A Russian Tdle.

BY LEO TOLSTOY.

In the town of Viadimir there lived a young merchant
Ivan Dmitrievitch Aksenov. He was a handsome, fair-
haired, curly-headed young fellow, full of fun and always
singing. At first Aksenov drank a good deal and was
riotous when drunk, but after he married this happens
very rarely

One sumumer- Aksenov was going to the fair in Nijnii,
and as he was bidding good-by to* his family, his wife
said, ** Ivan Diwitrieviteh, don’t go to-day ; I have had a
bad dream about you,” :

Akseuov laughed and ssid : *“ You are always afraid of
my going on the spree at the fair.”

* I do not know what it is Iamafraid of ; all I know s
that T dreamt a bad dream. I dreamt you had come
back from town and taken off your cap, and I looked
and saw your hair had all turned gray.”

Aksenov laughed. ‘4That means good luck,” he said.
* See if I don’t sell my whole stock, and bring you some
fine presents.”

And he sald good-by to his family and drove away.

When he had travelled half way he met a merchant
of his acquaintauce and they put up at the same inn.
They drank tea together and then went to bed in two
adjoining rooms. ’

Aksenov ‘did not like to sleep late ; he awoke before
morning, roused his driver and told him to harness so as
to start while it was cool.

When they had gone about thirty miles they stopped
to feed the horses, and Aksenov rested awhile in the

passage at the entrance to the inn, Then he stepped out
into the porch and ordered a samovar to be got ready,
brought out his guitar and began, to play.

Suddenly & three-horse trap drove up with tinkling
bells, and an official got out followed by two soldie rs.

He came up to Aksenov and began to question him : who
he was, and whence he came. Aksenov answered him
very fully, and then said, ** Won't you have a cup of tea
with ne?’ But the officials went on bothering him with
questions. ' Where have you spent the night ? Alone
or with another merchant? Did you see the other
werchiant this morning ? * Why did you start so early ?''

Aksenov related everything just as it had happened , and
then said, *‘ Why do you question me in this way ? Iam

neither o’ thief nor a robber. I am golng on my own
business, and there is no need to guestion me."’

Then the official called the soldiers and said, ** I am the
police officer of this district, and am questioning you
because the merchant with whom you spent the night has
been murdered. Let me see your things. Search him."

They entered the house, and searched Aksenov's
luggage Suddenly the police officer took a knife out of
the hag and cried, ** Whose knife is this ?'*

Aksenov looked, and when he saw a knife stained with
blood taken out of his bag he was frightened.

And how did the blood get on the knife ?*’
Aksetiov was going to answer but could hardly utter a
worl
Then the police officer said : *‘ This morning the mer-
chant was found in bed with his throat cut. No one

could have

e itbut yon. The house was locked from
e else was there ; and here’s this blood.

inside, &

stained ki n. your bag. Besides, your face betrays
you. Tell me how you killed him, and of how much
mosiey you have roebbed him.”

Aksenov swore he had not doneit, that he had not seen
the merchant after they had drank their tea together, that
he had no money except eight thousand roubles of
his own, and that the knife did not belong to him, The

ordered the soldiers to bind Aksenov and to

v the cart: Aksenov crossed himself and began
to weep. Ilis mopey and his things were taken from
him, and he was imprisoned in the nearest town, where
he was tired, and was charged with robbing a merchant
from Riazau of twenty thousand roubles and of murder.
ing him

His wife.was in despair about hier husband. Her chil-
dren were all quite little. She took them all and went
tothe town where her husband was in prison. At first
they would not let her see him, but at last she got the
prison authorities to give her permission, and she was
taken in to him. When she saw him in prison garments
in chains among robbers, she was bewildered. Then she
sat dowu by his side. She told him about affairs at
home, and then questioned him about what had happen-
ed to him. He told her, and she said :

* What is to be done now "’

** We must petition the Tzar,. Why should &g inno-

. cent man perish "

Then his wife said : ** It was not in vain that I dreamt
your bair bad turned gray. You remember ? You should
not have gone that day.” And she hegan passing her
fingers through his hair, and said : *‘ Vania, my dearest
love, tell the trath to your wife, it was not you who did
it

* 8o you, too, think that of me,” said Aksenov, and,
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hiding his face in his hands, he began to cry. Then a
soldier came up and said that the wife and the children
must go away, and Aksenov took leave of his family for
the last time.

