilt; and | affectionately pitied him
pitied himfor his ignorance of the bliss | was ex-
periencing. Qur serf Petrusha had nmet ne with a
candl e, ready to undress ne, but | sent him away.
Hi s sl eepy face and tousled hair seened to ne so
touching. Trying not to make a noise, | went to

my roomon tiptoe and sat down on ny bed. No,

I was too happy; | could not sleep. Besides, it
was too hot in the roons. Wthout taking off ny
uniform | went quietly into the hall, put on ny
overcoat, opened the front door and stepped out
into the street.

"I't was after four when | had left the ball;
goi ng home and stopping there a while had occu-
pied two hours, so by the time | went out it was
dawn. It was regul ar carnival weather--foggy,
and the road full of water-soaked snow just nelt-
ing, and water dripping fromthe eaves. Varin-
ka's famly lived on the edge of town near a | arge
field, one end of which was a parade ground: at
the other end was a boarding-school for young
ladies. | passed through our enpty little street
and cane to the main thoroughfare, where | net
pedestrians and sl edges | aden with wood, the run-
ners grating the road. The horses swung with
regul ar paces beneath their shining yokes, their
backs covered with straw mats and their heads wet
with rain; while the drivers, in enornobus boots,
spl ashed through the nmud beside the sledges. All
this, the very horses thensel ves, seened to ne



stimulating and fascinating, full of suggestion.

"When | approached the field near their house,

| saw at one end of it, in the direction of the pa-
rade ground, sonething very huge and bl ack, and

I heard sounds of fife and drum proceedi ng from

it. My heart had been full of song, and | had
heard in imagination the tune of the mazurka,

but this was very harsh nmusic. |t was not pleas-
ant .

"*What can that be?" | thought, and went
towards the sound by a slippery path through the
centre of the field. Walking about a hundred

paces, | began to distinguish many bl ack objects
through the mst. They were evidently sol diers.
"It is probably a drill," | thought.

"So | went along in that direction in conpany

with a blacksmith, who wore a dirty coat and an
apron, and was carrying sonething. He wal ked
ahead of ne as we approached the place. The
soldiers in black uniforms stood in two rows, fac-
ing each other notionless, their guns at rest. Be-
hind them stood the fifes and druns, incessantly
repeating the sanme unpl easant tune.

"'What are they doing? | asked the bl ack-
smth, who halted at ny side

"*A Tartar is being beaten through the ranks

for his attenpt to desert,' said the blacksmth in
an angry tone, as he |looked intently at the far end
of the line.

"I looked in the same direction, and saw be-
tween the files sonmething horrid approachi ng ne.
The thing that approached was a nan, stripped

to the waist, fastened with cords to the guns of two
sol diers who were leading him At his side an
officer in overcoat and cap was wal ki ng, whose
figure had a fanmliar |ook. The victimadvanced
under the blows that rained upon himfrom both
sides, his whol e body plunging, his feet dragging
through the snow. Now he threw hinself back-
ward, and the subalterns who led himthrust him
forward. Now he fell forward, and they pulled

hi mup short; while ever at his side nmarched the
tall officer, with firmand nervous pace. It was
Varinka's father, with his rosy face and white
noust ache.

"At each stroke the man, as if amazed, turned

his face, grinmacing with pain, towards the side
whence the bl ow came, and showi ng his white teeth
repeated the sane words over and over. But |
could only hear what the words were when he cane
quite near. He did not speak them he sobbed

t hem out, - -

"' Brothers, have nercy on ne! Brothers, have
mercy on ne!' But the brothers had, no mercy,



and when the procession cane close to ne, | saw
how a sol di er who stood opposite ne took a firm
step forward and lifting his stick with a whirr,
brought it down upon the man's back. The man

pl unged forward, but the subalterns pulled him
back, and anot her bl ow came down fromthe other
side, then fromthis side and then fromthe other
The col onel marched beside him and | ooki ng now
at his feet and now at the man, inhaled the air,
puf fed out his cheeks, and breathed it out between
his protruded lips. Wen they passed the place

where | stood, | caught a glinpse between the two
files of the back of the man that was being pun-
ished. It was sonething so nany-col oured, wet,

red, unnatural, that | could hardly believe it was a
human body.

"My God!' nuttered the blacksnith.

The procession noved farther away. The

bl ows continued to rain upon the withing, falling
creature; the fifes shrilled and the druns beat, and
the tall inposing figure of the col onel noved al ong-
side the man, just as before. Then, suddenly, the
col onel stopped, and rapidly approached a man in

t he ranks.

""1'I'l teach you to hit himgently,' | heard his
furious voice say. 'WII| you pat himlike that?
WIl you? and | saw how his strong hand in the
suede gl ove struck the weak, bloodless, terrified
soldier for not bringing down his stick with suffi-
cient strength on the red neck of the Tartar

"'Bring new sticks!' he cried, and | ooking
round, he saw me. Assunming an air of not know
ing ne, and with a ferocious, angry frown, he

hastily turned anay. | felt so utterly ashaned
that | didn't know where to look. It was as if |
had been detected in a disgraceful act. | dropped

my eyes, and quickly hurried home. Al the way

I had the drunms beating and the fifes whistling in
my ears. And | heard the words, 'Brothers, have
mercy on nme!' or 'WIIl you pat hin? WII

you?' My heart was full of physical disgust that
was al nost sickness. So nuch so that | halted sev-
eral times on ny way, for | had the feeling that |
was going to be really sick fromall the horrors

t hat possessed ne at that sight. | do not renem
ber how | got home and got to bed. But the no-
ment | was about to fall asleep | heard and saw
again all that had happened, and | sprang up

"' Evidently he knows sonmething | do not

know,' | thought about the colonel. 'If I knew
what he knows | should certainly grasp--under-
stand--what | have just seen, and it woul d not
cause ne such suffering.

"But however nuch | thought about it, | could
not understand the thing that the col onel knew.



It was evening before | could get to sleep, and then
only after calling on a friend and drinking till 1I;
was quite drunk.

"Do you think I had cone to the conclusion that

the deed | had w tnessed was w cked? Ch, no.

Since it was done with such assurance, and was rec-
ogni sed by every one as indispensable, they doubt-
| ess knew sonet hing which | did not know So
thought, and tried to understand. But no matter,

I could never understand it, then or afterwards.

And not being able to grasp it, | could not enter
the service as | had intended. | don't mean only
the mlitary service: | did not enter the Cvil Serv-

ice either. And so | have been of no use whatever
as you can see."

"Yes, we know how usel ess you' ve been," said

one of us. "Tell us, rather, how many people
woul d be of any use at all if it hadn't been for
you. "

"Ch, that's utter nonsense," said lvan Vasili e-
vi ch, wi th genui ne annoyance.

"Well; and what about the |ove affair?

"My love? It decreased fromthat day.

When, as often happened, she | ooked dreany and
meditative, | instantly recollected the col onel on
the parade ground, and | felt so awkward and
unconfortable that | began to see her less fre-
quently. So ny love came to naught. Yes; such
chances arise, and they alter and direct a man's
whole life,"” he said in sunming up. "And you

say . "

ALYCSHA THE POT

ALYCSHA was the younger brother. He was

called the Pot, because his nother had once sent
himwith a pot of mlk to the deacon's wife, and he
had stunbl ed agai nst sonmet hi ng and broken it.

Hi s nother had beaten him and the children had
teased him Since then he was ni cknaned the Pot.
Alyosha was a tiny, thin little fellow, with ears |like
wi ngs, and a huge nose. "Alyosha has a nose that

| ooks like a dog on a hill!" the children used to
call after him Alyosha went to the vill age
school, but was not good at |essons; besides, there
was so little time to learn. Hi s elder brother was
in town, working for a nerchant, so Al yosha had

to help his father froma very early age. Wen

he was no nore than six he used to go out with the
girls to watch the cows and sheep in the pasture,
and a little later he | ooked after the horses by



day and by night. And at twelve years of age he
had al ready begun to plough and to drive the cart.
The skill was there though the strength was not.
He was al ways cheerful. \Wenever the children
made fun of him he would either |augh or be
silent. Wien his father scol ded himhe would
stand nute and listen attentively, and as soon as
the scol ding was over would snmile and go on with
his work. Alyosha was ni neteen when his brother
was taken as a soldier. So his father placed him
with the merchant as a yard-porter. He was given
his brother's old boots, his father's old coat and
cap, and was taken to town. Alyosha was de-
lighted with his clothes, but the merchant was not
i mpressed by his appearance.

"I thought you would bring me a man in Sine-
on's place," he said, scanning Al yosha; "and
you' ve brought me TH'S! What's the good of
hi n®"

"He can do everything; | ook after horses and
drive. He's a good one to work. He |ooks

rather thin, but he's tough enough. And he's very
willing."

"He looks it. Al right; we'll see what we can
do with him"

So Al yosha remained at the nerchant's.

The family was not a |arge one. It consisted

of the merchant's wife: her old nother: a married
son poorly educated who was in his father's busi-
ness: another son, a |earned one who had finished
school and entered the University, but having been
expel l ed, was living at honme: and a daughter who
still went to school

They did not take to Alyosha at first. He was
uncout h, badly dressed, and had no manner, but
they soon got used to him Al yosha worked even
better than his brother had done; he was really
very willing. They sent himon all sorts of er-
rands, but he did everything quickly and readily,
going fromone task to another w thout stopping.
And so here, just as at hone, all the work was put
upon his shoulders. The nore he did, the nore

he was given to do. H's nmistress, her old nother,
the son, the daughter, the clerk, and the cook--al
ordered himabout, and sent himfrom one place

to anot her.

"Alyosha, do this! Alyosha, do that!

What! have you forgotten, Al yosha? Mnd you

don't forget, Alyosha!" was heard from norning

till night. And Alyosha ran here, |ooked after this
and that, forgot nothing, found tinme for every-
thing, and was al ways cheerf ul

H's brother's old boots were soon worn out,
and his master scolded himfor going about in tat-



ters with his toes sticking out. He ordered an-
other pair to be bought for himin the market.

Al yosha was delighted with his new boots, but was
angry with his feet when they ached at the end of
the day after so much running about. And then

he was afraid that his father would be annoyed
when he canme to town for his wages, to find that
his master had deducted the cost of the boots.

In the winter Alyosha used to get up before day-
break. He would chop the wood, sweep the yard,
feed the cows and horses, light the stoves, clean
the boots, prepare the sampvars and polish them
afterwards; or the clerk would get himto bring
up the goods; or the cook would set himto knead
the bread and cl ean the saucepans. Then he was
sent to town on various errands, to bring the
daughter home from school, or to get some olive
oil for the old nmother. "Why the devil have

you been so long?" first one, then another, would
say to him Wy should they go? Alyosha can

go. "Alyosha! Alyosha!" And Al yosha ran

here and there. He breakfasted in snatches while
he was working, and rarely nanaged to get his

di nner at the proper hour. The cook used to scold
himfor being late, but she was sorry for him al
the same, and woul d keep sonmething hot for his

di nner and supper.

