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CHAPTER XXI.
ALY, UP WITH ME !

'I'ne men continued to work upon the heap;
as the new pile grew the rubbish spread
widez, and the weight on my body increas-
sd, threatening to bury me afresh. Bat I
could use my ltmbs now without fear of dis-
covery, wriggling myself towards the edge.
Now and then | heard the workers' voices,
Once I thought I distinguished the governor
giving directions; but I was too deeply
smothered for their words to be inade ont.
At length all sounds ceased, the earth ceas-
ed to fall, and I concluded that the heap
was wholly displaced, and search in that
part abandoned., I dared not venture out,
however ; for though it seemed that 1had
been underground any hours, I could not
be sure that the sun had yet set, or that the
searchers, s ting that I was hidden in
the ecarth thereabouts, were not keeping
still with the object of leading me to quivmy
hidingplace.

The enforced rest did me good. I recov-
ered from the first terrible effects of in-
humation, and got strength. Yet I was
not idle; inch by inch I pushed myself out-
ward, until, at length, feeling nothing bat
light litter over my head, I put out my hand
and cautiously made an opening through the
baulm. To my intense llijclight I perceived
a star standing out bright and clear in the
dark sky.

i1 pushed my way out yet a little further,
but with such slow and steady movements
that no sound was aundible to my own ear ;
and then, getting a fair view over the flat
ground, I saw thelight in the prison beyond
the fire ; and nothing breaking the line of
the low stone wall that bounded the planta-
tion on the other side, it atood out straight
and black against the lighter sky to the
north.

It was not that way I had to go. Princes-
town lay to the west, and the run of the
single street wes south. Because no patrol
was in ui;ﬁht. there was Eeraal;er reason to
guppose that one was to encountered in
the direction I must take. He might be
atationed on the otherside of the heap from
which I was emerging. There was no bet-
ter spot for' observation than in the deep
shadow of this mound. Suddenly a short,
dry cough convinced me that a man was on
guard in the very place I had suspected. I
waited five minutes, not stirring a muscle.
The man cleared his throat again, then I
heard his steps, and the next moment
caught sight of his figure, a rifle in the
hollow of his arm, in black silhouette
againt the grey smoke that had driven him
from his former position, Ha= strolled three
or four paces out, and after standing there
& minute, as if looking about, he returned
to the heap, and came round towards the
fire, passing so close to me thatI could,
by stretching ocut my hand, have laid
hold of his ankle. A wild idea
of tripping him up and bolting for it
passed through my mind, but I thought
better of it ond let him pass. He went as
far as the firs, kicked asmouldering ember,
and returned, again passing within a foot of
the litter in which I was hid ; then a little
further on he seated himself on the heas,
his head and the barrel of his rifle just crop-
ping up above the outline of the rubbish.

ﬂifearly he was posted there for the night.
Jow was I to pass him?

I looked about me, To the north and
west there was not a vestige of smoke ; it

aust be rolling away to thesouth-east. If

I could get into it I might fcllow its course
in comparative safety. No gvard would
be likely to stand in the cooking fumes, and
they would help to conceal me. But I bad
o draw myself out of the heap on which the
auard was sitting, not more than two or
three yards away. Could I do this without
making a sound to attract his attention?
The crackling and spluttering of earth in
the fire were sufficient, I believed, to mask
the noise I might make. It was my last
chance, and the attempt must be made.

Silence was not the only necessity. The
thing must be done quickly, for a casnal
glance to the right would reveal me to the
guard. I enlarged the hole hefore me
through which I had to creep, at the same
time working my body and legs to give
them treer passage. ‘When these prepara.
tions were made, and I felt that the mo-
‘nent was come for the attempt, I glanced to
the left. The head and the rifle barrel were
no ionger in sight. Stretching forwavd I
perceived the guard’s head leaning back,
the peak of his cap tilted upwards. ‘The
possibility that he had fallen asleep en-
ouraged me. . Putting out my hands and
digging my fingers in the earth, I drew my-
gelf out free of the litter ; then on my kneces
I crawled away, keeping close besid= the
heap till I had the fire full on my left hand,
the diameter of the heap between me and
the guard, and the column of smoke rolling
steadily over the grcund before me. 1 got
onwy feeb, made a step forward, tunin.
hurried glance to the right, drew a deep
breath of air, and noiselessly plunged into
the smoke. On I went as fast as 1 could
run on the loose earth till I came to a stone
wall, Putting my hands on top I vaunlted
over, prepared for a fall in the deep ditch
which I knew lay beyond. n the
diteh I stayed to get breath and look about
me for a minute or two. Twoor three
scatterad lights to the right marked the
houses in the t'illafn. I could see nothing
else but the wall 1 had leaped, the starry
sky, and the secrubby moorland. The great-
est ditficulty was overcome.
the stream and follow it up te the cottage
where Tilly's wife would give me refuge, I
should be out of danger.