When they were gone Aksenov recalled what had been
said, and when he remembered that his wife had also
suspected him, he said to himeelf : ‘It seems thét no one
but God can know the truth, and it is to Him alone we
must appeal, and from Him alone expect mercy.”

And Aksenov gave up writing petitions, gave up all
hope, and only prayed to God.

He was condemned to be flogged with a whip, and

when his wounds were healed he was sent to the mines

in Siberla with other convicts. Here he worked for
twenty-six years. His haired turned white as snow, and
his narrow beard grew long and gray. All hismirth van-
ished, his back became bent, he walked slowly and spoke
little, never laughed, but often prayed to God.

The prison authorities liked Aksenov for his meekness,
and his fellow prisoners respected him ; they called him
‘* Grandfather,” and *‘ Man of God.”

Aksenov got no letters from home, and did not know
whether his wife and children were still alive or not.

One day a gang of new prisoners, condemned to the
mines, arrived at the prison. In the evening the old
prisoners collected around the new ones, and began asking
them where they came from, and . what they were sen.
tenced for. Aksenov liltened with a downcast air to what
was being said.

One of the new convicts, a tall, healthy looking man
of sixty, was relating how he had been taken,

““Well, friends,”” he said, *‘I only took & horse that
was tied to a sledge, and I taken up and accused of
theft. I said I had only taken him to get home sooner,
and then had let it go. Pesides, the driver was s parson
al friend of mine; so it's all right, I said. ‘No,’ they sy,
you've stolen it.’ Something did happen once— I should
have been here long dgo by rights; but I was sot found
out then,

‘‘And where did you come from}"’

“From Viadimir ; we were resident in th townM
name is Makar, and they honor me with the patronymic
of Semenovitch.'"

Aksenov lifted his head and said: “Tell me, Semeno
vitch, have you not heard amything of the merchants
Aksenoy of Viedimir? Are they still livieg"'

“Of course | have. They are rich, thess Aksenovs,
though thelr father .is in Siberia. A sluner ke our
selves, [ suppose. And then, grandfather, how did you
get here?”

Aksenoy did not eare to speak of his misfortune. He
sighed and sald: I have been in penial servitude there
for twenty years-six years for my sins. '

What sine?”
But Aksenov only said, *'I suppose | have dessrved it!"
His panions, h , Wid the ne how

Aksenoy came to be in Siberis, and shout the merchant
who had been killed and the kfife that was found hidden
among Aksenov's things,

When Makar Semenovitch heard all this he slapped
his knee und cried: ‘‘Well this s wonderful | It's won
derful | But you've grown old, grandfather. '

The others asked him why he was 80 surprised, and
where he had seen Aksenov before, but Makar Semeno-
vitch did not answer. He only said: *It's wonderful
that we should meet here, lads!”

These words awakened in Akeenov's mind the thought
that this man knew who had killed the merchant, so he
said: ‘‘Perhaps you have heard about this affair, or per-
haps you have heard who killed the merchant '

“Hyidently it was he in whose bag the knife was
found,” ed Makar S vitch with a laugh.
‘‘Even if someone else hid the knife there, you know, no
one’s a thief till he’s found out, Besides, how could
anyone have shoved the knife into your bag without
your hearing, when it was close to your head 2~

When Aksenov heard this he felt sure that it was this
very man who had killed the merchant. He rose and
walked away. All that night Akeenov kept awake, He
felt terribly depressed, and all sorts of things rose in his
mind; the image of his wife. when he parted from her,the
1ast time he went to the fare. He seemed to see her as
if she were present, her face, her eyes; he conld hear her
speaking and laughing. Then he saw his children, quite
little as they were then. And he remembered himself as
he was then—young and merry. He remembered how
he had sat playing his gunitar in the porch of the inn
where he was arrested. He remembered the place where
he was whipped, and the executioner and the people
.standing around, the chains, the convicts, the twenty-six
years of prison life, and his old age, and felt so low-
spirited that he had thoughts of itting suicid

“And it's all that scoundrel’s fault I And he grew so
angry with Makar Semenovitch that he longed for ven-
. geance, even if he had to perish for it himself.

