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The gods are dead—have you not known it, men?
It is their ghosts you see—the ghosts of gods,
Evoked from spent and dying altar-fires

To once again the man melt from your soul;
Evoked, by powers that on the darkness wait,
To lead you to the shrines of deeper night,

To shrines of ancient and rechartered fears,

And hold your eyes from that horizon where
The comrade-day dawns on the waking world;
Evoked to strike with death or nerveless doubt
The faith which labor cradles in its soul,

And thus to save your masters from the hour—
The good and dreadful hour—when labor lifts
Its judgment-arm at last to claim its own,

And call the world from masters unto life.

See you not, men, who trumpet forth these gods?
They are the slaves who please your masters best—
The shining slaves who in the temples serve.
Slaves? Nay, too sacred is the word that tells

The hurt and shame of our humanity !

Not slaves, but something less than slaves, are these
Who call themselves the shepherds of your souls,
Who speak sepulchral words about your sins,
Then kneel to kiss the hands of honored crime
That measure out what gospel they shall preach;
And when your masters’ law for vengeance calls,
Hear the priests raise the blood-cry of the mob!
And see them crawl at iron feet that tread
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The great world-mill of economic might,
Grinding your bartered lives to sovereign wealth!

Be not deceived that they come in the name—
Which by their wearing they blaspheme and cheat—
Of the sweet labor-son of Galilee.

No part had he in them, nor in the old

Black magic of salvation on their lips,

Nor in the splendid robber-temples built

By masters—grown prophetic through their fears—
To clothe the gods called from forgotten tombs.
His strong salvation was the mighty health

That comes from love of comrades, and his faith
The endlessly unrolling common life.

Out into the great world he went, to be

The matchless foe of masters and their gods,

The warrior-lover of the downmost man,

The angry and majestic judge of priests,

The friend of wayside children and the flowers.

See you not how the wild-rose weeps unkissed,
While child-lips wither in the factory smoke?

How tears of violet and nut-tree flow,

How the brook grieves away to songless death,

For the lost dance of child-eyes bound to wheels?
See you not the sorrow of guarded fields,

Their breasts blighted by the. gambler’s hold,

While they yearn for the mouths of men who starve?
See you not how the wasted face of earth

Is by the touch of masters torn and scarred—
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Shamed with the loss of glory turned to gold,

Sick with vast deserts of unblossomed lives,

Her mighty beauty ravished by the wealth

That eats her children’s flesh and drinks their blood ?
See you not how through ruin the ‘masters rule,
While you kneel to pray to the masters’ gods?

O men, get off your knees, stand on your feet!
So long as you kneel there to gods unknown,

So long will masters known bind on your necks
The yokes that are your torment and their power.
As long as you still parley with the fears

That bend your abject knees, and pray to gods
To do the deeds which only men can do,

So long will masters traffi¢ in your lives,

And on your labor-slavery raise their thrones.

It was for that the masters made the gods—

To keep you harnessed and submissive bent,
While on your backs they build and build their world ;
The world whose roots are you its labor-slaves,
Its valued good and glory but the bloom

And anguish of your labor-curse; the world
That would to red dust fall—if you should rise.

It is not faith that'turns you to the gods—
Not. faith, but.lack of faith; their temples stand
As witnesses that faith has not yet come.

It is not faith that takes you to the shrines,

At which you bow in posture of the slave;

You bow but to the fears that bind your soul,
That keep the man in you from being born,
That stay the comrade-future of our world.

When you are pure from fear, and turn to life
With that free look for which the cosmos waits,
No room for gods-nor temples will you see,
Nor for the masters who their makers are,

Nor for the monstrous days of loneliness,

Nor for the ancient cryings after heaven;

But, in the heat and dust of common work,
You will behold a faith which you may serve
To higher ends than ever faith was served,

And with a gladness braver than the hosts

Of bannered and victorious war. It is
The faith of labor in itself as lord,

As law of growth and beauty on the eatth,
Rising to be the hailed messiah-light

To lead the nations to their comrade-home.

The faith of labor is a young child yet;

But it will grow—this last-born of the faiths.

It is a world-child, rocked by all the hands

That ever struck at lies or human chains,

Or wrought the perfect good of liberty.