“‘ Ob, I shall escape !" said I to myself,

with exultation, as 1 scrambled up from the
ditch into the heather. ** No power on
earth can make me prisoner again,”
* An intoxicating sense of triumph was all
I feltin this assurance of cscape. The
fierce passion of a brute was not softened by
a single humanising hope, The sole object
before me was to kill my wife and put an
end to my own life as socn as possible,

I singled out a star in the directict [ had
to take, and, keeping my eyes on -, made
my way forward in as straight = !ine as I
could keep: tearing my way through the
heather and serub, leaping from block to
block of granite, reckless alike of pain and
and danger. In this way I got down into
the valley, never stopping till 1 found
myselfl on soft ground, There I stop-

d to hsten, standing ankle deep

If Icounld find | ¥

-the stream before me, its broken waters
littering under the stars ; I turned to the
eft, zs lilly had directed. There was no
sign of dawn n the east yet awhile : that
was good. ;
The course of the stream was diffi-
cult to follow. At one time a marsh in

which I sank vp to my knees, obliged me to |

wade through the stream. In recrossingit
I slipped on a slimy boulder, and was car-
ried :ﬁwu by the current a hundred yards;
at another time I lost the stream in making
a detour about a mass of scattered rocks too

eat toscramble over. These ohstructions
%Tahﬂnld have avoided had 1 followed the
rough path, distinct enough to my sight
when my eyes had grown accustomed to the
obscurity ; but I dared not go from the
stream, for fear of missing the bridge I had
to find, As time went on, and a little
greyness marked the horizon to the east,
a dull forboding crept into my mind that I
had not kept a straight line in descend-
ing the valley, and by going too far east
hud struck the stream above the bridge

{it. This fear increased as the sky grew
lighter. I might have togo back again ; but
where should I turn—at which point give
up advance as hopeless? It would take
hours to retrace my steps; yet my only
chance of escape lay in reaching the cottage
before daylight. When the sun rose tie
whole moor would be scoured, and how
could I then escape? I said to myself that
as soon as a certain star, that already
twinkled feebly in the east, should be ex-
tinct, I would turn about. The fear that
I might do this at the momtnt when the
cottage might be but astone’s throw beyond
the range of sight urged me on with re-
doubled energy.

For hours 1 had heard no sound but the
rushing of the stream; now a strange cry
brought me suddenly to a stand amongst
the %mulders in which I was stumbling
along.

¢« Peewit !”’ It wasnot the cry of any bird
or animal I knew ; nor was it human ; yet
it might be made by & man. I scanned the
way before me with terrible anxiety. Some-
thing stood out against the pale green hori-
zon, which might well be the head and
body of a man. It moved; whether it ap-
proached or receded I could not tell at that
distunce,

“ Peewit ! ” Again that strange ecry.
Was it a signal from a man before to one
behind me? I glanced over my shoulder,
A block of stone, the same color as my drab
blouse, rose higher than my head. It was
improbable that I had been seen, The ob-
jeet in front moved again. A streak of pale
yellow crossed the green sky : the star was
gone, Should I goback? Ifthisthing was
a man lying in wait for me, it was probable
that the bridge by which one might escape

from the moor was not far off, Still watch-'

ing intently, it seemed to me that the head

rowing every minute clearer against the

righter sky was round, and not angular as
it would appear in the well-known warder’s
cap. Then an explanation flashed upon me
—it was the scout of some poachers draw-
ing their night line.- Thecry, when I heard
it again, sounded like a boy’s voice. Yet I
dared not let myself be seen by him ; though
an escaped convict had little to fear from
poachers, The streak had widened ; the
horizon was yellow now. It was too late to
go back ; madness to atand E-t-*i“.

