The Dark Years oF 308
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SUPPOSE you lived in Russia; can

you imagine what would be the
sian man or woman?

Can you surmise whdt you would be
saying, doing, hoping, at this day and this
hour? "

It is not impossible to know. You
need wot levy on the vagaries of thought
transference 10 waft to you impressions of
that distant life or hire a Hindu fakir 1o,
do astral projection for the difficult project.

Here, simply swith your eyes, you can
see yourself, if you were borm a Russian,
and still fettered 1o the dire fortunes of
your birth, engaged n every astion, word
and thought that rules and moves your
being.
To begin with, your whole habit of
life would B Yeversed. You would be

manner of your existence, as-a Rus-
~ and you would

£ o EL of the grand dokes sre to go™
e 3 o “Is in not true, little brother.

Only ane has gone—Nicholas, frem
' the colineil for national defense”
“But the Grand Duke Setge Michaelovitch,

of artillery, has resi »

_m
“Pouf! R until fThat resignation is ac-
oadinary,
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saying far, far
less  tham you
were doing,

be . doing far,
far . less  than
you were: thinking.

So, like those maimed yer tervible
multes produced by the crude cruelties of
the Middle. Ages, you'would seek to be
dumb, you would aim 1o be deaf, yer al-
ways you would be a living menace, ripen-
ing for some horrific ourbreak, the product
of your wromgs, your wreichedness, and
the inevitable rewolt of your immate man-
hood, '

Today—now—you would be whisper-
ing to one neighbor, out of manyywho had
uitered in the past such othey whispers as
assure you he docs mot dare betray. you,

barmless, wnsyspicious human being —passes,
thirty feet away. You wail, dumb, slert, wntil o
shout could not reach his ears. Then you twe

whisper agwin:
*The Douma has cut all the clewy in the

army.” :

“These are wards for Siberia, litthe brother.™.

“Dost thou fear ta bear them,
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small children, Already we hunger continually.
If I were gome, they would perish.”

“Ta it not true that tho speech of Guehkoff,
in the Doume, when he proved that all the grand
dukes are dangerous to the army because they
are above it, has made it certain theyr must gol
Do we not kniow that Peter Nicholaeiv must
quit as inspector of engineers, that Constantine
Constinovitech must leave the department of
military schools I

“Who knows!”

“Everybody. But it is to o
*that they may retire witl
not think we gained a vic

“But the Fortress Peter and Paul has doors
that »till open inward.”

“Thou art again afraid.”

“1 have little children, brother.”

“l am dumb once more. But there is now &

adually, so
we may

. bope.”

v “For the army, yea"
v “But for the people?
*] must go, little brother.”

“Farewell, then.”
;_1!& be saying, and the

8 what you po
way wonld be sayifig it, in Russia today.

, of very timidly, if you were the typ-
jeal Russing of the Russians, vour long despair-
ing sonl, clstmorous in your hungeeed, revolting

'y be seizing on the glimmer of hove
ing the suwmmer by the action of the
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great, sll-powerful czar in taking heed of the
epochal address to the Douma by M. Guchkoff
on the intrusion of grand ducal influences in
the conduct of the Russian army.

The czar was so profoundly impressed with
the facts diaclosed in that wvehement arraign-
ment of the hereditary curse of Russia that he
consulted with M. Khomyakoff, the Douma’s
president. Soon, despite the rigid ecensorship
exercised over printed news throughcout the
desolated empire and despite the tgrrifying
espionage that luzks in wait for the rashly ut-
tered word, the presage of a new dawn tinted
faintly the haunting nightmare of the natiomal
existence.

How faint the tint, how blackly dim the
dawn, you would compreherd if you were one of
the Russian people, a son of those serfs who were
emancipated from slavery into barely nominal
freedom and into realities of want and oppres-
sion beside which the eandid, feudal brutalities
of wour ancestors’ serfdom are now remen
bered as the bliss of a forfeited paradise.

You wounld fight! They have fought. Yon
would - submit! They have submitted. Yonu
would conspirel They all conspire. You would
flee! They do flee, if they can.

But not nntil the last, desperate resource of
erasion and the last, futile blow of revelt had
fuiled would you resignedly die. And after
that fashion, too, thay are dying.
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If you were a Russiar and very young and
sanguine with the leaping pulse of youth, you
might believe that the czar of today is to be the
czar of tomorrow. 'But if you wore mature,
with & man’s mind stored with the bitter lees of
a man’s experience and observation, you would
know your czar for the vacillating man he is,
cursed with his indelible record of aspiring im-
pulses fizzling out in renewed impoteénce, re-
newed odium, renewed out-Herodings of Herod
in the slaughtering of innocents.

And vou would doubt, very hopelessly, the
rescue of any siggle, solitary department of.*
Russian life, that promised loot, from the grasp
of the grand dukes, a grasp which until now has
been as inexorable as it is universal.

If you werc a Russian, you would not be able
to choose what sort of a Russtan you should
be any more than with all your ambitions and
work you have béen able to become the sort of
American you want to be.

Indeed, your range of aspiration in that field
of absolutely limited opportunity would be so
infinitely 1little, compsared ‘with® the range
America offers you, that you would have searcely
one chanes out of 100,000 to change your sta=
tion, against the 99,999 chances you have here

MILLIONS FACING FAMINE

8o if you were born in Russia, even as late
as the last eensus, in 1897, and if you were now
only 11 years old, the bitter chanees are 9T out
of 126 that you would be a Russian peasant, for
then 97,000,000 out of the 126,000,000 people in
the Russian empire were peasants, nothing
more.
What kind of a peasant? Well, the chances
are one out of two at best that you would be
chronieally hungry; one out of seven ~t best that
you would now be starving.

If you lived in the fertile black soil provines
of Voronezh, the best in the land for crops, the
net pre of your ground wounlc be hardly
enough to pay the tdxes on it .

As late ss four vears sgo if yours were one
of the 28295 families in Voronesh, you would
have had just one chance out of two 'for eseaps
from the condition of perpetusl bunger, which
Las since beset 13,067 familics cut of the total

A guarter of g century ago, the proletariat—
that class of the population who are #0
that their utmost endeavors canmot earn i
daily bread—nmou&t«i to § pﬁrh.ﬂul’.. or one ia
twenty among the Russian peop Kol

It 1881 the proportion of the proletarist Nad
risen to 15 per eent., or thoee y hungry
people out of every tweniy. oW
nearly 95,000,000 composing the
one out of five of six who
mous army of the ravenops.

Simply as & Ruossian
chances limited by your
ant, but with all the
populstion sdmitted 40
would have 43 ot .
bow to read snd -‘_' '3
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