At holiday tines there was nore work than ever

but Al yosha |iked holidays because everybody gave
hima tip. Not much certainly, but it would
anount up to about sixty kopeks [1s 2d]--his

very own noney. For Alyosha never set eyes on
his wages. Hi s father used to cone and take them
fromthe merchant, and only scold Al yosha for
wearing out his boots.

When he had saved up two roubles [4s], by the

advi ce of the cook he bought hinself a red knitted

j acket, and was so happy when he put it on, that

he couldn't close his mouth for joy. Alyosha was
not tal kative; when he spoke at all, he spoke
abruptly, with his head turned away. Wen told

to do anything, or asked if he could do it, he would
say yes without the snallest hesitation, and set to
wor k at once.

Al yosha did not know any prayer; and had for-
gotten what his nother had taught him But he
prayed just the sane, every norning and every
eveni ng, prayed with his hands, crossing hinself.

He lived like this for about a year and a half,

and towards the end of the second year a nost
startling thing happened to him He discovered

one day, to his great surprise, that, in addition to
the relation of useful ness existing between peopl e,
there was al so another, a peculiar relation of quite
a different character. Instead of a man being
wanted to cl ean boots, and go on errands and har-



ness horses, he is not wanted to be of any service
at all, but another hunman being wants to serve him
and pet him Suddenly Alyosha felt he was such

a man.

He made this discovery through the cook Us-

tinia. She was young, had no parents, and worked
as hard as Alyosha. He felt for the first tine in
his life that he--not his services, but he hinself
--was necessary to another human being. Wen

his nother used to be sorry for him he had taken
no notice of her. It had seemed to himquite
natural, as though he were feeling sorry for him
self. But here was Ustinia, a perfect stranger
and sorry for him She would save hi m sonme hot
porridge, and sit watching him her chin propped
on her bare arm with the sleeve rolled up, while he
was eating it. Wen he | ooked at her she would
begin to | augh, and he woul d | augh too.

This was such a new, strange thing to himthat

it frightened Alyosha. He feared that it m ght
interfere with his work. But he was pl eased, nev-
erthel ess, and when he gl anced at the trousers that
Ustinia had nended for him he woul d shake

his head and smile. He would often think of her
whil e at work, or when running on errands. "A
fine girl, Ustinial" he sonetinmes excl ai ned.

Ustinia used to hel p hi mwhenever she coul d,

and he hel ped her. She told himall about her
Iife; how she had | ost her parents; how her aunt
had taken her in and found a place for her in the
town; how the merchant's son had tried to take |ib-
erties with her, and how she had rebuffed him

She liked to talk, and Alyosha liked to listen to her
He had heard that peasants who canme up to work

in the towns frequently got narried to servant
girls. On one occasion she asked himif his par-
ents intended marrying himsoon. He said that

he did not know, that he did not want to nmarry

any of the village girls.

"Have you taken a fancy to sone one, then?"
"I would marry you, if you'd be willing."

"Get along with you, Alyosha the Pot; but

you' ve found your tongue, haven't you?" she ex-

cl ai ned, slapping himon the back with a towel she
held in her hand. "Wy shouldn't |?"

At Shrovetide Alyosha's father canme to town for

his wages. It had conme to the ears of the ner-
chant's wife that Al yosha wanted to marry Ustinia,
and she di sapproved of it. "What will be the

use of her with a baby?" she thought, and in-
formed her husband.

The merchant gave the old man Al yosha's
wages.



"How is ny |lad getting on?" he asked. "I
told you he was willing."

"That's all right, as far as it goes, but he's
taken sone sort of nonsense into his head. He
wants to marry our cook. Now | don't approve
of married servants. W won't have themin the
house. "

"Wl l, now, who would have thought the foo

woul d t hink of such a thing?" the old man ex-
claimed. "But don't you worry. |I'll soon settle
that."

He went into the kitchen, and sat down at
the table waiting for his son. Al yosha was out
on an errand, and cane back breathl ess.

"I thought you had some sense in you; but
what's this you' ve taken into your head?" his
fat her began.

"1? Nothing."

"How, nothing? They tell ne you want to

get married. You shall get married when the tine
comes. |'ll find you a decent wi fe, not sone town
hussy. "

H s father tal ked and tal ked, while Al yosha
stood still and sighed. When his father had quite
finished, Alyosha sniled

"All right. 1'Il drop it."
"Now that's what | call sense.”

When he was | eft alone with Ustinia he told her
what his father had said. (She had listened at
t he door.)

"It's no good; it can't come off. Did you hear?
He was angry--won't have it at any price.”

Ustinia cried into her apron.
Al yosha shook his head.

"What's to be done? W nust do as we're
told."

"Well, are you going to give up that nonsense,
as your father told you?" his nistress asked, as
he was putting up the shutters in the evening.

"To be sure we are," Alyosha replied with a
smle, and then burst into tears.

From that day Al yosha went about his work as
usual, and no longer talked to Ustinia about their
getting married. One day in Lent the clerk told
himto clear the snow fromthe roof. Al yosha



clinmbed on to the roof and swept away all the

snow, and, while he was still raking out sone
frozen lunps fromthe gutter, his foot slipped and
he fell over. Unfortunately he did not fall on the
snow, but on a piece of iron over the door. Us-
tinia cane running up, together with the ner-
chant's daughter.

"Have you hurt yourself, Alyosha?"
"Ah! no, it's nothing."

But he could not raise hinself when he tried
to, and began to smile.

He was taken into the | odge. The doctor ar-
rived, exanined him and asked where he felt the
pai n.

"I feel it all over," he said. "But it doesn't
matter. |'monly afraid nmaster will be annoyed.
Fat her ought to be told."

Alyosha lay in bed for two days, and on the third
day they sent for the priest.

"Are you really going to die?" Ustinia asked

"Of course | am You can't go on living for
ever. You nust go when the tine cones " Aly-
osha spoke rapidly as usual. "Thank you, Us-
tinia. You ve been very good to me. Wiat a
lucky thing they didn't let us marry! Were
shoul d we have been now? It's nuch better as it
is."

When the priest canme, he prayed with his bands

and with his heart. "As it is good here when you
obey and do no harmto others, so it will be there,
was the thought within it

He spoke very little; he only said he was thirsty,
and he seened full of wonder at sonething.

He lay in wondernment, then stretched hinself,
and di ed.

MY DREAM

"As a daughter she no |onger exists for ne.
Can't you understand? She sinply doesn't ex-
ist. Still, | cannot possibly | eave her to the char-
ity of strangers. | wll arrange things so that
she can live as she pleases, but | do not wish to
hear of her. Who woul d ever have thought

the horror of it, the horror of it."

He shrugged his shoul ders, shook his head, and



rai sed his eyes. These words were spoken by
Prince Mchael Ivanovich to his brother Peter
who was governor of a province in Central Rus-
sia. Prince Peter was a nan of fifty, Mchael's
junior by ten years.

On discovering that his daughter, who had |eft

hi s house a year before, had settled here with her
child, the elder brother had conme from St. Peters-
burg to the provincial town, where the above con-
versation took place.

Prince M chael Ivanovich was a tall, handsoneg,
white-haired, fresh coloured man, proud and at-
tractive in appearance and bearing. H s famly
consisted of a vulgar, irritable wife, who wan-
gled with himcontinually over every petty detail,
a son, a ne'er-do-well, spendthrift and roue--
yet a "gentleman," according to his father's code
two daughters, of whomthe elder had nmarried
well, and was living in St. Petersburg; and the
younger, Lisa--his favourite, who had di sap-
peared from honme a year before. Only a short
whil e ago he had found her with her child in this
provi nci al town.

Prince Peter wanted to ask his brother how,

and under what circunstances, Lisa had |eft

hone, and who coul d possibly be the father of her
child. But he could not nmake up his mnd to in-
qui re.

That very norning, when his wife had at-

tenpted to condole with her brother-in-law, Prince
Peter had observed a | ook of pain on his brother's
face. The |ook had at once been masked by an
expressi on of unapproachabl e pride, and he had
begun to question her about their flat, and the
price she paid. At luncheon, before the famly
and guests, he had been witty and sarcastic as
usual . Towards every one, excepting the chil-
dren, whom he treated with al nost reverent ten-
derness, he adopted an attitude of distant hauteur.
And yet it was so natural to himthat every one
sonehow acknow edged his right to be haughty.

In the evening his brother arranged a game of

whi st. When he retired to the room whi ch had
been made ready for him and was just beginning
to take out his artificial teeth, some one tapped
lightly on the door with two fingers

"Who is that?"
"C est noi, Mchael."

Prince M chael I|vanovich recogni sed the voice

of his sister-in-law, frowned, replaced his teeth,
and said to hinself, "Wat does she want?"

Al oud he said, "Entrez."

Hs sister-in-law was a quiet, gentle creature,



who bowed in submission to her husband's will.

But to many she seened a crank, and sone did

not hesitate to call her a fool. She was pretty,

but her hair was always carel essly dressed, and she
hersel f was untidy and absent-m nded. She had,

al so, the strangest, nost unaristocratic ideas, by no
means fitting in the wife of a high official. These
i deas she woul d express nobst unexpectedly, to
everybody' s astoni shnment, her husband's no | ess

than her friends'

"Fous pouvez me renvoyer, nmais je ne nen
irai pas, je vous le dis d' avance," she began, in her
characteristic, indifferent way.

"Di eu preserve,” answered her brother-in-I|aw,
with his usual somewhat exaggerated politeness,
and brought forward a chair for her.

"Ca ne vous derange pas?" she asked, taking

out a cigarette. "I'mnot going to say anything
unpl easant, Mchael. | only wanted to say sone-
t hi ng about Lisochka."

M chael 1vanovi ch si ghed--the word pai ned

him but mastering hinmself at once, he answered
with a tired smle. "Qur conversation can only

be on one subject, and that is the subject you w sh
to discuss " He spoke wi thout |ooking at her

and avoi ded even naming the subject. But his
plunp, pretty little sister-in-law was unabashed.
She continued to regard himwith the sane gentl e,
imploring ook in her blue eyes, sighing even nore
deeply.

"M chael, nmon bon am, have pity on her
She is only human.™

"]l never doubted that,"” said Mchael |vano-
vich with a bitter smle.

"She is your daughter."

"She was--but ny dear Aline, why tal k about
t hi s?"

"M chael, dear, won't you see her? | only
wanted to say, that the one who is to blane--"

Pri nce M chael |vanovich flushed; his face be-
cane cruel

"For heaven's sake, let us stop. | have suf-
fered enough. | have now but one desire, and

that is to put her in such a position that she wll
be i ndependent of others, and that she shall have
no further need of communicating with ne. Then
she can live her owm life, and nmy famly and

need know nothi ng nore about her. That is al

| can do."

"M chael, you say nothing but 'I'! She, too,
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"No doubt; but, dear Aline, please let us drop
the matter. | feel it too deeply."

Al exandra Dmitrievna remai ned silent for a
few monents, shaking her head. "And Masha,
your wife, thinks as you do?"

"Yes, quite."

Al exandra Dmitrievna made an inarticul ate
sound.