('rouching down I erept out into the moor,
intending to make a detour and get back to
the stream at a safe distance above the bay.
With something like despair I noticed that
the yellow bar in thesky was flushed above
with pink. Just then I struck a path run-
ning at right angles with my course. This
I“uir surely lead to the bridge,” thought L.
Without a moment's hesitation I turned
down towards the stream following the path,
bending as low as I could to be sheltered by
the serubby growth on each side. Present-
ly I again heard the running water. Then
I stopped, and, raising my head cautiously,
looked all round me ; there was no sign of
living creature. I crept on more stealthily
than before, and in a few minutes made out
a rough bridge before me. On my hands
and knees 1 crept on to the bridge, and again

ansed to look around.
Ehuurd the strange cry ** Peewit !”

All was perfectly still save the monoton-
ous rippling of the stream, Just beyond
the bridge stood the cottage I sought—a
little two-roomed house, No light was via-
ible ; but the grey li%hta of morning was suf-
ficlently strong now for such a guide to be
unnecessary. I stole up to the door, and

with my knuckles, After waiting a minute
for respunse I rapped again louder.

¢t Nail him, Dick ! cried a voice from the
other side of the road, and before I could
move a step from the door a man burst from
the bush beyond the house, and another
leaped over the opposite hedge. I recogniz-
cd them both at a glance ; they were gang
warders ! +

I struggled to free myself from the vigors
ous hands that grasped me by the arms and
throat : but I was thrown down, my arms
twisted behind me, and in a moment the
handeuffs, were snapped upon my wrists,

While I still lay gasping on the ground,
and the men quietly linked a chain on to
| the handeufls, a woman’s shriek rose from
 the bridge. . _
| #«Qh, Jack, Jack!” she cried, rushing

down towards us; ‘‘don't let them take
ou.”
Iy ain't your Jack, Mra, Tilly,” said

the warder standing before me; *fyour
husband’s safe enough in Dartmoor.

of yours : *‘ peewit” would have spoilt us.”

Then, too late, I perceived who it was
that had stood in the path, and why that
warning cry had been given.

It was nearly mid-day when my captors
led me into the prison yard. As the great
iron gates swung to behind we, I felt that
my last hope of escape was gone.

CHAPTER XXIIL
SIX YEARS ON THE PUNISHIMENT LIST.

The chaplain came into the pumishment
cell where 1 was waiting to be taken before
the governor. 1 had not seen him for a
fortnight. _
I heard of my wile's infidelity from Beeton.
He came then to bid me *“‘good-bye,” and
told me he was going to Norfolk for a
| month’s shooting. His wife telegraphed to

L afection T had

when I turned to the left instead of below

furiously at him.
' of the judgment that made me, an innocent

Once more I fancied |

begun to feel for this man
was wholly gone. Ihadnothing to hope for
from him now. Without some such senti-
ment, gratitude is impossible, even to a
philosopher.

Nothing to hope for, nothing to cherish.
What had I ever received that I wished to
retain? All that I had might be taken
from me and leave me none the poorer. My
very life was a useless burden, to be given
up thankfully.

There is but one step from indifference to
hatred ; that step I had already -trodden.
Could 1 but hate thesociety that prolonged
my existence only to add to my sum of
misery, the power that had given me life
and endowed my being with senses to feel
who had inspired me with hope to vorture
me with despair ? :
| Sensible of my degradation, conscious
\ that no man living was more injured or for-

lorn than myself, I regarded with rancorous
envy all who had escaped my fate. As I
looked under my lowered brows at the
i chaplain, broad-shounldered, robust, with
. the breezy freshness of moorland freedom
in his open face, I asked myself what he
had done to enjoy all the blessings of life,
what I had done to be denied thelotofa
dog.

& I knew I should find you here,” said
the chaplain unbuttoning his ulster ; ** no
man could hope to escape except by a mir-
i acle.”

] thought you believed in miracles,”
' said I, sullenly. :
| ““What has that to do with it?"”" he cried,
‘pausing with his finger on a button, and

casting a sharp glance at meas I sank down
-on the plank bed.