It will grow fair and noble in your eyes;

It will grow golden with your common hope;

It will grow bold to ask the masters why;

It will grow wise to read the mighty signs

That say :—Make straight the revolution’s path!
It will grow in the strong and lovely grace

That shines from. out the sad face of the earth
When troubled nations dream of some lost home,
Where masters did not dwell, but only men;

It will grow in the stature of this grace

Till glory of its summons comes to you,

Like some archangel-signal in the sky,

To join the march—the joyful comrade-march—
Of risen collective peoples on the way

To cleanse the world from masters and their kind.

O, when the faith of labor wakes to power

That shall the mighty labor-patience match,
Then under the red thrones of sovereign wealth
This evil world of masters will dissolve,

And all the works which are the waste of men.
Then we, turned from the fear of things that were,
Will this faith follow to the things to be.
Instead of our unblossomed lives will grow
Full-blossomed children of a blossomed race;
And in the place of long-created gods

Will rise the good world of creator-man,

At rest in love’s heroic commonwealth—

Too beautiful and terrible a world

For masters more to live in; only friends,
Companion-workers and the will to love
Dwelling beneath the glad and comrade stars.
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Forty Years.2

A Legend of Little Russia.
By LEO TOLSTOY.*

I

In the closing years of the last century the large village
of Mandreeki was owned by a retired lieutenant of the guards,
named Motilin, who resided there with his wife.

His serfs lived well. At that time the landowners of the
Steppe did not, as a rule, grind down their serfs, and the Moti-
lins in particular were not at all exacting or greedy of gain.
They demanded no husbandry service, except a fortnight’s
mowing at hay-making time. The land was let to the peasant
at a quit rent, and this rent was not a high one.

The wealthiest peasant in Mandreeki was Dennis Savelie-
vitch Shpack. His house consisted of two huts, the front
one being used as a sitting room, while the other, adjoining
it, served for the living room.

The sitting room was ornamentally furnished: in one cor-
ner stood a row of iconms, in front of which were two small
lamps and half-a-dozen wax candles. Pictures, suspended by
small nails, hung on the walls; the windows were made to
open; a green glazed stove stood in one corner, and a table
made of linden wood was placed in another. On a bench
lay several strongly bound books. The other hut served as
work room as well as living room. Besides this, Shpack had
a store house, a shed for cattle, and a pent-house, beneath
which stood a plow, a cart, and a sledge. He employed
two workers, a man and a woman, as his whole family con-
sisted of one much-loved and petted daughter.

Shpack had formerly been a carrier, and by this occupa-
tion had succeeded in making a nice little fortune. When,
owing to advancing years, he retired from business, he
chanced to get into the good graces of the squire, who lent
him money. With this money he bought a quantity of seed-
corn, which he sold, two years later, when the price of corn
had risen in consequence of a bad harvest, at six times its
original price. Thus Shpack increased in wealth and his
neighbors began to envy him. In the village he was not
popular; he was harsh, had a somewhat scowling expression,
and avoided all amusements; he did not frequent the inn,
and neither attended nor gave entertainments; he neither sang
nor jested, but was given, at times, to making fun of people
and to displaying his own erudition. He could not be called
a miser, but no one regarded him as generous; he was not
bad, but no one found him kindhearted.

“He is a hard man, who knows how to feather his own
nest!” said all who knew him. Having laid by some money,
Shpack began to fear lest he should be robbed, so he asked
the squire to take charge of 7,000 roubles in paper money.
Motilin agreed, and gave him a receipt written with his own
hand. At the same time, in accordance with Shpack’s desire,
he entered in his will a request that his son should emanci-
pate Shpack’s daughter, and also her future husband, if he
happened to be a serf belonging to the village of Mandreeki.
Shpack did not ask emancipation for himself.

Years passed away. The old squire and his wife cied,
and their place was taken by their young son. Shpack’s
daughter became a bride, being then in her eighteenth year.
She was a tall fair-haired girl, with rather a short nose (con-
sidered a beauty among the - Oukranians). She dressed richly,
in bright colors: a green bodice covered with tassels, yellow
apron, a check skirt, and tiny red boots. On her head she

*) This story is based upon. a well-known legend of Little Russia,
popularized by Nicolas Kostamaroff, a Russian historian of 1epute.
The translation is by THE FREE AGE PREss. Christchurch, England.
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wore a parti-colored kerchief arranged as a kind of fillet,
from beneath which several tresses interwoven with. ribbons
of various colors, escaped and fell down her back. Her neck
and ears were adorned with coral ornaments, her breast with
little silver crosses and hearts, while her fingers: seemed
literally chained with gold rings. Her gait and every move-
ment of her body revealed the fact that Vassa knew. she was
the daughter of a wealthy peasant. All the .villagers found
her proud and unapproachable; they even said that she was
not good, and no one suspected that love had alreadytaken
root in her proud heart.

