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A RIDE TO KHIVA.

INTRODUCTION.

A rLow room, with but little furniture, and that of the sim-
plest kind ; a few telegraphic instruments scattered about here
and there in out-of-the-way corners, and mixed up promiscu-
ously with rifles and wooden boxes, some filled with cartridges,
others containing provisions for a journey; two or three bot-
tles, labeled “ Quinine,” on a rickety wooden table; several
men of various nationalities all talking at the same time, and
a Babel of different languages going on around the writer of
this work, who was leaning against the window-sill and glan-
cing from time to time at an old number of the Pall Mall
Gazette.

The host was a German gentleman, now several thousand
miles from the fatherland, which he had been induced to leave
by an offer of the post of superintendent and general manager
on a long and important line of recently constructed telegraph.
A graceful girl, with large dark eyes and pearl-white teeth, but
whose olive complexion and Oriental dress showed that she was
in no way akin to the fairer beauties of Europe, was engaged
in handing round small cups of coffee to the most excited talk-
ers of the party—an Italian, Arab, and Englishman—the for-
mer gesticulating wildly in an endeavor to interpret between his
two companions, who were evidently not at all in accord about
the subject of conversation. A bright sun, its rays flashing
down on a broad stream, nearly the color of lapis lazuli, which
flowed hard by the dwelling, had raised the temperature of the
room to an almost unbearable heat, though it was the month
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of February, when in England people are shivering beside their
fires, or walking in slush or snow. I was at Khartoom, having
just returned from a visit to Colonel Gordon, Sir Samuel Ba-
ker’s successor, on the White Nile.

It may seem strange thus to commence the narrative of a
journey to Central Asia in Central Africa; and yet, had it not
been for a remark made by one of the men in the low square
room to which I have just referred, in all probability I should
never have gone to Khiva. The conversation had lulled; the
Arab and Englishman having, by means of the Italian, settled
the knotty point as to whether the son of Albion, an officer late
in the Khedive’s service, was to receive the salary due to him
in its entirety or not; the Mohammedan being of opinion that
the Christian ought to be paid the amount, subject to a dedue-
tion, the native Egyptian officials having always to submit to
this system of taxation. However, my English friend did not
see 1t 1 this light: he had agreed to serve for a certain sum;
that sum he must receive ; and if the Arab did not pay, why,
he would complain to the Khedive. This last remark having
been at length translated to the official, the latter succumbed,
when my compatriot, the question being settled to his satisfac-
tion, came and looked out of the window by my side.

It was, indeed, a picturesque scene. The Blue Nile, here
nearly half a mile from shore to shore, lay smooth and unrip-
pled, like a sea of glass, almost at our feet. On its vast surface
were barges and native boats innumerable, while many nuggers
—the huge sailing-barks of the Arabs, and much used by them
in former years when engaged in the slave-trade—were anchor-
ed here and there. Gangs of workmen, black as ebony, and
stripped to the waist, their well-developed muscles standing out
like knotted cords, were busily engaged unloading a freight of
ivory bound for Cairo. An enormous saquieh, or water-wheel,
for irrigation purposes, was slowly revolving, put in motion by
the united exertions of a bullock and a donkey, while the wild
yells of a negro lad, whose duty it was to goad the animals
should they ever flag, mingled strangely with the creaking
sounds of the ponderous wood-work.

1 wonder where we shall all be this time next year,” sud-
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denly remarked my companion. *God knows,” was my an-
swer, “ but I do not think I shall try the White Nile again: if
I come to Africa another time, I shall select a new line of coun-
try.”” At that moment my eye fell upon a paragraph in the
paper. It was to the effect that the Government at St. Peters-
burg had given an order that no foreigner was to be allowed
to travel in Russian Asia, and that an Englishman who had re-
cently attempted a journey in that direction had been turned
back by the authorities. I have, unfortunately for my own in-
terests, from my earliest childhood, had what my old nurse used
to call a most “contradictorious” spirit, and it suddenly oc-
curred to me, Why not go to Central Asia? * Well, I shall
try it,” was my remark. ‘“What! Timbuctoo?”’ said my friend.
“No—~Central Asia;” and I showed him the paragraph. ““You
will never get there; they will stop you.” ‘They can if they
like, but I don’t think they will.” And this trifling incident
was the first thing which put the idea into my head of again
attempting to reach Khiva.

I had intended to go there some few years ago, when the
Russians were about to invade the country, and had even start-
ed on my_journey, meaning to try and find a way into I(hiva,
via Persia and Merve, and, if possible, be with the Khivans at
the time of the Russian attack. DBut this project was never
realized, as a typhoid fever, caught as I was rapidly traveling
through Italy, laid me for four months on a bed of sickness.
My leave thus was spent in a very different manner from that
originally intended, and I had, as it is commonly termed, a
much closer shave for my life than I believe would ever have
been the case even if I had been taken prisoner by the most
fanatical Turkomans in Central Asia. But the campaign was
over, and there would be no fighting to see. Our statesmen
had learned how to appreciate a Russian’s promises at their
true value. Samarcand had been annexed to the Tzar’s do-
minions, the Black Sea Treaty had been repudiated, and Rus-
sian troops were quartered in Khivan territory.*

According to some politicians, Khiva was a long way from

* See Appendix A—The Russian Advance Eastward.
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India, and it really did not signify to England whether Russia
annexed it or not. Again, it was urged by others, if Russia
does eventually reach our Indian frontier, so much the better
for England. We shall then have a civilized nation as a neigh-
bor instead of the barbarous Afghans. A third argument
brought forward to defend the action of that Government,
which allowed our country’s honor to be trifled with at the ca-
price of a Russian statesman, was that India did not signify so
much to us, after all—that she was a very expensive possession,
and one which we should very likely have taken from us, but
one certainly not worth fighting for; and this was the opinion
of some men who were high in office, and who thus lightly
valued one of the brightest jewels in the British crown. The
majority of our rulers, however, did not trouble their heads
much about the matter. “ India will last my time,” was the re-
mark ; “ Russia is still a long way off; and our grandchildren
must look after themselves. Sufficient for the day is the evil
thereof ; and after me the Deluge.” Thus the question was al-
lowed to drop, and the minds of our legislators were speedily
engrossed in studying the important question as to which would
be the better course to pursue—to allow Englishmen to go into
public-houses after eleven o’clock at night, or to send them,
thirsty and supperless, to bed.

The following autumn the Carlist war was going on, so I
went to Spain.  After a time my thoughts were no longer oc-
cupied with the state of affairs in Central Asia, and it was only
when my friend, in reply to my observation, had observed,
“You will never get there; they will stop you,” that it occur-
red to me to ask what possible reason the Russian Government
could have for pursuing a line of policy which, easily under
stood when adopted by a barbarous nation like China, was a
singular one for even a semi-civilized power. It was the more
remarkable, as, from the days of Peter the Great, the regener-
ator of Russia, his successors have invariably encourage?l the
inhabitants of Western Europe to visit and freely circulate
throughout the imperial dominions; and if it were not for the
German element, which is so largely diffused throughout the
governing classes, Russia would never have arrived at even her
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present state of advancement. Of all the Tzars of Muscovy
during the last two hundred years, the present emperor is per-
haps the sovereign most keenly alive to the advantage of rais-
ing the standard of civilization throughout his dominions, by
admitting foreigners, particularly Germans, to every office in
the empire; and the repressive order to which I have alluded,
thus absolutely cutting off Asiatic Russia from almost all con-
tact with the more civilized inhabitants of Europe, was in strik-
ing contrast to the line of conduct which had previously char-
acterized his government.

There was, then, something behind the scenes—something
that it was desired to hide from the eyes of Europe.

‘What could it be?

Were the generals in Central Asia treating the inhabitants
of the conquered districts so cruelly, that the fear of this reach-
ing the emperor’s ears—not through Russian sources, as this
would be impossible, but through the medium of a foreign
press—was the origin of the order? Or could it be that though
no absolute cruelty had been shown to the people in the recent-
ly acquired territory, they were being badly governed, and that
the bribery and corruption which goes on in Western Russia
had taken deeper root when transplanted to the far-off East?
Or was it that the authorities in Turkistan, the enormous terri-
tory acquired by Russia within the last few years, were afraid
of letting Europe know that instead of having raised the tone
of morality amidst the inhabitants of Central Asia, the latter
had in many instances brought the Russians down to their own
level, and that the vices and depraved habits of the East were
actually being acquired by some of the conquerors?

Judging from the accounts® of the few travelers who have
succeeded in making a way into this comparatively speaking
unknown country, any of the hypotheses above alluded to
might have been the origin of the order. But I could not
help thinking that there was something more behind the scenes
than the mere wish to blind the eyes of Europe to these mat-
ters, or to appear as the apostles of Christianity—one of the

_* See Appendix B—Report of Mr. Schuyler, etc.
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pleas put forward by the Russian Press to defend the system
of annexation so steadily persevered in by the Government.
There was something beyond all this; and in that something I
felt convinced that the interests of Great Britain had a share.
Peter the Great’s will, or rather wishes, have not been forgot-
ten by his successors, and the proof of it is best shown by look-
ing at a map of Russia as it was in his days and as it now ex-
ists ; while in a recent statf map of Turkistan (1875), the com-
piler has not even dotted in the boundary-line from N. lat.
39° 2/, E. long. 69° 38, to N. lat. 44° 40/, E. long. 79° 493’ :
thus showing that the boundary-line, in his opinion, has not
yet been reached. When will that limit be attained? When
is the Russian advance to be barred, and where—by the Hima-
layas, or by the Indian Ocean? This is a question, not for our
grandchildren, nor our children, but for ourselves.
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Havixe once resolved to go to Central Asia, the next ques-
tion was how to execute my intention, and, on returning to
England from Africa, I eagerly read every book that could be
found, and which seemed likely to give any information about
the country which I proposed to visit. Vambéry’s “ Travels,”
Abbott’s “ From Herat to IKhiva,” and MacGahan’s ¢ Cam-
paigning on the Oxus,” were each in turn studied, and, judging
by the difficulties that the gallant correspondent of the Vew
York Herald had to overcome before he carried his project of
reaching Khiva into execution, I felt convinced that the task I
had laid out for myself was any thing but an easy one. .

The time of year in which I should have to attempt the
journey was another obstacle to the undertaking, for my leave
of absence from my regiment would only commence in Decem-
ber. I had already, in previous journeys through Russia, dis-
covered what the term ‘‘cold ” really means in that country,
and, judging from the weather experienced by Captain Abbott
when traveling in the month of March, in a latitude a good
deal to the south of that which seemed to me the most practi-
cable, I felt convinced that careful preparations must be made
for a ride through the steppes in mid-winter, or that I should
inevitably be frozen. The cold of the Kirghiz desert is a thing
unknown, I believe, in any other part of the world, or even in
the arvctic regions. An enormous expanse of flat country, ex-
tending for hundreds of miles, and devoid of every thing save
snow and salt lakes, and here and there saksaool, a species of
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bramble - tree, would have to be traversed on horseback ere
Khiva could be reached. The winds in those parts of Asia are
unknown to the inhabitants of Europe, who, when they grum-
ble at the so-called east wind, can little imagine what that wind
is like in those countries which lie exposed to the full fury of
its first onslaught. For there you meet with no warm ocean
to mollify its rigor, no trees, no rising land, no hills or mount-
ains to check it in its course, and it blows on uninterruptedly
over a vast snow and salt covered track, until, absorbing the
saline matter, it cuts the faces of those exposed to its gusts
with a sensation more like the application of the edge of a ra-
zor than any thing else to which it can be likened.

There was, besides this, something else to be taken into con-
sideration. I was well aware that no assistance could be ex-
pected from the Russian authorities, who might not content
themselves by indirectly throwing obstacles in my way, but
might even stop me by sheer force if they found all other ways
fail. The account of the prohibitory order which I had seen
published in the Pall Mall Gazette was, 1 had every reason to
believe, correct ; and should I not find, after crossing the Ural
River, and entering Asia, that my long sleigh journey had been
all to no purpose, and have to retrace my steps through Euro-
pean Russia? These were my first impressions on arriving in
England ; but on talking the matter over with some Russians
of my acquaintance, they assured me that I was entirely mis-
taken ; that, on the contrary, the authorities at St. Petersburg
would readily permit English officers to travel in Central Asia ;
and it was observed that the order to which I had alluded re-
ferred only to merchants or people who tried to smuggle con-
traband goods into the recently annexed Khanates.

A few months later 1 had the honor of making the acquaint-
ance of his Excellency Count Schouvaloff, the Russian embassa-
dor in London, and formerly the head of the secret police at
St. Petersburg.  He was excessively kind, and promised to do
what he could to further my plans; but in an answer to a
straightforward question as to whether I should be permitted
to travel in Russian Asia or not, his reply was, “ My dear sir,
that is a subject about which I can not give you any answer;
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but on arriving at St. Petersburg the authorities there will be
able to afford you every possible information.” It was a diplo-
matic answer—one which bound the count to nothing, and I
went away charmed with the tact and affability of the Russian
embassador. Apparently there was nothing to be learned offi-
cially from Russian sources; but unofficially, and one by one,
many little bits of information crept out. I now first learned
that General Milutin, the Minister of War at St. Petersburg,
was personally very opposed to the idea of an English officer
traveling in Central Asia, particularly in that part which lies
between the boundaries of British India and Russia. Accord-
ing to him, a Russian traveler, a Mr. Pachino, had not been well
treated by the authorities in India, and this gentleman had not
been permitted to enter Afghanistan; and, in consequence,
General Milutin did not see why he should allow an English-
man to do what was denied to a Russian subject.

Another peculiarity, which I remarked in several Russians
whose acquaintance I at that time had the honor of making, it
may here be not out of place to mention. This was their de-
sire to impress upon my mind the great advantage it would be
for England to have a civilized neighbor like Russia on her
Indian froutier; and when I did not take the trouble to dis-
sent from their views—for it is a waste of breath to argue with
Russians about this question—how cager they were for me to
impress their line of thought upon the circle of people with
whom I was the more immediately connected. Of course, the
arguments brought forward were based upon purely philan-
thropic motives, upon Cliristianity and civilization. They said
that the two great powers ought to go together hand in glove;
that there ought to be railways all through Asia, formed by
Anglo-Russian companies; that Russia and England had ev-
ery sympathy in common which should unite them; that they
both hated Germany and loved France; that England and Rus-
sia could conquer the world, and so on.

It was a line of reasoning delightfully Russian; and though
I was not so rude as to differ from my would-be persuaders,
and lent an attentive ear to all their eloquence, I could not
help thinking that the mutual sympathy between England and
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Germany is much greater than that between England and
Russia; that the Greek faith, as practiced by the lower orders
in Russia, is pure paganism in comparison with the Protestant
religion which exists in Prussia and Great Britain; that Ger-
many and Great Britain are natural allies against Russia, or
any other power aggressively disposed toward them ; that Ger-
mans and Englishmen who are well acquainted with Russia,
understand by the term * Russian civilization” something dia-
metrically opposite to what is attributed to it by those people
who form their ideas of Muscovite progress from the few Rus-
slans whom they meet abroad ; and that the Honduras Railway
would be a paying concern to its English share-holders n com-
parison with an Anglo-Russian line, to be constructed in Cen-
tral Asia with English capital and Russian directors.