"Brisons |a dessus et bonne nuit," said he.
But she did not go. She stood silent a nonent.
Then, - -

"Peter tells nme you intend to | eave the noney
with the wonan where she lives. Have you the
addr ess?"

"l have."

"Don't leave it with the wonman, M chael

Go yourself. Just see how she lives. |If you
don't want to see her, you need not. HE isn't
there; there is no one there.”

M chael 1vanovi ch shuddered violently.

"Why do you torture nme so? It's a sin
agai nst hospitality!"

Al exandra Dnmitrievna rose, and al nbst in
tears, being touched by her own pl eading, said,
"She is so mserable, but she is such a dear."

He got up, and stood waiting for her to finish
She hel d out her hand.

"M chael, you do wong," said she, and left
hi m

For a long while after she had gone M chae

I vanovi ch wal ked to and fro on the square of
carpet. He frowned and shivered, and ex-
clainmed, "Ch, oh!" And then the sound of his
own voice frightened him and he was silent.

Hi s wounded pride tortured him Hi s daugh-
ter--his--brought up in the house of her

not her, the famous Avdotia Borisovna, whomthe
Enpress honoured with her visits, and acquaint-
ance with whom was an honour for all the world!
Hi s daughter--; and he had lived his life as a
kni ght of old, know ng neither fear nor bl ane.
The fact that he had a natural son born of a
Frenchwoman, whom he had settled abroad, did
not |ower his own self-esteem And nowthis
daughter, for whom he had not only done every-
thing that a father could and should do; this
daughter to whom he had given a splendid educa-



tion and every opportunity to nmake a match in the
best Russi an society--this daughter to whom he

had not only given all that a girl could desire, but
whom he had really LOVED, whom he had adnired,

been proud of--this daughter had repaid him

with such disgrace, that he was ashanmed and coul d
not face the eyes of nen!

He recalled the tinme when she was not nerely

his child, and a nenber of his famly, but his
darling, his joy and his pride. He saw her again,
alittle thing of eight or nine, bright, intelligent,
lively, inpetuous, graceful, with brilliant black
eyes and fl owi ng auburn hair. He remenbered

how she used to junp up on his knees and hug

him and tickle his neck; and how she woul d | augh
regardl ess of his protests, and continue to tickle
him and kiss his lips, his eyes, and his cheeks.
He was naturally opposed to all denonstration

but this inpetuous |ove noved him and he often
submitted to her petting. He renenbered al so

how sweet it was to caress her. To renenber

all this, when that sweet child had beconme what
she now was, a creature of whom he could not

t hi nk wi t hout | oat hi ng.

He al so recalled the tine when she was grow ng

i nt o womanhood, and the curious feeling of fear
and anger that he experienced when he becane
aware that nen regarded her as a wonan. He

t hought of his jealous | ove when she cane coquet -
tishly to himdressed for a ball, and know ng t hat
she was pretty. He dreaded the passionate

gl ances which fell upon her, that she not only did
not understand but rejoiced in. "Yes," thought
he, "that superstition of woman's purity! Quite
the contrary, they do not know shane--they |ack
this sense " He renenbered how, quite inexpli-
cably to him she had refused two very good suit-
ors. She had becone nore and nore fascinated

by her own success in the round of gaieties she
lived in.

But this success could not last long. A year
passed, then two, then three. She was a familiar
figure, beautiful--but her first youth had passed,
and she had becone sonehow part of the ball-
roomfurniture. M chael |vanovich renmenbered

how he had realised that she was on the road to

spi nsterhood, and desired but one thing for her

He nmust get her married off as quickly as possible,
perhaps not quite so well as might have been ar-
ranged earlier, but still a respectable match.

But it seened to him she had behaved with a

pride that bordered on insolence. Renenbering
this, his anger rose nore and nore fiercely against
her. To think of her refusing so many decent

men, only to end in this disgrace. "Oh, oh!" he
groaned agai n.



Then stopping, he lit a cigarette, and tried to
think of other things. He would send her noney,

wi t hout ever letting her see him But nenories
came again. He renenbered--it was not so

very long ago, for she was nore than twenty then
--her beginning a flirtation with a boy of four-
teen, a cadet of the Corps of Pages who had been
staying with themin the country. She had driven
the boy half crazy; he had wept in his distraction
Then how she had rebuked her father severely,
coldly, and even rudely, when, to put an end to
this stupid affair, he had sent the boy away. She
seened sonehow to consider herself insulted.

Since then father and daughter had drifted into
undi sgui sed hostility.

"I was right," he said to hinself. "She is a
wi cked and shanel ess wonan. "

And then, as a last ghastly nmenory, there was

the letter from Mdscow, in which she wote that
she could not return home; that she was a m ser-
abl e, abandoned woman, asking only to be for-
given and forgotten. Then the horrid recollec-
tion of the scene with his wife came to him their
surm ses and their suspicions, which became a cer-
tainty. The calamty had happened in Finland,
where they had let her visit her aunt; and the
culprit was an insignificant Swede, a student, an
enpt y- headed, worthl ess creature--and nmarri ed.

Al'l this cane back to himnow as he paced
backwards and forwards on the bedroom car pet,
recollecting his forner love for her, his pride in
her. He recoiled with terror before the incom
prehensi bl e fact of her downfall, and he hated her
for the agony she was causing him He remem
bered the conversation with his sister-in-law, and
tried to i magi ne how he m ght forgive her. But

as soon as the thought of "him' arose, there
surged up in his heart horror, disgust, and wounded
pride. He groaned aloud, and tried to think of
sonet hi ng el se

"No, it is inpossible; I will hand over the
money to Peter to give her nonthly. And as for
me, | have no |onger a daughter."

And again a curious feeling overpowered him

a mxture of self-pity at the recollection of his
| ove for her, and of fury agai nst her for causing
hi mthi s angui sh.

DURI NG t he | ast year Lisa had w thout doubt

lived through nore than in all the preceding
twenty-five. Suddenly she had realised the enpti -
ness of her whole life. It rose before her, base
and sordid--this life at hone and anbng the rich
set in St. Petersburg--this animal existence that



never sounded the depths, but only touched the
shal l ows of life.

It was well enough for a year or two, or per-
haps even three. But when it went on for seven
or eight years, with its parties, balls, concerts
and suppers; with its costumes and coiffures to
di splay the charnms of the body; with its adorers
old and young, all alike seem ngly possessed of
some unaccountable right to have everything, to

| augh at everything; and with its sunmer nonths
spent in the same way, everything yielding but a
superficial pleasure, even nusic and reading nerely
touching upon life's problens, but never solving
them-all this holding out no prom se of change,
and losing its charmnore and nore--she began

to despair. She had desperate noods when she

| onged to die.

Her friends directed her thoughts to charity.

On the one hand, she saw poverty which was rea

and repul sive, and a sham poverty even nore re-

pul sive and pitiable; on the other, she saw the ter-
rible indifference of the | ady patronesses who cane
in carriages and gowmns worth thousands. Life
became to her nore and nore unbearable. She
yearned for sonmething real, for life itself--not
this playing at living, not this skimmng life of its
cream O real life there was none. The best

of her menories was her love for the little cadet
Koko. That had been a good, honest, straight-
forward i npul se, and now there was nothing |ike

it. There could not be. She grew nore and

nmore depressed, and in this gloony nood she

went to visit an aunt in Finland. The fresh
scenery and surroundi ngs, the people strangely
different to her own, appealed to her at any rate
as a new experi ence.

How and when it all began she coul d not

clearly remenber. Her aunt had anot her guest,

a Swede. He talked of his work, his people, the
| at est Swedi sh novel. Sonmehow, she herself did
not know how that terrible fascination of glances
and sniles began, the neani ng of which cannot be
put into words.

These sniles and gl ances seened to reveal to
each, not only the soul of the other, but some
vital and universal nystery. Every word they
spoke was invested by these smiles with a pro-
found and wonderful significance. Misic, too,
when they were listening together, or when they
sang duets, becane full of the sane deep neaning.
So, also, the words in the books they read al oud.
Sonetimes they would argue, but the nonent

their eyes net, or a snile flashed between t hem
the di scussion remained far behind. They soared
beyond it to sone higher plane consecrated to

t henmsel ves



How it had come about, how and when the

devil, who had seized hold of themboth, first
appear ed behind these smles and gl ances, she
could not say. But, when terror first seized her
the invisible threads that bound them were already
so interwoven that she had no power to tear her-
self free. She could only count on him and on

hi s honour. She hoped that he would not nake

use of his power; yet all the while she vaguely de-
sired it.

Her weakness was the greater, because she had
not hi ng to support her in the struggle. She was
weary of society life and she had no affection for
her nother. Her father, so she thought, had

cast her away fromhim and she | onged passion-
ately to live and to have done with play. Love,
the perfect |Iove of a wonan for a man, held the
promise of life for her. Her strong, passionate
nature, too, was dragging her thither. |In the tall
strong figure of this man, with his fair hair and
i ght upturned noustache, under which shone a
smle attractive and conpelling, she saw the prom
ise of that Iife for which she longed. And then
the smiles and gl ances, the hope of something so

i ncredi bly beautiful, led, as they were bound to

| ead, to that which she feared but unconsciously
awai t ed.

Suddenly all that was beautiful, joyous, spir-
itual, and full of prom se for the future, became
ani mal and sordid, sad and despairing.

She | ooked into his eyes and tried to snile,
pretendi ng that she feared nothing, that every-
thing was as it should be; but deep down in her
soul she knew it was all over. She understood
that she had not found in himwhat she had

sought; that which she had once known in herself
and in Koko. She told himthat he nust wite to
her father asking her hand in marriage. This he
promi sed to do; but when she net himnext he said
it was inpossible for himto wite just then. She
saw sonet hi ng vague and furtive in his eyes, and
her distrust of himgrew. The follow ng day he
wote to her, telling her that he was al ready nar-
ried, though his wife had I eft himlong since;
that he knew she woul d despise himfor the wong
he had done her, and inplored her forgiveness.

She made himcone to see her. She said she

loved him that she felt herself bound to himfor
ever whether he was married or not, and would
never leave him The next tinme they net he told
her that he and his parents were so poor that he
could only offer her the neanest existence. She
answered that she needed nothing, and was ready
to go with himat once wherever he wi shed. He
endeavoured to di ssuade her, advising her to wait;
and so she waited. But to live on with this se-
cret, with occasional neetings, and nerely cor-
responding with him all hidden fromher famly,



was agoni sing, and she insisted again that he nust
take her away. At first, when she returned to St
Pet ersburg, be wote pronising to cone, and then
letters ceased and she knew no nore of him

She tried to lead her old life, but it was im

possible. She fell ill, and the efforts of the doc-
tors were unavailing; in her hopel essness she
resolved to kill herself. But how was she to do

this, so that her death m ght seem natural ? She
really desired to take her life, and inagined that
she had irrevocably deci ded on the step. So, ob-
tai ni ng some poison, she poured it into a gl ass,

and in another instant would have drunk it, had

not her sister's little son of five at that very no-
ment run in to show her a toy his grandnother had
given him She caressed the child, and, suddenly
stoppi ng short, burst into tears.