““A good deal,” I replied; “you led me to
believe in them; that’s why 1 tried to es-
3 mPE'IF ]

“*Your failure need not shake your faith
in miracles—if by miracle you mean Divine
interposition in your  behalf. Would
_your escape have made you happier or bet-

ter? Idoubt it. Was not your capture the
very interposition you prayed for—provid-
| ing your escape from something worse than
imprisonment? I believeit. Whoare you
that you should set yourself up as a judge
of the righteousness of the Almighty ¥’
| He spoke with unusual sternness, but his
' voice sank to its customary tenderness, as,
sitting beside me on the bed and laying his
“hand on my arm, he said, *‘Believe me, the
day will come when vou will thank Heaven
on your knees that the end was not as you
“willed it. I am no prophet. A fool could
| prognosticate as much, knowing what I
know, I have had time to learn what
has taken place since I went away.
' Renshaw offered to send a cheque for a cer-
tain sum toanyone y>u named. You prom-
"ised to furnish him with an address, You
did not know where your wite was. You
received a communication from Beeton that
| threw you into a terrible state of doubt.
" You sent for a friend who confirmel your
suspicion ; that suspicion concerned your
wife, for vou did not send her address to
Renshaw—forgot that he existed, I daresay.
Upon the evidence of two witnesses—one a
notorious rascal—you condemn your wife,
and make a desperate attempt to escape,
with the object of inflicting punishment upon
~her. Is it notso "
i He waited for my reply. I made no sign.
¢ It must be so,” he said. ** You would
| deny it if you had a spark of affeztion for
her ; and what could have extingmshed
your love for her but the belief that she is
no longer worthy of it ? Come, Wyndham,
tell me your trouble, Let me know what
this charge is that has been broughtagainst
your wife, Let me try and find some ex-
planation of it. You may be sure I shall
. not pronounce judgment till I have found
out the whole truth.”

“] had enough of the judgment of
others,” I said, fiercely.

“* You have no right to complain of that
' judgment,” said he calmly. I looked up
¢ No right to complain

man, a slave !"

* No,” he repeated, fearlessly meeting
my wild look with his calm, soft eyes:
““ you have no right to complain of that

' judgment ; for, upon shehter evidence than
' that which convicted-you in the mind of an
! impartial judge, you, biassed by passion,

condemn the woman whose defence is un-
heard.”

¢ T will believe no evidence but that of
' myown senses. She shall defend herself
when the time comes.”

*¢ When the time comes ; and, meanwhile
what are you going to do "

¢ Nothing,” I replied doggedly.

He argued with me for a long while,
trying every means that a keen and noble
mind could conceive to make me hear rea-

1f it
had been Jack, he'a a taken that warning |

His last visit was made before!

' sen, to incline me to merciful action. 1

 made no reply, but sat there 1n obstinate
| after o moment's hesitation rapped softly !

silence. At length he rose with a sigh,
and after taking a turn up the cell came
back, and standing before me, put hishands
on my shoulders, and said— .

¢¢« No man =2an do nothing, Wyndham.
We must keep moving until the endi—on-
wards or backwards, upwards or downwards
—chere’s no standing still.”

He was right, I went from that day back-
wards and dsewnwards at the sdme time,
Under the chaplain’s influence it might
' have been otherwise, but it was iny misfor-
tune never to see him again. Theday before
' he was to have returned to Darcnoor he

was thrown from his horse and killed. The
| governor himself, with tears in his eyes,
. told me the news.

| ¢ He took a deep interest in yon,  said
he, ** and thought of you at the last. “ Tell

poor Wyndham,’ he zaid, * that I meant to

i bring him back into the right road again.

| He must find his way alone or through the
i guidance of others now.’” And now, my man,

if you have any love for that kindest and
best of friends, any respect for his memory,

vou will endeavor to fulfil his last wish. He
desired you should have this book for a
. keepsake,” he added, laying down a
volume on my shelf; and then he
went out quite overcome by the mem-
lory of the friend and fellow worker
' he had lost tor ever.

I took wup the book, It was Darwin’s
« Origin of Spzcies.” I never read a page
of it, and it was removed by the mext
chaplain as unfit for me toread.