The time was wearing on, November was drawing to a close,
my leave of absence would begin on the first of the following
month, and on that day I must commence my travels. Prep-
arations were rapidly made. Under the advice of Captain
Allen Young, of arctic fame, I ordered a huge water-proof,
and, consequently, air-proof, bag of prepared sail-cloth. The
bag was seven feet and a half long, and ten feet round. A
large aperture was left on one side, and the traveler could thus
take up his quarters inside, and sleep well protected from the
cold winds. The bag would also be useful in many other
ways; and I found 1t of great convenience for every purpose
save the one for which it was originally intended. The man-
ufacturer, not calculating on the enormous dimensions an in-
dividual assumes when enveloped in furs, had not made the
aperture large enough, and the consequence was that the diffi-
culties, when I attempted to take a header into the recess of my
sleeping-apartment, were almost nsurmountable; and only on
one occasion, and when clad somewhat more lightly than uvsua],
I succeeded in effecting an entrance. Four pairs of the thick-
est Scotch fishing stockings were also ordered, and jerseys and
flannel shirts of a texture to which people in this country are
but little accustomed. Then came a suit of clothes, made by
Messrs. Kino, of Regent Street, and in which they assured me
it would be 1mpossible to feel cold. Tle clothes, I must admit,
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were exceptionally well made, and well suited to be worn un-
der a sheep-skin attire; but I can not wish my worst enemy
a greater punishment than forcing him to sleep out on the
steppes in winter-time with mere cloth attire, no matter how
thick. Fur or skins of some kind must be worn, or, without
this precaution, the traveler, should he once close his eyes, will
undergo a great risk of never opening them again. Two pairs
of boots lined with fur were also taken; and for physic—with
which it is as well to be supplied when traveling in out-of-the-
way places—some quinine, and Cockle’s pills, the latter a most
invaluable medicine, and one which I have used on the natives
of Central Africa with the greatest possible success. In fact,
the marvelous effects produced upon the mind and body of an
Arab sheik, who was impervious to all native medicines, when
I administered to him five Cockle’s pills, will never fade from
my memory ; and a friend of mine, who passed through the
same district many months afterward, informed me that my
fame as a ‘“ medicine-man ” had not died out, but that the mar-
velous cure was even then a theme of conversation in the ba-
zaar.

So faras I could learn from the books which related to Cen-
tral Asia, there would be but little game, and nothing particular
in the shape of sport; so I determined not to take a rifle, when
the cartridges would have considerably added to the weight of
my luggage, the prime object being to travel as light as pos-
sible. However, as it was as well to have some sort of a gun
in the event of fallingﬂ in with wild fowl, which I had been told
abounded in some places, I took a favorite old No. 12 small-
bore, and some cartridges made up with No. 5 shot and ball, in
the event of falling in with any bears or wolves; while a regu-
lation rtevolver, with about twenty cartridges, made up my de-
fensive arsenal in the event of an attack from the Turkomans,

The next thing to be thought of was a cooking apparatus;
and if I had taken the advice of many kind friends, I should
have traveled with a batterie de cuisine sufficient for the wants
of M. Soyer himself. But canteens could not be thought of
for a moment, on account of the extra weight, so I limited my-
self to two soldiers’ mess tins; and admirable little utensils
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they are too, whether for cooking over a spirit-lamp or on a
fire, and far superior to any of the more costly and cumber-
some articles especially invented to get out of order and per-
plex the traveler. A trooper’s hold-all, with its accompanying
knife, fork, and spoon, completed my kit; and with a ther-
mometer, barometer, and pocket sextant by way of instruments,
I was ready to start. Even this amount of luggage was much
more than was desirable; and when placing the baggage for
my journey—consisting of the sleeping-sack, a pair of saddle-
bags, railway bag, and gun—into the scales, I found that it
weighed exactly eighty-five pounds. An officer in the Foot-
guards, my friend K , wished very much to accompany me
in my journey; and he would have been a most cheery and
agreeable companion, as he was accustomed to travel, and capa-
ble of roughing it to any amount; but as he was ignorant of
Russian, and by this time I was thoroughly aware of the dif-
ficulties that would most likely be thrown in my way, and of
the little chance I had of getting to Khiva alone,I was com-
pelled at the last moment, to my great reluctance, to decline
his proposal.*

The day before my departure from London I received a very
courteous letter from Count Schouvaloff, in which he said that,
as I was provided with letters to General Milutin, the Russian
Minister of War, and to General Kauffmann, the commander-in-
chief of the forces in the Government of Turkistan, it only re-
mained for him to give me a letter of introduction to his broth-
er at St. Petersburg, and to wish me godspeed on my journey.
He also added that he had sent off a dispatch to the Minister
of Foreign Affairs at St. Petersburg, asking him to do every
thing he could to aid me in my proposed journey. And so, at
the last moment, I began to flatter myself things looked a little
brighter; but some observations from Mr. MacGahan, whose ac-
quaintance I was so fortunate as to make at the house of a mut-
ual friend, a few evenings previous to my departure, made me

* K was determined not to be idle during his leave, and, as he could
not go with me to Russia, went, by way of a change, to Abyssinia, where, I
believe, he had some interesting adventures.
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still rather doubtful of success. * You will get on very well
as far as Fort Number One,” had been the remark ;  and then
you will have to pull yourself together and make your rush,
and again in the same way when you leave Russian territory
for India; but it is to be done, though the odds are rather
against you.” He had also given me some valuable hints
about acquiring a knowledge of the Tartar language, and trav-
eling as light as possible.*

* To Mr. MacGahan, and subsequently to Mr. Schuyler, First Secretary
at the Russian Embassy at St. Petersburg, I am greatly indebted for much
valuable information with reference to my route.
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Tue 30th of November, 1875, broke cold and damp. It
was one of those disagreeable days that depress and lower the
barometer of the human spirit to a semi-despondent level ; but
I had finished all my regimental duty, and having provided
myself at Thornhill’s with a strong waist-belt to contain the
amount of gold I thought necessary for my journey, and which,
by-the-way, was a most uncomfortable bed-fellow, I drove to the
Victoria Station, to start by the night mail.

I had determined not to take a servant—they are generally
in the way, unless they know something of the country travel-
ed in: under other conditions, master and man have to change
places. I must say, however, that I was sorry to leave behind
my faithful fellow. IIe had been with me in several parts of
the world, and was able to make himself understood by signs
and the few broken words of the language he might pick up,
in a manner to me quite incomprehensible; but Russian mou-
Jiki (peasants) and Tartar camel-drivers would have been too
much even for him. Besides, he was a married man, and I did
not wish to be saddled with his wife and family in the event
of a disaster.
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Our iron horse galloped merrily over the distance between
London and Dover. The passage to Ostend was a favorable
ove; and the following afternoon at 4 p.m. I found myself once
again in the familiar old station of Cologne.

Two or three hours’ delay waiting for the night express to
Berlin, and once more en route. The capital of the empire was
reached the following morning, but I had no time to stop, much
as I should have liked to visit the many well-loved old nooks
and corners familiar to me in my student days. As it was, I
could barely catch the train for St. Pctersburg, when I found
the carriages very much overcrowded, and with difficulty se-
cured a place.

Two Russian gentlemen were in the same carriage; and in
the course of conversation I found that one had been employed
in the diplomatic service in Italy. He said that he had sud-
denly received a telegram from Prince Gortschakoff, at that
time at Berlin, requiring his presence there immediately. The
clothes worn in Italy, even in winter, are not necessarily of the
warmest texture ; and my fellow-traveler, who, by-the-way, look-
ed in very delicate health, found his journey northward any
thing but a pleasant one. DBut his troubles, on arriving at the
capital, were only beginning, for the prince said to him, “I am
going to St. Petersburg, and will give you your orders there:
leave by the next train.” It was very cold weather; and the
unfortunate secretary, unprovided with the necessary wraps,
was miserable at the way the fates had served him. He was
an Anglophobist, and much chuckled as he told his companion
that a violent article against England had appeared in the Nord
—a paper which, according to him, is inspired by the ministry
at St. Petersburg—with veference to Mr. Disraeli having pur-
chased the Viceroy of Egypt’s Suez Canal shares.

“The English arec a great nation, but very mad,” observed
another Russian. “ They are sufliciently sane when their inter-
ests are concerned,” said the secretary, ¢ for they have bought
these Suez shares, which they will make pay, financially as well
as politically speaking. Two years ago they mnearly inveigled
the Shal into a treaty with Baron Reuter, and that would have

given them the control of the whole of Persia; but, thank
2

e
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goodness, our people checkmated them there, and I do not
think England will try that game on again just at present; as
to Strausberg, he is a joke to that fellow, Reuter. A nice bus-
iness the latter would have made out of it, and the English
too, for the matter of that.”

The day wore away, and the night came on cold and bleak,
as we rattled northward on our course. The secretary sat shiv-
ering in the corner, and the rest of us, enveloped in furs, sought
the arms of Morpheus. It was an unusual thing to experience
such cold in a North German railway-carriage, as generally they
are well warmed by means of stoves, and the more frequent
fault to find with them is overheating and stuffiness; but, for
some reason or other, the stupid attendant had let the fire out,
and the result was any thing but an agreeable night. Present-
ly we reached the boundary limit between Germany and Rus-
sia, when, a few minutes later, I found myself, with the rest of
the passengers, in a large high hall, set aside for the examina-
tion of luggage and inspection of passports.

It was not a pleasant thing to be kept waiting in a cold
room for at least three-quarters of an hour, while some specta-
cled officials suspiciously conned each passport. The Russian
secretary himself was not at all impressed with the wisdom of
his Government in still adhering to this system, which is so
especially invented to annoy travelers. ‘ What nonsense it is!”
he remarked ; “the greater scoundrel a man is, the greater cer-
tainty of his passport being in the most perfect order. When-
ever 1 go to France, and am asked for my passport, I avoid the
difficulty by saying, ‘Je suis Anglais; no passport; and the
officials, taking me for an Englishman, do not bother me, or
make me show it.”

I was myself a little uneasy about my own pass, as it was
one which had done service about five years previously, and I
had forgotten to send it to the Russian Consulate previous’ to
my departure from London. However, after looking at the
document for some time, and scrutinizing its owner very care-
fully, the official returned it to me.

The customs examination was easily got through, and the
only part of my luggage which puzzled the douane officer was
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the sleeping-bag.  He smelled it suspiciously, the water-proof
cloth having a strong odor. ‘““What is it for?” “To sleep
in.””  He put his nose down again, and, apparently uncertain in
his own mind as to what course to pursue, called for another
official, who desired me to unroll it. “And you sleep in that
big bag?’ was the question. ‘““Yes.” “What extraordinary
people the English are!” observed the man who had inspected
my passport, and, sotto voce, ‘‘He must be mad,” when the
other by-standers drew back a little, thinking that possibly I
was dangerous as well.

Forward again, in a most commodious and well-arranged car-
riage—well warmed, fairly lighted, and containing every con-
venience the traveler could require during the journey. The
Russian trains are constructed on the American principle, and
you can walk from one end to the other, if you like, while two .
attendants in each carriage supply every want of the traveler.
I must say that in this respect railway traveling in Russia is
far better arrammped than in England, and the refreshment-rooms
are unequaled by any in this country. Every thing you ask
for is ready at a moment’s notice ; the dishes are Lot and good,
while the attendance and the bill—a very important adjunct to
a traveler’s pleasure—leave nothing to be desired, the charges
being exceedingly moderate. But, with all these advantages,
there is one great drawback, and that is the slowness of the
pace, which, when traveling through a vast country like Russia,
is a matter of considerable importance. Extreme cold would
seem to have the same effect upon the human mind as extreme
heat; and the indifference to time which characterizes the Rus-
sian is only equaled by the low estimation in which it is held
by the Spaniard ; while the word zavéra and mafiana, the *to-
morrow ” in the two languages, is used as frequently by the
Muscovite as by the inhabitant of the Peninsula. But there is
something else which may account for the slowness of pace of
the trains in Russia, and that is the careless way in which the
lines have been constructed. The Government inspectors, by
all accounts, are easily suborned. The golden metal has charms
for them greater than the lives of their countrymen; and if
the engines were to attempt even a moderate rate of speed, the
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sleepers and rails would inevitably give way. Such was the ex-
planation given me by a fellow-traveler, when referring to this
subject.

St. Petersburg was at last reached, the journey having been
accomplished in three days and a half from Charing Cross. 1
had but little delay in obtaining my luggage, for in this respect
things are well managed in the Russian stations,and I shortly
found myself comfortably ensconced in Demout’s tlotel. The
day was still young; and determining to take advantage of the
early hour, I took a sleigh and proceeded to call upon General
Miluatin, the Minister of War.

The foreigner unaccustomed to St. Petersburg is at first a
little astonished at the way he is beset, on leaving the portico
of his hotel, by the numerous sleigh-drivers who are congrega-
ted outside. ““ Where to? where to ?’ they cry: when, hearing
the stranger stammer out the name of the strect, and the name
of the person to whom the house belongs—for in Russia, as a
rule, houses are known by the name of their proprietors, and
are not numbered, as elsewhere—a brisk competition ensues.
“I will take you for a ruble, sir. Look what a beautiful
sleigh I have, and what a fine trotting-horse!” “He knows
nothing about it!” shouts another; “I will take the gentleman
for sixty copecks!” and his face assumes an expression as if by
his offer he had conferred on you a favor unequaled in the an-
nals of sleigh-drivers. The other fellows then wait a few sec-
onds to see if the stranger will succumb to the offer; but if
not, and you walk forward two or three steps, the drivers
change their tone from sixty to forty, and from that to twenty
copecks (about sixpence in English money), this being about
the value of an average “course” in St. Petersburg, for there
is no established tariff; and the result is that foreigmers are
more robbed by the sleigh-drivers in that city than even by our
London cabmen.

General Milutin was not at home, so I was informed by a
tall Swiss, the hall porter, when, leaving the letter of introduc-
tion and my card, I returned to the hotel. There was no Rus-
stan plece going on in any of the theatres that evening, al-
though there were French and German plays, besides an Ttalian
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opera. In St. Petersburg there is one capital Russian theatre,
the Alexandrensky, and also a national opera-house, the Ma-
rinsky ; but the Alexandrensky is often used for German plays,
and thus it sometimes occurs, as on the day when I arrived,
that there is no performance going on in the national idiom in
any theatre in the capital; but, after all, this can be easily ex-
plained by the intense dislike many appalently well-educated
Russians have to their own language. I have often heard them
say, “ It does very well for the moujiki [peasants], but the lan-
guage for society is French;” and these remarks have been
uttered by Russians from the provinces of the interior, whose
knowledge of Irench was so imperfect, and their accent so
atrocious, that it jarred on the ear when listening to them.
There is no doubt that there is an intense contempt among the
higher circles throughout the empire for every thing purely
Russian: it must be foreign, to be eagerly sought after. This
weakness on the part of the well-to-do classes has a very dis-
couraging effect on the industries of the nation. It would
rather surprise people in this country if an Englishman were
to address his wife in a foreign language, and if the correspond-
ence between members of the same family were never carried
on in English; or should the daughter of the house be unable
to write a letter, save in French, without making the most out-
rageous faults in grammar as well as spelling.  But this sur-
prises no one in Russia. There is not that love of every thing
national amidst the higher classes; and to study the real Russ
you must not visit St. Petersburg; for there the native is so
veneered over with foreign polish, that it is impossible to dis-
cover what exists below the surface; and a French fencing-
master is infinitely preferred to a Russian Socrates. The pres-
ent emperor, it is said, has done every thing in his power to
check this weakness on the part of his subjects, for he is a far-
seeing man, and the empire owes more to his beneficent rule
than to any of his predecessors; but a deep-rooted custom can
not be ousted in one generation, and it will take many years to
teach the inhabitants of the capital that this running after ev-
ery thing foreign, to the detriment of national enterprise, will
never add to the prosperity of Russia. Another influence which
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has a deterrent effect on the development of the commercial
and agricultural interest throughout the country is the high im-
portance given to military rank: as a Russian country gentle-
man once bitterly remarked to me, “In my country a man is
nobody unless he eats the bread of the State. He must wear a
uniform, he must have a tchin—military rank—or its equivalent,
should he serve in the civil service. He must be a consumer
instead of a producer; and then, and then alone, is he a man to
be respected and looked up to.” The result is, that all the en-
ergies of the nation are expended in what will never bring grist
to the mill ; but, if this system be persisted in, it will eventual-
ly cause a national bankruptcy.

As I was reading a Russian newspaper that evening, I came
upon a short paragraph, which so eminently characterizes the
weakness for strong liquors which prevails throughout the em-
pire that I am tempted to reproduce it.

It appeared that in a certain large village a spirit merchant
wished to open a drinking establishment; to do this, he had
to obtain the consent of the inhabitants. It was determined to
put up to auction the right of establishing a house of that sort,
which fetched the sum of 8500 rubles; and this, divided among
the population, made exactly 74 rubles a head.

The money was paid, and, according to the correspondent,
the proprietor must have got back the amount he had given in
the first three days, as unusual drunkenness prevailed during all
that time, when, the money being spent, things once more took
their usual course.