The thought overpowered her that she, too,

m ght have been a nother had he not been nar-

ried, and this vision of notherhood made her | ook
into her own soul for the first time. She began to
thi nk not of what others would say of her, but of
her owmn Iife. To kill oneself because of what

the world m ght say was easy; but the monent she
saw her own life dissociated fromthe world, to
take that life was out of the question. She threw
away the poi son, and ceased to think of sui-

ci de.

Then her life within began. It was real life,

and despite the torture of it, had the possibility
been given her, she would not have turned back
fromit. She began to pray, but there was no
confort in prayer; and her suffering was |ess for
herself than for her father, whose grief she fore-
saw and under st ood.

Thus nmont hs dragged al ong, and then sone-

t hi ng happened which entirely transformed her
life. One day, when she was at work upon a
quilt, she suddenly experienced a strange sensa-
tion. No--it seemed inpossible. Mtionless

she sat with her work in hand. Was it possi-

ble that this was IT. Forgetting everything, his
baseness and deceit, her nother's querul ousness,
and her father's sorrow, she snmled. She shud-
dered at the recollection that she was on the point
of killing it, together with herself.

She now directed all her thoughts to getting
away- - somrewher e where she coul d bear her

chil d--and beconme a niserable, pitiful nother,

but a nother withal. Somehow she pl anned and
arranged it all, |eaving her home and settling in a
di stant provincial town, where no one could find
her, and where she thought she would be far from
her people. But, unfortunately, her father's

brot her received an appointnment there, a thing she
coul d not possibly foresee. For four nonths she



had been living in the house of a mdw fe--one
Mari a |vanovna; and, on |earning that her uncle
had cone to the town, she was preparing to fly to
a still renoter hiding-place.

M CHAEL | VANOVI CH awoke early next norning.

He entered his brother's study, and handed him
the cheque, filled in for a sum which he asked him
to pay in nmonthly instalnents to his daughter

He inquired when the express left for St. Peters-
burg. The train left at seven in the evening,
giving himtine for an early dinner before |eav-
ing. He breakfasted with his sister-in-law, who
refrained fromnentioning the subject which was
so painful to him but only | ooked at himtindly;
and after breakfast he went out for his regular
nmor ni ng wal k.

Al exandra Dnmitrievna followed himinto the
hal | .

"Go into the public gardens, Mchael--it is

very charmng there, and quite near to Every-
thing," said she, neeting his sonbre | ooks with a
pat hetic gl ance.

M chael |vanovich foll owed her advice and

went to the public gardens, which were so near to
Everything, and neditated wi th annoyance on the
stupidity, the obstinacy, and heartl essness of
wonen.

"She is not in the very least sorry for nme," he
t hought of his sister-in-law. "She cannot even
understand nmy sorrow. And what of her?"

He was thinking of his daughter. "She knows
what all this nmeans to me--the torture. \What

a blowin one's old age! My days will be short-
ened by it! But I'd rather have it over than
endure this agony. And all that 'pour |es beaux
yeux d'un chenapan'--oh!" he npaned; and a

wave of hatred and fury arose in himas he

t hought of what would be said in the town when
every one knew. (And no doubt every one knew
already.) Such a feeling of rage possessed him
that he would have liked to beat it into her head,
and make her understand what she had done.

These wormen never understand. "It is quite

near Everything," suddenly cane to his mnd, and
getting out his notebook, he found her address.
Vera |vanovna Sil vestrova, Kukonskaya Street,
Abromov' s house. She was living under this
nane. He left the gardens and called a cab

"Whom do you wi sh to see, sir?" asked the
m dwi fe, Maria |Ivanovna, when he stepped on
the narrow | andi ng of the steep, stuffy staircase.

"Does Madane Silvestrova |live here?"



"Vera |vanovna? Yes; please cone in. She
has gone out; she's gone to the shop round the
corner. But she'll be back in a nminute.”

M chael 1vanovich followed the stout figure of
Maria lvanovna into a tiny parlour, and fromthe
next room cane the screans of a baby, sounding
cross and peevish, which filled himwth di sgust.
They cut himlike a knife.

Mari a |vanovna apol ogi sed, and went into the
room and he could hear her soothing the child.
The child becane quiet, and she returned.

"That is her baby; she'll be back in a ninute.
You are a friend of hers, | suppose?”

"Yes--a friend--but | think I had better

come back later on," said M chael |vanovich, pre-
paring to go. It was too unbearable, this prep-
aration to neet her, and any expl anation seened

i mpossi bl e.

He had just turned to | eave, when he heard
qui ck, light steps on the stairs, and he recogni sed
Li sa's voice

"Maria | vanovna--has he been crying while
|'ve been gone--1 was--"

Then she saw her father. The parcel she was
carrying fell from her hands.

"Father!" she cried, and stopped in the door-
way, white and trenbling.

He remai ned notionl ess, staring at her. She

had grown so thin. Her eyes were |larger, her

nose sharper, her hands worn and bony. He

neit her knew what to do, nor what to say. He
forgot all his grief about his dishonour. He only
felt sorrow, infinite sorrow for her; sorrow for
her thinness, and for her m serable rough cloth-
ing; and nost of all, for her pitiful face and im
pl ori ng eyes.

"Fat her--forgive," she said, noving towards
hi m

"Forgive--forgive ne," he nurnured; and
he began to sob like a child, kissing her face and
hands, and wetting themwith his tears.

In his pity for her he understood hinself. And

when he saw hinself as he was, he realised how

he had wonged her, how guilty he had been in

his pride, in his coldness, even in his anger towards
her. He was glad that it was he who was guilty,

and that he had nothing to forgive, but that he

hi msel f needed forgiveness. She took himto her

tiny room and told him how she |ived; but she

did not show himthe child, nor did she nention



the past, knowi ng how painful it would be to him
He told her that she nust live differently.

"Yes; if | could only live in the country," said
she.

"W will talk it over," he said. Suddenly

the child began to wail and to scream She
opened her eyes very w de; and, not taking them
fromher father's face, remained hesitating and
not i onl ess.

"Wel | --1 suppose you nust feed him" said
M chael |vanovich, and frowned with the obvious
effort.

She got up, and suddenly the wild idea seized

her to show hi m whom she | oved so deeply the
thing she now | oved best of all in the world.

But first she | ooked at her father's face. Wuld
he be angry or not? H s face reveal ed no anger
only suffering.

"Yes, go, go," said he; "God bless you. Yes.
I"lIl come again to-nmorrow, and we will decide.
Good- bye, ny darling--good-bye " Again he
found it hard to swallow the lunp in his throat.

When M chael |vanovich returned to his
brother's house, Al exandra Dnmitrievna i me-
diately rushed to him

"Vl | 2
"Wl ? Nothing."

"Have you seen?" she asked, guessing from
hi s expression that sonething had happened.

"Yes," he answered shortly, and began to cry.
"I"'mgetting old and stupid,"” said he, mastering
his enotion.

"No; you are growi ng W se--very w se."

THERE ARE NO GUI LTY PECPLE

M NE is a strange and wonderful lot! The

chances are that there is not a single wetched
beggar suffering under the l[uxury and oppression

of the rich who feels anything like as keenly as

do either the injustice, the cruelty, and the horror
of their oppression of and contenpt for the poor



or the grinding hunmiliation and m sery which

befall the great majority of the workers, the rea
producers of all that makes |ife possible. | have
felt this for a long tine, and as the years have
passed by the feeling has grown and grown, unti
recently it reached its climax. Although | feel al
this so vividly, | still live on amd the depravity
and sins of rich society; and | cannot |eave it,
because | have neither the know edge nor the
strength to do so. | cannot. | do not know

how to change ny life so that ny physical needs
--food, sleep, clothing, ny going to and fro--

may be satisfied without a sense of shane and
wrongdoing in the position which I fill.

There was a tinme when | tried to change ny
position, which was not in harmony with ny

consci ence; but the conditions created by the past,
by nmy famly and its clains upon ne, were so
complicated that they would not let nme out of

their grasp, or rather, | did not know how to free
myself. | had not the strength. Now that | am
over eighty and have becone feeble, | have given

up trying to free nyself; and, strange to say, as
my feebl eness increases | realise nore and nore
strongly the wongful ness of ny position, and it
grows nore and nore intolerable to ne.

It has occurred to me that | do not occupy this
position for nothing: that Providence intended
that | should lay bare the truth of ny feelings, so
that | mght atone for all that causes ny suffering,
and mi ght perhaps open the eyes of those--or at

| east of sone of those--who are still blind to

what | see so clearly, and thus m ght lighten the
burden of that vast majority who, under existing
conditions, are subjected to bodily and spiritua
suffering by those who deceive them and al so
deceive thenselves. Indeed, it may be that the
position which | occupy gives ne special facilities
for revealing the artificial and crimnal relations
whi ch exi st between nmen--for telling the whole
truth in regard to that position w thout confusing
the issue by attenpting to vindicate nyself, and

wi t hout rousing the envy of the rich and feelings
of oppression in the hearts of the poor and down-
trodden. | amso placed that | not only have no
desire to vindicate nyself; but, on the contrary,
find it necessary to nake an effort lest | should
exaggerate the w ckedness of the great anong

whom | live, of whose society |I am ashaned,

whose attitude towards their fellownen | detest
with nmy whole soul, though | find it inpossible to
separate ny lot fromtheirs. But | mnust also

avoid the error of those denocrats and others

who, in defending the oppressed and the ensl aved,
do not see their failings and nistakes, and who do
not make sufficient allowance for the difficulties
created, the mistakes inherited fromthe past,
which in a degree |l essens the responsibility of the
upper cl asses.



Free fromdesire for self-vindication, free from
fear of an emanci pated people, free fromthat
envy and hatred which the oppressed feel for their

oppressors, | amin the best possible position to
see the truth and to tell it. Perhaps that is why
Provi dence placed nme in such a position. | wll

do ny best to turn it to account.

Al exander |vanovich Vol gin, a bachelor and a

clerk in a Moscow bank at a salary of eight

t housand roubl es a year, a nan nmuch respected in
his own set, was staying in a country-house. His
host was a weal t hy | andowner, owning sone
twenty-five hundred acres, and had narried his
guest's cousin. Volgin, tired after an evening
spent in playing vint* for small stakes with

[* A gane of cards simlar to auction bridge.]
menbers of the famly, went to his roomand pl aced
his watch, silver cigarette-case, pocket-book

big | eather purse, and pocket-brush and conb on a
smal | table covered with a white cloth, and then
taking off his coat, waistcoat, shirt, trousers, and
undercl othes, his silk socks and English boots, put
on his nightshirt and dressing-gown. Hi s watch
pointed to nmidnight. Volgin snoked a cigarette,
lay on his face for about five minutes review ng
the day's inpressions; then, blowi ng out his
candl e, he turned over on his side and fell asleep
about one o'clock, in spite of a good deal of rest-
| essness. Awaki ng next norning at eight he put

on his slippers and dressing-gown, and rang the bell

The old butler, Stephen, the father of a

fam |y and the grandfather of six grandchildren

who had served in that house for thirty years
entered the roomhurriedly, with bent legs, carry-
ing in the newy blackened boots which Vol gi n had
taken off the night before, a well-brushed suit, and
a clean shirt. The guest thanked him and then
asked what the weather was |like (the blinds were
drawn so that the sun should not prevent any one

fromsleeping till eleven o' clock if he were so
i nclined), and whether his hosts had slept well.
He gl anced at his watch--it was still early--

and began to wash and dress. Hi s water was

ready, and everything on the washing-stand and
dressing-table was ready for use and properly laid
out--his soap, his tooth and hair brushes, his nai
scissors and files. He washed his hands and face
in a leisurely fashion, cleaned and nanicured his
nails, pushed back the skin with the towel, and



sponged his stout white body fromhead to foot.
Then he began to brush his hair. Standing in
front of the mirror, he first brushed his curly
beard, which was beginning to turn grey, with two
Engl i sh brushes, parting it down the m ddle.

