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A SONG WITHOUT WORDS
A Story je*M<Nife«n( of tht Ttaritt Rul* in UkrmiM

In the little villase of Kreitchati Y«ri under shAdy wiIlow« and itender

puplarij we had catherad for refrMhmcnt. It waa an unusually beautiful

day. Tba traM twayad |«nUy in the breeze, and their U-bv»h rustUii at if

th^ w«ra whUparinf to one another lome awful tale of mysc'- y. Ut>hiiid

the willowa, within a verdant grove, couUl b»> seen a little old achooliiutMa,

near which newly-clad children, bea inif cuIohmI Kr.ster e(fK» in thtir huads,
were rompingr about, malcintr a queer indistinKuishable nome.

"Iio not plm k thoso shouti'd an oMi r toy to one hla yoUBgar
((iiii .lUiioHH; "they will i;i<iw Into lilosMonis and tliin into U .."

"What's that to you?" retorted the younKster. spitefully tearteg the bttda

from the branch of it cherry tree and quickly ninniiif! awuy.

A Rroiip of men and boys were Kiretched out on the ttrass In -^n In frOBt

of the DCtioolbouHe, pleasantly chatting about soniPthtng. Suddenly tbe

rurty-headed acboolmaster appeared in th(> open wiadOW and announced
that it waa time to King. The children rnshed into tbe WMtherwnrn little

bsUdiaC 1»ith gnat tBthuaiaMli, pushing and jostling one anutl.^r in their

•seltment; wUle tke eiders followci in a more disnined way.

Sooa the etitirp grove resounded ut'h th " singing of a most dellp;htfiil

inelody. Tbe music passed throu»:h variou. . bases, now sw olline into an
ocean of passion, now flowing gracefully like a lazy summer rivulet, and at
time* dying down until it was barely audible. Captivated by ita exqniaita
beauty, I approached the window that I might hear It more distinctly.

The whole assemblage was hummln. the song '"O!, Hal, Mahtl." With
his hair disheveled and his arms swinging like lli" wings of an eagle In

full flitlit. the schoolmaster conducted the I'limming vith surprising
vivacitj. V ticn all of the song h.id been thus strangely rendered, the
nearly exhaus'cd t<arhcr came to the window to get a bit the cool,

freab air.

"What sor? were you humming?" ' aaked abruptly.
The s-:hoolmn°ter was not a little . rtled, but rapMaJ gnekuAf, " <

-

Hai, Maht!'.
"

"But wh: (1 t the choir sing the words?"
"It Is for!.:,.den to sing Ukr.inian songs In school; hence we do •

sing the son^s — we only learn their tunea. I have taught the people m»u
aira: for I believe that if titay know tiw maate, thay wtU an^piy walr cm--
worda."

"And is also the singing of Muscovite songs forbidden?"
"No," answered the s( ; olmaster, "Muscovite songs may be stmg. Bat

my pupils do not wis to sIur them; they do not like them "

After a short rest the singers assembled again, and the crafty instruetar
had them rehearse another song, "Oi, Seev Pcohach." Manly and boyMl
voices naitad in one mighty sound, which bora to the Creator their «»
plaint of tbe injustice on earth.

In the early erming, when it was still twiUglit, w* reanaad var Jowmr.
The peasant singers were just leaving tbe aAaallMa*. They walked
along the bank of the River Ross, singing,

"Not well, Zaporuzhian Cossacks, not vel! have you managed."
The magic words of the song, full of despondency and melancholy, cut

sharply into my heart and gave rise io many thoughts of the past. We
were well beyond the outskirts of the village, and still the words of that
song rang in uur ears and reproved un in uur hearts:

"Not well, Zaporozhian Coaaacka, not wril have yon managed;
The Steppe waa broad, the land was fair
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