
Russian Peasanat 1?iots.11

"Sergius wanted to get ricli. IHe
kxîew that the Russian Cbutrch wvas
ininiensely richi. The pope had told
him that these riches camne because
God loved the churchi. ' Nowv,'
thought Sergius, ' if I can oniy get
God to love mie, then I too shial be
fat and comnfortabie.'

" So to wvin God's love Sergius be-
gaii caeul imitating the village
pope in ahl his habits. Hie began to
glo to every service in the church,
Sundays and week-days too; *hie
scraped together his spare kopecks
and spent themn ail on masses;
lie even paid the pope to, per-
formn more masses in bis hut; and, to
be unusuaily polite to God, he boughit
four sacred ikons, instead of one, and
hung them ail up on the log walls of
his but. Every time -the pope camne
out of bis house and xvaiked to the
littie white church, out of his hut came
Sergius and walked béhind, very
close, that Cod mnight not fail to see
him. He shrewdiy imitated the pope's
every gesture. The pope was lame;
Sergius grew just as lame-:he ilsed
to practise at night in the one room
of bis bu.t. Later hie made his voice
deep and solemn; hle spoke in
monotones; hie knelt in exactiy the
samne way as -the pope. Hie wvas ai-
most aiways kneeling. And 50 three
years passed piously away.

"Then Sergius saw tbat while hie
had been kneeling, bis t/Lite poor strip
of land -had grown blard and poor
from neglect, and his children had
grown -thinner and thinner because al
tie spare kopecks in the hut had gone
to the pope to buy love from God.
As the two tiniest children grew
weaker they grewv more fretful; tbey
used to cry drearily ail nilit from the
ache in thieir stonîiachs. The wife
would hush then but in ten minutes
tbey would begin again the sanie
whining cry-over and over, hun-
(lreds of tinies through the niglit.

i

And because God mliglit be listeniii,
Sergius couid oniy swear in whispers.

" Once, toward dawvn, Sergius lay
Up on top of the broad brick stove,
hearing thxe whines, and whispering
more and more earnestly. Suddeniy
the smallest child gave an extra loud
whine. Tien down froma the stove
leaped Sergius.

" 'Devils!l' he roared. 'Devils!
Devils!1 Devils!1 Pigs!1 Bugs!' He
looked up throughi the ceiling and
shouted to God:

" 'Listen ail you want-if you are
thiere. I don't believe you ever were
there! I say this God is no good at
ail! Anyway be gets nothiiîg more
from me! Wife! iPig! Wake tip 1 1
xvas -fery religious-yes--you know I
xvas Wel-now look at us! -Oh,
shut up, you littie devils, quit your
bawiing! Wife, gather ail this hoiy
rubbish and pitchi it into the creek! I
say now! Right away! ]3efore morn-
ing! I caii't sleep when I see these
ikon women iaughing at the -way they
have cheated me!'

" In vain his wvife sobbed and sliook
with fear and toid 'him that God
would sureiy kili thern ail.

"'l3osh!' shouté.l Sergius. 'Wo-
man, be quick! I have my club ready
for your back. I have flot beaten you
for three years, but I wviil beat
you tblree years without stopping
if you don't tear these things out of
the hult!'

" So Sergius began his strike
against God. That was five years
ago. And now the whole village is
with him.

"The peasants have grown to
despise and ridicule the .church. But
it is against the Czar's other village
officiais that they feel the deepest,
deadliest hlatred.

" Somie years ago, wvhiIe zemstvo
statistician, I went to investigate a
certain village f rom whih iliad come
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