Drunkenness is not looked upon with nearly the same feel-
ings of abhorrence in Russia as in England, among the military
class especially ; and an officer who can drink all his comrades
under the table is looked upon as a hero. The climate undoubt-
edly has a great deal to do with these ovations to Bacchus; and
when the thermometer is below zero, the body requires much
more caloric, both externally as well as internally, than in more
temperate zones.

The Russian officers, by way of thoroughly keeping out the
cold, have invented a singular drink. They call it jonka. Aft-
er dinner, and when Champagne, claret, and liquors have been
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drunk to an extent of which people in this country have no
conception, a huge silver bowl is produced ; brandy, rum, spirits,
and wines of all kinds are poured in promiscuously; apples and
pears, with all the fruits on the dessert-table, are cut up and
tossed into the liquid, which is then set on fire, and when in
this state the flaming mixture is poured out into large goblets,
which are handed round the table. It is a high trial if the
drinking-bout has been persisted in for several hours, and it is
one calculated to try the stomachs as well as the heads of the
guests; but we are in Russia, ef a la guerre comme & la guerre ;
and until this excess of drinking goes somewhat out of fashion
with the upper circles, we can not be surprised if the lower ones
remain equally addicted to it.

That evening I dined at the table-d’héte, a comparatively
speaking new institution in Russia, where to dine & la carte is
generally preferred. For any one not accustomed to them,
Russian dinners are somewhat remarkable. Previously to sit-
ting down at table, the guests are taken to a side buffet; here
in profusion are sardines, caviare pressed and fresh—a delicacy
unknown in this country, where the so-called fresh caviare is in-
variably a little salted—anchovies, and every conceivable relish ;
cigarettes are now smoked, a glass or so of liquor drank, and
the party adjourns to the dinner-table. Here, with the soup,
little patés, made of meat and rice, are eaten in lieu of bread.
The soups, particularly those made of fish, such as the sterlet,
are excellent, and well suited to a Russian climate, where an
enormous quantity of nitrogen must be consumed to keep up
the animal heat.

I found myself seated next to a Russian officer, a general in
the Engineers, and had a long conversation with him about In-
dia. “You English,” he said, “are always thinking that we
want India; but you are apt to forget one equally important
point, which is, that some day the natives of that country may
wish to govern themselves. I study the course of events in
India very closely; and what do I see? why, that you are do-
ing every thing you possibly can to teach the inhabitants their
own strength. You establish schools; you educate the peo-
ple; they read your language—many of them even your news-
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papers; and the leading men know what is going on in Europe
just as well as you yourselves. DBut the day will come when
some agitators will set these thinking masses in motion; and
then what force have you to oppose to them? If ever there
was a nation determined to commit suicide, it is England.  She
holds India, as she herself allows, by the force of arms; and yet
she is doing cvery thing in her power to induce the conquered
country to throw off the yoke.

“But do you not think,” I observed, ‘“ that when our front-
lers touch, as your statesmen wish, there will be more agitators
than even now in India?’

He did not reply to this question, but lighted a cigarette and
turned the conversation. There was a great deal of reason un-
doubtedly in what he had urged. However, there is one argu-
ment in favor of further education in India, which is, that the
better educated the natives of India become, the greater proba-
bility of their seeing that their own interests are far more like-
ly to be cared for under a Dritish than a Russian rule. But
this still leaves open the question of whether they might not
prefer to govern themselves, which undoubtedly will some day
be the case.

I remember once meeting a highly educated Hindoo on board
a Peninsular and Oriental steamer, and having a long conversa-
tion with him. He had traveled in England, where he had been
extremely well received; and on my asking how the English
were liked in India, he simply replied, ““ You are a great nation,
and no people are more devoted to their own institutions than
the English. How should you like a foreign ruler to establish
himself in your country #”

The following day I called at the British Embassy, but there
was no one at home save the military attaché, and he was so
engaged 1n having a lesson that he had no time to see me.
Later on in the day I met some old friends, and conversed with
them about my proposed journey. They all took a pessimist
view of the case. ‘“Get to Khiva!” said one man. “ You
might as well try to get to the moon. The Russians will not
openly stop you, but they will put the screw upon our own
Foreign Office, and force the latter to do it. 'Why, the Rus-
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slans are as suspicious as Orientals, and they will imagine you
are sent by your Government to stir up the Khivans. They
will never believe that an officer, for the mere sake of travel,
and at his own e\penbe would go to Khiva.” “Why,” ob-
served another, “ only a short time ago an officer who was
about to start f01 Turkistan wanted to tal\e an Lnghsh servaut
with him. The man, I believe, had been a private in the Sec-
ond Life-guards: somehow or other, this got to the ears of a
Russian general. He sent for the servant, and said, ‘ Did you
ever correspond for the Z%mes? The man, who looked upon
the question as one put to prove his capabilities, answered,
‘Never did, sir; but have no doubt I could, if you wish it.’
‘I tell you what it is,” said the general, ‘if I catch you writing
a line to England about what you see when you are with us, I
will have you hanged.” The man became alarmed. He could
clean a horse, and his ideas did not soar above that calling;
but to be told that he was to be hanged if he wrote a letter!
Why, he might want to write home to his friends! And he
went to some authorities at St. Petersburg, and asked them
their advice. The result was, he started with his master, but
only got as far as Kazan; for, on arriving at that point, an or-
der was sent to have him turned back.”

The Russian soldiers, it seems, are not very particular what
they do in Central Asia, and General Kauffmann greatly dis-
likes publicity. Judging from acconnts subsequently given me
by eye-witnesses of what has taken place, I can not help think-
ing that the general is wise in his generation.

In the afternoon I called upon Mr. Schuyler, the United
States Secretary of Legation at St. Petersburg. He had been
to Tashkent and Bokhara, having traveled as far as Fort Num-
ber One with Mr. MacGahan, the energetic correspondent of the
New York Herald. Mr. Schuyler had been able to gather a
great deal of most valuable information in the course of his
travels. He is the only diplomate the Russians have ever per-
mitted to visit their Eastern possessions, and is a very keen ob-
server, besides being a thorough master of the Russian lan-
guage. He had been able to dive considerably below the sur-
face, in his endeavors to master the state of affairs in Turkis-

o%



el A RIDE TQO KHIVA.

tan. His report was forwarded to Washington, and subse-
quently published in a blue-book; the authorities in Turkistan
not being very pleased at the way he exposed their adminis-
tration. Mr. Schuyler gave me some very valuable hints as to
what I should require, and was himself engaged in writing a
book on his travels. From the first day of his arrival at St.
Petersburg he had studied hard to master the Russian lan-
guage, probably feeling that a diplomate in a land where he
can not read the newspapers, or converse with all classes of so-
ciety, if necessary, is rather like a fish out of water, and receiv-
ing a salary which he has not fairly earned.

The German chancellor showed what he thought of this mat-
ter ; for the very first thing he did, many years ago, when at the
Russian Embassy in St. Petersburg, was to study the Russian
language, which he eventually mastered. Bismarck’s example
is not a bad one to follow; but until the language be made a
compulsory one at the examination of candidates for our Foreign
Office, I fear that the business of the British Embassy at St. Pe-
tersburg will continue to be transacted through an interpreter.

Later on I called upon Count Schouvaloff’s brotler, to whom
the count had so kindly given me a letter of introduction; but
he was abroad, so I was informed by the serv ant and conse-
quently the lette1 was of no use.

I began to be a little anxious about the letter which I had
left at the house of General Milutin, the Minister of War, par-
ticularly as I had omitted to fee his hall porter—a great omis-
sion on my part, as I was informed by an Englishman, an old
resident at St. Petersburg; and he added, *“ Nothing whatever
can be done in Russia without a judicious disposal of presents,
from the hall porters to the mistress of the minister, who gives
out the railway contracts. All have their price, and you will
find gold, or rather its equivalent in ruble paper, an open sesa-
mé throughout the Russian Empire.”

I must say that, for my part, I did not share this opinion
about the porter’s venality. However, as T had written to ask
the general if I could have the honor of an interview, and no
reply had been sent, I determined to write another letter
which was couched in the following terms: |
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o General Milutin, the Minister of War.

Sir,—I trust that you will pardon the liberty I am taking in writing to
you without having the honor of your personal acquaintance.

I wish to have the permission to go to India, via Khiva, Merve, Kabul.
But as I had read in some English papers, previous to my departure from
London, that the Russian Government has issued an order forbidding En-
glishmen to travel in Russian Asia, I thought that I ought to address my-
sclf to Count Schouvaloff, the Russian embassador in London. He said to
nie, “I can not personally answer your question ; but when you arrive at
St. Petersburg, the authorities therc will give you every information.” Be-
fore I quitted London, I received a letter from Count Schouvaloff inform-
ing me that he had written officially to the Minister of Foreign Affairs at
St. Petersburg with reference to my journey, while the count inclosed me a
letter of introduction to his brother, and concluded by wishing me a hap-
py journcy. Now, sir, I should much like to know if I can have this per-
mission. If it can not be granted me, will you do me the honor of writ-
ing two lines and tell me frankly, Yes or No. If the answer is No, I shall
leave St. Petersburg immediately, becausc my leave of absence will soon
be over, and I do not wish to remain here longer than it is necessary to
receive your answer. I have the honor to be, etc.

Having dispatched this letter, I began to be a little easier in
my mind. I did not think that the general, who, by all ac-
counts, is a most gentleman-like man, would purposely delay
replying to my note; nor was I wrong in my surmises. In
the mean time I was trying to get all the information I could
about the route to Khiva,
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CHAPTER IIIL

The Volga frozen. — Navigation stopped in the Caspian. — The Russian
Boundary-line in the East.—Reports are rife in Russia.—The Press is
gagged.—General Milutin’s Regard for my Safety.—Ignorance of Clerks
at Railway Station.,—Cartridge-case.—Insurgents in Herzegovina.—Sub-
scriptions.—England bent upon Money-making.—Austria allied with En-
gland.—The Baltic Provinces.—The Russians’ Hatred of Austria and
Germany.—Bismarck’s Policy.—Mr. Leslie, our Consul in Moscow.

Mgr. ScuuvLer thought that the best way to go to Khiva
would be by Astrakhan and the Caspian to Krasnovodsk, and
from there across the steppes on horseback to Khiva. This,
undoubtedly, would have been the shortest and easiest journey;
but a paragraph which I read in a paper that afternoon showed
me that this route was out of the question. The paragraph
was to the effect that the accumulation of ice had already
prevented navigation in the Caspian, and that the Volga was
frozen.

I tried to get some information from a few Russian officers
whose acquaintance I accidentally made, but all to no effect.
They did not know themselves. They believed that there was
a post to Khiva, and that the Tartars had carried letters there
on horseback; but whether from Orenburg or from Tashkent
no one knew.

I now determined, should the reply to my letters to General
Milutin be in the affirmative, to go down to Orenburg and seek
for further information in that town. In the event of General
Milutin’s answer being in the negative, I had made up my mind
to go straight to Persia, and then, skirting the Russian bounda-
ry-line, pass via Merve and Bokhara to India.

It would have been an interesting journey, though very diffi-
cult to know the exact boundary-line in some parts; for, as I
have noticed before in the last Russian staff map of Turkistan,
dated 1875, the boundary-line, extending over a large tract of
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country, is not marked by a dotted line, as in other parts of the
map ; thus showing that there is a doubt in the mind of the
officer by whom it was compiled as to how far Russia extends
in that dircction.

All sorts of reports were circulating with.reference to Gener-
al Kauffmann, the Governor-general of Turkistan—some to the
effect that he had sent in his resignation. Again, it was said
that he had only rcceived a jewel-mounted sword in return for
his services, and that one of his subordinates had been similarly
rewarded. One thing, however, seemed very certain, which was,
that the general had left Tashkent, and was on his road to St.
Pectersburg ; but whether on account of the recent disturbances
in Kokan, or for General Milutin to consult him with reference
to a farther advance upon Kashgar, were mooted points, and to
which no one could give an answer. In fact, therc is no coun-
try, perhaps, in the universe where reports arc so rife as in Rus-
sia. The press is gagged, owing to the strict system of censor-
ship which prevails; and the result is that gossip runs rampant,
each man embellishing the story he has heard from his neigh-
bors, when it eventually acquircs greater dimensions, if possible,
than that of the three black crows so happily told by Smollett.

The letter to Gencral Milutin produced the effect I anticipa-
ted, and the result was a reply, directed, singularly enough, to
the British Embassy, although I had in my own letter distinct-
ly written my address as Demout’s Hotel. The communication
was to the effect that the commandants in Russian Asia had
received orders to aid me in my journey through the territory
under their command ; but that the Imperial Government could
not give its acquicscence to the extension of my journey be-
yond Russian territory, as the authorities could not answer for
the security or the lives of travelers beyond the extent of the
emperor’s dominions,

Now this was so self-evident a statement that I was much
surprised at General Milutin for making it. Of course, the
Russian Government could not be responsible for my safety be-
yond the emperor’s dominions, any more than could Her Maj-
esty’s Government be responsible for the life of a traveler pass-
ing through Natal to Central Africa.
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Merve and Herat no more belong to the Emperor of Russia
than Central Africa to the Queen of Great Britain; then how
sould the Imperial Government at St. Petersburg imagine it-
self liable for any thing happening to me outside Russian ter-
ritory ?

There were only two inferences to be drawn from the letter
—either that the general, who is by all accounts a most kind-
hearted man, valued my life at a greater price than I did my-
self—which was exceedingly amiable on his part—or that, for
certain military and political reasons, he did not wish me to go
to Central Asia.

I must say that I was very much surprised at the way he en-
deavored to deter me; and Russian officers must be very differ-
ent to English ones, if the mere fact of there being a little risk
is sufficient to stop their traveling.

I should have much liked to ask General Milutin one ques-
tion, and to have heard his answer—not given solemnly, as the
Russian chancellor makes his promises, but face to face, and
as a soldier: Would he, when a captain, have turned his face
homeward to St. Petersburg simply because he was told by a
foreign government that it could not be responsible for his
safety? I do not think so; and I have a far higher opinion
of the Russian officers than to imagine that they would be
deterred by such an argument, if used to them under circum-
stances similar to those in which I found myself.

However, there was the letter in black and white. The only
thing left for me to do was to write and thank the general for
permitting me to travel in Russian Asia, adding in a final post-
script that I should probably return either by Tashkent or Te-
heran ; my intention being to go from Khiva to Merve, and
so on to Meshed, when I should have been in Persian territo-
ry. I could have then gone via Herat and the Bolan pass to
Shikarpoor, and returned either through Cachemire, Kashgar,
and Tashkent, or by Kabul, Bokhara, and Kasala to European
Russia.

The final preparations for the journey were soon made; all
my superfluous clothes sent back to England; a pair of high
cloth boots, commonly known as valenki, bought to keep out
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the cold; and the following evening at 8 p.y. I found myself at
the railway station, en route for Orenburg. A marvelous igno-
rance seemed to exist amidst the clerks at the booking-oflice
when I asked them how far the line extended in the direction
of that town. Did it go to Samara? No. Could I take my
ticket to Orenburg? No. Well, how far could I book? None
of them could tell me; so, taking a ticket as far as Penza,
which I knew was on the line, I proceeded to register my lug-
gage,

The box containing my cartridges struck the attention of
an official who was standing beside the scales; and “Pray what
may this be?” he observed, looking suspiciously at the case.
“It is very heavy.”

He was quite right; cartridges are heavy, and the four hun-
dred which made up my ammunition—and which traveled to
Khiva and back again—iwere often a source of great annoy-
ance to myself as well as my camels.

“They are little things which contain some lead,” I an-
swered. “Oh! instruments which contain lead,” he said.
“Yes,” I replied; ““very useful instruments; pray be careful
with them.” Upon which he gave me the receipt.

The carriages between St. Petersburg and Moscow are, if
possible, more commodious than those which run from the
capital to the German frontier. They are also well supplied
with sleeping compartments; so the journey can be performed
as comfortably as if traveling in a Cunard’s steamboat.

Upon taking my seat, two ladies, dressed in the deepest
black, entered the carriage and solicited subscriptions from the
different passengers for the wounded insurgents in Herzego-
vina.

“I suppose some of this money will go to the maintenance
of the hale as well as the sick,” observed a fellow -traveler.
“Poor fellows, they want arms very badly.”

“I would give any thing to drive out those Mussulmans,”
remarked his companion, producing a well-filled purse, and
making a large donation to the fund.