I was shocked by this sudden loss, and
touched by the measage to me. While the
impression lasted, I wavered in the sullen
resolution I had taken to abandon myself
to the course of events and the prompting of
my senses. 1 even contidered how I might
begin & new departure ; but when I had
listened to the cold and meaningless phrases
of the new chaplain, and the book wastaken

ir. the ooze, Iheard the rushing of water, | him when she heard of my cscape, knowing  out of my sight, I looked upon the loss of

and confident that 1 was now near the
atream A strode on again, resently I saw

| that he was deeply interested in e,
I rose instinctively as ic entered; but the

imfr friend as another blow of that power
whi

ch had doomed me to destruction.

"hand’s dodge of doing

There was nothing in my life that tended
to raise me from the moral lassitude into
whizh I had sunk—much to turn what
energy that remained into bad channels.
Leniently asthe governor was disposed to
deal with me for tle attempted escape, he
was compelled to inflict punishment uponine
in order to maintain prison discipline, and
discourage others from a similar offence. 1
was degraded to the third class. My blue-
and-drab dress was changed for yellow and
grey ; gruel was given me in place of
tea ; no longer took exercise with
the good-coninct men, but marched
in single file with the worst. In ad-
dition to this I was put to work in the
quarries, where, with four other wretzhes
harnessed like beasts to the stone tiuck, 1
dragged the blocks from the cutting to the
depot. The work was brutalizing and ex-
haustive to one not yet up to the regular
little and feigniug
got into my cell in the
evening 1 was done up. I began to ned as
soon as I had devoured my gruel. I was
unfit for any intellectual exercise, and I
certainly had no inclination that way. I
never asked for a book ; never touched
my slate. * What's the good ¥ I asked
myself. When I woke with a shiver from
my doze I would Lurn into bed and sleep
like a log. Relatively this condition was
ood.
" After a time I grew more cunning, and
did no more work than my fellows. You
have only to hold younr breath, and lay your
body against the harness when the warder
is looking, to make him believe you
are straining every muscle. Then going
back from the quarries no more fatigued
than if 1 had done a day’s work in the
fields, my mind was active enough to need
occupation in the evening. My inventive
faculty turned now to elaborating schemes
of escape and devising means for the pur-
pose. Night after night, week after week,
month after month, I toiled at this pursuit,
and at length, having hit upon a design
that promised success, I put it in execution
at theend of a year. It failed, and I again
wore yellow and grey for three months.
Not discouraged by this reverse, I once
more n.ttemptecig to get away fifteen months
later—that being the third attempt in three
years. Butthis time I knocked down a
warder, and was only captured after a des-
perate struggle with two others; and so I
got a dress of black and drab, with
the addition of fetters and chains, which I
wore night and day for three months. But
before the rivets were filed off, I was again
at work upon a plan of escape.

“*Oh, I shall get away sooner or later,”
said I to myself, as I nursed my chains;
“‘there are certain things a man can foresee
as clearly as death, '].‘Igm luck must turn.
It's a game of chance after all—if it’s noth-
ing more, Say that one in a hundred at-
tempts is successful, the man who passes
the limit succeeds. But there's skill
in the game, and - that counts for
something. I won’t be in a hurry about
this next one. There's plenty of time.
Three months or three years makes no dif-
ference tome. I'm getting patient. Nine
years of it, grinding every day like a mill
horse, makes a fellow pretty callous about
to-morrow or the day after. I won't be
satisfied with the first plan that looks all
right. I'll lay by half a dozen to choose
from. Lots of time. That was a fool's game
1 played last turn—shamrming reform and
getting back into the Agricultural Gang. I
won't do 1t again, Stick to my quarry pals.
We're all villains alike.
line : kick up a row, break the rules, keep
on the punishment list, tire the whole lot
ont with watching me, lead them along
one false scent after the other, till at last
the real attempt shall seem nothing but a
feint, and they let me slip under their very
noses. I shall getit pretty hot, that’s cer-
tain. The warders have almost forgotten
that they liked me once ; they'll turn spite-
ful before long. No more tea—well, gruel’s
as good when you're used to it. All privi-
leges knocked off—a precious difference
that'll make to me! Do I want to have
a visit from her and her husband?
Curse them both! Do I want to write to
them, or hear from them? Do I want to
know whether she is alive or dead? No,
not Lefore I am free! Ifhen—I can’t think
of that and my schemes clearly at the same
time. WherewasI? I know what I may
expect,  Punishment cell and plank bed,
orank and wrons—ah! they're the worst
to bear. Never mind, there’s not a hour’s