Shpack had a workman, Trokhim Yashnik by name,- who
was an orphan. He could not remember either of his parents,
and had been brought up by an aunt, a soldier’s wife, who
was very poor. The aunt was of a grumbling disposition,
and was always whimpering about her misfortunes, nor was
this altogether without cause. Land she had none; within
the yard, surrounded by its dilapidated fence, stood her hut;
close by was a cellar in which, however, nothing was stored,
because she had nothing to store. Behind the yard was a
small orchard, where only onions, potatoes, and sunflowers
grew. She had no money to buy bread, so she went from
house to house begging “in the name of Christ,” receiving
here a bit of bread, there a pinch of salt. If by chance a bit
of bacon fell into her hands, then, indeed, it was a feast day
with her: there was a fire in the oven, and dumplings were
boiled for dinner. Trokhim also went begging with a satk
over his shoulder. Bread and water was his usual food. The
flavor of milk he did not know, and eggs and meat he tasted
only occasionally. perhaps at- Easter time, when some one
would give him in Christ’s name a coloured Easter egg or a
bit of consecrated pork. When he was thirteen years of age,
the Commune employed him to drive the pigs to pasture, for
which he received three roubles a year. In addition to this,
in going round twice a year—spring: and autumn—to the
farmyards, he received presents from the owners of the pigs.
He wore a shirt covered with patches, and a worn out blouse;
for the rest, a peasant, taking: pity on him, presented him
with an old *sheepskin coat belonging to his son who had been
born on the same ‘day as Trokhim. For nearly five years
Trokhim served as pig driver, during which time he grew
up such a handsome fellow that all the village girls delighted
to look at him.

One day Shpack met the young fellow as he was driving
the pigs home from the fields, and he thought to himself
“ What a fine fellow! He ought to get other work; the pigs
might be pastured by some one else not s6 good!” So he
engaged Trokhim to work for him.

Shpack was a harsh man and often grumbled at Trokhim,
reproaching him now with laziness, now with disobedience,
although the lad was neither lazy nor disobedient, and in-
wardly Shpack himself was satisfied with him; but he con-
sidered it necessiry by such means to keep his workman in
strict discipline, in order that he might not become conceited,
nor forget for one moment the ditference between himself
and his master. However, he fed and clothed him, and after
the life Trokhim had spent with his aunt, life at Shpack’s
seemed very good.

“Vassa did not regard the poor laborer in the same way
her father did. The stateliness and beauty of the young man
made ner heart beat faster. Trokhim, who was by nature
shrewd and sensible, would never have dared to speak of
love to his master’s daughter. But the young girl forestalled
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him and confessed that she loved him. And Trokhim yielded
himself to her with all his heart. Vassa hoped that her father
who was passionately fond of her would consent to give her
to Trokhim if she only asked and besought the old man in
the right way. But a feeling of shame long made her hesi-
tate to speak to him of her love. At last a neighbor of
Shpack’s came one day to see him, and when the visitor was
gone, the old man said to his daughter:

“ Pavlo Drizhak came just now and said to me: °‘ Suppose
we were to unite our children: you have a daughter and I
have a son.” I replied, ‘It is not you who will have to live
with my daughter, it is your son; it is not I who will have
to live with your son, it is my daughter. I will ask her and
it shall be as she says. If she wishes to marry your son then
you can send matchmakers; but if she says that he is not ac-
cording to her heart’s desire. then you must not be offended.’ ”

“I will not marry Drizhitchenko, I do not love him,” said
Vassa decidedly.

“You don’t love him?” said Shpack, “ Then there is noth-
ing more to say about it. I will tell Drizhak so. I will not
force my daughter, nor will I hinder her. She shall marry
whoever she pleases.”

“So, you will not hinder your daughter marrying the man
she likes, father?” asked Vassa.

“God forbid! It would be a great sin,” exclaimed Shpack.

“And if,” szid Vassa, “I should want to marry a poor
man without ary relations?” |

“H'm! How could that be, that you should want to marry
a poor man without any relations? How is it possible that
a poor fellow without relations should dare to approach you?
I know you, my dear daughter, there is no father’s son in our
village that would come near you without fear, to say noth-
ing of a poor fellow with no relations. You take after your
father!” Sop answered Shpack.