His example was followed by all the other Russians in the
carriage ; and, not wishing to appear conspicuous by not sub-
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seribing, I added a trifle, my wis-a-vis saying, “ Thank you,
brother — it will help tc keep the sore open: the sooner the
Turk falls to pieees, the better. What is the good of our hav-
ing a fleet on the Black Sea unless we ean command the Dar-
danelles? And the longer this affair eontinues in Herzegovina,
the more likely we are to reach Constantinople.”

“What will the English say to this?’ I inquired. “Oh,
England ! she goes for nothing now,” he replied. “She is so
bent upon money-making that it will take a great deal of kiek-
ing to make her fight. Why, she did not do any thing when
Gortschakoff repudiated the Blaek Sea treaty.”

“He |Gortsehakoff] chose the right time for this,” added a
fellow-traveler: ‘it was just after Sedan.”

“After Sedan or before Sedan,” continued the first speaker,
‘it would have been all the same. England is like an overfed
bull : she has lost the use of her horns.”

“What of her fleet ?” I inquired. * Well, what ean she do
with it?’ was the answer. ‘She ean bloek up the Baltie—
but the frost does that for six months in the year; and she
ean prevent the corn from our Southern provinees reaching
her own markets : bread will be dearer in London, that is all.
England will not land troops in the Crimea again.”

“God grant that she may,” said another; “our railway to
Sevastopol is now open.”

I here remarked that England was not likely to declare war
without having an ally. ‘“But what if Germany or Austria
were to join her?’

“As for those pigs of Germans, we must fight them some
day or other,” replied the previous speaker; “and when the
Tzareviteh is emperor, please God we will beat them well, and
drive every German brute out of Russia: they fatten on our
land at the expense of our brothers.”

“But supposing they get the best of it ?”

“Well, what can they do? They can not stop in Russia,
even if they should be able to assail us. We ean play the old
game; keep on retiring. Russia is big, and there is plenty of
country at our baek.”

“They might take the Baltic provinces,” T remarked.
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“Take them! T hope Gortschakoff will give them to Bis-
marck before long, and arrange that Germany does not inter-
fere with us when we march upon Constantinople,” said anoth-
er of the travelers.

“Arrange with Bismarck! You might as well arrange with
the devil!” said the first speaker. ‘““He will take every thing
he can, and give us nothing. He is the greatest enemy we
have—except, perhaps, the people at Vienna! However, they
do not count for much; as, with the Gzechs and Hungarians,
they have plenty on their hands: but we must give those Aus-
trians a beating before long.”

““Which would be most popular—a war with Austria, or
one with Germany?’ I inquired.

“With Austria,” was the unanimous reply; “ because we
know that we can march to Vienna without any difficulty.
We are not prepared for Germany; our army is not yet suffi-
ciently organized to compete with Moltke’s forces. We must
bide our time. DBesides this, the emperor likes his uncle too
much. When the Tzarevitch i1s on the throne, then we shall
have a war. DBismarck, too, does not want to fight at present.
He would like to see Russia fight England, Austria, and Tuar-
key. The old fox would sit still himself, and do nothing.
But if we got the best of Austria, he would take Vienna and
Holland as his share of the spoil, and as a reward for his exer-
tions ; while, if we were beaten, he would take the Baltic prov-
inces. But perhaps you are a German,” said one of the trav-
elers. ‘“No, I am an Englishman,” was my answer, ‘“and I am
very much obliged to you for this interesting conversation.”

Moscow was reached early the following morning; when, find-
ing that there would be no train till the afternoon to Penza, I
took a sleigh, and drove to call on Her Majesty’s consul, a Mr.
Leslie, whose acquaintance I had made during a previous visit
to Moscow. His post is a purely honorary one, but perhaps in
no other consulate in Europe is so much hospitality shown to
Englishmen. Mr. Leslie, from his long residence in Russia, is
well acquainted with the character of the people with whom
he has to deal, and is a very valuable member of our Foreign

Office.
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Moscow, with its wide streets, its lone distances from one
part of the city to another, its world-renowned Kremlin, the
palaces of its nobles, embracing vast suites of apartments, par-
quet floors, and almost Oriental magnificence, has so often been
described by travelers that I will not trouble my reader with a
description. If I were to do so, it would be the account of
what I had seen during previous visits, and not the experiences
of my present journey. As it was, I had barely time to pay a
rapid visit to my friends at the consulate, drink a glass of tea
in the Moscow Traktir, and hear a well-remembered tune from
the old organ in that time-honored restaurant, when I was once
more dashing through the streets to the station, my half-drunk-
en Jehu shouting out at the top of his voice, ““Beregi, beregi I”’
(take carc). He generally contrived to utter the warning
sound just after he had driven into the sleigh of some fellow-
Jehu, who, in return for the collision, used that peculiar class
of language which is not confined to Russian drivers, but is
frequently made use of by cabmen in our London streets,
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CHAPTER IV.

Railway Officials.—Unpunctuality of Trains.—Frauds on the Railway Com-
panies.—Old Spirit of Serfdom.—Socialistic and Nihilist Tendencies.—
The Emperor Alexander, and the Religious Influence in Russia.—The
Ecclesiastical Hierarchy more Powerful than the Tzar.—Waiting-rooms
at Riajsk.—Superstition and Dirt.—Sizeran.

Ox the track again, but this time alone in my compartment
till I was joined by an official whose business it was to inspect
the line between Moscow and Riazan. His chief object was
to find out if any unnecessary delays took place at the differ-
ent stations on this railway, a number of complaints having
been lately made about the unpunctuality of the trains. It
was supposed to be the station-master’s fault, and that these
officials, being slack in the performance of their duty, were the
main cause of the delay. “I could easily find them out,” re-
marked the inspector, “if it were not for the confounded tele-
graph, but that beats me; for the rogues are all in collusion the
one with the other, and as soon as ever they see me on the
platform they telegraph the intelligence to their brethren down
the line.”

It appeared that there used formerly to be a great deal of
fraud committed on the railway companies in Russia by the
guards of the trains, who would ask a passenger, when about
to take his ticket at the booking-office, “ What class are you
going by ?’ If by the first or second, the guard would say,
“Take a third-class ticket; give me a few rubles, and I will
let you go first class, as I am gunard of the train by which you
will travel.” But, according to the inspector, this system of
roguery has now been put down, and the result is a better re-
turn on the railway capital, although up to the present time
the lines have been any thing but remunerative to investors.
From the inspector I found out that I ought to have taken my
ticket to Sizeran, which was the terminus of the line in the
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direction of Orenburg, but that it was too late now to pay the
difference, and that I must wait till we arrived at Penza, when
I should just have time to get a new ticket, and re-label my
luggage.

It was a bitterly cold night, in spite of all our furs; and at
Riazan, where it was necessary to wait an hour, and to change
trains, a fellow-traveler, a Russian nobleman, who had got into
the carriage at an intermediate station, was very indignant with
the stoker whose business it was to keep up the fire, and re-
peatedly called him a son of an animal, the culprit trembling
and crying out as if he were under the lash of a whip.

It will take a good many more years to thoroughly elimi-
nate the old spirit of serfdom in Russia, although the law has
long ceased to exist, and the men who have been brought up as
slaves find it difficult to get rid of a feeling of awe when they
are in the presence of their superiors. FPerhaps it is as well
that things follow on in this groove, for it would be a bitter
day for Russia should the socialistic and Nihilist tendencies
which are being developed in her larger towns become extend-
ed amidst her rural population. At the present moment the
love for the emperor predominates over every feeling but one
amidst the peasantry; and this devotion to their Father, as he
is termed, is well deserved, for the Emperor Alexander under-
went an enormous personal risk when, at one stroke of the
pen, he did away with slavery in his dominions. It was a step
which required great moral courage on the part of its origina-
tor, and few emperors would have risked mortally offending
the upper classes of the country, even to do an act of justice to
the lower.

Probably the only influence which could be brought to bear
upon a pcasant’s mind, to such an extent that I believe it would
counterbalance his affection for the Tzar, is the religious one.
In perbaps no country in the world has this element so power-
ful a sway as in Russia.  In religion, coupled with superstition,
lay a power which could even thwart the wishes of the Emper-
or Nicholas himself; and the ecclesiastical hierarchy is certain-
ly more powerful than the Tzar. Hitherto the two dominant
influences have gone hand in glove together; and it is as well
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that it should be so, for any rupture between them would in-
evitably lead to a revolution.

In the waiting-room at Riajsk waiters were hurrying about
with glasses of scalding tea, which were cagerly called for by
the traveler. In fact, the amount of this beverage that a Rus-
sian can drink is somewhat astonishing to the stranger; and
the traditional washer-woman of our country, whose capabili-
ties 1n this respect arc supposed to be unrivaled, would have
no chance whatever if pitted against a subject of the Tzar. A
large samovar (a brass urn) stood on the refreshment-table, the
water being kept to boiling-point, not by a spirit-lamp, as in
England, but by a funnel, which fitted into the centre of the
urn, and was filled with red-hot charcoal. Economy was evi-
dently the order of the day with some of the travelers; for, in-
stead of putting the sugar in their glasses, they would take a
lump in their mouths, and thus sweeten the scalding draught.

I took advantage of our delay at Riajsk, and walked through
the other waiting-rooms. These were crammed with third-
class passengers. It was a strange sight to see the mixture of
different nationalities, which, huddled together like sheep, lay
in different attitudes on the floor. Here a Tartar merchant,
his head covered with a small ycllow fez, while a long party-
colored gown and pair of high boots completed his attire, was
fast asleep in a corner. A woman, her face covered with a
thick white veil, lay folded in his arms; while a child, envel-
oped in a bundle of rags, was playing with the fur cap of its
parent. Next to them a man, whose peculiarly shaped nose
showed a distinct relationship to the tribe of Israel, was breath-
ing hard through his nasal organ. Irom time to time he
clutched convulsively at a small leather bag, which, half hidden
beneath a greasy-looking black coat, was, even in his dreams, a
source of anxicty. TPeasants in every posture, their well-knit
frames clad in untanned leather, which was tightly girt about
their loins with narrow leather belts studded with buttons of
brass and silver, re-echoed the Hebrew’s melody. An old Bo-
kharan in flowing robes sat listlessly, with his legs twisted up
under him, beside the stove. He appeared to be under the in-
fluence of opium, and was possibly dreaming of cclestial houris
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and bliss to come; while a smart-looking lad—perhaps his son,
judging from the likeness between them —had withdrawn a
little from the rest of the throng, apparently not very well
pleased by his vicinity to the Russian peasants. -

The Mohammedans of Central Asia have certainly one great
advantage over the moujik, and that is in their love for water;
indeed, if the Russian peasant could only be persuaded to be a
little more particular in his ablutions, it would be conducive,
if not to his own comfort, at least to that of his fellow-travel-
ers. Superstition and dirt are twin brothers in Russia; and I
have frequently observed that the more particular a peasant is
in his adoration of the various idols (0brazye) which are promi-
nently displayed on the threshold of every cottage, the more
utterly he is forgetful of the advantages of soap and water.

At Penza I had barely time to secure another ticket on to
Sizeran, where my railway traveling would terminate, and pres-
ently found myself in a large saloon carriage. Here almost ev-
ery seat was taken, and the porters had piled upon them some
railway bags and parcels belonging to passengers traveling in
another carriage. These articles had been put in while the
owners were in the waiting-rooms, the object being to dimin-
ish the length of the train. This was attained, but at the cost
of considerable discomfort to the travelers, who were eagerly
searching for their lost property by the dim light of a smoky
tallow-dip.

In the course of conversation with one of the party, a tall
and very stout middle-aged man, I discovered that my shortest
route to Orenburg would be through Samara. He said that
he was going to the last-mentioned town, and proposed that
we should hire a #roika—a three-horse sleigh—and travel to-
gether. I readily embraced the offer, when after a few hours’
more traveling we stepped out on the platform of the station
at Sizeran. Here my companion was evidently well known,
for the railway officials and porters respectfully saluted him,
and hastened to bring our luggage to the waiting-room. I
must say that I was surprised to find so good a refreshment-
room so far from the capital, as, with but very short halts for
the purpose of changing trains, we had been traveling for more
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than sixty hours, and all this time in the direction of Asia, on
nearing which you expect at cach stride to leave civilization
farther and farther in your wake. DBut the buffet at Sizeran
left nothing to be desired; and in a very short time as good a
breakfast was supplied as could be obtained in any French res-
taurant. '

We now had to think over the preparations for our sleigh
journey, and after a little bargaining my companion made ar-
rangements with a farmer in the neighborhood to supply us
with a sleigh and relays of horses as far as Samara. The dis-
tance is about eighty-five miles, and there is no regular govern-
ment postal station between the two towns,
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CHAPTER V.

Twenty Degrees below Zero.—Provisions.—Wolves in the Neighborhood.—
Our Troika.—Driving along the Volga.—Price of Corn.—Bridge being
built over the River.—The Sterlet.—The Cossacks of the Ural.—How
to catch Sturgeon.—The Three Kinds of Caviare.

3

“You had better put on plenty of clothes,” was the friendly
caution I received from my companion as I entered the dress-
ing-room, ““ for the thermometer marks twenty degrees below
zero, Reaumur, and there is a wind.” People in this country
who have never experienced a Russian winter have little idea of
the difference even a slight breeze makes when the mercury
stands low in the thermometer, for the wind then cuts through
you, furs and all, and penetrates to the very bones. Determin-
ing to be on my guard against the frost, I dressed myself, as 1
thought, as warmly as possible, and so as to be utterly imper-
vious to the elements.

First came three pairs of the thickest stockings, drawn up
high above the knee, and over them a pair of fur-lined low
shoes, which 1n their turn were inserted into leather galoches,
my limbs being finally deposited in a pair of enormous cloth
boots, the latter reaching up to the thigh. Previously I had
put on some extra thick drawers and a pair of trousers, the
astonishment of the foreman of Messrs. Kino’s establishment,
“Lord love you, sir,” being his remark when I tried them on,
“no cold can get through them trousers, anyhow!” T must
confess that I rather chuckled as my legs assumed herculean
proportions, and I thought that I should have a good laugh at
the wind, no matter how cutting it might be; but Aolus had
the laugh on his side before the journey was over. A heavy
flannel under-shirt, and shirt covered by a thick wadded waist-
coat and coat, encased my body, which was further enveloped
in a huge shuba, or fur pelisse reaching to the heels, while my
head was protected with a fur cap and vashlik, a sort of cloth
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Lead-picce of a conical shape made to cover the cap, and hav-
ing two long ends which tie round the throat.

Being thus accoutred in all my armor, I sallied forth to join
my companion, who, an enornious man naturally, now seemed
a very Colossus of Rhodes in his own winter attire. How peo-
ple would have langhed if they could have seen us in Piccadil-
ly in our costumes! “I think you will do,” said my friend,
scanning me well over; “but you will find your feet get very
cold, for all that. It takes a day or so to get used to this
sleigh traveling ; and, though I am only going a little beyond
Samara, 1 shall be uncommonly glad when my journey is over.”

e was buckling on his revolver; and as we were informed
that there were a great many wolves in the neighborhood, I
tried to do the same; but this was an impossibility ; the man
who made the belt had never foreseen the gigantic proportions
my waist would assume when clad in this Russian garb. I
was obliged to give it up in despair, and contented myself by
strapping the weapon outside my saddie-bags.

For provisions for possibly a thirty-six hours’ journey, and
as nothing could be bought to eat on the road, I provided my-
self with some cutlets and chicken, which fitted capitally into
the mess tins, while my companion agreed to furnish the tea
and bread, the former an article without which no true Russian
will ever travel. He had not much baggage with him, and my
own was reduced to as little as possible; but we soon discover-
ed that it was impossible to stow away the luggage in the first
sleigh that had been brought for our inspection, for when my
railway bag, saddle-bags, cartridge-box, gun, and sleeping-sack
had been put inside and were well covered with straw, I essayed
to sit upon them, but found that there was too little distance
from the improvised seat to the roof, and my back was nearly
bent double in consequence.

