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ter; shrill cries froni littie boys;
clubs pounding snow; pitchiforks
tossing overhead. In front carne
twenty peasant leaders striding along
in their huge feit boots.

"The littie group edged baclc. -The
twenty leaders stopped.

Il' Heigh! You!1 Out of the way!
foin iii behirid us!'

"What?' yelled the leaders, start-
ing forward.

Il' We must stop you,' said an oid
man in the centre of the group. I-is
skzinny old hand shook as lie pointed
up over the trees to the two tali chim-
neys of the bouse of his barin. ' Our
barin has aiways been good to us.
Leave hlm alone!l'

"lThe peasant leaders laughed. The
lauigh ran back and rippied into a
roar.

.'PFools! Idiots! Cattie! WThat can
you do against us? There are twenty
of us for each one of you. Now get
away or we will kill you aIl. Fali in
behind us, for we are brothers. We
won't kili your barin. Ail we want
to do is to take ail the land and every-
thing and divide it up. Out of the
way! Be quick!'

"The little group drew back and
consulted in low, anxious voices.

" 'Look hlere!' sputtered the
younger men, growing more and more
excited. 'These fellows are bound to
take our barin's things. We cant
stop them. just by being killed. It's
better for us to join in and get a
share of the things. W'hy flot? LIook
here! Perhaps these peasants -are
right; perhaps the land does belong
to us. We do ail the work on it.'Why should this barin aIways eat big
dinners while we ,starve? Suppose hie
is kind to the poorest of us. He is
only haif kind. If he were ail kind
he would flot have eaten sueli big din-
ners this winter while five of oui-
babies died because they had no miilk

and had only black bread to stick.
Corne on. Let's get our sleighs to
haul away -bis things.'

IlIn vain the old man protested. In
a few minutes they were leading the
two thousand into the estate.

"lThere the .passions that had
smouldered so long in starvation, dis-
ease, and ignorance now burst into
flarne. Men and women rushed
xvildly about. Some one struck
down a dog, and the siglit of blood
maddened the others. They rushed
to tqhe barn, locked ail the cattie in,
piled logs around, poured oul on -the
Iogs, and se t them, afire. Then men,
wornen, and ch-iidren danced round
the flarnes, whule the roasting cattie
bellowed inside.

"lThey broke into the house, tramp-
ing mud through every room, pound-
ing, yelling, smaghing.

IlThle barin's mother, a proud old
noblewoman, stood in lier room un-
der the sacred farnily ikon.

"'Take ail,' she said. 'I cannot
resist, for I arn only a weak old
woman. But this I will ask you.
Leave my ikon, the holy altar of my
ancestors.

"You can have it!' The peasant
leader laughed, and leaped on a chair
which creaked under his big feit boot.
He tore the Madonna f rom its frame
on the wall, shattered the glass with
one blow of bis earthly fist, tore off
the silver and gold, anýd 'then threw
the crumpled picture at her feet.

"l' Take your old piece of cIoth l'
hie shouted. ' We don't need it any
more! We are through with ikons!'

"He îvas riglit. The peasants are
through with ikons.

"In a village where I lived eight
years ago was a peasant neither starv-
ing nor prosperous, just half-way be-
tween. His name xvas Sergius Cas-
tierin. This Sergius began to think
laboriously. And the process of hbis
thought wvas as followvs:
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