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« For always in thinz eyes, O Liberty!
Shires that high light whereby the world is saved ;
And though thou slay ws, we will trust in thee.”
JouN Hav.

On Picket Duty.

To my criticism that ‘Jobn Swinton’s Paper”

lacks a * definite and scientific grasp of the prinei-
ples of Liberty and Equity,” the editor answers:
« Oh, for the scientific grasp!” It is not to be had
by ejaculation, Mr. Swinton; only by thought and
study. In this exclamation is strikingly exhibited
the very fault that I find in all your agitution, — that
it is ejaculatory instead of articulate.

1t is pleasant to be able to announce the reappear-
ance of the Spanish Anarchistic journal, the “ Revista
Social.” My best wishes for its uninterrupted suc-
cess, as well as for that of “L’Intransigente,” an
Italian organ of Anarchistic principles recently
started at Venice. The evidences of the spread of
Anarchism in all directions are accurrulating with a
rapidity that makes the most sanguine of us wonder.

A letter recently received from John F. Kelly of
Hoboken contains the following interesting bit of in-
formation : « One of my Irish correspondents, Hickey
of Brosna, writes me that a marriage was celebrated
recently in his parish without the presence of any
official either of Church or State. You caa scarcely
vealize what an immense advance in opinion such an
act indicates, taking place in a small Irish mountain
village at a distance from any large town.”

« The whole theory of murder as a means of reform
and progress, which Wendell Phillips once dishon-
ored himself by approving, and wkich an ufworthy
son of New Bedford has recentlv disgraced himself
by upholding in all its naked <cformity, is a terrible
mistake” The newspaper t1at lately made the fore-
going remark was the New Bedford  Standard,”
and the “ unworthy son ™ referred to is myself. The
disgrace of having my name associated with that of
‘Wendell Phillips against New Bedford and its journ-
alistic dullards is one that I can stand ds long as
they can. “If this state of things [dynamite war-
igre] is to continue,” says the Standard,” “ society
will be reduced to the condition we read of in Jewish
nistory, when every man did that which seemed right
in his own eyes, and will he reduced to the semi-
barbarous condition of those ancient times.” What
a horrible condition < affairs it must have been
when every man was honest enough to obey his own
conseience, — that is, to do ¢ that which seemed right
in his own ey=3”! In whose eyes, pray, if not his
own, ought a man's conduct to seem right? The
jdea that o man should do only that which seemns
right ip other. syes is not onlv rottenly dishonest,
but tends siraight to the communism which the
« Standard” professes to abhor, and waich was the

- prevailing form of society, not in semi-barberous,
but in wholly barbarous times. * Modern society,”
the “Standard” concludes, “cannot and will not

_“endure this, and must find a way to prevent it.”’

" Exactly Liberty's opinion; but what is the * Stand-
ard” doing toward the discovery of this way?

‘Nothing but denouncing as cranks those who are
arnestly striving to findit. It requires the bursting
f & dynainite bomb under their noses to arovse these

intry journalists from their sapient letho :gy.

BOSTON, MASS., SATURDAY, FEERUARY 28, 1885.

One with Dynamite is 2 majority, — il there is an
idea behind the dynamite.

G. P. Putnam’s Sons are about to publish a small
work, entitled “ Man's Birthright; or, The Higher
Law of Property,” by Edward H. G. Clark, of Troy,
N. Y. Mr. Clark is a strong writer, and his book
will doubtless be interesting.

I will give ten cents each for copies of the follow-
ing numbers of Liberty: 1, 2, 8, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 10,
12, 15, 16, 19, 22, 24, 26, and 48, It every reader of
Liberty who has back numbers to spare will look
them over for the desired dates and send them to me
on the above terms, a great favor will be conferred.

T'he Truth Seeker Company sends me its * Annual
and Frecthinkers' Almanac” for 1885, a large and
handsome pamphiet containing interesting articles
by and in some cases excellent portraits of eminent
Liberals. These portraits are grouped, six on a
page. On the fifth plate appears John R. Kelso aur-
rounded by five well-known ladies. Will not the
gallant Colonel take this as a hit at his recent vig-
orous articics in behalf of the rights of Mormons?
The book is worth its price,— twenty-five cents, —
and worthy of its enterprising publishers.