“ Father!” said Vassa timidly; “ I love our laborer Trok-
hlim with all my heart, and I do not wish to marry anyone
else.”

“ My dear daughter, why do you jest and tease your father?
Don’t say that again. He might overhear us and take into
his head goodness knows what!”

“No father, I am not teasing you; I am speaking the truth.
I love Trokhim; give me to him; I will not marry anyone
else,” said the young girl resolutely.

Shpack, who had been sitting on the bench with a stick in
his' hand up to that time, started up and began walking up
and dewn the room; then he stopped and struck the floor im-
patiently with his stick.

Vassa stood near the oven silently awaiting her fate. The
father’s eyes flashed with anger. He seemed as if preparing
to say-something, but restrained himself. After standing for
some time, he recommenced pacing up and down the room;
then he sat down again on the bench and began to draw on
the floor with the end of his stick. Vassa watched him in
silence. At last Shpack, making an effort to appear calm,
continued :

“Well, as I have said, so it shall be. I said you should
marry whoever you liked. And again I say: I will not force
you, daughter dear, only I will not give you to Trokhim yet;
byt, if God grant, I will give you later on. Let your Trokhim
get himself a warm coat made of gentlemen’s blue cloth, and
let him come to me with matchmakers, in his own cart, with
his own horse. Then I will give you to him. But until that
time let him not even try—I will drive him from the house—
don't_let him come poking his nose here!”

“This is a puzzle!” said Vassa. “In words you are so

, father, but when it comes to deeds, then I see you are
just like other fathers, or perhaps even worse.”

“You need not teach me,” .said Shpack in an angry voice;
“ the eggs don’t teach the hen. You are mine, and would have
to :‘?arry whoever I liked. You dare not marry against my
wish,”

“ Well, and ‘what if I am yours,” said Vassa warmly. “Can
you eat me up just because I am yours? Oh, father, father,

I will not marry against your will—and how could I? The
priest would not marry us without your consent. But I tell
you this, father: I will not marry anyone but Trokhim. And
if you will not give me to him, then you are blighting your
daughter’s life.”

“Get away! Don’t provoke me,” cried Shpack: I will
give you to Trokhim only when he comes to me in a blue
cloth coat, in his own cart, with his own horse. I have told
you that already; what else do you want? My word is my
word, if you love and respect your father, you will wait; if
you don’t love and respect him—go wherever you like with
your Trokhim. Go and live at his aunt’s, the pauper soldier’s
widow, Orina.”

And as he said this, Shpack struck the floor with his stick.

Vassa burst into tears and left the sitting room. Soon after
her father also went out. He passed her by, as though not
noticing her tears. In the yard, he met Trokhim, who was
carrying into the work room some chips of wood he had been
splitting.

“ Trokhim,” said the master, “ come to me in the sitting
room at once.” With these words Shpack turned round and
re-entered the sitting room, again passing the weeping Vassa
as if he did not notice her.

Having finished his work with the wood, Trokhim, in
obedience to his master’s call, made his way to the sitting
room, but meeting Vassa in the passage, he stopped to ask
what she was crying about. Suddenly Shpack thrust his
head out of the sitting room door and said harshly:

“ Trokhim, come here!”

Trokhim went in, and Shpack continued: “ You don’t
suit me. There you are, that’s your wages for two years
and a month. Take it, and leave my house.”

“ Where shall I go?” began Trokhim, “ I have neither kith
nor kin.”

“ Well, what do you expect?- Must I keep people without
kith or kin? ” said Shpack. “ Go into the army if you have
no family and no relations. Such as you are wanted there.”

“I don’t want to be a soldier,” replied Trokhim.

“Then go in some trade, or start a business. You will
get on there and grow rich; then you can buy yourself a
horse, get a blue overcoat made of gentlemen’s cloth, and
then when you have dressed yourself decently you can come
back. You will be respected then, and I will receive you as
my future son-in-law ; as it is you have thought of it too soon.
I see you know what’s good!” Thus said the master.

“How can I start in business?” asked Trokhim. ‘“ Who
will give me the capital? ”

“1 don’t know,” said Shpack.
mine.”

