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UTTLE GRANDMOTHER OF RUSSIAN REVOLUTION IS

German Emperor; but she filled honest httle Katya
with disgust. ^

Once during a grand b.Il at Madame Shiria's. Katya
ran from room to room. looking and hstening, as was
her custom. The band was playing, couples were
dancmg, and laughter and merrymaking reigned
•supreme. At last Katya reached the outer room In
the shadow of the doorway stood a sorrowful figure withbowed head It was a serf waiting to see Madame
Shiria He had been waiting there all day in the same
attitude. He was m tatters, and through the rents in
h.s rags h,s hmbs looked like those of a skeleton. At
last Madame Shjr.a's silken train was heard sweeping
along the polished floor, and she appeared. The
s arvmg peasant trembled, and a faint light of hope
flidcered in his eyes. She asked r a chilling tone.
VVhat do you want here?" He threw himself at her

leet. and broke into a storm of sobs.
"My lady, God bless you! Have pity on me. Mycow IS dead. Help me, I beg of you '"

Madame Shiria stepped back with disdain. "Howdo these things concern me? Go to my steward.

The serf had already been to the steward, who had

for the unfortunate man, but he was put out of thehouse, and Madame Shiria went back to her ballroom

Ajiother neighbor was fat Duke Baratov, whosegod was his belly." Poor himself, he had married a

wife s money. He kept an orchestra, and gave magnifi-