Liberty deeply regrets the loss of a friend and
subscriber in the death of John S. Verity of Lynn.
He was one of the best and sincerest men in the
Liberal ranks. Never did man love the truth better.
Indeerd, to thic desire to be and do the right was due
the chief weakness of his churacter, a certain insta-
bility of opinion, resulting from his giving too great
weight to the last new argument for or against a
given position. He was always afraid lest he might
do injustice to his opponent’s thought. But there
was really no dispesition to waver, and after one of
these conflicts he aiways fouad himself nearer to the
position of pertect libexty. So it was that, beginning
by advocating compuisory methods of reform, the
end of his lite saw him sufficiently Anarchistic to
accept the principles urged in Auberon Herbert's
« A Politician in Sight of Haven,” and so it is that
Liberty mourns his disappearance.

Congress was recently on the point of reducing the
rate of postage on newspapers to publishers from
two cents to one cent a pound. This is as absurd as it
is unjust. Being a publisher myself, of course I am
very happy to be able to send a single copy of Lib-
erty to San Francisco and have it delivered by car-
rier to a streei and number for one-eighth of a cent,
as [ can do now, and my happiness is Iikely to be-
come rapturous when congress skall enable me to do
the same thing for one-sixteenth of a cent. But as it
costs the government almost if not quite as much to
carry and deliver iewspapers as letters, I arn uncble
to see why my neighbor, who is not a publisher,
should be taxed two cents for the transportation of
his letter to Sau Francisco in order that my news-
paper may go for very much less than cost. In fact,
such an adjustment of rates is compulsory commun-
ism, or, in other words, robbery, and I am surprised
to see so stanch a defender of individualism as the
Galveston “News ” uphold it. Every article car-
ried in the mails should be carried for what it costs
to carry it, and competition would compel this if the
rzal and bottom outrage in the matter, the govern-
ment monopoly of the postal business, were abol-
ished. )

Whole No, 59.

Stepniak's thrilling revolutionary sketch, * A Fe-
male Nihilist,” which was finished in the last number
of Liberty, is now ready in painphlet firm at ten
cents a copy. 'The aunihor, whose work on “ Under-
ground Russia® has had such a large salec on Lok
sides of the Atlantic, is a Nihilist himself and thor-
oughly conversant with the men and measures of his
party. The sketch now published is of a typicsi
Nihilistic heroine, and all should read it who wish te
know the stuff of which Russian revolutionists are
made.

The somewhat fitful /intervals at which Liberty
has lately appeared are not o be continued long.
‘This journal is now to have its own printing office,
whereby much expense “¥ill be saved and gr:ater
regularity of publication insured. The new type in
which thé next number is to be clothed will also
enhance its beauty. It wiil appear March 21, after
which the regular fortuightly publication will be
maintained. By this important change not alone the
paper will profit, but my facilities for pamphlet and
book work will be greatly increased.

*¢The one thing most wanted in the world, ac-
cording to Anarchist Benj. R. Tucker, of Boston, ¢is
to make capital want labor move than labor wants
capital’ He thinks * ‘ree banking' will aceomplish
this and that ‘ therein lies the solution of the labor
problem.” By free banking we believe Mr. Tucker
means that every man whe has credit shall be
privileged to coin it and pass it off as money if he
can. As a method of creating anarchy this would
without doubt be a success, limited only by the pos-
sibiy unimportant fact that such a currercy wouldn't
cireulate " — Winsted Press. May I suggest to Green-
backer wacien V. Pinney, of Winsted, that it is none
of his business whether such currency would circu-
late or not; that in any event he need not take it
unless he chooses to; tbat those who wish to take it
kave a perfect right to A~ .o; and that he and his
tireenback compan’ns, who belie their assertion
that such currency would not circulate by proposing
to provide legal penaiiies against its circulation, are
evaders of logic ard invaders of right.