“Bring out another sleigh,” said my friend. *“How the
wind cuts! does it not #” he continued, as thé breeze, whistling
against our bodies, made itself felt in spite of all the precau-
tions we had taken. The vehicle now brought was broader
and more commodions than the previous one, which, somewhat
in the shape of a coffin, seemed especially designed so as to tort-

3
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ure the occupants, particularly if, like my companion and self,
they should happen to be endowed by nature with that curse -
during a sleigh journey — however desirable appendages they
may be when in a crowd—Ilong legs. Three horses abreast,
their coats white with pendent icicles and hoar-frost, were
harnessed to the sleigh; the centre animal was in the shafts,
and had his head fastened to a huge wooden head-collar, bright
with various colors. From the summit of the head-collar was
suspended a bell, while the two outside horses were harness-
ed by cord traces to splinter-bars attached to the sides of the
sleigh. The object of all this is to make the animal in the
middle trot at a brisk pace, while his two companions gallop,
their necks arched round in a direction opposite to the horse
in the centre, this poor beast’s head being tightly reined up to
the head-collar.

A well-turned-out troika with three really good horses, which
get over the ground at the rate of twelve miles an hour, 1s a
pretty sight to witness, particularly if the team has been prop-
erly trained, and the outside animals never attempt to break
into a trot, while the one in the shafts steps forward with high
action ; but the constrained position in which the horses are
kept must be highly uncomfortable to them, and one not cal-
culated to enable a driver to get as much pace out of his ani-
mals as they could give him if harnessed in another manner.

Off we went at a brisk pace, the bell dangling from our
horse’s head-collar, and jingling merrily at every stride of the
team.

The sun rose high in the heavens: it was a bright and oglo-
rious morning in spite of the intense cold, and the amount of
oxygen we inhaled was enough to elevate the spirits of the
most dyspeptic of mankind. Presently, after descending a
slight declivity, our Jehu turned sharply to the richt ; then
came a scramble and succession of jolts and jerks as we shd
down a steep bank, and we found ourselves on what appeared
to be a broad high-road. Here the sight of many masts and
shipping which, bound in by the iron fetters of a relentless
winter, would remain imbedded in the ice till the ensuing
spring, showed me that we were on the Volga. Tt was an ani-
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mated spectacle, this frozen highway, thronged with peasants
who strode beside their sledges, which were bringing cotton
and other goods from Orenburg to the railway. Now a smart
troika would dash by us, its driver shouting as he passed, when
our Jehu, stimulating his steeds by loud cries and frequent
applications of the whip, would vainly strive to overtake his
brother coachman. Old and young alike seemed like octoge-
narians, their short thick beards and mustaches being white
as hoar-frost from the congealed breath. According to all ac-
counts the river had not been long frozen, and till very recently
steamers laden with corn from Southern Russia had plied be-
tween Sizeran and Samara. The price of corn is here forty
copecks the pood of forty pounds, while the same quantity at
Samara could be purchased for eighteen copecks. An iron
bridge was being constructed a little farther down the Volga.
Here the railroad was to pass, and it was said that in two years’
time there would be railway communication, not only between
Samara and the capital, but even as far as Orenburg.

Presently the scenery became very picturesque as we raced
over the glistening surface, which flashed like a burnished cui-
rass beneath the rays of the rising sun. Now we approach a
spot where seemingly the waters from some violent blast or
other had been in a state of foam and commotion, when a stern
frost transformed them into a solid mass. Pillars and blocks
of the shining and hardened element were seen modeled into
a thousand quaint and grotesque patterns. Here a fountain,
perfectly formed with Ionic and Doric columns, was reflecting
a thousand prismatic hues from the diamond-like stalactites
which had attached themselves to its crest. There a huge obe-
lisk, which, if of stone, might have come from ancient Thebes,
lay half buried beneath a pile of fleecy snow. Farther on we
came to what might have been a Roman temple or vast hall in
the palace of a Cesar, where many half-hidden pillars and
monuments erected their tapering summits above the piles of
the débris. The wind had done in that northern latitude what
has been performed by some violent pre-adamite agency in the
Berber desert. Take away the ebon blackness of the stony
masses which have been there cast forth from the bowels of
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the earth, and replace them on a smaller scale by the crystal
forms I have faintly attempted to describe, and the resemblance
would be striking.

Now we came to some fishing-huts, which were constructed
on the frozen river, the traflic in the finny tribe which takes
place in this part of Russia being very great, the Volga pro-
ducing the sterlet (a fish unknown in other rivers of Europe)
in large quantitics. I have often caten them, but must say I
could never appreciate this so-called delicacy. The bones are
of a very glutinous nature, and can be easily masticated, while
the taste of a sterlet is something between that of a barbel and
a perch, the muddy flavor of the former predominating. How-
ever, they are an expensive luxury, as, to be in perfection for
the table, they should be taken out of the water alive and put
at once into the cooking-pot. The distance to St. Petersburg
from the Volga is considerable, and a good-sized fish will often
cost from thirty to forty rubles, and sometimes even a great
deal more.

In most of the restaurants in the capital the proprietors
keep sterlet alive in small ponds. The intending purchaser
goes there to select a fish for his dinner, the owner of the res-
taurant dragging it out of the water with a landing-net for his
customer’s inspection.

“The Cossacks of the Ural have a singular way of catching
sturgeon,” observed my companion, ‘“and it is a method, I be-
lieve, unknown in any other part of Europe. At certain times
in the winter, the men assemble in large numbers by the side
of the river, and, dismounting from their horses, cut a deep
trench across the stream from one of its banks to the other.
They then lower their nets into the water, and arrange them so
as to block up the entire channel, when, getting on their horses,
they will ride for seven or eight miles along the banks. They
then form a line of horsemen reaching from shore to shore, and
gallop down in the direction of the nets. The fish, hearing the
clatter of a thousand hoofs, swim away from the sound, and
dart like lightning in the opposite direction. Here their course
is at once arrcsted, and they become cntangled in the tram-
mels. The quantity of sturgeon is at times so large,” he con-
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tinued, ‘‘ that the sheer weight of the fish is sufficient to force a
passage through the nets, a blank day being the result to the
fishermen.”

In England the sturgeon is looked upon as being rather
coarse eating, and as unfit for the table, but in Russia it is high-
ly appreciated ; and when served up in cold slices with jelly
and horse-radish sauce, it is by no means to be despised, and I
have eaten many a worse dish on this side the Channel. The
part of the sturgeon most liked by the Russians is the roe (the
far-famed caviare), and a Russian will take this out while the
fish is almost alive, and devour it with the greatest gusto, for
the fresher the caviare is, the more 1t is liked. There are three
kinds of caviare in Russia—the quite fresh, when no salt what-
ever has been added; then the slightly salted, which is the
caviare generally exported to this country and to other parts of
Europe; and finally the pressed caviare, which is the second
quality pressed into cakes. This is used for sandwiches and
other relishes. A little pressed or fresh caviare and a glass or
so of Russian vodki, taken a minute before sitting down at the
dinner-table, gives a wonderful stimulus to the appetite, and a
strong incentive to thirst,
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CHAPTER VL

A Hole in the Ice.—The two Alternatives.—Being Dragged through the
Water.—Preparing for the Leap.—Price of Land.—Our First Halting-
place.—Winnowing Corn.—Russian Idols.

TrE road now changed its course, and our driver directed
his steeds toward the bank. Suddenly we discovered that im-
mediately in front of us the ice had broken beneath a horse
and sleigh, and that the animal was struggling in the water.
The river here was fortunately only about four feet deep, so
there would not be much difficulty in extracting the quadru-
ped; but what to ourselves seemed far more important, was to
solve the knotty problem of how to get to land ; for between
our sleigh and the shore was a wide gulf, and there seemed
to be no possibility of driving through it without a wetting.
“ Pleasant,” muttered my companion, “pleasant, very! Let us
get out and have a good look round, to see if we can not find
a place where we can get across in safety.”

“I will pull you through,” observed our Jehu, with a broad
grin on his lobster-colored countenance, and apparently much
amused with the state of things.

“No, O son of an animal,” retorted my companion; *stay
here till we return.”

After considerable search we found a spot where the water
channel was certainly not much more than twelve feet across,
and some peasants who were fishing in the river came up and
volunteered their assistance. One of them produced a pole
about eight feet long, with which, he said, we could jump the
chasm. My companion looked at me with a melancholy smile,
in which resolution and caution struggled for the mastery.
“It is very awful,” he said, “ very awful ; but there is no other
alternative, and I much fear that we must.”

With these words he seized the pole, and carefully inserted
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one end of it in the muddy bottom. “If the ice gives way
when I land on the other side!” hLe suddenly observed, re-
leasing his hold of the leaping-bar. ¢ Why, if it does, you will
get a ducking,” was my remark: “but be quick; the longer
you look at it, the less you will like it; and it is very cold stand-
ing here : now then, jump over.”

““I have been just thinking,” went on my companion, * wheth-
er it would not be better to be pulled through in the sleigh, for
then I shall only get the bottom part of my body wet; but if
the confounded ice breaks—which must also be taken into con-
sideration, for I am not at all light” (this was certainly the
case, as with his furs and other clothes he must have weighed
at least twenty stone), “ nor am I so active as I was: why, I
shall get in, and very likely be frozen to death in consequence.”

At this moment his apprehensions were very nearly realized ;
for the ice, giving way under one of his feet, let it in to about
a foot of water, when, retracing his steps rapidly, my companion
remarked, “ I shall be dragged through, and not for all the joys
of Paradise will I intrust myself to that confounded pole.”

It was an awful moment, and I can not say that I relished
the situation. There are minutes in a man’s life when the heart
has a strong inclination to jump into his mouth. It is a very
disagreeable sensation, and one which I have sometimes experi-
enced when riding at a Leicestershire so-called bullfinch, not be-
ing quite aware of what was on the other side; but then there
was a gallery of other men looking on—a wonderful incentive
~—while this time there were no spectators save a few grinning
moujikis and my companion, who, as he had not faced the ob-
stacle himself, thought that it would be better and more digni-
fied if I were to follow his example. |

Dignity appeared to me to be out of the question, particular-
ly when placed between the two alternatives of being dragged
through the water or risking a jump into the channel. It was
a disagreeable choice, but I selected the latter, at the same time
being a little annoyed at the chaffing remarks of the grinning
peasants, who, greatly enjoying our discomfiture, were passing
sotto voce observations on the size of my companion and my-
self, eminently true but highly disrespectful. “ How fat they
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are!” said one. “ No,it’s their furs,”” observed another. ‘‘ How
awkward he is!” continued a third; “ why, I could jump it my-
self.”  “T tell you what it is, my friend,” I at length observed,
“if you continue this conversation, I think it very likely you
will jump either over or in, for I want to find out the exact dis-
tance, and am thinking of throwing you over first, in order to
satisfy my mind as to how wide it is,and how deep.”

This remark, uttered in rather a sharp tone, had the desired
effect, and, seizing the pole convulsively, I prepared for the leap,
which, nothing to a man not clad in furs, was by no means a
contemptible one in my sleigh attire. One, two, three! a bound,
a sensation of flying through the air, a slip, a scramble, and I
found myself on the other side, having got over with no more
damage than one wet leg, the boot itself being instantly cov-
ered with a shining case of ice.

“Come along quick!” cried my friend, who by this time had
been dragged through; ‘“let us get on as quickly as possible ;”
and without giving me time to see if my cartridges or other
baggage on the bottom of the sleigh had suffered from the
ducking, we rattled off once more in the direction of Samara.

Estates have become much dearer in the neighborhood of
Sizeran since the railway has been opened up to that town, and
a desyatin of land (2.7 acres) now costs twenty rubles, while
in Samara it can be purchased for half that price. Land gives
a good return for the capital invested upon it in Russia, and a
proprietor thinks that he has reason to grumble if he does not
receive from six to eight per cent. on the purchase-money, clear
and free from any deductions.

An English gentleman, a well-known M.P., foreseeing the rise
which will take place in the value of property near Samara, has
bought a large and beautiful estate in that neichborhood. Ac-
cording to my companion, he will double the capital invested
should he in the course of two or three years wish to part with
his purchase.

‘We were now gradually nearing our first halting-place, where
it was arranged that we should change horses. This was a farm-
house known by the name of Nijnege Pegersky Hootor, twenty-
five versts distant from Sizeran. Some men were engaged in
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winnowing corn in a yard hard by the dwelling ; and the system
they employed to separate the husks from the grain probably
dates from before the flood, for, throwing the corn high up into
the air with a shovel, they let the wind blow away the husks,
and the grain descended on to a carpet set to catch it in the
fall. It was then considered to be sufliciently winnowed, and
fit to be sent to the mill. The farm-house was fairly clean,
and, for a wonder, there were no live animals inside the dwell-
ing. It is no uncommon thing in farm-houses in Russia to find
a calf domesticated in the sitting-room of the family, and this
more particularly during the winter months. But here the good
housewife permitted no such intruders, and the boards were
clean and white, thus showing that a certain amount of scrub-
bing was the custom.

The habitation, which was of a square shape, and entirely
made of wood, contained two good-sized but low rooms, a large
stove made of dried clay being so arranged as to warm both
the apartments. A heavy wooden door on the outside of the
building gave access to a small portico, at the other end of
which there was the customary obraz, or image, which is to be
found in almost cvery house in Russia. These obrazye are
made of different patterns, but generally take the form of a
picture of saints or of the Trinity. They are executed in sil-
ver-gilt or brass rclief, and adorned with tawdry fringe or other
gewgaws. The repeated bows and crosses made by the peas-
antry before these idols is very surprising to an Englishman,
who may have been told that there is little difference between
the Greek religion and his own; but if this is the case, the soon-
er the second commandment is omitted from our service, the
better. It may be said that the Russian peasantry only look
upon these images as symbols, and that in reality they are pray-
ing to the living God. Let any one who indulges in this delu-
sion travel in Russia and talk to the inhabitants with reference
to the obrazye, or go to Kiev at the time of a pilgrimage to the
mummified saints in that sanctuary, and I think he will then
say that no country in the world is so imbued with supersti-
tious credences as Russia.

Above the stove, which was about five feet high, a platform

3% ‘
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of boards had been erected at a distance of about three feet
from the ceiling. This was the sleeping resort of the family,
and occasionally used for drying clothes during the day. The
Russian moujik likes this platform more than any other part of
the habitation, and his great delight is to lie there and perspire
profusely, after which he finds himself the better able to resist
the cold of the elements outside. The farm-house in which I
now found myself had cost in building two hundred rubles,
about twenty-six pounds of our money, and her home was a
source of pride to the good housewife, who could read and
write, an accomplishment not often possessed by the women of
this class in the provinces of Russia.

By this time our former team had been replaced by three
fresh horses, and the driver who was to accompany us had near-
ly finished making his own preparations for the sleigh journey.
Several long bands of cloth, first carefully warmed at the stove,
were successively wound round his feet, and then, having put
on a pair of thick boots and stuffed some hay into a pair of
much larger dimensions, he drew the latter on as well, when,
with a thick sheep-skin coat, cap, and vashlik, he declared that
he was ready to start.

The cold was very intense when we quitted the threshold,
and the thermometer had fallen several degrees during the last
half-hour; the wind had also increased, and it howled and
whistled against the eaves of the farm-house, bearing millions
of minute snowy flakes before it in its course. Presently the
sound of a little stamping on the bottom of the sleigh an-
nounced to me that the cold had penetrated to my companion’s
feet, and that he was endeavoring to keep up the circulation.
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CHAPTER VIL

Pins-and-Needles.—Spoiled Horses.—Driver’s Idea of Distance.—The Halt-
ing-place.—Our Fellow-travelers.—A Devout but Unwashed Peddler.—
A Glorious Sunrise.—A Bargain is a Bargain.

VERY soon that so-called * pins-and-needles” sensation, re-
calling some snow-balling episodes of my boyish days, began
once more to make itself felt, and I found myself commencing
a sort of double-shufile against the boards of the vehicle. The
snow was falling in thick flakes, and with great difficulty our
driver could keep the track, his jaded horses sinking sometimes -
up to the traces in the rapidly forming drifts, and floundering
heavily along the now thoroughly hidden road. The cracks of
bis whip sounded like pistol-shots against their jaded flanks,
and volumes of invectives issned from his lips.

“Oh, sons of animals I"—[whack].

“ Ol, spoiled one !”"—[whack]. This to a brute which look-
ed as if he had never eaten a good feed of corn in his life,
“Oh, woolly ones "—[whack ! whack! whack !].