Then he conbed his hair, which was already show
ing signs of getting thin, with a |arge tortoise-
shell conb. Putting on his underlinen, his socks,
his boots, his trousers--which were held up by

el egant braces--and his wai stcoat, he sat down
coatless in an easy chair to rest after dressing,
lit a cigarette, and began to think where he should go
for a walk that norning--to the park or to Lit-
tleports (what a funny nane for a wood!). He

t hought he would go to Littleports. Then he

nmust answer Sinmon Nichol aevich's letter; but
there was tinme enough for that. Getting up with
an air of resolution, he took out his watch. It
was already five mnutes to nine. He put his
watch into his wai stcoat pocket, and his purse--
with all that was |left of the hundred and eighty
roubl es he had taken for his journey, and for the
i nci dental expenses of his fortnight's stay with
his cousin--and then he placed into his trouser
pocket his cigarette-case and electric cigarette-
lighter, and two clean handkerchiefs into his coat
pockets, and went out of the room |eaving as
usual the mess and confusi on which he had made

to be cleared up by Stephen, an old man of over
fifty. Stephen expected Volgin to "renunerate"
him as he said, being so accustoned to the work
that he did not feel the slightest repugnance for it.
@ ancing at a mirror, and feeling satisfied with
hi s appearance, Volgin went into the dining-room

There, thanks to the efforts of the housekeeper

the footman, and under-butler--the latter had
risen at dawn in order to run home to sharpen his
son's scythe--breakfast was ready. On a spot-

| ess white cloth stood a boiling, shiny, silver
sanovar (at least it |ooked like silver), a coffee-
pot, hot milk, cream butter, and all sorts of fancy
white bread and biscuits. The only persons at
table were the second son of the house, his tutor
(a student), and the secretary. The host, who

was an active nenber of the Zenmstvo and a great
farnmer, had already |left the house, having gone

at eight o' clock to attend to his work. Vol gin,
while drinking his coffee, talked to the student
and the secretary about the weather, and yester-
day's vint, and discussed Theodorite's peculiar be-
havi our the night before, as he had been very

rude to his father w thout the slightest cause
Theodorite was the grown-up son of the house,

and a ne' er-do-well. H s nanme was Theodor e,

but some one had once called him Theodorite

either as a joke or to tease him and, as it seened
funny, the nane stuck to him although his doings
were no longer in the least anusing. So it was
now. He had been to the university, but left it

in his second year, and joined a reginment of horse



guards; but he gave that up al so, and was now
living in the country, doing nothing, finding fault,
and feeling discontented with everything. Theo-
dorite was still in bed: so were the other nenbers
of the househol d--Anna M khailovna, its ms-

tress; her sister, the widow of a general; and a

| andscape painter who lived with the fanly.

Vol gin took his pananma hat fromthe hall table

(it had cost twenty roubles) and his cane with its
carved ivory handle, and went out. Crossing the
veranda, gay with flowers, he wal ked through the
flower garden, in the centre of which was a raised
round bed, with rings of red, white, and bl ue
flowers, and the initials of the mstress of the
house done in carpet bedding in the centre.
Leaving the flower garden Volgin entered the
avenue of linme trees, hundreds of years old, which
peasant girls were tidying and sweeping with
spades and broons. The gardener was busy
measuring, and a boy was bringing sonething in

a cart. Passing these Volgin went into the park
of at least a hundred and twenty-five acres,
filled with fine old trees, and intersected by a
networ k of well-kept wal ks. Snoking as he
strolled Volgin took his favourite path past the
summrer - house into the fields beyond. It was

pl easant in the park, but it was still nicer in the
fields. On the right sone wonen who were dig-
ging potatoes forned a mass of bright red and
white colour; on the left were wheat fields, nead-
ows, and grazing cattle; and in the foreground,
slightly to the right, were the dark, dark oaks of
Littleports. Volgin took a deep breath, and felt
glad that he was alive, especially here in his
cousin's hone, where he was so thoroughly en-
joying the rest fromhis work at the bank

"Lucky people to live in the country," he

thought. "True, what with his farnming and his
Zenstvo, the owner of the estate has very little
peace even in the country, but that is his own

| ookout " Vol gin shook his head, Iit another
cigarette, and, stepping out firmy with his power-
ful feet clad in his thick English boots, began to
think of the heavy winter's work in the bank that

was in front of him "I shall be there every day
fromten to two, sonetinmes even till five. And
the board neetings . . . And private inter-

views with clients. . . . Then the Duna

Whereas here. . . . It is delightful. It

may be a little dull, but it is not for long " He
smled. After a stroll in Littleports he turned

back, going straight across a fallow field which
was being ploughed. A herd of cows, calves,
sheep, and pigs, which belonged to the village
community, was grazing there. The shortest

way to the park was to pass through the herd.

He frightened the sheep, which ran away one
after another, and were followed by the pigs, of
which two little ones stared solemly at him



The shepherd boy called to the sheep and cracked
his whip. "How far behind Europe we are,"”

t hought Vol gin, recalling his frequent holidays
abroad. "You would not find a single cow like
that anywhere in Europe " Then, wanting to

find out where the path which branched off from
the one he was on led to and who was the owner
of the herd, he called to the boy.

"Whose herd is it?"

The boy was so filled with wonder, verging on
terror, when he gazed at the hat, the well-brushed
beard, and above all the gold-ri med eyegl asses,
that he could not reply at once. When Vol gin
repeated his question the boy pulled hinmself to-
gether, and said, "Qurs." "But whose is

"ours' ?" said Volgin, shaking his head and
smiling. The boy was wearing shoes of plaited
birch bark, bands of linen round his legs, a dirty,
unbl eached shirt ragged at the shoul der, and a cap
t he peak of which had been torn

"Whose is 'ours'?"

"The Pirogov village herd."
"How ol d are you?

"I don't know. "

"Can you read?"

"No, | can't."

"Didn't you go to school ?"
"Yes, | did."

"Couldn't you learn to read?"
"No. "

"Where does that path | ead?”

The boy told him and Vol gin went on to-

war ds the house, thinking how he woul d chaff

Ni chol as Petrovi ch about the depl orabl e condi -

tion of the village schools in spite of all his ef-
forts.

On approachi ng the house Vol gin | ooked at his

wat ch, and saw that it was already past el even

He renmenbered that N cholas Petrovich was

going to drive to the nearest town, and that he
had neant to give hima letter to post to Mdscow,
but the letter was not witten. The letter was a
very inportant one to a friend, asking himto bid
for himfor a picture of the Madonna whi ch was

to be offered for sale at an auction. As he
reached the house he saw at the door four big,
wel | -fed, well-grooned, thoroughbred horses har-
nessed to a carriage, the black |acquer of which



glistened in the sun. The coachman was seated

on the box in a kaftan, with a silver belt, and the
horses were jingling their silver bells fromtine
to tine.

A bar e-headed, bare-footed peasant in a ragged
kaftan stood at the front door. He bowed.
Vol gi n asked what he want ed.

"l have cone to see N cholas Petrovich."
"What about ?"

"Because | amin distress--ny horse has
died."

Vol gi n began to question him The peasant

told hi mhow he was situated. He had five chil-
dren, and this had been his only horse. Now

it was gone. He wept.

"What are you going to do?"

"To beg " And he knelt down, and remai ned
kneeling in spite of Volgin's expostul ations.

"What is your nanme?"

"Mtri Sudarikov," answered the peasant, stil
kneel i ng.

Vol gin took three roubles fromhis purse and
gave themto the peasant, who showed his grat-
i tude by touching the ground with his forehead,
and then went into the house. His host was
standing in the hall.

"VWere is your letter?" he asked, approach-

ing Volgin; "I amjust off."
"I"'mawfully sorry, I'll wite it this nmnute, if
you will let nme. | forgot all about it. It's so

pl easant here that one can forget anything."

"Al'l right, but do be quick. The horses have

al ready been standing a quarter of an hour, and
the flies are biting viciously. Can you wait, Ar-
senty?" he asked the coachman.

"Why not ?" said the coachman, thinking to
hi nsel f, "why do they order the horses when
they aren't ready? The rush the groons and
had--just to stand here and feed the flies.”

"Directly, directly," Volgin went towards his
room but turned back to ask Ni chol as Petrovich
about the beggi ng peasant.

"Did you see hinP--He's a drunkard, but
still he is to be pitied. Do be quick!"

Vol gin got out his case, with all the requisites
for witing, wote the letter, nmade out a cheque



for a hundred and eighty roubles, and, sealing
down the envel ope, took it to Nicholas Petrovich

" Good- bye. "

Vol gin read the newspapers till luncheon. He
only read the Liberal papers: The Russian
Gazette, Speech, sonetines The Russian Wrd
--but he would not touch The New Tinmes, to
whi ch his host subscri bed.

Wil e he was scanning at his ease the politica
news, the Tsar's doings, the doings of President,
and ministers and decisions in the Duma, and was
just about to pass on to the general news, thea-
tres, science, nurders and chol era, he heard the
| uncheon bell ring.

Thanks to the efforts of upwards of ten human

bei ngs--counting | aundresses, gardeners, cooks,

ki tchen-mai ds, butlers and footnen--the table

was sunptuously laid for eight, with silver water-
jugs, decanters, kvass, wine, mneral waters, cut
glass, and fine table linen, while two nmen-servants
were continually hurrying to and fro, bringing

in and serving, and then clearing away the

hors d' oeuvre and the various hot and cold

cour ses.