ain. not a lingering torture, no privation,
Eu ind ignity tli:;a.tr Iglm.‘l.'fa suffered all these
years that shall not be repaid. What I
have received through her, she shall have
back from me. All that I have endured she
shall endure. The stone she has thrown
shall fall back upon herself. I have a good
memory. 1 have kept an account of all I
owe. I have it here in my head. Nota
single item shail be forgotten when the
time comes to settle up between us. If she
have & spark of feeling, I will trample on
it + if she retain her high- spirit, I will
break it down. I see things clearer now
than I did. Killing is too good tor her;

much. When I

suffer for herself the remorse she could
not feel for me. 1 will keep her alive
as I have been kept alive, I will de-
base her as she has debased me. She
shall lose her womanhood as 1 have lost my
manhood, and become the savage brute |
am. \ve will never part again, We are
fettered fer life, the one to the other, and
when we do it shall be in a fiendish strug-
gle, and tound together our ruined souls

LR

ghali Le delivered to everlasting fury !

It was thus my plans of escape mingied
ever with a project of revenge that became
every day more diabolical as I yielded to
the brutalising influences about me. To
gloat upon a new form of vengeance was the
sole indulgence offered to my passions:
means of accomplishing it the only employ-
ment formy intellectual faculties. As my pas-
sion grew, my mental power contracted. It
was with difficulty I fixed my mind upon the
practical purpose before me. My thoughts
wandered away to the contemplation of my
victim writhing under punishment. More
and more often the slate on which 1 drew
diagrams of the prison, the quarry, and
their surroundings, with the signs by which
I marked the methods of evasion, would
slip unnoticed from my knees, and I loat
myself in brooding on the shame and sufler-
ing in store for my wife. Andyet I had suffi-
cient reason left to see the fatal tendency of
this self-indulgence. I was conscious that
in time [ should become the slave of my
passions, incapable of any mental eflort—a
raving maniac, and nothing more.

But I stuck obstinately to my idea of
tiring the warders out ; and with some sort
of success., 1 feigned evasion #o frequently

that they grew careless and negligent. The
I.

it is not enough for me. She shall live and ;

-

1’11 stick to this |

warders had just enough pride to mmu>

them fear ridicule. To be misled by a
prisoner, and then langhed at by their com-
rades, was intolerable. They retaliated
by attributing offences to me of which I was
innocent.
on the punishment list, “‘I won't runaiter’
you next time,” said a warder, sava tys,
one day, giving my wrist a screw with «
steel cuff called a “‘persuader™; *‘next
time ['ll fetch yon down with a bullet.”
The governor himself began to lose
patience. =

“] don't know what to do with yen,”
said he, when I was taken before him for
for the second time in a week. ‘‘For five
years you were the best man in the place,
and for nearly six you have been the worst.
I have treated you with the utmost leniency
your misconduct permitted. That has fail-
ed. You force me to try the etfect of
severity, and I warn you that I shall bring
you before the Visiting Committee for the
next offence, and advise flogging. |

That night I went to sleep in the ferocious
contemplation of logging my wife to death.
Before the end of the week I was again re-
ported. To my astonishment I was sent
out to the quarries the next morning with-
out being taken before the governor. The
only explanation I could think of was that
my ease had been reserved for the Visiting
Committee. I foresaw that che ﬂﬁf;ging 1
had so long escaped was in store tor me.
But on Sunday there was matter for fresh
surprise. After ta.kiug my turn in the ex-
ercise yard, instead of going back to the
punishment cell, I was led into block No.
4, and lodged with the first class men. The
first thing I did was to unroll the hammock
and lie down. It was an age since I had
had stretched myself out on anything softer
than a plank bed. Then I lay wondering
what had happened. I found that out in
the afternoon.

My innocence had been proved !