“Q Lord God!” This as we were all upset into a snow-
drift, the sleigh being three-parts overturned, and our Jehu pre-
cipitated in the opposite direction.

“How far are we from the next halting-place ?’ suddenly in-
quired my companion, with an ejaculation which showed that
even his good temper had given way under the cold and our
situation.

“Only four versts, one of noble birth,” replied the struggling
Jehu, who was busily engaged endeavoring to right the half-
overturned sleigh. A Russian verst about night-fall, and under
such conditions as I have endeavored to point out to the read-
er, is an unknown quantity. A Scotch mile and a bit, an Irish
league, a Spanish legua, or the German stunde, are at all times
calculated to call forth the wrath of the traveler, but in no way
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equal to the first-named division of distance. For the verst is
barcly two-thirds of an English mile, and when, after driving
yet for an hour, we were told that there were still two versts
more before we could arrive at our halting-place, it began fully
to dawn upon my friend that cither our driver’s knowledge of
distance, or otherwise his veracity, was at fault.

At last we reached a long, straggling village, formed of
houses constructed much in the same way as that previously
described, when our horses stopped beforc a detached cottage.
The proprictor came out to mcet us at the threshold. “Sa-
movar, samovar !” (urn), said my companion. * Quick, quick !
samovar ” and hurrying by him, and hastily throwing off our
furs, we endeavored to regain our lost circulation beside the
walls of a well-heated stove.

In a few minutcs, and when the blood had begun once more
to flow in its proper channels, I began to look round and ob-
serve the other occupants of the room. These were for the
most part Jews, as could easily be seen by that peculiarity of
the nose which unfailingly denotes any member of the tribe of
Isracl. Some half-open boxes of wares in the corner also show-
ed their trade. The men were hawkers of fancy jewelry and
other finery calculated to please the wives of the farmers or
better-to-do peasants in the neighborhood.

The smell was any thing but agreeable, and the stench of
sheep-skins, unwashed humanity, and some oily cooking going
on in a very dirty frying-pan, at last caused my companion to
inquire if there was no other room vacant. We were shown
into a small adjoining apartment, where the smell, though very
pungent, was not quite so disagrecable as in thc one inhabit-
ed by the family. “This is a little better,” muttered my com-
panion, unpacking his portmanteau, and taking out a tea-pot,
with two small metal cases containing tea and sngar. ““ Quick,
Tétka, Aunt!” he cried (this to the old woman of the housc),
“ quick with the samovar!” when an aged female, who might
have been any age from eighty to a hundred, for she was al-
most bent double by decrepitude, carried in a large copper urn,
the steam hissing merrily under the influence of the red-hot
charcoal embers.
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By this time I had unstrapped the mess tins, and was ex-
tracting their contents. -~ “Let me be the carver,” said my
friend, at the same time trying to cut one of the cutlets with
a knife; but he might as well have tried to pierce an iron-clad
with a pea-shooter, for the meat was turned into a solid lump
of ice. It was as hard as a brickbat, and when we tried the
bread it was equally impenetrable; in fact, it was only after
our provisions had been placed within the stove for about ten
minutes that they became in any way catable. In the mean
time my companion had concocted a most delicious brew, and
with a large glass of pale or rather amber-colored tea, with a
thin shce of lemon floating on the top, I was beginning to
realize how pleasant it is to have been made thoroughly un-
comfortable, for it is only after having arrived at this point of
misery that you can thoroughly appreciate what real enjoy-
ment 1s.  “ What is pleasure ¢’ asked a pupil of his master.
“Absence of pain,” was the philosopher’s answer ; and let any
one who doubts that a feeling of intense enjoyment can be ob-
tained from drinking a mere glass of tea, try a sleighing jour-
ney through Russia with the thermometer at 20° Reaumur and
a wind.

In almost an hour’s time we werc ready to start, but not so
our driver, and to the expostulations of my companion he re-
plied, ¢ No, little father, there is a snow-storm; we might be
lost, and I might be frozen. O Lord God! there are wolves;
they might cat me: the ice in the river might give way, and
we might all be drowned. For the sake of God, let us stop
here !”

““You shall have a good tea present,”* I observed, “if you
will drive us.”

““Oh, one of noble birth,” was his answer, ““ we will stop here
to-night, and Batooshka, little father, also,” pointing to my
companion; “but to-morrow we will have beautiful horses,
and go like birds to the next station.”

It was useless attempting to persuade him. Resigning our-
selves to our fate, my companion and self lay down on the

#* A Russian term for a money gift to an inferior.
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planks to obtain what sleep could be found, notwithstanding
the noise that was going on in the next room, the Jew ped-
dlers being occupied in trying to sell some of their wares, and
drive a bargain with the antique mistress of the house. Not-
withstanding her age, she was keenly alive to her own interests,
and the shrill female accents mingling with the nasal ejacula-
tions of the Hebrews were not at all conducive to slumber.

Presently another peddler, enveloped in sheep -skins and
covered with snow, strode into our room, where he began to
cross himself and perform his devotions before an obraz which
was attached to one of the walls. As soon as this act of wor-
ship was finished, he commenced bargaining with the owner
of the louse, trying to persuade the man to let him have a
horse to drive to the next station at a lower rate than the one
ordinarily paid. But the proprietor was proof against all this
kind of eloquence, and the peddler, finding that his entreaties
were useless, returned once more to our room, and, kicking off
his boots by the side of my companion’s head, announced his
intention of passing the night there. This the Russian gen-
tleman objected to in very strong terms, for in addition to the
smell of the peddler’s body and his garments, there was good
reason to believe that a vast amount of what it is not necessary
here to mention inhabited his beard and clothes. * No, broth-
er,” said my companion firmly, at the same time taking up
the peddler’s sheep-skin between his finger and thumb, when,
holding it at arms-length before him, he deposited the filthy
garment in the other room. “Go there, brother, for the sake
of God, and pass the night with your fellows.”

It was in vain attempting to sleep; the new arrival had
brought a still further element of discord amidst the assem-
bled peddlers. They were a strange party in that room—the
proprietor, his mother, his wife, and her sister, two or three
children, and five peddlers, all huddled together promiscuously,
and adding by their number to the foul air which poisoned the
interior of the dwelling. What surprised me most was to see
how healthy the children looked. I should have imagined
that they would have been poor, weak, delicate little things,
but no; and the eldest, a chubby lad about ten years old, ap-
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parently the picture of health, looked as if bad smells and want
of ventilation decidedly agreed with him.

The Russian peasants are not ignorant of the good old max-
im that the early bird gets the worm, and the few hours’ day-
light they enjoy during the winter months makes it doubly
necessary for them to observe this precept. We were all up a
good hour before sunrise, my companion making the tea, while
our driver was harnessing the horses, but this time not three
abreast, for the road was bad and narrow; so we determined to
have two small sleighs with a pair of horses to each, and put
our luggage in one vehicle while we traveled in the other.

Off we went, a motley crew. First, the unwashed peddler
who had wished to be my companion’s bedfellow the night be-
fore; then our luggage sleigh ; and, finally, my friend and self,
who brought up the rear, with a careful eye upon our effects,
as the people in that part of the country were said to have
some difficulty in distinguishing between meum and tuwum.

The sun was bright and glorious, and in no part of the
world hitherto visited have I ever seen aurora in such magnifi-
cence. Iirst, a pale blue streak, gradually extending over the
whole of the eastern horizon, arose like a wall barring the un-
known beyond ; then, suddenly changing color until the sum-
mit was like lapis lazuli, and its base a sheet of purple waves of
gray and crystal, radiating from the darker hues, relieved the
eye, appalled by the vastness of the barrier; the purple foun-
dations were in turn upheaved by a sea of fire, which dazzled
the eye with its glowing brilliancy, and the wall of colors float-
ing in space broke up into castles, battlements, and towers,
which were wafted by the breeze far away from our view.
The sea of flame meanwhile had lighted up the whole horizon ;
the eye quailed beneath the glare. The snowy carpet at our
feet reflected like a camera the wonderful panorama overhead.
Flakes of light in rapid succession bound earth to sky, until
the globe of sparkling light arising from the depths of this
ocean of flame dimmed into insignificance the surroundings of
the picture.

Presently a sudden check and exclamation of our Jehu told
us that the harness had given way, and a conversation, freely
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interlarded with epithets exchanged between the driver and the
peddler, showed that there was decidedly a difterence of opinion
between them. It appeared that the man of commerce was the
only one of the party who knew the road, and having discov-
ered this fact, he determined to make use of his knowledge by
refusing to show the way unless the proprietor of the horses
who drove the vehicle containing our luggage would abate a
little from the price he had demanded for the hire of the horse
in the peddler’s sleigh. “A bargain is a bargain!” cried our
driver, wishing to curry favor with his master, now a few yards
behind him. “A bargain is a bargain. Oh, thou son of an
animal, drive on!”  *“1It 1s very cold,” muttered my companion.
“For the sake of God,” he shouted, “ go on!” But neither the
allusion to the peddler’s parentage nor the invocation of the
Deity had the slightest effect upon the fellow’s mercenary soul.

“I am warm, and well wrapped up,” he said; “it is all the
same to me if we wait here one hour or ten;” and with the
most provoking indifference he commenced to smoke, not even
the manner in which the other drivers aspersed the reputa-
tion of his mother appearing to have the smallest effect. At
last the proprietor, seeing it was useless holding out any longer,
agreed to abate somewhat from the hire of the horse, and once
more the journey continued over a break-neck country, though
at any thing but a break-neck pace, until we reached the station
—a farm-house—eighteen versts from our sleeping quarters,
and, as we were informed, forty-five from Samara.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

The Guardian of the Forests.—No Sleigh-bells allowed in the Town.—
Hotel Anaeff.—A Coffin-shaped Vehicle.—Law about Libel.—Price of
Provisions at Samara.—Rate of Mortality among the Infantine Popu-
lace.—Podorojnayas, or Road Passports.—The Grumbler’s Book.—Dif-
ference of Opinion between my Horses and the Driver.

TruE Guardian of the Forests stepped into the dwelling while
we were waiting for fresh horses, and said that there were many
wolves in the neighborhood, and that they did a great deal of
damage to the flocks; at the same time informing us that he
had shot several wolves that winter, and one only two days be-
fore. The keeper was a well-built, sturdy fellow, and, seeing
my gun, proposed that we should stop a day or so, remarking
that he could show us some capital sport. But my companion
was obliged to hasten to his property; and as for myself, the
14th of April—the termination of my leave of absence—rose
up like a bugbear in my mind’s eye.

Every day was precious, and I had no time, much as I should
have liked to accept the invitation. About six hours more
brought us to the river Samara—here a broad stream which
runs into the Volga. We dashed over a road made on its glis-
tening surface, when the driver, pulling up his horses and get-
ting down to tie up the bell on the head-collar, informed us
that we were about to enter the town, no bells being allowed
within the suburbs, for fear of frightening any horses unaccus-
tomed to the tinkle.

A rapid drive through some fine broad streets—the well-
built houses announcing that the inhabitants were comfortably
off in this world’s goods—and five minutes later I found myself
beneath the roof of the Hotel Anaeff, a much better hostelry
than I should have thought to encounter so far from a railway.

There was no time to be lost, for the day was well advanced,
and we at once commenced making preparations for our jour-

~
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ney onward, my fellow-traveler leaving me at this point, as his
estate was not on the road to Orenburg. I was sorry to shake
hands with him and to say good-bye. He was a very cheery
companion, and a drive over the steppes alone, and without a
soul to speak to for several hundred miles, was not an inviting
prospect. Mais & la guerre comme & la guerre, and the same
saying equally applying to a winter journey through Russia, I
resigned myself to the situation, specdily forgetting all cares in
the bustle of laying in a stock of provisions for the road, and
in the search for a sleigh, which I had here to buy to convey
me and my fortunes to Orenburg, or perhaps to IChiva.

Presently a coffin-shaped vehicle was driven up for my in-
spection, when I discovered that one of the runners was cracked,
and not in a fit state for the journey. The owner of the sleigh
used all his eloquence to persuade me that there was an advan-
tage in having a damaged runner, and seemed much surprised
when I informed him that I did not share this opinion; how-
ever, seeing me obdurate, he promised to have the vehicle re-
paired, and ready to start by the break of day.

The law of libel is stringently applied in Russia, judging by
a paragraph which I saw in a newspaper that evening. It ap-
peared that the editor of the magazine Dalo had been sum-
moned by a Mr. Weinberg for calling him a beggar. The ed-
itor, according to the evidence, had previously asked the plaint-
iff to translate a work. On its completion, Mr. W. wrote to
his employer requesting the payment of fifty rubles, which
would make up the difference of the amount due. No answer
being returned, he called in person, and said he would not
leave without the money. Upon this, the editor sent him
down a ruble note, wrapped up in a piece of paper, on which
was written, “I give you this for your begging,” or words to
that effect. The advocate for the defense apologized for his
client, who, he said, was an old man; but the court, not seeing
the point of the argument, sentenced the editor to two weeks’
imprisonment—undoubtedly a well-merited punishment; though
in England I much doubt if the offender would have even been
mulcted in damages for the expression. The Russian law fc
libel, or rather insult (oskorblenic), is very voluminous, ar
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many words which in this country would not come within the
statute for hbel are followed by a heavy punishment in the
Tzar's dominions,

The people at Samara were looking forward to the rapid
completion of the railway from Sizeran to that town—the
proprietors of land being the most interested in the matter, as
then they would be able to obtain a better market for their
corn. Provisions were very cheap, the best beef only costing
seven copecks per pound, and bread two and a half copecks,
while twenty bottles of vodki could be purchased for four ru-
bles; thus enabling the inhabitants of that highly favored com-
munity to get drunk, if they wished, at even a lower rate than
that announced on a placard hung some years ago outside a
public-house in Ratcliff Highway, and couched in the follow-
ing terms: ‘““Take notice.—Get drunk and be made happy, all
for a penny.”

Mutton was even cheaper than beef, and to be bought for
six copecks a pound; while a first-rate cow could be readily
purchased for thirty rubles, and a hundred fresh eggs for one
ruble and a half. When I jotted down the list of prices, which
was furnished me by the polite secretary at Anaeft’s Hotel, 1
began to think that what I had read in my boyhood about the
latitude and longitude of the Promised Land must be a myth.
Samara was evidently that much-desired region, and would be
an abode of bliss to all those melancholy and matrimony-in-
search-of young bachelors who occasionally forward a mourn-
ful dirge to our daily press, and inquire if a man can marry on
a hundred a year. Why, of course he can! Only let him go
to Samara, and he can keep a seraglio into the bargain, pro-
vided he feeds the ladies on beef and mutton.

The only country I have ever been in where provisions cost
less than in Samara was in the Soudan, in Africa. There a fat
sheep could be purchased for four shillings—a hundred eggs
for the same price; while on the White Nile the value even of
human beings was so depreciated as to be almost incredible ;
and many people in this country will utterly disbelieve that a
mother could sell her own child for a small quantity of corn.
The lad himself had not a high opinion of his paternal roof;
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for later on, when his master, an Englishman, who was passing
by the lad’s village, told him to go back to his mother, the boy
began to cry, and then said, in broken Arabic, “ No, sir, mother
has no clothes ; you have given me clothes. Mother gave me
nothing to eat, here there is plenty. Iather gives nie stick,
and here nothing to do but eat, drink, and cook. Please let
me stop!” Poor little Agau! he afterward returned with me
to Cairo, and, I have no doubt, by this time has quite forgot-
ten his father, mother, and the domestic fetish, in the virtues
and vices of Pharaoh’s capital.

But although Samara, and, in fact, all the south-eastern part
of Russia, offers many inducements to the settler on account of
the low value of land and the cheapness of provisions, there is,
in spite of these advantages, one great drawback to the coun-
try, and this is the rate of mortality, the more particularly
among the infantine population. Out of 1000 children born,
345 die in the first five years, 40 in the next five, 19 in the
subsequent term, and the same number ere two decades have
been completed. Thus, out of 1000 children, 423 will not
reach their twentieth birthday. From another table of statist-
ics I took the following figures: Out of 10,000 children born,
3830 die the first year, 975 in the second, and 524 in the third.
Whether this excessive mortality is caused by the extreme rig-
or of the winter months, or by the love of spirit-drinking on
the part of the parents, which causes them to neglect their off-
spring, is a diflicult question to answer; although, probably,
both these influences have a good deal to do with the matter.
I have frequently heard educated Russians defend this theory,
and curse the foundling hospitals, which, originally started to
diminish the evil, have, in their opinion, only succeeded in aug-
menting immorality, while they have greatly added to the mor-
tality throughout the empire.