A fortnight passed in this way. Aksenov could not
sleep at night, and felt so depressed that he did not
know what to do with himself,
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Oue night, as he was walking about the prison, he saw
somie earth falling from under one of the beds, Suddenl
Makar Semenovitch appeared from under the bed, an!
looked up at Ak with a frigh d face. Al
tried to pass without looking st him, but he seimed
Aksenov's hand and told him how he had duga hole
under the wall, and carried the earth out inside his top-
boots, which he had emptied every day on the way, when
the convicts were taken to their work.

““You just keep guiet, old man, aud I'll lend you out,
too. But if you blab, I shall get whipped to death, and
1'1l not let you off; I'll kill you.”

When Aksenov looked at his enemy he trembled all
over with anger, pulled his hand away, and said: “I
have no reason to get out, and you have no reason to kil
me. Vou killed me long ago. As to telling them about
you, 1 may do it, or I may not do it, as God will direct
me.""

The next day, when thg convicts were led to go to
their work, one of them was noticed by the soldiers
emptying earth outof his boots, The prison was
searched, and a hole found. Everyone denied having
any knowledge of it. Those who knew did not betray
Makar Semenovitch, knowing he would be whipped al-
most to death for it. Then the inapector turmed to
Aksenov, whom he knew to be a jnlt man,

““You are a truthful old man,’ he said, tell me before
God, who has dag the hole?"’

Makar Semenovitch stood looking quite nnconcerned,
with his eyes turned toward the inspector, and did not
look round at Aksenov. Aksenov's lips and hands trem-
bled, and for & long time he could not utter a word. He
thought, “‘shiall | soreen him? But why should I, since
he has ruined me? Lot him pay fof my sufferings. And
yot If 1 tall, it is quite true, they may whip him to death.
And suppose | suspect him unjustly? Besides, what good
would it do me?" )

‘Well, old man," said the inspector, ‘‘tell us the truth
whe {s it that bas been digging noder the wall?”

Aksenov looked at Makar Semenovitch, and said, “I
oan't sy, your honor, God will not let me teil you.”

However much the inspector tried, Aksenov would say
no more,

That night when Aksenov had gone to bed, he heard
somsone come up and sit down on his bed. He peered
through the darkness, and recognized Makar.

“What do you want with me” asked Aksenov. ‘‘What
are you doing bere’ ;

Makar Semenovitch was silent. <

Aksenov sat up and sald, ‘'What do you want?” €

Makar Semenovitch bent close over Akgenov and whis-
pared, “Ivas Dmitrievitch, forgive me!”

* What for 1" ssked Aksenov,

1 killed the merchant, aud bid the kuife among your
things. | meant 1o kill you, too, but heard a nolse out.
side, 80 | shoved the kuife in your bag and jumped out of
the window '’

Aksenov was silent. Makar Semenovitch got off the bed
and sid, bowing to the ground, " Ivan Dmitrievitch, for-
give me | For the love of God, forgive me. 1 will con-
fess thet | killed the merchant, and you will be forgiven
and will go home

“It is easy for you to talk, but what have I had to
bear ' sald Aksenov., ' Where am [ to go to now ! My
wife Is desd, my children have forgotien me. I have
nowhere to go."

Makar Semenoviteh did not rise, but beat his head
against the floor and cried, ** Ivan Dmitrieviteh, forgive
me! The whip was not so hard to bear when they
flogged me, aa.itis to look at yeu now. And you have
had pity on me—and you did not tell. For the love of
Christ, forgive me, cursed fiend that I am,” and he began
to sob, ;

When :Aksenov heard him sobbing, he, too, began to
weep, and said, ' God will forgive ron. Maybe Iam a
hundred times as bad as you.”” And suddenly he felt his
heart grow light, and the longing for home no longer
oppressed him, and he no longer had any wish to leave
the prison, but only longed for his last hour to come.

In spite of what Aksenov said, Makar Semenovitch
acknowledged his guilt. But when the order for his
release came, Aksenov was ,already dead.— British
Weekly.
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Getting Ready Beforehand.

Have you learned your part of the dialogue for mext
week, Souny, Gilbert's mother asked him when he came
in from school one Monday afternoon. I know some of
it already, Mamma, Gilbert answered readily,’’ and any-
way, I don’t need to begin to learn it so soon. Why it’s
most two weeks before I'll have to speak it.”

It is less than two weeks, my dear.”

But mamma, it's 80 easy ! it won't take me more than
a day to learn it.”

““But if that is so, Gilbert, it wonld be better to take
the time now, when you are sure of having it. If we
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