The hostess tal ked i ncessantly about every-

thing that she had been doi ng, thinking, and say-
i ng; and she evidently considered that everything
that she thought, said, or did was perfect, and
that it would pl ease every one except those who
were fools. Volgin felt and knew that every-
thing she said was stupid, but it would never do
to let it be seen, and so he kept up the conversa-
tion. Theodorite was glum and silent; the stu-
dent occasionally exchanged a few words with the
wi dow. Now and again there was a pause in

the conversation, and then Theodorite interposed,
and every one became miserably depressed. At

such monents the hostess ordered sonme dish that
had not been served, and the footrman hurried

off to the kitchen, or to the housekeeper, and hur-
ried back again. Nobody felt inclined either to
talk or to eat. But they all forced thensel ves
to eat and to talk, and so |uncheon went on

The peasant who had been beggi ng because his
horse had died was named Mtri Sudari kov. He

had spent the whol e day before he went to the
squire over his dead horse. First of all he went
to the knacker, Sanin, who lived in a village near
The knacker was out, but he waited for him and

it was dinner-tinme when he had finished bargain-
ing over the price of the skin. Then he bor-
rowed a nei ghbour's horse to take his own to a
field to be buried, as it is forbidden to bury dead
animals near a village. Adrian would not |end

hi s horse because he was getting in his potatoes,



but Stephen took pity on Mtri and gave way to
his persuasion. He even lent a hand in lifting
the dead horse into the cart. Mtri tore off the
shoes fromthe forelegs and gave themto his
wife. One was broken, but the other one was
whole. Wile he was digging the grave with a
spade which was very blunt, the knacker appeared
and took of f the skin; and the carcass was then
throwmn into the hole and covered up. Mtri felt
tired, and went into Matrena's hut, where he
drank half a bottle of vodka with Sanin to con-
sol e hinself. Then he went hone, quarrelled
with his wife, and |ay down to sleep on the hay.
He did not undress, but slept just as he was, with
a ragged coat for a coverlet. Hs wife was in
the hut with the girls--there were four of them
and t he youngest was only five weeks old. Mtri
woke up before dawn as usual. He groaned as

the menory of the day before broke in upon him
--how the horse had struggl ed and struggl ed,

and then fallen down. Now there was no horse,
and all he had was the price of the skin, four
roubl es and eighty kopeks. Getting up he ar-
ranged the linen bands on his |egs, and went
through the yard into the hut. Hs wfe was put-
ting strawinto the stove with one hand, with
the ot her she was holding a baby girl to her
breast, which was hangi ng out of her dirty

chemi se

Mtri crossed hinself three tinmes, turning
towards the corner in which the ikons hung, and
repeated sonme utterly neani ngl ess words, which
he called prayers, to the Trinity and the Virgin,
the Creed and our Father.

"Isn't there any water?"

"The girl's gone for it. |'ve got sone tea.
W1l you go up to the squire?"

"Yes, |'d better " The snoke fromthe stove

made hi m cough. He took a rag off the wooden
bench and went into the porch. The girl had

just cone back with the water. Mtri filled his
mouth with water fromthe pail and squirted it

out on his hands, took some nore in his nouth

to wash his face, dried hinmself with the rag, then
parted and snmoothed his curly hair with his fin-
gers and went out. A little girl of about ten
with nothing on but a dirty shirt, cane towards

him "Good-norning, Uncle Mtri," she said;
"you are to cone and thrash." "Al right, 1"l
come," replied Mtri. He understood that he

was expected to return the help given the week
before by Kunushkir, a man as poor as he was

hi nsel f, when he was thrashing his own corn with
a horse-driven machi ne.

"Tell themI'Il come--1"Il come at |unch tine.
I"ve got to go to Ugrum " Mtri went back to



the hut, and changing his birch-bark shoes and the
I inen bands on his legs, started off to see the
squire. After he had got three roubles from

Vol gin, and the same sum from Ni chol as Petro-

vich, he returned to his house, gave the noney to
his wife, and went to his neighbour's. The thrash-
i ng machi ne was hunming, and the driver was
shouting. The | ean horses were going slowy

round him straining at their traces. The driver
was shouting to themin a nonotone, "Now, there,

my dears " Some wonen were unbi ndi ng sheaves,
others were raking up the scattered straw and ears,
and others again were gathering great arnfuls of
corn and handing themto the nmen to feed the

machi ne. The work was in full swing. 1In the

ki tchen garden, which Mtri had to pass, a girl,
clad only in a long shirt, was digging potatoes

whi ch she put into a basket.

"Were's your grandfather?" asked Mtri.

"He's in the barn " Mtri went to the barn and
set to work at once. The old nman of eighty knew
of Mtri's trouble. After greeting him he gave
himhis place to feed the nachi ne.

Mtri took off his ragged coat, laid it out of the
way near the fence, and then began to work vig-
orously, raking the corn together and throw ng

it into the machine. The work went on w thout
interruption until the dinner-hour. The cocks

had crowed two or three times, but no one paid

any attention to them not because the workers

did not believe them but because they were
scarcely heard for the noise of the work and the
talk about it. At last the whistle of the squire's
steam t hrasher sounded three mles away, and then
the owner came into the barn. He was a straight

old man of eighty. "It's time to stop,"” he said;
"it's dinner-tine " Those at work seened to
redouble their efforts. |In a noment the straw

was cl eared away; the grain that had been
t hrashed was separated fromthe chaff and brought
in, and then the workers went into the hut.

The hut was snoke-begrinmed, as its stove had

no chimey, but it had been tidied up, and benches
stood round the table, making roomfor all those
who had been working, of whomthere were nine,

not counting the owners. Bread, soup, boiled
pot at oes, and kvass were placed on the table.

An ol d one-arned beggar, with a bag slung over
his shoul der, came in with a crutch during the neal

"Peace be to this house. A good appetite to
you. For Christ's sake give ne sonething.”

"God will give it to you," said the m stress,

al ready an old wonan, and the daughter-in-Ilaw of
the master. "Don't be angry with us " An old
man, who was still standing near the door, said,



"G ve himsone bread, Martha. How can you?"

"I amonly wondering whether we shall have
enough." "Ch, it is wong, Martha. GCod tells
us to help the poor. Cut hima slice.”

Mart ha obeyed. The beggar went away. The

man in charge of the thrashi ng-machi ne got up
sai d grace, thanked his hosts, and went away to
rest.

Mtri did not lie down, but ran to the shop to
buy sone tobacco. He was |onging for a snoke.
Wil e he snoked he chatted to a man from

Denensk, asking the price of cattle, as he saw
that he would not be able to nanage w thout sell-
ing a cow. Wen he returned to the others, they
were al ready back at work again; and so it went
on till the evening.

Anong t hese downtrodden, duped, and de-

frauded men, who are beconing denoralised by
overwork, and being gradually done to death

by underfeeding, there are nen |iving who

consi der thensel ves Christians; and others so
enlightened that they feel no further need for
Christianity or for any religion, so superior do
they appear in their own esteem And yet their

hi deous, lazy lives are supported by the degrading,
excessive | abour of these slaves, not to nention
the | abour of nmillions of other slaves, toiling in
factories to produce sanovars, silver, carriages
machi nes, and the like for their use. They live
anong these horrors, seeing them and yet not
seeing them although often kind at heart--old

men and wonen, young nmen and mnei dens, nothers

and children--poor children who are being viti-
ated and trained into noral blindness.

Here is a bachel or grown old, the owner of

t housands of acres, who has lived a life of idle-
ness, greed, and over-indul gence, who reads The
New Ti mes, and is astoni shed that the govern-
ment can be so unwise as to permt Jews to enter
the university. There is his guest, fornerly the
governor of a province, now a senator with a big
sal ary, who reads with satisfaction that a congress
of lawers has passed a resolution in favor of
capital punishnent. Their political eneny, N P.
reads a |liberal paper, and cannot understand the
bl i ndness of the governnent in allow ng the union
of Russian men to exist.

Here is a kind, gentle nother of a little girl
reading a story to her about Fox, a dog that

| aned sonme rabbits. And here is this little girl.
During her wal ks she sees other children, bare-
footed, hungry, hunting for green apples that have
fallen fromthe trees; and, so accustoned is she

to the sight, that these children do not seemto her
to be children such as she is, but only part of the



usual surroundings--the famliar | andscape.

Wiy is this?

THE YOUNG TSAR

THE young Tsar had just ascended the throne.

For five weeks he had worked wi thout ceasing, in
the way that Tsars are accustomed to work. He
had been attending to reports, signing papers, re-
cei ving anbassadors and high officials who cane
to be presented to him and review ng troops. He
was tired, and as a traveller exhausted by heat
and thirst longs for a draught of water and for
rest, so he longed for a respite of just one day
at least fromreceptions, from speeches, from
parades--a few free hours to spend |like an ordi -
nary human being with his young, clever, and
beautiful wife, to whom he had been married only
a nonth before.

It was Christnas Eve. The young Tsar had

arranged to have a conplete rest that evening.

The ni ght before he had worked till very late at
docunments which his nministers of state had | eft
for himto exanine. |In the norning he was

present at the Te Deum and then at a mlitary
service. In the afternoon he received officia
visitors; and later he had been obliged to listen
to the reports of three mnisters of state, and had
given his assent to many inportant natters. In
his conference with the Mnister of Finance he

had agreed to an increase of duties on inported
goods, which should in the future add many ml -
lions to the State revenues. Then he sanctioned
the sale of brandy by the Crown in various parts
of the country, and signed a decree pernitting the
sal e of alcohol in villages having markets. This
was al so calculated to increase the principa
revenue to the State, which was derived fromthe
sale of spirits. He had al so approved of the

i ssuing of a new gold loan required for a financia
negotiation. The Mnister of justice having re-
ported on the conplicated case of the succession
of the Baron Snyders, the young Tsar confirned

the decision by his signature; and al so approved
the newrules relating to the application of Arti-
cle 1830 of the penal code, providing for the pun-
i shment of tranps. In his conference with the

M nister of the Interior he ratified the order con-
cerning the collection of taxes in arrears, signed
the order settling what neasures should be taken
in regard to the persecution of religious dissenters,
and al so one providing for the continuance of



martial law in those provinces where it had al -
ready been established. Wth the Mnister of

War he arranged for the nomi nation of a new

Cor ps Conmander for the raising of recruits, and
for punishment of breach of discipline. These
things kept himoccupied till dinner-tine, and even
then his freedom was not conplete. A nunber

of high officials had been invited to dinner, and
he was obliged to talk to them not in the way he
felt disposed to do, but according to what he was
expected to say. At last the tiresonme dinner was
over, and the guests depart ed.

The young Tsar heaved a sigh of relief,

stretched hinself and retired to his apartnents

to take off his uniformwith the decorations on it,
and to don the jacket he used to wear before his
accession to the throne. H's young wife had al so
retired to take off her dinner-dress, remarking
that she would join himpresently.

When he had passed the row of footnen who

were standing erect before him and reached his
room when he had thrown off his heavy uniform

and put on his jacket, the young Tsar felt glad to
be free fromwork; and his heart was filled with a
tender enotion which sprang fromthe conscious-
ness of his freedom of his joyous, robust young
life, and of his love. He threw hinself on the
sofa, stretched out his legs upon it, |eaned his head
on his hand, fixed his gaze on the dull gl ass shade
of the lanp, and then a sensation which he had not
experienced since his childhood, --the pleasure of
going to sleep, and a drowsiness that was irresist-
i bl e--suddenly cane over him

"My wife will be here presently and will find

me asleep. No, | nust not go to sleep,"” he
thought. He let his el bow drop down, laid his
cheek in the palmof his hand, nade hinself com
fortable, and was so utterly happy that he only
felt a desire not to be aroused fromthis delight-
ful state.