Of the ™any ncw French publieations of a social-
istic nr.ure that bLave recently come te Liberty's
table, decidedly the best ave *“ Le Glaneur Anarchiste™
(The Anarchistic Gleaner) and “La Société Nou-
velle” (The New Society). The fermer is published
at Paris every month, and its contents entir-ly con-
gist, as _t3 name indicates, of extracts fr~_. the works
of the most famous authors inculcatiig doctrines
unriistakably Anarchistic. This important method
of propagandism is one to which Liberty has con-
tr'outed in publishing Burke's  Vindication of Nat-
ural Socioty,” finished in this number and to appear
before long in paraphlet form, and I suggest to my
Paris contemporary that it would do well to translate
this remarkable essay into French and publish it
serially. ¢ La Société Nouvelle ™ fiies the flag of no
special doctrine, but is really what it ¢ .*ms to be,
—a frec parliament for the discussion of social ques-
tions, It gives evidence of lofty tone and earnest
purpose, and externally is the handsomest Socialisti~
magazine published. The early numbers have cqn-
tained some powerful articles by those eminent
sgientist,s and socialists, Elisée Reclus and his brother

lie.
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WIHAT’s 70 BE DONE?Y
A ROMANCE.
By N. G. TCHERNYCIIEWSKY.
Translated by Benj. R. Tucker.

Continued from No. 58,

A special entimept
can be stifled, anc in the course of *ime my tranquillity will be reéstabl. ‘had, and &
shiel once more e coutented with my lite. But if 1 once act against o y human
nature, I shall lose forever the nossibility of tranquillity, the possibility of being
concented with myself, and poison my whole life. This, in a word, is tne situa-
tion in which I find myseli: I like wine, nnd I see before me a cup of very
good wine, but T have a saspicion that tlis wine is poisoned. Whether or nc*
there is any ground for my suspicicsn it iy impossible for me to know. Shall 1
drink this eup, or overturn it that it may not tempt me? I should not charas-
terize my decision as noble or honest even; those are too high-sounding words;
it is at most a matter of reason, of enlightened self-interest; I overturn the cup
‘Thereby I deprive myself of a certain pleasure, ! cause myself a certain paing
but on the other hand I assure myself Lealth,— that is, the po: sibi’ity of drink-
ing for many vears and in sufficient quantities wine which, I feel .ove, is not
poisoned. I do not act stupidly ; that is my only merit.”

XVIIL

3ut how to retire? To play the old comedy over again, tc feign offence, to
show a base side to his character in order to explain kis course, — that would
not do; «ne cannot mislead twice in the same way ; a second affair of the sume!
sort would only have expluined the real meaning of the first, and set Kivsaroif
up as a hero not only of the new occasion, but of the cld as well. In general
any abrupt stspension of relations should be avoided ; not that such a separatiza
would not hav: been easier, but it would have excited attention, — that is, would
have heen a low and base thing (according to the egoistic theory of Kirsanoff).
Thercfore there wus but one way left, the most difficult and painful, —to beat 2
retreat in a slow, impereeptible way, so that his departure should not be noticed.
It was a delicate and sufficiently trying task ; to go away without attracting the
attention of one whose eyes are ever upon you is difficult. But, whether he
would or no, this was what he had to do. However, according to Kirsanoff’s
theory, this course was not only not painful, but really agreeable; the more
difficult an affair is, the more one rejoices (through pride) in his power and
skill, if he executes it well.

And indeed he did execute it well: neither by a word, nor by ill-timed silence,
nor by a look did he betruy himself'; he still maintained his ease of manner, and
jested as before with Véra Pavlovna; it was evident that as before he found pleas-
ure in her society ; but obstacles were always ariging to prevent him from coming
to sec the Lopoukhoffs as often as he used to, and from s(:>"~g all the evening,
sv that Lopoukhoff had oceasion oftener than before to seize him by the hand or
else Ly the lappel of his coat and say to him:

« N0, dear friend, I will not let you leave this discussion in that way.” And so
it was thut while at the Lopoukhoffs’ he always sat nearer his comrade’s divan.
All this was arranged so methodically that the change was not even perceptibie.