There is a regular postal road which goes from Samara to
Orenburg, and the authorities have recently established a new
system along this route, which has superseded the old order of
things with reference to podorgjnayas, or passports. F ormerly
the traveler, previously to starting, had to visit the police, tell
them where he was going, and the number of horses he re-
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quired for his sleigh. They would then give him a printed
document, containing his description and an order to the post-
masters of the different stations to forward him on toward his
destination. But now all this antiquated system has been
abolished, and a volnaya potchta, or free post, established be-
tween Samara and Orsk, a town about one hundred and forty
miles beyond Orenburg.

All the traveler has to do is to demand at the different post-
stations the necessary horses, when they will be immediately
furnished him, or as soon as possible after the order has been
given ; the traveler paying in advance four copecks per horse
for each verst traveled.

I was called at day-break the following morning. The few
preparations required to be made were soon finished, and I
found myself in my newly purchased sleigh, which had been
thoroughly repaired, driving along in the direction of Smwesh-
laevskaya, the first station arrived at when traveling toward
Orenburg, and about twenty versts from Samara. The coun-
try was a dead flat, and of a most uninteresting description,
during the whole way; a few trees scattered here and there
making, by their scarcity, the bleak and naked appearance of
the adjacent surroundings the more conspicuous. Naught save
snow here, there, and everywhere; no signs of life save a few
melancholy crows and jackdaws, which from time to time made
a short flicht to stretch their pinions, and then returned to
perch by the side of some kitchen chimney, and extract from
the rapidly rising smoke as much warmth as possible. The
route much resembled the road between Sizeran and Samara;
for, indeed, in winter-time every thing in Russia is either alike
or hidden from view, buried beneath its blanch-white pall of
SNOW.

The station-houses along the line of road I was then travel-
ing were fairly clean, the furniture consisting generally of a
horse-hair sofa and some wooden chairs, while a few colored
prints of the emperor and other members of the royal family
of Russia were hung about the walls and made up the attempt
at decoration. A book in which to inscribe complaints was
also kept, and any traveler who felt himself aggrieved could
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write down his grievance, which would be subsequently investi-
oated by an inspector, whose duty it was to perform this task
once a month. I sometimes used to while away the time,
while waiting for fresh horses, by turning over the pages of the
grumbler’s book—occasionally, indeed, having to add my own
grievance to the list—the badness of the horses being a fre-
quent source of annoyance to the passengers.

I reached Bodrovsky, the next station, a little after sunset,
only halting sufficient time to drink a few glasses of tea, n or-
der the better to resist the rapidly increasing cold, the ther-
mometer having fallen to 20° below zero, Reaumur, when I
started again for Malomalisky, about 264 versts distant. I
hoped to reach this point about 9 p.m., and there refresh the
inner man before proceeding on my journey. It is hungry
work, sleigh-driving in the winter, and the frame requires a
good deal of support in the shape of food in order to keep up
the vitality. However, it is no good forming any plans in
which time 1s concerned in Russia. The natives have a Mo-
hammedan -lhike indifference to the clock, and travelers must
succumb, however unwillingly, to the waywardness of the
elements.

Presently I became aware, by some pistol-like cracks—the
sounds of the whip reverberating from the backs of my horses
—that there was a difference of opinion between them and the
driver. A blinding snow had come on; the darkness was so
great that I could not distinguish the driver. Our jaded ani-
mals were floundering about in all directions, vainly endeavor-
ing to hit off the original track, from which it was evident that
they had strayed. The man now got down from his box, and,
leaving me in charge of the horses, made a wide cast round on
foot, hoping to discover the road.
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CHAPTER IX.

Delayed by a Snow-storm.—Tchin.—Russian Curiosity.—A Conservative
Inspector.—General Kryjinovsky.—He tells me that I speak Russian.—
The Interest the Paternal Government takes in my Movements.—Rus-
sia and China.—A Newly-married Sleigh-driver.—A Camel in Love.

TuEe snow all this time was falling in a manner unknown to
people in this country, and was piling itself up against the
sleigh in such volumes that I foresaw, if we could not speedily
reach the station, we should inevitably be buried alive. After
about half an howr’s search the driver returned, and said to me,
““O Lord God !—you are a misfortune. Let us turn back.” 1
replied, “ If you have lost the way, how can you turn back?
Besides, if you know the road, we are now half-way, so it is
just as easy to go forward as to return.”

He had found the track, but by this time the sleigh was so
buried in the snow that the horses could not stirit. There was
only one thing to do, which was for me to get out and help
him to lift the vehicle, when we eventually succeeded in regain-
ing the path.

The fellow was a good deal surprised at this action on my
part, for Russian gentlemen, as a rule, would almost prefer to
be frozen to death than do any manual labor. Presently he
said, ¢ One of noble birth, what shall we do now?’ *“Go on.”
But at last, finding that it was no use, and that the snow in
front of us had drifted over the track to a much greater extent
than over that part of the road which we had left behind, I
was reluctantly obliged to give the order to return. This he
obeyed with the greatest alacrity, the horses, as well as the
driver, showing, by their redoubled exertions, that they were
well aware of the change of direction.

There is nothing so disheartening to a traveler who wishes to
get forward rapidly as the frequent snow-storms which occur
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in winter in this part of Russia. Days upon days of valuable
time arve thus lost, while any attempt to force a way through
at all hazards will only lead to the extreme probability of your
being frozen to death, without enabling you in any way to ac-
celerate your arrival. The inspector at the station laughed
heartily when we returned, and said that it was very fortunate
I had not to pass the night out in the open. He had previous-
ly advised us not to attempt the journey that evening, but wait
for daylight. However, I did not believe him, and consequent-
ly had to buy my experience.

He was very anxious to know what my #ckin (rank) was;
whether I was voennye (military) ov statsky (a civilian); and
the spelling of my name caused him a good deal of perplexity.

Of all the countries in which it has been my fate to travel,
the land where curiosity is most rampant is decidedly Russia.
Whether this comes from a dearth of public news and subjects
for conversation, or from something innate and specially char-
acterizing the Sclavonic race, it is difficult to say. The curi-
osity of the fair sex, which in other countries is supposed to be
the ne plus ultra of inquisitiveness, is in the land of the Tzar
far outstripped by the same peculiarity in the male inhabitants.
Of course I am alluding the more particularly to the lower or-
ders, and not to the upper classes, though even with the latter
it 1s a feature that can not help striking the foreigner.

The inspector was a thorough old conservative, and greatly
mourned the new order of things, and that he could no longer
demand the traveler’s podorojnaya, or pass. “ Why,” he said,
“I do not know who I am addressing; I may be talking to a
shop-keeper, and call him Your Excellency, or address a grand
duke as simply one of noble birth.” “Yes,”” chimed in some
travelers who were Dbenighted like myself, “and rogues can
travel now, for they are not obliged to go to the police.” I
was rather amused at this. There was decidedly a wish on the
part of the other wayfarers to know who I was; so, pulling
my English passport out of m ket, I sai i :
. '_)[’her(: youpcanllook at my ]fogl);i)jzgy{z.’?ldlﬁ ttlfniz;pici?;i
side down ; and then said, “Ah yes! you are a Greek ; but what
a beautifnl crown that is on it! You must be some great per-
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sonage going to Tashkent.” ‘“Perhaps so,” I replied, assum-
Ing an air of importance. “There is a royal highness eoming
through soon,” said the inspeetor; I heard it from a peddler
who went by yesterday; and one of his officers is traveling on
in front to make prepavations. Perhaps his excelleney,” turn-
ing to me, “is that gentleman.” “ No,” was my answer, when
one of the eompany, who appeared a little annoyed at my evi-
dent unwillingness to undergo this proeess of pumping, re-
marked that there had been several robberies in the neighbor-
hood. “ Yes, there have,” said another, and the assemblage all
looked at me, as mueh as to say, “ You are the man; now, do
not deny it; we shall not believe you.”

So the evening wore on, till one by one we laid ourselves
down to rest, when a sound very suggestive of a pig-sty awoke
the echoes of the night. On looking out at day-break, I found
that the wind had subsided, and the thermometer had risen to
within a few degrees of freezing-point. There was no time to
be lost, partieularly as I could not tell how long this exception-
al order of things would last; so, ordering fresh horses, I re-
commenced the journey. A great deal of snow had fallen dur-
ing the night, and it was fortunate that we had returned to the
station, as in some places, only a little distanee beyond the spot
from which my driver had retraced his steps, were drifts eight
and ten feet deep. ¢ Praise be to God that we did not fall
in !” said my Jehu, pointing them out to me as he drove by;
“T might have been frozen.”

A single line of telegraph ran along the side of the road, be-
ing part of the wire whieh connects the capital with Tashkent.
The high poles from which the line was suspended served as a
eapital landmark to point out the route whieh we must follow.
Presently the scenery ehanged, and some plantations here and
there relieved the eye, tired by continually gazing over the
endless waste. Low trucks on wooden runners, drawn by two
or four horses, and laden with iron rails for the construetion of
the railway, encountered us ou the path; while in many places
we had great diffieulty in passing, owing to the narrowness of
the road, my Jehu’s vocabulary of expletives being more than
once thoroughly exhausted upon the heads of the sleighmen,

4
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they having, as it appeared, purposely tried to upset our sleigh
by charging it with their heavily laden vehicles.

A few stations farther on the road I met General Kryjimov-
sky, the governor of the Orenburg district, who was on his
way to St. Petersburg, accompanied by his wife and danghter.
He had highly distinguished bimself in his earlier career in
Turkistan, and to this he owes the important post intrusted to
his charge. He is a little, spare man, with a keen glance and
determined eye, and, if I might be allowed to judge from our
brief interview, he was not the sort of individual who would
care to give me much information about my journey, of which
he did not seem to approve.

“You must remember,” he said, “on no account are you
to go to India or to Persia. You must retrace your steps to
European Russia along the same road by which you go. You
speak Russian, I hear,” he suddenly remarked, looking fixedly
at me, our conversation having been up to that time carried on
in French.

“Yes,” T replied; “but how clever you are to have made
this discovery, considering that we have not spoken one word
in your language, and you have never seen me before!” This
took the general a little aback, and he slightly changed color.

He had evidently received a communication from some au-
thorities at St. Petersburg, to the effect that I was acquainted
with Russian, generally an unknown tongue to foreigners, and
to a certain extent had let the cat out of the bag. He now
observed, “Oh, I only supposed you did so.” In the mean
time, his wife and daughter were taking off their furs in the
same apartment, the accommodation for ladies being of the
most meagre kind in these road-side stations, there being no
retiring-rooms whatever; and the fair sex have in this respect
to put up with muach more discomfort than the men.

As I drove away, after our interview, I pondered the general’s
words well over in my mind—*You must not go to India;
you must not go to Persia; and you must retrace your steps
exactly by the same route you go.” It was really very extraor-
dinary to see how much interest this paternal government in
St. Petersburg took in my movements. Here T was traveling
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in a country where the rulers defend the despoliation of the
immhabitants in Central Asia, and the annexation of their ter-
ritory, on the ground that it is done for the purpose of Chris-
tianity and civilization. And yet the Government of this civil-
1zed nation made more fuss about my traveling in Central Asia
than any mandarin at Pekin whose permission I might have
had to ask for a journey through the Celestial Empire.

It will take the Russians a long time to shake off from them-
selves the habits and way of thought inherited from a barba-
rous ancestry; and the veneer of polish laid on by a two hun-
dred years’ intercourse with Europe requires but little rubbing
to disclose the Tartar blood so freely circulating through their
velns.

Some distance farther on the road I observed a strong dis-
inclination evinced by the man whose business it was to drive
me to the next halting-place. He was a fresh-looking, sturdy
fellow, and I could not understand the evident dishke he had
for his fare, the more particularly as I had made a point of
well tipping the respective drivers in order to get on as fast as
possible. ‘ What is it #” I inquired of the station-master. “Is
he ill#" “No,” was the reply; “he was married yesterday,
that is all.” It seemed somewhat cruel to tear away the poor
fellow from the conjugal bliss that awaited him in the next
room, but there was no help for it. No other driver could be
procured, and the duty must be performed, while, if T had not
before remarked that there was something amiss with the fel-
low, I should very soon have found it out by the extraordinary
motions lis horses imparted to the sleigh.

He lashed the animals, which kicked and jumped, perform-
ing antics which slightly resembled the convulsive twitchings
of an individual suffering from St. Vitus. I was thrown in the
air and caught again by the rebound; upset, righted, and up-
set again, without having had time to realize the first disaster;
cartridge-cases, gun, saddle-bags, and self all flying in the air
at the same instant; the enamored driver forgetting every thing,
in the absorbing influence of his passion, save the desire to re-
turn to the side of his adored Dulcinea.

I once rode a camel in love. This was in the Great Korosko
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desert. IIe was known by the name of the Magnoon, or the
Mad Camel; but whether on account of his susceptible heart
or not, I can not say. I shall never forget on one occasion,
when the amorous quadruped had accidentally become sepa-
rated from the Juliet of his affection, a sweet creature that
carried the sheik of our party. She was very old, but this
was no deterrent in the eyes of her ardent admirer, who was
miserable when not at her side. I had ridden on a little ahead
of the party, when the voice of Juliet, who was being saddled
in the desert, and who vented her woes in weird squeals and
sounds appropriate to her race, was wafted by the breeze to
the attentive ears of her admirer. IHe was a very long and a
very tall camel, and in an instant he commenced to rear. My
position became both ludicrous and precarions—Iludicrous to
every one but myself, who was interested in the matter more
than any one except Romeo—and I found that I was, as it
were, slipping down the steep roof of a house, with nothing to
hold on by but a little peg about four inches long, which pro-
jected from the front part of the saddle.

It was an awful moment, but he did not keep me long in
suspense ; and performing an extraordinary movement, he sud-
denly swung himself round on his hind legs, and ran as fast as
ever he could in the direction of the fair enticer. A camel’s
gait is a peculiar one; they go something like a pig with the
fore, and like a cow with the hind legs. The motion is de-
cidedly rough, and at this moment my steed was seized with a
strange and convulsive twitching which threatened to capsize
the saddle. My position became each second more ridiculous
and appalling. I was a shuttlecock; Romeo’s back was the
battledoor. At every moment I was hurled into the air, the
fear of missing the saddle and falling on the ground being con-
tinually in my mind. The little projecting knob, which seem-
ed an instrument of torture like the impaling sticks used to
punish the unfaithful in China, was also a source of consterna-
tion, and 1 do not think I had ever felt a more thorough sen-
sation of relief than when, on arriving at our encampment
Romeo halted by the side of his Juliet.

The episode with Romeo had been an alarming one, but it
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was nothing to being driven by this amorous young Russian
as a charioteer; and at last, after having been deposited with
all my luggage for the third time in the snow, I resolved to
appeal to his feelings by a sharp application of my boot.
“Why do you do that?” he said, pulling up short; “you hurt;
you break my ribs.”

“I only do to you what you do to me,” was my reply; “you
hurt, you break my ribs, and property besides.”

“Oh, one of noble birth,” ejaculated the fellow, “it is not
my fault. It is thou, O moody one!” —to his off-side horse,
accompanied by a crack from his lash. ““ It is thou, O spoiled
and cherished one!” —to his other meagre and half-starved
quadruped. (Whack!) “Ob, petted and caressed sons of ani-
mals ” (whack, whack, whack!), “I will teach you to upset the
gentleman !”
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CHAPTER X.

Sleigh Sickness.—A Happy Family.—Orenburg.—Nipping.—Gas from a
Charcoal Stove.—A Professor of Eastern Languages.—The Chiet of the
Police.—Special Order prohibiting Foreigners from traveling in Turkis-
tan.—Messrs. MacGahan and Schuyler.—In Search of a Servant.—Friend-
ly Interest Russian Officers take in India.—Ixhibition of Maps.—Map
of Punjaub.—March Routes.—General Bazoulek.

It was hard work, this perpetual traveling, for wherever the
roads were passable I kept steadily journeying onward, and
gradually diminished the distance that lay between myself and
Orenburg.