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

THE KOOLAK A RUSSIAN VAMPIRE.

e Plunders the Peasants oF Thelr Last
Hopeck by Usary.

I have frequently called attention to the
deplorable condition of the Russian peas-
antry under the tyranny of the village
usurers says a St. Petersbarg correspondent
to the London Telegraph., The Societe

jconomique has now published a caleula-
tion that the rural population 1s paying
200,000,000 per annum interest to the koo-
laks. This is about equivalent to the inter-
est annually paid on the national debt. In
fact, the usurers have discounted the stale
revenues and gradually sucked the peasant-
ry so dry that they arenow refusing to have
anything more to do with them,

Hitherto when a commune could not pay
his taxes the koolak paid and took the
crops of the population for several years in
advance as repayment. Now, however, by
a long process of this exhaustive drain upon
them, the peasantry have been reduced to
such utter ruin that even the koolaks will
no longer lend. The result, of course, will
be thatnone of the enormous arrears will be
paid, nor will it be possible to collect taxes
untilthe peasants have recovered somewhat,
And, unless a check is put on the koolaks,
this recovery can never take place, for as
goon as it begins the koolak will recom-
mence his operations.

A few examples will show what has been
and still is going on. I take them from a
small local paper, the Priazovski Krau,

Two years ago a peasant in the district of
Rostoff borrowed 100 rubles at 5 per cent.
per month, giving a bill for 200. Not being
able to pay his 160 at the end of the first
year he renewed, giving this time a bill for
290, He then had 96 interest, making a
total of 256 rubles ; at the end of the second
year he had a good cr:q-i\, which brought him
200, all of which he had to pay, and remain-
ed still a debtor for 56 rubles. )

In 1891 the peasants of the village of Kar-
lovna borrowed trom the koolak Antoinsheft
3,060 poods of rye against 500 desiatines of
their best land for nine years, This year
they are buying back their land at 17 rubles
a desiatine. 1n another village the peasants
sold their barley crop in advance to a koolak
for 55 kopecks a poud, and are now deliver-
ing it to him, though the market price to-
day is from 85 to 00 kopecks. Comment oun
these examples is quite superfluous.

.

Didn't Mean to be Imposed Upon,

She was an independent sort of a girl, re-
cently in possession of quite a fortune, and
she concluded u horse was a necessity in her
new ecatablishment, so she sent for a dealer
and had a talk with him. What she didn’t
know about horses would fill a livery stable,
butehe tried to make the dealer believe she
wasa judge and told him to bring her some-
thing to look at. The dealer came, and she
went out to pass judgement. She walked
all avound the animal critically, as profes-
sionals do. 2

¢ Jg he well-trained 7" she inquired with
the air of a jockey,

«: Certainly, miss,” replied the dealer.
¢+ She is well gaited and fine in harness.”

¢ Um-—um,” said the girl; **is she all
right in the botis?" X

‘¢ Yes, miss,” gasped the dealer, *‘but
you sce I've only got shoes on her fore-fcet.”

He said that because, really, he didn’t
know what else to say.

The girl laughed merrily.

« [ noticed that, but you couldn’t very
well have them on her five feet, could yon?"
she gurgled,

¢« | mean, miss,” stammered the dealer,
¢ that she is shod only on the fore-feet.”

¢ understand,” she said, seriovsly,
¢ hut that can be cured without any diffi-
culty, can’t it " g

#Very easily, indeed, miss,” asscnted
the dealer, with a great sci:se of relief,

¢+ She seems to be all right in the fore
shoulders, but her hind shoulders don’t
seem to be quite right,” suggested the girl.

“There's nothing the matter with her
there,” asserted the dealer. ** She is per-
fectly sound.” ' :

“ There's no danger of her withers being
spavined, is there *” she enquired carefully.
«I've seen horses like that, and they al-
ways made me nervous. SR

“* No danger in the world, miss,” the
dealer assured her.

“ How old is she ?” enguired the girl.

By this time the dealer knew his man,
and was confident.

*“ Being a lady, miss,” he smiled, *‘1'd
rather not tell Ler nge.”

«How considerate of you,” she said
carnestly, “ I'll take her,” and tke dealer
sent in a bill for 8250, representing a net
profit to him of §100.

For five years I was continually
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