Kirsanoff had obstacles, but he did not put them forward; on the contrary, he

expressed regrets (rarely, for to express them too often would not have heen
proper) that these obstacles should present themselves. And these obstacles
were 50 natural, so inevitable, that very often the Lopoukhoffs themselves drove
him wway by reminding him that he had forgotten his promise to be at home that
evening, that such or such a one was waiiing for him there, or that he forgot that
i he did not go that day to see such a person that person would be offerded, or
that he forgot that he had at least four hours’ work te do before the next morning ;
had he no desire to sleep at night ? It was already ten o’clock; a truce to bab-
bling! it was time to go to work. Thus they refreshed Kirsanoff’s memory, but
he didt not always listen. He did not go to see this or that acquaintance; he
might take offence if he liked. The work could wait; th.re was time -enough,
and he desired to stay the evening through. But the obstacles continually multi-
plied, and scientific pursnit- ;ressed ever faster upon him and took away his even-
ings une after another. - M .3 we devil take the scientific pursuits,” sometimes
he wovid ery. He me’ - sto~ 1.y increasing number of individuals who threw
their acquaintanee at s .ead. The ease with which these individuals made s
aceaaintance was :c..ly oc.onishing, he would sometimes remark incidentally.
I' seemed so to him, but the Lopoukhoffs saw clearly that he was making a repu-
.ation and that for that reason an ever growing number of men needed him. He
must not neglect them, and it was wrong to let himself go on like that. What
was to he done? He had grown very lazy during the last few months, and could
not set himself to work. * But you must, my dear Alexander;" *It is time, Alex-
aner Matvéiteh,” they often said to him. It was a difficult manceuvre. Through
long weeks he had to drag this deception and execute it with the slowness and
precision of a elock-hand, which you cannot see move however attentively you
look at it, but which nevertheless does its work, stealthily, and moves farther and
farther i:vm its primitive position. What pleasure, therefore, Kirsanoff the theo-
vist found in the contemplation of his practical skill! The egoists and material-
ists do nothing except for their own pleasure. Kirsanoff tco could say, with his
hand upon his conscience, that he was acting for his own pleasure, and rejoiced
at his skill and decision.

A month passed in this way, and if any one had examined things, he would
have found that in the course of this month Kirsanoff’s inlimacy with the Lopouk-
hofts had grown no less, but that “he time he spent with them had become four
times less, and the part of the ‘ime spen; with Véra Puvlovna had diminished
one-half. A month more and, while the friendship will remain the same, the in-
terviews will be few and far between and the movement will be finished.

Does the clear-sighted LopoukheX notice nothing?

No, nothing at all.

And Véra fPavlovna?  Does she notice nothing either? Not when Lorself. But
here she has o dream.

XIX.
VERA PAVLOVNA'S THIRD DREAM.

This was Véra Pavlovna’s dream:
After baving taken tea and talked with her “ darling,” she wexi to her room
ud Ly down all dressed for a moment, not to sleep,— it was toc early, being
only half-past eight,— but only to read. There she is, on her bed, reading. But
the hook falls from her hands,” She reflects and says to herself: Why does ennui

simply occurred to me that 1 wanted to go to the opera this evening. Bat this
Kirsanoff is so inattentive! He went tov late to get the tickets, He ought to
know, however, that, when Bosio sings, tickets are not to be had at eleven o'clock
for two roubles each. Can Kirsanoff be blamed? If he had had to wo:g until
five o'clock, I am sure he would not have admitted it. But it is his fault just the
same. No, in future T will rather ask tmy * darling” to get the tickets, and I will
go with him to the opera: my “dating™ will not leave me without, tickets, and,
as for accompanying me, he will be always very happy to; he is so agreeable,
my * darling ™ Now, thanks to this Kirsanoff, I have missed ¢ La Traviata;" it's
horrid! 1 would have gone to the opera every evening, if there had been an
npera every evening, however Lad the piece, provided Bosio filled the principal
~gle. 11 bad a voice like Bosio’s, I would sing all day. 1f I could make her ac-
quaintance? How can I do it? That artillery oflicer knows Tamberlik well,
cannot he be secured as & mediator? It is not possible. But what a queer idea !
Gf what use to make Bosio’s acquain.ance? Would she sing for me? Must she
not look out for her voice?