Trokhim would have said more, but his master interrupted
him:

“ Go now, there’s nothing to talk about; when you come
in a blue coat, on your own horse, then we will talk. But
now what can I have to say to a man dressed in coarse gray
cloth? Get away with you.”

Trokhim went out. Vassa was standing in the passage
behind the door and had heard everything. She threw her-
self on Trokhim’s neck, but the stern father, looking through
the door, cried harshly:

“ Vassa, come here! Come at once! Obey your father!”
Vassa obeyed. She went into the room, exclaiming in a dis-
tressed voice:

“Why do you torture us, father?”

“Who do you mean by us,” asked Shpack, with an angry,
bitter smile, “ you and who else?”

“My bridegroom!” replied his daughter firmly.

“ And who,” asked the father, “ has deigned to declare you
bride and bridegroom? A couple are only called bride and
bridegroom when. their parents have given their blessing.
And you—which parents have blessed you? I told you, and
I have also told Trokhim, when he gets on and becomes rich,
and buys himself a blue coat and a horse, and comes to me

“That’s your business, not
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with matchmakers—well, then you will be bride and bride-
groom.”

II.

Tying his two shirts and his coat in a bundle, Trokhim re-
turned to his pauper aunt. On learning what had happened
to her nephew, first she began to curse Shpack and his daugh-
ter, then she started reproaching and scolding her nephew
for not remaining at the house of his well-to-do master, and
finally she recommenced her usual lamentations over her own
poverty and heplessness.

When he had heard enough of his aunt’s wailing, Trokhim
left the hut, not knowing what to do with himself or where
to go. He began to wander about outside the fence of the
Manor house, near the two blacksmiths’ shops, which stood
on the steep river bank, above the growing bulrushes. The
sunlight was playing on the water and on the windows of the
Manor-house. The sight of the water suggested an idea to
Trokhim’s mind. “I’ll go and drown myself,” he thought.
“Why should I live here? Happiness has not fallen to my
lot, and apparently it never will. I am quite young, and shall
still have much hardship to endure. Better settle the matter
at once than go on suffering.” Yielding to the thought, he
went down to the river with the intention of drowning him-
self. Suddenly, however, some one grasped him from be-
hind by the shoulder. Turning round, Trokhim saw a short,
stout man, dressed in a light grey winter coat, girt with a
leathern belt fastened with a silver buckle. On his head he
wore a black velvet cap. Trokhim recognized him at once.
It was Pridibalka.

This man came from the Manor-house, where he had been
employed for the last twelve months as head gardener. He
occupied one half of the long gardener’s hut which stood in
the garden; the other half being used by his assistants, Moti-
lin’s serfs. It was they who were the real gardeners. But
the head gardener often received instructions from his mas-
ter concerning matters having no connection with horticul-
ture. From the very first day of his appointment at the
Manor-house, he had succeeded in gaining the goodwill of the
guardian, who was then managing the estate; and on young
Motilin’s return from military service, the head gardener be-
came even more intimate with the young squire than he had
been with his guardian. The servants, seeing that he enjoyed
the good graces of their master, feared and respected him;
but in the village people looked askance at him. His face
was not attractive, being covered with freckles. His green-
ish eyes moved restlessly from side to side. The round face
with its projecting moustache was like a cat’s. He was called
in the village “ Pridibalka ” (straggler), because no one knew
whence he came; but at the Manor-house he was called by
his patronymic, Fetis Borissovitch. He was always regarded
as a foreigner, though no one knew his nationality. His
family name was so peculiar that no one could remember it.
Pridibalka was never seen in church, but he frequented the
inn, and although he did not drink himself, he would often
treat others. The village priest had no great liking for him,
in fact, he used to say that this Pridibalka was the devil him-
self in human form. And this statement was repeated even
by old and venerable men.

“ Where are you going, you dunce?” asked Pridibalka.

Trokhim came to himself, but made no reply. Pridibalka
placed himself in front of him, and after looking into his face,
said:

“ Come with me; when you have had a drink, you will feel
better.”

Seizing Trokhim by the sleeve, he almost dragged him
along towards the inn.

‘“You have probably heard queer things about me,” said he,
on the way. “Don’t believe any of them. I am a good man
and help everyone.”

They entered the inn, which was kept by a Great-Russian
(Jews were not allowed in those parts). After Pridibalka
had treated Trokhim he invited him out, and led him to the
blacksmith’s shop.

“ Now then,” said he, “ what is the nature of the grief that
made you wish to take your own life? Tell us!”