And then what happens to all of us every day
happened to him-he fell asleep wthout know

ing hinmself when or how He passed from one
state into another without his will having any
share in it, without even desiring it, and w thout
regretting the state out of which he had passed.
He fell into a heavy sleep which was |ike death.
How | ong he had sl ept he did not know, but

he was suddenly aroused by the soft touch of a
hand upon his shoul der

"It is nmy darling, it is she,” he thought.
"VWhat a shane to have dozed off!"

But it was not she. Before his eyes, which
were wi de open and blinking at the Iight, she,
that charm ng and beautiful creature whom he was



expecting, did not stand, but HE stood. Wo HE
was the young Tsar did not know, but sonehow

it did not strike himthat he was a stranger whom
he had never seen before. It seenmed as if he had
known himfor a long tine and was fond of

him and as if he trusted himas he would trust
hinsel f. He had expected his beloved wife, but
in her stead that man whom he had never seen
before had conme. Yet to the young Tsar, who

was far fromfeeling regret or astonishnment, it
seened not only a nost natural, but also a neces-
sary thing to happen.

"Cone!" said the stranger

"Yes, let us go," said the young Tsar, not
knowi ng where he was to go, but quite aware
that he could not help submitting to the com
mand of the stranger. "But how shall we go?"
he asked.

"In this way."

The stranger laid his hand on the Tsar's head,

and the Tsar for a monent |ost consciousness.

He could not tell whether he had been uncon-
scious a long or a short tine, but when he re-
covered his senses he found hinself in a strange
place. The first thing he was aware of was a
strong and stifling snell of sewage. The place
in which he stood was a broad passage |lit by the
red glow of two dimlanps. Running along one
side of the passage was a thick wall with w ndows
protected by iron gratings. On the other side
were doors secured with locks. In the passage
stood a soldier, leaning up against the wall, asleep
Through the doors the young Tsar heard the
muf f| ed sound of 1iving human beings: not of

one al one, but of many. HE was standing at the
side of the young Tsar, and pressing his shoul der
slightly with his soft hand, pushed himto the
first door, unnindful of the sentry. The young
Tsar felt he could not do otherw se than yield,
and approached the door. To his amazenent

the sentry | ooked straight at him evidently wth-
out seeing him as he neither straightened hinself
up nor saluted, but yawned loudly and, lifting
hi s hand, scratched the back of his neck. The
door had a small hole, and in obedience to the
pressure of the hand that pushed him the young
Tsar approached a step nearer and put his eye to
the small opening. Cose to the door, the fou
smell that stifled himwas stronger, and the young
Tsar hesitated to go nearer, but the hand pushed
himon. He |eaned forward, put his eye close

to the opening, and suddenly ceased to perceive
the odour. The sight he saw deadened his sense

of smell. In a large room about ten yards |ong
and six yards wi de, there wal ked unceasingly from
one end to the other, six nen in long grey

coats, some in felt boots, some barefoot. There



were over twenty men in all in the room but

in that first nmonent the young Tsar only saw
those who were wal king with quick, even, silent
steps. It was a horrid sight to watch the con-
tinual, quick, aimess novenents of the nen who
passed and overtook each other, turning sharply
when they reached the wall, never |ooking at one
anot her, and evidently concentrated each on his
own t houghts. The young Tsar had observed a
simlar sight one day when he was watching a tiger
in a nmenagerie pacing rapidly with noisel ess tread
fromone end of his cage to the other, waving its
tail, silently turning when it reached the bars, and
| ooki ng at nobody. O these nen one, appar-

ently a young peasant, with curly hair, would

have been handsone were it not for the unnatura
pall or of his face, and the concentrated, w cked,
scarcely human, look in his eyes. Another was

a Jew, hairy and gl oony. The third was a | ean

old man, bald, with a beard that had been shaven
and had since grown like bristles. The fourth was
extraordinarily heavily built, with well-devel oped
nmuscl es, a |low receding forehead and a flat nose.
The fifth was hardly nore than a boy, |ong,

thin, obviously consunptive. The sixth was

smal | and dark, w th nervous, convul sive nove-
ments. He wal ked as if he were skipping, and
muttered continuously to hinself. They were

all wal king rapidly backwards and forwards past
the hol e through which the young Tsar was | ook-
ing. He watched their faces and their gait with
keen interest. Having exam ned them closely, he
presently becane aware of a nunber of other nen

at the back of the room standing round, or lying
on the shelf that served as a bed. Standing cl ose
to the door he also saw the pail which caused

such an unbearable stench. On the shelf about

ten men, entirely covered with their cloaks, were
sl eeping. A red-haired man with a huge beard

was sitting sideways on the shelf, with his shirt
off. He was examining it, lifting it up to the
light, and evidently catching the vernmin on it.
Anot her man, aged and white as snow, stood with
his profile turned towards the door. He was

prayi ng, crossing hinself, and bow ng | ow, ap-
parently so absorbed in his devotions as to be
oblivious of all around him

"I see--this is a prison," thought the young
Tsar. "They certainly deserve pity. It is a
dreadful life. But it cannot be helped. It is
their owm fault.”

But this thought had hardly come into his
head before HE, who was his guide, replied to
it.

"They are all here under |ock and key by your
order. They have all been sentenced in your
nane. But far fromneriting their present con-
dition which is due to your hunman judgnent, the



greater part of themare far better than you or
those who were their judges and who keep them
here. This one"--he pointed to the handsone,
curly-headed fellow-"is a nurderer. | do not
consider himnore guilty than those who kill in
war or in duelling, and are rewarded for their
deeds. He had neither education nor noral

gui dance, and his life had been cast anobng thieves
and drunkards. This lessens his guilt, but he has
done wong, nevertheless, in being a nurderer

He killed a nerchant, to rob him The other

man, the Jew, is a thief, one of a gang of thieves.
That uncommonly strong fellow is a horse-stealer
and guilty also, but conpared with others not as
cul pable. Look!"--and suddenly the young

Tsar found hinself in an open field on a vast
frontier. On the right were potato fields; the

pl ants had been rooted out, and were lying in
heaps, bl ackened by the frost; in alternate streaks
were rows of winter corn. |In the distance a little
village with its tiled roofs was visible; on the left
were fields of winter corn, and fields of stubble.
No one was to be seen on any side, save a black
human figure in front at the border-line, a gun
slung on his back, and at his feet a dog. On the
spot where the young Tsar stood, sitting beside
him alnbst at his feet, was a young Russi an
soldier with a green band on his cap, and with his
rifle slung over his shoulders, who was rolling up
a paper to make a cigarette. The soldier was

obvi ously unaware of the presence of the young
Tsar and his conpanion, and had not heard them

He did now turn round when the Tsar, who was
standing directly over the soldier, asked, "Were
are we?" "On the Prussian frontier," his guide
answered. Suddenly, far away in front of them

a shot was fired. The soldier junped to his feet,
and seeing two nmen running, bent lowto the
ground, hastily put his tobacco into his pocket,
and ran after one of them "Stop, or 1'lI

shoot!" cried the soldier. The fugitive, wthout
stopping, turned his head and call ed out sonething
evi dently abusi ve or bl asphenous.

"Damm you!" shouted the soldier, who put one

foot a little forward and stopped, after which
bendi ng his head over his rifle, and raising his
ri ght hand, he rapidly adjusted sonething, took
aim and, pointing the gun in the direction of the
fugitive, probably fired, although no sound was
heard. "Snokel ess powder, no doubt," thought

the young Tsar, and |ooking after the fleeing man
saw himtake a few hurried steps, and bendi ng

|l ower and lower, fall to the ground and crawl on
hi s hands and knees. At |ast he remained |ying
and did not nove. The other fugitive, who was
ahead of him turned round and ran back to

the man who was |ying on the ground. He

did sonething for himand then resuned his
flight.



"What does all this nean? " asked the Tsar

"These are the guards on the frontier, enforc-
ing the revenue laws. That man was killed to
protect the revenues of the State.”

"Has he actually been killed? "

The guide again laid his hand upon the head of

the young Tsar, and again the Tsar | ost conscious-
ness. Wen he had recovered his senses he found
himself in a small room-the custons office.

The dead body of a nan, with a thin grizzled

beard, an aquiline nose, and big eyes with the
eyelids closed, was lying on the floor. H's arns
were thrown asunder, his feet bare, and his thick,
dirty toes were turned up at right angles and stuck
out straight. He had a wound in his side, and

on his ragged cloth jacket, as well as on his blue
shirt, were stains of clotted bl ood, which had
turned bl ack save for a few red spots here and
there. A woman stood close to the wall, so

wrapped up in shawl s that her face could scarcely
be seen. Mdtionless she gazed at the aquiline
nose, the upturned feet, and the protrudi ng eye-
bal | s; sobbing and sighing, and drying her tears at
long, regular intervals. A pretty girl of thirteen
was standing at her nother's side, with her eyes
and nouth w de open. A boy of eight clung to

his nother's skirt, and | ooked intensely at his dead
father w thout blinking.

From a door near theman official, an officer, a
doctor, and a clerk with docunents, entered.

After them canme a soldier, the one who had shot
the man. He stepped briskly along behind his
superiors, but the instant he saw the corpse he
went suddenly pal e, and quivered; and dropping

his head stood still. Wen the official asked him
whet her that was the man who was escapi hg across
the frontier, and at whom he had fired, he was
unable to answer. Hi s lips trenbled, and his

face twitched. "The s--s--s--" he began, but
could not get out the words which he wanted to
say. "The same, your excellency." The of-

ficials | ooked at each other and wote sonething
down.

"You see the beneficial results of that sane
system "

In a roomof sunptuous vulgarity two nmen sat
drinking wine. One of themwas old and grey,

the other a young Jew. The young Jew was

holding a roll of bank-notes in his hand, and was
bargaining with the old man. He was buying
snmuggl ed goods.

"You've got 'em cheap," he said, smling.

"Yes--but the risk--"



"This is indeed terrible," said the young Tsar
but it cannot be avoided. Such proceedings are
necessary."

H s conpani on made no response, saying

merely, "Let us nove on," and laid his hand
again on the head of the Tsar. When the Tsar
recovered consci ousness, he was standing in a
small roomlit by a shaded | anp. A wonman was
sitting at the table sewing. A boy of eight was
bendi ng over the table, drawing, with his feet
doubl ed up under himin the arncthair. A stu-
dent was reading aloud. The father and daugh-
ter of the family entered the roomnoisily.

"You signed the order concerning the sale of
spirits,” said the guide to the Tsar

"WVl | ?" said the woman.

"He's not likely to live."

"What's the matter with hinP"

"They' ve kept himdrunk all the tine."
"I't's not possible!"™ exclainmed the wife.

"It's true. And the boy's only nine years old,
t hat Vani a Moroshkine.”

"What did you do to try to save hinP" asked
the wife

"I tried everything that could be done. | gave
himan enmetic and put a nustard-plaster on him
He has every synptom of deliriumtrenens.”

"I't's no wonder--the whole famly are drunk-

ards. Annisiais only alittle better than the rest,
and even she is generally nore or |ess drunk,”

sai d the daughter.