But when did Bosio get time to learr. Russian® And to pronounce it so well?
Where did she unearth those verses i+t are so licentious? ~ She probably studied
Russian with the same grammar th it I used : those verses are quoted in it as an
exampla of punctuation, which is very stupid. If only those verses were not so
ficentious; Lut there is no time to think of the words, for one has to listen to her
voice,

Consacre a I'amour

Ton heureuse jeuncsse, -

Et cierche nuit et jour

L’heure de J'ivresse.*

How queer these words are! But what a voice and what sentiment! Yes, her
voice is much improved ; it-is ~dmirable now. How did Bosio succeed in reach-
ing such a point? I did not know how to make hcr acquaintance, and here she
’s, come to Taake me a visii. How did she learn of my desire?

“ You ha:c been sumraoning me a long time,” said Bosio, in Russian.

«19 Ho ~ould ] bave done so, when I am unknown to you? No matter, I
am glad, very giad, to 8o you.”

Véra Pavlovna opeus her curtains to extend Ler hand to Bosio, but the singer
begins to laugh ; it 18 not Bosio, but rather De-Merick playing the Bohemian in
«Rigoletto.” 3ut if the gay laugh is De-Meriek’s, the voice is really Bosio's; she
draws back abruptly and hides behind'the curtain. Whut a pity!

“ Do you krow why I have come? " said the apparition, laughing as though
she were De-Merick instead of Bosio.

« But who are you? You are not De-Merick? ”

« No,»

« Then you are Bosio? "

Fresh laughter. * You recognize quickly, but we must now attend to the busi-
ess 02 which I have come. I wish to reud your diary with you.”

« I have no diary; I never kept any.”

* But look ! what is that on the little table P

Vurs Pavlovna Jocks: on the little table near the bed lies a writing-book
inseribed: Diary of V. L. Where did this writing-book, come from? Véra
Pavlovna takes it, opens it, — it is written in her hand: but when ?

« Read the last page,” says Bosio.

Véra Pavlovna reads: “ Again it happens that T remain alone entire evenings.
But. that is nothing: I am used to it.”

«Ts that a1l says Bosio.

3 A]].” /

« No, you do not read all. You cannot deceive me. And what is this here?”
Veéra Pavlovna sees a hand streteh forth. How beautiful this hand is! No, this
marvellous hand is not Bosio’s. And how did it pierce the curtains without
opening them? The hand touches the page; at its contact new lines stand out
which were not there before.

« Read.”

Véra Pavlovna feels a pressure on her heart; she has not yet looked at these
lines; she does not know what they contain, and nevertheless her heart is
oppressed.  She does not wish to road.

+ Read,” repeats the apparition.

Véra Paviovna reads: “ No, now I grow weary in my solitude. Formerly I
did not grow .....y. Why did I aot grow weary before. and why do I grow
weary now?"

“Turn one page back.”

Véra Pavlovna turns the leaf: “ Suramer of this year” (who is it that writes
iser diary in this way? says Véra Pavlovna; it should have said 1855, June or
July, with the date). *Summer of this year. We are going, as usual, out of
the oity to the islands. This time my darling accompanies us; how contented I
am!”’ (Ah! it is Augusi. What' day of the month,—the fifteenth or the
twelfth? Yes, yes, about the fifteenth ; it was after this excursion that my poor
darling fell sick, thinks Vér: Pavlovna.)

“Js that all P

e Axl'ﬁ

«No, you do not read all. And what is this here?” (And the marvellous
hand again stretches forth, and more new lines appear.)

Véra Pavlovna reads without wishing to: “ Why does not my darling accom-
pany us oftener?”

«Turn another leaf.”

« My darling is so busy, and it is always for me, always for me that he works,
my darling.” ~(That is really the answer, thinks Véra Pavlovna with joy.)

“Turn one page more.”

« How honest and noble these students are, and how they esteem my darling!
And I am gay in their company; wiih them I feel as if I were with brothers,
quite at my ease.”