Trokhim told him everything.

“So that is all,” said Pridibalka. “I don’t know this
Shpack myself, but I have heard of him. They say he is a
hard man; but now that he has said he will give you his
daughter, he is sure to do so. He will not dare to refuse
when you go to him, as he has himself bidden you—on your
own horse and in a blue goat made of gentleman’s cloth.”

“ But where am I to get a coat and a horse? ” asked Trok-
him. “I am not only a poor man, but an absolute pauper,
without kith or kin. I have one aunt, but she is also desti-
tute, and lives by begging in Christ’s name. Old Shpack
said that on purpose, just to mock me; he wanted to scoff
at my poverty ; he knew very well that I could not get a horse
and a coat, that’s why he said it.”

“You complain that you have neither kith nor kin,” said
Pridibalka. “ But I tell you that if you only have money, you
will also have kindred and relations. In good times a man
has both relatives and friends!”

“ And in bad times he has neither the one nor the other,”
said Trokhim. ‘“ And I have never known any but bad times.”

“ It often happens,” said Pridibalka, “that in bad times a
friend and benefactor turns up, and teaches one something
good that leads to happiness. And it has turned out so for
you: I am your friend and benefactor! Listen!” And Pridi-
balka lowered his voice to a whisper.

“ A merchant has just arrived at the Manor House, with
his goods,” he said. “He has all sorts of cloth for a coat,
and there will also be found money to buy a horse and cart.
He will only stay at our place until this evening: towards
night he will start with his man, and will travel along the
road to the village of Loobki. Beyond Loobki there is a wood,
and in the wood, a very deep ravine, all overgrown with
bushes. The road passes along quite close to the edge of the
ravine. Go, and sit down there, behind the trees. As the
cart passes the ravine, jump up and strike the merchant on
the head with a stick, and then serve his man in the same
way ; only you must look sharp, or while you are killing one
the other will have time to run away. You can take from
the cart what you want, and then you must overturn the cart
with the dead men and the horses into the ravine. The rural
police will come, and when they see that the horses have not
been taken away, and that the goods are still in the cart (they
don’t know what goods there were and how much you have
taken), they will conclude that the merchant, driving in the
dark, fell into the ravine and was killed.”

Trokhim listened, dumb with astonishment. When he had
heard all, he said: “ But what shall I tell people when they
ask where I got the blue coat. Everyone knows that I haven’t
a penny to bless myself with.”

Pridibalka smiled. “You can say you borrowed some
money of me, and bought yourself a coat.”

Then Trokhim came to his senses. “ But how is it pos-
sible? Take innocent lives! How could anyone do it? God
would punish!”

“Then it is as impossible for you to see Shpack’s daugh-
ter your wife as it is for you to see your own ears,” said Pridi-
balka. “If you want to be a saint you must think neither of
marriage nor of coats, but of the kingdom of Heaven; you
must go into a monastery, and enter the hard monastic ser-
vice. But if you wish to live merrily in this world you must
not mind sinning; only you must sin in such a way as not to
be found out and sent to Siberia.”

“ God’s punishment will be worse than Siberia!” said Trok-
him with a sigh.

“ Have you ever seen this God? ” asked Pridibalka laughing.

“T have not seen, but I know,” replied Trokhim; “and the
priest says that God krows everything, nothing can be con-
cealed from Him, and He punishes every evil deed.”

“ Oh, you fool! If everyone feared God’s punishments, then
they would think only of becoming beggars, praying for alms,
instead of striving with all their might to become rich. You
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simpleton, do you think that all these people grow rich through
their own honest labor? That they become wealthy without
sinning? They tell you so themselves, but only simpletons be-
lieve them. All sensible men know that if anyone has got rich
it means that he has sent others begging from door to door—or
even worse; some have even been driven by such men to make
an end of their lives. If you desire happiness for yourself,
then, first of all don’t be afraid of sinning; do anything that
will bring you profit.”

“But they say,” began Trokhim, “that Christian blood is
sure sooner or later to be revealed. People will find it out and
I will be sent to Siberia.”

“ You must act in such a way that they won’t find out,” said
Pridibalka ; “ only do as I tell you, and no one will find it out.
Listen.”

Trokhim said nothing, but he listened. “ What of it,” he
thought, “no harm will come of mere words. Let us hear
what he has to say.”