"And what about your tenperance society?"
t he student asked his sister

"What can we do when they are given every
opportunity of drinking? Father tried to have

t he public-house shut up, but the |aw is agai nst
him And, besides, when | was trying to convince
Vasily Ermline that it was disgraceful to keep

a public-house and ruin the people with drink

he answered very haughtily, and indeed got the
better of me before the crowd: 'But | have a
license with the Inperial eagle onit. |If there
was anything wong in ny business, the Tsar

woul dn't have issued a decree authorising it.
Isn't it terrible? The whole village has been
drunk for the last three days. And as for feast-
days, it is sinply horrible to think of! It has
been proved conclusively that al cohol does no good
in any case, but invariably does harm and it

has been denonstrated to be an absol ute poi son



Then, ninety-nine per cent. of the crimes in the
world are committed through its influence. W
all know how the standard of norality and the
general welfare inproved at once in all the coun-
tries where drinking has been suppressed--1like
Sweden and Finl and, and we know that it can be
suppressed by exercising a noral influence over
the masses. But in our country the class which
coul d exert that influence--the Governnent, the
Tsar and his officials--sinply encourage drink.
Their main revenues are drawn fromthe continua
drunkenness of the people. They drink them

sel ves--they are always drinking the health of
somebody: ' Gentlemen, the Regiment!' The
preachers drink, the bishops drink--"

Agai n the gui de touched the head of the young

Tsar, who again | ost consciousness. This tinme he
found hinself in a peasant's cottage. The peas-
ant--a man of forty, with red face and bl ood-

shot eyes--was furiously striking the face of an
old man, who tried in vain to protect hinself from
the blows. The younger peasant seized the beard
of the old man and held it fast.

"For shame! To strike your father--!"

"I don't care, I'lIl kill himl Let them send
me to Siberia, | don't care!"

The wonen were screaning. Drunken officials
rushed into the cottage and separated father and
son. The father had an arm broken and the son's
beard was torn out. In the doorway a drunken
girl was naking violent love to an old besotted
peasant .

"They are beasts!" said the young Tsar

Anot her touch of his guide's hand and the

young Tsar awoke in a new place. It was the

office of the justice of the peace. A fat, bald-
headed man, with a double chin and a chain round
his neck, had just risen fromhis seat, and was
readi ng the sentence in a loud voice, while a crowd
of peasants stood behind the grating. There was

a woman in rags in the cromd who did not rise

The guard gave her a push

"Asleep! | tell you to stand up!" The
woman rose

"According to the decree of his Inperia

Maj esty--" the judge began reading the sen-
tence. The case concerned that very woman

She had taken away half a bundl e of oats as she
was passing the thrashing-floor of a | andowner
The justice of the peace sentenced her to two
nmont hs' i nprisonnment. The | andowner whose

oats had been stol en was anong the audi -

ence. Wen the judge adjourned the court the

| andowner approached, and shook hands, and the



judge entered into conversation with him The
next case was about a stolen sanpbvar. Then
there was a trial about sone tinmber which had
been cut, to the detrinent of the | andowner
Sone peasants were being tried for having as-
saulted the constable of the district.

When the young Tsar again | ost consciousness,

he awoke to find hinself in the mddle of a vil-
| age, where he saw hungry, half-frozen children
and the wife of the man who had assaulted the
const abl e broken down from overwor k.

Then canme a new scene. In Siberia, a tranmp

is being flogged with the lash, the direct result of
an order issued by the Mnister of justice. Again
oblivion, and another scene. The fanmily of a

Jewi sh wat chmaker is evicted for being too poor

The children are crying, and the Jew, |saaks, is
greatly distressed. At last they cone to an ar-
rangement, and he is allowed to stay on in the

| odgi ngs.

The chief of police takes a bribe. The gov-

ernor of the province also secretly accepts a bribe.
Taxes are being collected. 1In the village, while

a cowis sold for paynent, the police inspector is
bribed by a factory owner, who thus escapes taxes
altogether. And again a village court scene, and

a sentence carried into execution--the |ash!

"I'lia Vasilievich, could you not spare ne
t hat ?"

" ’\b "

The peasant burst into tears. "Well, of
course, Christ suffered, and He bids us suffer
too."

Then ot her scenes. The Stundists--a sect

--being broken up and dispersed; the clergy re-
fusing first to marry, then to bury a Protestant.
Orders given concerning the passage of the Im
perial railway train. Soldiers kept sitting in the
mud- -col d, hungry, and cursing. Decrees is-

sued relating to the educational institutions of the
Enpress Mary Department. Corruption ram

pant in the foundling hones. An undeserved
monunent. Thi eving anong the clergy. The

rei nforcenent of the political police. A wonman
bei ng searched. A prison for convicts who are
sentenced to be deported. A nman bei ng hanged

for murdering a shop assistant.

Then the result of nilitary discipline: soldiers
wearing uni formand scoffing at it. A gipsy en-
campnent. The son of a millionaire exenpted
frommlitary duty, while the only support of a
large family is forced to serve. The university:
a teacher relieved of nmlitary service, while the
nmost gifted nusicians are conpelled to perform



it. Soldiers and their debauchery--and the
spreadi ng of disease.

Then a sol dier who has nade an attenpt to

desert. He is being tried. Another is on tria
for striking an officer who has insulted his nother.
He is put to death. Qhers, again, are tried for
havi ng refused to shoot. The runaway sol dier
sent to a disciplinary battalion and flogged to
death. Another, who is guiltless, flogged, and
his wounds sprinkled with salt till he dies. One
of the superior officers stealing noney bel ongi ng
to the soldiers. Nothing but drunkenness, de-
bauchery, ganbling, and arrogance on the part of
the authorities.

What is the general condition of the people:

the children are hal f-starving and degenerate; the
houses are full of vermin; an everlasting dul
round of |abour, of subnission, and of sadness.

On the other hand: ministers, governors of prov-

i nces, covetous, anbitious, full of vanity, and
anxious to inspire fear.

"But where are nmen with human feelings?”
"I will show you where they are."

Here is the cell of a woman in solitary confine-
ment at Schlussel burg. She is going nmad. Here
i s anot her woman--a girl--indi sposed, violated
by soldiers. A man in exile, alone, enbittered,
hal f-dead. A prison for convicts condemmed to
hard | abour, and wonen fl ogged. They are

nany.

Tens of thousands of the best people. Some

shut up in prisons, others ruined by fal se educa-
tion, by the vain desire to bring themup as we

wi sh. But not succeeding in this, whatever m ght
have been is ruined as well, for it is made inpos-
sible. It is as if we were trying to make buck-
wheat out of corn sprouts by splitting the ears.
One may spoil the corn, but one could never

change it to buckwheat. Thus all the youth of

the world, the entire younger generation, is being
rui ned.

But woe to those who destroy one of these little
ones, woe to you if you destroy even one of

them On your soul, however, are hosts of them
who have been ruined in your nanme, all of those
over whom your power extends.

"But what can | do?" exclained the Tsar in

despair. "I do not wish to torture, to flog, to
corrupt, to kill any one! | only want the welfare
of all. Just as | yearn for happiness nyself, so
want the world to be happy as well. Am| actu-

ally responsible for everything that is done in ny
name? \What can | do? What am| to do to
rid nyself of such a responsibility? What can



do? | do not admt that the responsibility for al

this is mne. |If | felt nmyself responsible for one-
hundredth part of it, | would shoot nyself on the
spot. It would not be possible to live if that were

true. But how can | put an end, to all this evil?
It is bound up with the very existence of the
State. | amthe head of the State! Wat am|

to do? Kill nyself? O abdicate? But that

woul d nean renouncing ny duty. O God, O God,

God, help nmel"™ He burst into tears and awoke.

"How glad | amthat it was only a dream"”

was his first thought. But when he began to
recol l ect what he had seen in his dream and to
conpare it with actuality, he realised that the
probl em propounded to himin dream renai ned

just as inportant and as insoluble now that he was
awake. For the first time the young Tsar becane
aware of the heavy responsibility weighing on him
and was aghast. Hi s thoughts no | onger turned

to the young Queen and to the happi ness he had
anticipated for that evening, but becanme centred
on the unanswerabl e question which hung over

him "Wat was to be done?"

In a state of great agitation he arose and went
into the next room An old courtier, a co-worker
and friend of his father's, was standing there in
the mddle of the roomin conversation with the
young Queen, who was on her way to join her
husband. The young Tsar approached them and
addressing his conversation principally to the old
courtier, told hi mwhat he had seen in his dream
and what doubts the dreamhad left in his mnd.

"That is a noble idea. It proves the rare
nobility of your spirit,"” said the old man. "But
forgive ne for speaking frankly--you are too

kind to be an enperor, and you exaggerate your
responsibility. In the first place, the state of
things is not as you imagine it to be. The people
are not poor. They are well-to-do. Those who

are poor are poor through their own fault. Only
the guilty are punished, and if an unavoi dabl e

nm st ake does sonetines occur, it is |ike a thunder-
bolt--an accident, or the will of God. You have
but one responsibility: to fulfil your task coura-
geously and to retain the power that is given to
you. You w sh the best for your people and God
sees that. As for the errors which you have com
mtted unwittingly, you can pray for forgiveness,
and God will guide you and pardon you. All the
nmor e because you have done nothing that demands
forgi veness, and there never have been and never

wi Il be nen possessed of such extraordinary qual -
ities as you and your father. Therefore all we
inmplore you to do is to live, and to reward our
endl ess devotion and love with your favour, and
every one, save scoundrels who deserve no happi -
ness, wll be happy."



"What do you think about that?" the young
Tsar asked his wife.

"I have a different opinion," said the clever
young worman, who had been brought up in a free

country. "I amglad you had that dream and
agree with you that there are grave responsibili -
ties resting upon you. | have often thought about

it with great anxiety, and | think there is a sinple
means of casting off a part of the responsibility
you are unable to bear, if not all of it. A large
proportion of the power which is too heavy for

you, you should delegate to the people, to its
representatives, reserving for yourself only the
supreme control, that is, the general direction of
the affairs of State."

The Queen had hardly ceased to expound her

vi ews, when the old courtier began eagerly to
refute her argunents, and they started a polite
but very heated di scussion

For a tine the young Tsar followed their argu-
ments, but presently he ceased to be aware of

what they said, listening only to the voice of him
who had been his guide in the dream and who

was now speaking audibly in his heart.

"You are not only the Tsar," said the voice,

"but nmore. You are a human being, who only
yesterday canme into this world, and will perchance
to-norrow depart out of it. Apart from your
duties as a Tsar, of which that old man is now
speaki ng, you have nore i medi ate duties not by
any nmeans to be di sregarded; human duties, not

the duties of a Tsar towards his subjects, which
are only accidental, but an eternal duty, the duty
of a man in his relation to God, the duty toward
your own soul, which is to save it, and also, to
serve God in establishing his kingdomon earth.
You are not to be guarded in your actions either
by what has been or what will be, but only by

what it is your own duty to do

He opened his eyes--his w fe was awakeni ng him

Whi ch of the three courses the young Tsar chose,
will be told in fifty years.

End