«Is that allP ™

" All_”

“ No, road farther” (and for the third time the hand stretches forth causing
new liues to appear)

Véra Pavlovna rea .. unconsciously: « August 16 (that is, the day after the
excursion to the islands; it did occur then on the fifteenth, thinks she). * On the
axcursion my darling talked the whole time with that Rakhmetoff, the rigorist,
as they jokingly call him, wod with his other comrades. He stayed with me
scarcely a quarter of an hour.” (That is not true; it was over half an hour;
over half an hour, I am sure, thinks she, without counting the tima when we sat
side by side in the boat.) * August 17. Yesterday we had the students here all
the evening ;" (yes, it was the night before my darling fell sick). My darling
talked with them all the evening.  Why does he devote so much time to thewm

» Rendered in English prose: Consecrate to love your happy youth, and seek night and day the hour

sometimes come over me of late, or rather, not ennut, but something like it? It

of intoxication.
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and 8o little to me ? He does not work all the time. For that matter he says
himself that without rest labor is impossible, that he rests a great deal, and that
he reflects upon some specin. idean in order to rest himself; but why does he
meditate alone, without me "

“Turn another loaf”

“ In July of this ;ear we have had the students twice, as usual; I have played
with them a great deal, I was so gay. Tomorrow or day after tomcrrow they
will come again, and again 1 shall be gay.”

“Is that all?”

) All.\‘, N

“ No, read further " (the hand reappeared, and new lines responded to iis con-
tact). Again Véra Paviovna reads unconsciously :

“ From the beginning of the year to the end of spring, Yes, formerly T was
gay with these stude: s, but I was gay and that was all Now I often say to
myself: These are chila,en’s games; they wili probably seem amusing to me for
a long time to comy, and even when I shall be old. When I shall be no longer’
of an age to take part in them, [ shall contemplate the games of youth and thus
recall my childhood. But even now I look upon thesc students as younger
brothers, and I shouid not like to transform myself forever into playful Vérotchka,
since ' asire to rest myrself with serious thoughts and labor, i)n.m already Véra
Pavie.. to amusc myself as Vérotchka is p'feas:mt from time to time, but not
always. .dra Pavlovna would like distractions which would permit her to
reprain Vira Pavlovna. Distractions with her equals in development.”

“Turn a few pages farther back.”

“1 went to Julie's to get her orders. She did not let us go away without
breakfust; she ordered champagne, and made me take two glasses. We bLegan
to Sht‘:g' run, shout, and wrestle. I was so gay! My darling looked at us and
laughed

“gls that quite all?" says the apparition, again stretching forth the hand, which
always produces the same result, — thu appearance of new lines.

Véra Pavlovna reads: A

“ My darling only locked and laughed. Why did he noi play with us? It
would have been even merrier. Would he have acted clumsily? Not at all.
But it is his character. He confines himself to the avoldance of interference, he
approves, rejoices, and that is all.”

* Turn a page forward.”

“This evening we went, my darling and I, for the first time since our marriage,
to see my parents. It was so painful to me to see again this interior which
oppressed and stifled me before my marriage. Oh, my darling! From what a
hideous life he has delivered me! At night I had a horrible dream: I saw
Mamma, who reproached me with being ungrateful ; it seemed to me that that
was the truth, and this convictiun made me groan. My darling, hezring my
groans, ran to my side; when he entered my room, I was singing (though still
asleep) ; the presence of the fair one, whom I love so much, had soothed me.
My durling wished to dress me. I was much abashed. But he is so reserved;
he only kissed my shoulder.”

«Is that really all that is written there? . You cannot dcceive me. Read.”
Again under the fatal hand other characters arise, and Véra Pavlovna reads them,
still unconsciously :

« And as if that were offensive!”

« Turn a few pages back.”