“Look there, the sun is already setting,” said Pridibalka,
“go at once; here, take this knotty cudgel. It is time! It is
quite five versts from here to the ravine. When you get there,
sit down behind a tree. Don’t look out, or make a noise, don’t
shout, but sit quietly behind the trees and wait. The merchant
is just starting, towards dusk he will be there; as soon as they
irrlge’z,, spring out upon them, and strike them right on the

ead.

Trokhim was dumbfounded, he could say nothing; he took
the knotty stick from Pridibalka, and started along the road.

The road led across a dam to the further side of the river
(which was all overgrown with mat grass), and then up a hill
covered with forest. Trokhim ascended the hill, and walked
for about two versts, passing by the reaped fields—it was
August, the night between the 12th and 13th. He reached the
village of Loobki, passed the manor house, and the wooden
church, and entered the wood. Then fear began to take pos-
session of his heart. Thoughts of God’s vengeance disturbed
his mind; but he remembered Pridibalka, and these thoughts
left him. The voice of conscience is weak, until after the per-
petration of a crime, otherwise so many crimes would not be
committed. Trokhim now ceased to think what he should do,
and thought only of the best way of accomplishing the work he
had before him. He hastened his steps, and entered the thick
wood. The road turned to the left, and led up to the ravine,
not more than three paces from it. Here Trokhim stopped and
sat down behind the trees, to wait for the merchant.

He had not long to wait. Not more than a quarter of an
hour had elapsed before he heard the sound of wheels and
horses” hoofs. The merchant had come along the road very
close behind him. As soon as the cart reached the ravine,
Trokhim sprang forward, struck the driver on the head with all
his might, and then attacked the merchant, who was sleeping in
the cart. The merchant screamed, but Trokhim struck him
again and silenced him. Then he took the dead man’s pocket-
book from his pocket, and had just begun to throw out the
packages when suddenly, as if from under the earth, Pridibalka

arose before him. Trokhim was very much surprised and
would have asked how he came there, but Pridibalka silently
examined the men in the cart and then told him to finish killing
the driver. Trokhim did as he was told. Then Pridibalka
took one of the packages and said: ‘ Here you are, take this
and throw all the other things out. When the police come let
them see the goods lying by the dead men, and there will be
no suspicion of robbery.”

They turned the cart over into the ravine, with the bodies of
the slain men, the goods, and the horses.

“ That will do better,” said Pridibalka, “ I had already looked
in this package before he left the Manor. You will find every-
thing you want: two pieces of cloth, one blue, to make you a
coat, and the other black, of which you can make a pair of
trousers and a cap; there is also a piece of velvet for a waist-
coat, and some fine linen for shirts.”

Trokhim showed him the pocket-book. Pridibalka counted
the money, and found that it amounted to 8,000 roubles. This
pocket-book was replaced in the pocket with part of the money.

They both returned to Mandreeki. Pridibalka went to the
Manor House, and Trokhim to his aunt’s. She was alreadv
asleep. He did not wake her but lay down in the passage.

II1.

On the following day, the peasants from the village of
Loobki, seeing the cart overturned in the ravine, and the dead
bodies of the men and the horses, gave notice to the police.
The police made investigations and ascertained that the goods
were lying beside the dead men. In the merchant’s pocket they
found his pocket-book with money in it which still further dis~
pelled all suspicion of robbery, and confirmed them in the be-
lief that the men had met- their death through their own care-
lessness. The doctor, who examined the bodies, also declared
that death resulted from a blow on the head caused by the fall.
In order to avoid similar unfortunate occurrences in future, the
police required the squire to build a brick wall round the ra-
vine.

All this Trokhim learned from Pridibalka. Pridibalka ar-
ranged with the squire’s tailor to make Trokhim a coat, black
trousers, a velvet waistcoat, and a cap; the squire’s shoemaker
undertook to make him boots, and the needle-woman to cut out
and stitch his linen. Pridibalka told the people at the Manor
that he had given Trokhim money to buy clothes and a horse
and cart.

“ Shpack,” he said, “ mocked the poor fellow ; he propounded
to him such an artful riddle that Trokhim wished to lay violent
hands upon himself. Now, in return, I will mock the rich
man.”

This pleased all who heard it; they were glad of an oppor-
tunity of jeering at their presumptuous fellow-serf, who had
grown so rich. Pridibalka also arranged with two men to act
as matchmakers for Trokhim.

(To be continued.)
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