“ Today 1 waited for my friend D. on the boulevard near the Pont Neuf: there
lives the lady by whom I wished o be :mployed as a governess. But she would
not give her consent. D. and I returned to the house very much worried. Going
to my room before dinner, | had ample time to consider that it would be better
to die than to live ae { had lived. Suddénly at dinner D. said to me: ‘Véra
Pavlovna, let us drink to the health of my sweetheart and yours’ I coald
scarcely keep from weeping tears of joy before everybody for this unexpected
deliverancs.  After dinner 1talked a long time with D. as to the way we should
live. How Ilove him: he enables me to leave my cellar.”

“ Read, read the waole”

“There is no more there.”

“Look.” (The hazd stretches forth.)

1 do not wish to read,” says Véra Paviovna, seized with fright; she has not
yet seen clearly what these new lines say, but she is already afraid.

«1 command you: read!”

Véra Paviovna reads :

“ Do 1 really jove him because he delivered me from my cellar? No, I love,
nui him, but my deliverance.” :

“Turn farther back ; read the first page.”

“Today, the anniversary of my birth, I for the first time talked with D., and
formed an affectivu for him. I have never heard any one speak such noble and
strengthening words. How he sympathizes with everyhing that is worthy, how
he longs to aid all that calls for 23d! How sure he is that the happiness of man-
kind is possible and must come some day; that wickedness and pain are not
perpetual, and thai a new and peaceful life is aprroaching, with ever hastening
steps! How my heart beat with joy when I heard these things from a learned
and serious man! They wonfirmed my own thoaghts. How good he was when
he spoke of us, poor women ! Any woman would love such a man. How wise,
noble, and good he is!”

« Exactly ; turn again to the last page.”

“ But I have already read that page”

* No, that was not quite the last. Turn one leaf more.” )

“Read, read! Do you not see? So much is written there.” And the contact
of the hand calls forth lines which were not there at first.

Véra Pavlovna trembles:

« I do not wish to read ; I eannot.”

“1 command you. You must.”

«] am nejther willing nor able.”

« Well, ] will read what you have written thers, So ‘izte": ¢ He has a noble
sual, he is my liberator. But a noble character inspires :s.eem, confidence, a
disposition to act in concert, friendship; the liberator is rewarded by gratitude,
devotion, and that is all. His nature, perhaps, is more ardent than mine. His
caresses are passionate. But he has another need; he needs a soft and slow va-
ress; he needs to slumber peacefully in tender sentiment. Does he know all
that? Are our natures, our needs, analogous? He is ready to die for me, and I
for him. But is that enough? " Does he live in the thought of me? Do I live in
the thought of him? Do I love him as much as I need to love? In the first
place, 1 do not feel this need of a soft and tender sentiment; no, my feeling to-
wards him isnot’” . . .

«] will hear no more,” and Véra Pavlovna indignantly threw away the diary.
“ Wicked woman, why are you here? I did not call you; go away!”

The apparition laughs, but with a gentle and goo.i laugh.

“ No, you do not love him ; these words are writt:n with rour ovwn hand.”

Y

“ Be accursed!”™ Viérn Paviovna awoke with this exclamation, and had no
gooner regained possession of herself” than she rose and ran,

« My darling, embrace me, protect me! I have had a frightful drcam!”  She
presses herself against her husband, ¢« My darling, caress me, be affectionate
with me, protect me!”

“ What is the matter, Vérotehke?  You are trembling all over,” said Lopou-
khoff, as he embraced her. * Your cheeks are moist with tears, and your brow
is covered with a cold sweat. You have walked in bare feet over the floor; fet
me kiss your feet to warm them.”

“ Yer, caress me, save me! I have had a horrible dream; I dreamed tiut I
did not love you.”

« Bat, dear friend, whom do you love, then, if not me? That is a very strunge
dream ! "

“Yes, I love you; but caress me, embrace me! [ love you, and you I wish to
love.”

She embraced him with intensity, she pressed her whole form against him,
and, soothed by his caresses, she gently fell asleep in his embrace.

XX,

That morning Dmitry Serguditeh difl not have to call his wife to take tea
she was there, pressing herself against him : she still slept; he looked at her and
thonght: “ What is the matter with her? What has frightencd her? What
does this dream mean? "

« Stay here, Vérotchka, [ am going to bring the tea; do not rise; my darling,
I am going to bring the water for your toilet that you may not have to disturl
yourself in order to wash."

« Yes, I will not rise, I will remain in bed a while longer, I am so comfortable
here: how good you are, my darling, and bow I love you! There! I have
washed ; now bring the tea; no, embrace me first.”

And Véra Pavlovna held her husband a long time in her arms. “ Ah, m
darling, how strange I am! How [ ran to your side! Whut will Macha thin
now?  We will hide this from her. Bring me my clethes. Caress me, my dar-
ling, caress me; 1 wish to love you, I need to love! I wish to love you as I have
not yet loved you! ™

Véra Pavlovna's room remains emptlyl'. Véra Pavlovna conceals nothing more
from Macha, and is completely established in her husband’s room. “ How tender
he is! How affectionate he is, my darling! And I imagined that I did not love
you! How strange I am!”

« Now that you are calm, tell me your dream of day before yesterday.”

« Oh, that nonsense! I only saw, as I have already told you, that you were
not very demonstrative. Now I am well contented. Why have we not lived in
thil? way always? I should not have had the dream, which I do not like to re-
call.”

, “But had it not been for this dream, we should not be living as we are now
iving.”

“(’fl:ue; I am very grateful to her, this bad woman: she is not bad, she is

00d.”
f“ Who is‘she’? Besides the beauty of former days, have you still a new
riend.”

“¥es, still a new one. [saw a woman come to me with an enchanting voice,
more so than Bosio’s, and what hands! Oh, what admirable beauty! I ouly
saw her hand; she hid herself behind the curtains; I dreamed that my bed (1
have abandoned it becaase I had this dream there) had curtains and that the
woman hid herself behind them; but what an admirable hand, my darling! and
she sang of love and told me what love is; now I understand it. How stupid I
was; I did not understand; I was only a little girl, a stupid little giri !”

« Everything in its time, my angel. As we lived before, it was love; as we
live now, it is love: some need one, others the other; at first the former was
sufficient for you; now you need the latter, 'You have become a woman, my
dear friend, and that which you did not need at first has now become necessary
to you.”

Two weeks pass  Véra Pavlovna takes her ease. Now she stays in her room
only when her husband is not at kome or when he is at work ; but no, even when
he is at work, she stays in his study, except when Dmitry Serguéitch’s task de-
mands all his attention. But such tasks are rare, and very often scientific tasks are
purely hanical ; so three-quarters of the time Lopoukhoff saw his wife by his
side. They lacked but one thing ; it was necessary to buy another divan, a little
smaller than her husband’s. This was done, and Véra Pavlovna took her ease
after dinner on her little divan, contemplating her husband sitting before her.

« My dear friend, why ®o you kiss my hands? I do not like that.”

“Truly? 1had quite forgotten that I offend you; and besides, what does it
matter, for I shall do it just the same.”

“ You deliver me for the seccr ! time, my darling: you have saved me from
wicked people, you have save: me from myself! Caress me, my dear friend,
caress me!”

A month passes. Véra Pavlovna stiil willingly takes her ease. He sits down
beside her on the divan; she throws herself into his arms, but becomes pensive;
he embraces her; she is still pensive, and her tears are ready to flow.

“ Vérotchka, dear Vérotechka, why are you so pensive ?

Véra, Paviovna weeps and does not say a word. INa, she weeps no more, she
wipes away her tears.

* No, do not embrace me, my dear friend! That is enoagh. I thank you.”

And she gives him a glance so soft and so sincere.

« I thank you; you are so good to me.”

“ ¢ Good, Vérotchka? What do yon mean?®

“ Good, yes, my dear friend, you are govd!™

Two days passed. After dinner Véra Paviovn i, peneive, lay stretched upon her
bed . Her hushand was near hor, held her it his arms, and seemed equally
peusive.

« No, that is not it ; that is lacking.”

« How good he is, and how ungrateful I am!” thought Véra Pavlovna,

Such were their thoughts.

She said in a simple tone and without sadness:

“ (3o to your room, my dear friend; to work or to rest.”

Continaed on page 6,