For the last hundred versts there were hardly any travelers
save at one station, where I met a few officers who were on
their way to Samara. They did not much fancy the piece of
road which lay before them, and told me that the winter we
were having was the most exceptionally cold season they had
ever experienced in those latitudes. Occasionally the road for
a few miles would take quite a ditferent aspect, a succession of
ridge and furrow having been formed by the wind, which had
billowed up the snow in this strange manner. The motion my
sleigh would then assume was any thing but of an agreeable
character, and any person who suffers from crossing the Chan-
nel would have found that a journey in a sleigh can, under
certain circumstances, be quite as disagreeable. On the even-
ings when there was no storm, when the roads were smooth
and the horses good, it was very agreeable traveling, the stars
and other constellations lighting up the heavens with extraor-
dinary brightness, and making the night as clear as day, while
the “ tinkle, tinkle, tinkle ” of the sleigh-bells, changing time as
the horses changed their pace, now ringing fast and furiously,
then dying away as our animals struggled up some eminence,
helped to while away the hours. When about sixty versts
from Orenburg, I was told that a short cut off the road would
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diminish the distance considerably. I determined to avail my-
self of this information, and take the risk of not being able to
find horses at the farm-houses on the road, where the farmers,
if they have any animals in their stables, are only too glad to
let them out to the travelers.

Presently we arrived at a cottage the fac-simile of an Irish
hovel. Here were some unclean four-footed ones, sharing the
habitation with the two-legged inmates. Pigs, calves, men,
women, and children were huddled together round a huge stove,
which barely warmed the ill-built and wretched hovel. But
the horses supplied me were good, and finally we crossed the
Samara River. Once more some signs of cultivation, for a few
brick houses were to be seen: my driver leaped from his seat
and tied up the bell on the horse’s head-collar. We were ap-
proaching a town, and shortly afterward we dashed up the
principal street at a good swinging gallop, my sleighman shout-
ing checrily, and cracking his whip at every bound. Orenburg
was reached, and a few minutes later I found myself in a well-
warmed room, enjoying a wash, the luxury of which can only
be appreciated by those who have driven four hundred versts
through Russia in the winter, and who have thus practically
become acquainted with the slight respect the Russians show
to the good old maxim, * Cleanliness is next to godliness,” the
latter quality, as displayed in a Russian devotee, being more al-
lied with dirt than any thing else I can mention.

It was evident that [ was rapidly leaving civilization behind
me. No bed-linen could be procured, and on my asking for
a towel, the nearest approach to this commodity which could
be obtained was a table-napkin. Russians when journeying in
these regions carry about their own bed-linen, pillow-cases, etc.,
and either dispense with sheets altogether, or are contented
with a rug. The architect who had designed this hotel was
evidently a stranger to comfort, as this is understood in other
countries. To go from the dining-rooms to the bedrooms, it
was necessary to pass through an open court-yard, which, as
the thermometer was at that time occasionally 80° below zero,
Reaumur, did not conduce to the traveler’s comfort. The peo-
ple staying in the inn were chiefly officers, and a well-worn bill-



80 A RIDE TO KUIVA,

iard-table in a room down-stairs was being played on inces-
santly night and day ; while the attendant at a bar, where ca-
viare, salt-fish, anchovies, sour-krout, and all kinds of relishes,
with spirits and liquors, could be procured, had not a spare mo-
ment to himself.

In fact, there is no country in the world, not even the United
States, where so much of what is commonly termed nipping
goes on as in Russia. Probably the extreme cold, to a certain
extent, permits the inhabitants to take such liberties with their
stomachs ; but the increasing numbers of Russian visitors who
are each summer to be seen at Carlsbad, and their general com-
plaint—Iliver—is a good sign that this dram-drinking, if persist-
ed in, eventually sows the seed of disease.

When I awoke the following morning, it was with a splitting
headache and a feeling of oppression, which, except when once
half suffocated by the gas out of a balloon, I can not remember
to have ever before experienced. It was with a good deal of
difficulty that I could raise myself from my bed, and, on open-
ing the door of the room and breathing the cold but pure air,
my legs gave way under me, and, staggering, I fell down. It
then flashed across my mind that the stove had been shut up
too soon the previous evening, the consequence being that the
poisonous gas from the charcoal had escaped into the sleeping-
apartment. Luckily, however, for myself, the room which-had
been given me was a large one. The stoves in Russia, though
admirably arranged so as to keep up a due degree of warmth
in the house, require considerable care, and any neglect in this
respect will lead to disagreeable consequences. Indeed, seldom
does a winter pass without some traveler or other falling a
victim.

- Later in the day I drove to the house of an American gen-
tleman, a Mr. G , for whom I had a letter of introduction.
He received me with the usual hospitality of his nation, and
promised to do every thing he could to further my views. But
as for information about the road to Khiva, he could give me
none. All the news and gossip about Tashkent, Samarcand,
and the recent disturbances at Kokan he had, so to speak, at
his fingers’ ends; but Khiva was a sealed book to him, and he
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recommended me to call upon a Mr. Bektchourin, a Tartar gen-
tleman, and the Professor of Eastern Languages at the Russian
Military Academy, who, he said, knew more about the subject
than any other man in Orenburg.

On returning to my hotel, the waiter informed me that the
chief of the police had sent an order that I was to attend the
police-office immediately. It seemed a little strange his for-
warding me this communication through a servant at the inn,
and not through some more official channel. However, at once
obeying the command, I proceeded to the residence of the police-
officer, and shortly afterward was shown into the chief’s room.
He held, it appeared, the rank of a colonel in the army, and
sald that he wished to know why I had come to Orenburg. I
replied that “I was going to Russian Asia;” when he remark-
ed, “ Well, I can not allow you to do this, unless you have per-
mission from the authorities in St. Petersburg. There is a spe-
cial order prohibiting foreigners from traveling in Turkistan.”
I then showed him the letter I had received from General Mi-
lutin, which was written in French. IHe perused it with diffi-
culty, and to all appearance was not well acquainted with that
language. He then said, “ By what route do you propose to
go?” Ireplied by Kasala, and perhaps from there to Tashkent,
and so on to Khiva ... . anyhow, first of all to Kasala. “ Yes,”
he said, “ that is your best plan; for there you will be able to
obtain information which no one can here give you.” From
the police-office I drove off to call upon Mr. Bektchourin, the
Tartar gentleman.

On my ringing the bell, Mr. Bektchourin opened the door
himself. He was a tall, noble-looking old man, in a long East-
ern dressing-gown, which was fastened around his waist with a
sash, while a fez cap on his head betokened an allegiance to the
faith of Islam. He was a little surprised to see a stranger, but
courteously invited me to enter his abode ; and when I had ex-
plained the object of my visit—which was, first, to know if he
could give me any information about the route to IKhiva, and,
secondly, if he would recommend me a Tartar servant who could
speak Russian—he said, “ My good sir, I will do every thing
I can; but first of all you must drink some tea,” and a servant

4%
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entering with some glasses of this beverage, Bektchourin, hand-
ing me a eigarette, lighted one himself, and slowly sipped the
thought-inspiring liquid.

Presently he remarked, “ First of all, my good sir, as to go-
ing to Khiva, it is winter ; the Syr Darya [Jaxartes]| and Amu
Darya [Oxus] rivers ave frozen up. The difliculties and hard-
ships will be immense. You will have to ride on horseback
over five hundred versts of snow-covered steppes. If it had
been summer you would have had no difficulty whatever, for,
onece arrived at Kasala, better known as Fort Number One, you
could have gone in a steamer, and have been landed within a
few miles of Petro-Alexandrovsk, our fort in Khivan territory,
without any fatigue or danger. In winter, however, it is very
different, and T sinecerely advise you to give up the idea alto-
gether, or to come back in the summer and then perform the
journey.” I here remarked that it was not likely that I shounld
have taken the trouble to travel even so far as Orenburg in the
winter without having made up my mind, previously to leaving
London, as to what my intentions were. * Quite right, my
good sir,” continued the kind old gentleman, * quite right ; if
you mean to go, I will help you; but at the same time it was
only right of me to say what my opinion is about the matter ;
and indeed,” he added, “I really can not give you any infor-
mation as to the routes, for at this time of the year all will de-
pend upon how muech snow has fallen upon the steppes, and
this you can ouly find out at Kasala. As to recommending
you a servant,” he added, “I do not know of one at present,
but will make every inquiry. Not that T much eare about the
task,” he continued, “for there was an Ameriean gentleman
here not long ago with the secretary of the United States Lega-
tion at St. Petersburg—DMessrs. MacGahan and Schuyler were
their names. I was asked to recommend them a servant, and
to get them one in twenty-four hours. How I toiled and
slaved! My good wife, too, asked all the people of her ac-
quaintanee, and we hunted everywhere to find an honest Tartar
servant ; not but that there are plenty of honest Tartars,” he
added, * quite as many as Christians, but Mr. Sehuyler required
a man who could speak Russian, and who, to a certain extent,

-
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was accustomed to European ways. Well, we searched every-
where, and at the last moment a fellow offered himself for the
situation. I could hear of nothing against his character, and
the fact was, I had no time to make inquiries. But the next
thing I heard was that the servant had turned out to be a scoun-
drel, and that Mr. MacGahan, who wrote a very interesting bool
about his journey, had adverted to me in it, and said that I had
recommended the man. Now,if I get you a servant, perhaps
you will write a book and say the same as Mr. MacGahan has
done—that is, if you are not pleased with your servant; but I
tell you candidly that T can not in any way be responsible for
his character, although I will do my best to find you an honest
fellow.”

No one could have been kinder than Mr. Bektchourin. He
assured me that he would make every inquiry with reference
to the object I had in view; while I relieved his mind by
promising to speak to Mr. MacGahan, so that when another
edition of ““ Campaigning on the Oxus” came out, Mr. Bek-
tchourin’s explanation of the circumstances might be appended
in anote. Probably, on account of the military element in the
hotel, the newspapers were represented by the fmalid, and, on
turning over the leaves of an old number of this journal, I came
across a paragraph which showed the friendly interest the Rus-
sian officer who wrote it evidently took in India.

It was to the effect that at a late exhibition of maps in Paris,
the more recent British maps of the Attrek and Afghanistan
were not to be found, but that an interesting map of the Pun-
jaub, with all the various march-routes, and which the compiler
had particularly not intended to be published, was to be seen
on the expedition.

The following day I called upon General Bazoulek, the gov-
ernor pro tem, now that Kryjinovsky was away. He was a
good-looking man of about five-and-forty, and a little pompous
in his demeanor, for in Krvjinovsky’s absence he was all-pow-
erful at Orenburg, and he duly endeavored to impress upon me
the importance of his position. He could give me no infor-
mation whatever as to how to go to Khiva, his remark being
the same stereotyped one repeated ever so many times before:
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“You must go to Kasala, and there you will be able to obtain
every information.” On inquiry if there was a post to Khiva,
his answer was, “ T believe so, but I do not know by what route
it goes.” In fact, the ignorance displayed by all the officials
with whom I came in contact might have surprised any one
aware of the great importance attached to the study of geogra-
phy by the Russian military authorities. I could not explain it
to myself otherwise than by assuming that the real solution of
the problem consisted in the politeness of the officers, who pre-
ferred being thought ignorant to rude.
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CHAPTER XI.

The Ural Cossacks.—Dissenters.—Two Thousand Five Hundred Men Ban-
ished. — Exiles Flogged. — A Battue. — Reports about General Kauff-
mann.—The Tzar’s Officers in Turkistan.

TuE principal topic of conversation at Orenburg was a re-
cent emeute amidst the Ural Cossacks. It appeared that the
inhabitants of the town of Uralsk, as also many of the peo-
ple in that neighborhood, had become excessively discontented
with the military law of universal conscription. Previously to
the promulgation of the new edict, the better-to-do classes had
not sent their sons to serve, and the ranks were filled with re-
cruits from the poorer orders. But now all was changed:
money would no longer purchase a substitute, and grievous dis-
content possessed the minds of the Ural Cossacks. Most of
them were Raskolniki dissenters from the Greek Church, and
belonged to the old faith (Staroi vara). When they were or-
dered to send their sons to serve, they rebelled, and openly
called the emperor Antichrist. This was too much for the
pious-minded authorities at St. Petersburg, and 2500 of the
malcontents had been banished from Uralsk to Central Asia,
while it was said at Orenburg that 2000 more would speedily
follow.

The delinquents had been marched from Orenburg to Kasala,
and from that place it was intended to transport them to IChi-
van territory. A detachment of 500 had been already sent to
Nookoos, a small fort recently constructed by the Russians on
the right bank of the Amu Darya. It appeared that the com-
mander at Kasala had experienced much difficulty with the
men when he ordered them to march under escort to Nookoos:
they absolutely refused to stir. At last he ordered them to be
attached to camels by cords, and then commanded the Oren-
burg Cossacks to flog the prisoners with their whips. This
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had been done with great barbarity, and I was assured that
three of the victims had died under the Jash. The comman-
dant of Kasala had written to St. Petersburg to know what
was to be done with the remainder of the exiles.

G now informed me of a battue which had taken place
by orders of Kryjinovsky a few weeks previous to my arrival,
with the object of destroying some wolves, which had been do-
ing a vast amount of damage in the neighborhood. Several
miles of country had been inclosed by beaters, who gradually
reduced the civcle. However, the wolves proved too much
for the sportsmen, as the latter were not able to bag a single
animal.

I must say I had become rather skeptical as to the existence
of these carnivorous beasts—that is to say, in any large quanti-
ties: 1 had now traveled over five hundred versts of country,
and had not seen or heard a single one. That there were wolves
I did not deny, but was inclined to believe that both their num-
bers and depredations were much exaggerated.

Kauffmann, the Governor-general of Turkistan, was said to
have sent for two more regiments from European Russia, and
they were to be dispatched to Turkistan immediately, he him-
self being now on his road to St. Petersburg; and people in
Orenburg said that he was not in very good favor at court, for
having pushed the Russian arms farther in Central Asia than
had been either the wish or intention of the emperor. It was
declared that the Tzar himself was very much opposed to this
system of annexation in the East,and had only been induced to
permit it on the representations of his generals that they were
surrounded by lawless tribes, who carried off and imprisoned
Russian subjects.

It is easy to make a good case if the counsel for the plaintiff
is the only one heard. The Kokandians and Khivans have not
had the opportunity of putting forward their side of the ques-
tion, so, as is naturally to be supposed, the Russian generals have
invariably carried the day. Indeed, we can not wonder at the
Tzar’s officers in Turkistan being so eager to continue in their
line of conquest. Taken for the most part from poor but well-
born families, having no inheritance but the sword, no prospect
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save promotion, they thirst for war as the only means at hand
for rapidly rising in the service. A life in Central Asia in time
of peace 1s looked upon with contempt ; and with cvery thing
to be gained by war and nothing by peace, we ought not to be
surprised should every little pretext be sought for to provoke
reprisals on the part of the native population. Europe then
hears of the cruelties committed by the brutal fanatics in Cen-
tral Asia, of Russian magnanimity, and of Mohammedan intol-
erance.

Exeter Hall is quieted by the idea of a crusade against the
Mussulmans ; the lust for conquest is cloaked in a garb called
Christianity ; the sword and the Bible go forth together. Thou-
sands of the natives are mown down by that evangelical weap-
on, the breech-loader; and onc day we read in our morning
newspapers that a territory larger than France and England to-
gether has been added to the Tzar’s dominions.

But it does not signify, observe some of our legislators; the
sooner Russia and India touch each other, the better. How
much better for India to have a Russian neighbor on her front-
ier instead of the barbarous Afghans! Russia herself is ap-
parently well aware of the advantage of having civilized neigh-
bors on her western frontier; as it is, on that frontier she is
obliged to keep concentrated two-thirds of her available forces.
People in this country who advocate the two empires touching
are not, perhaps, aware that our Indian army would then have to
be increased to three times its present strength, and in spite of
that precaution there would be less security for ourselves.

It now wanted only two days to Christmas. I had already
been four days in Orenburg, and, as far as I could see, was as
far off as ever from obtaining a servant. Getting into my sleigh,
I hurried off to the house of my friend Bektchouarin. I found
him, as usual, clad in his dressing-gown; but this time he was
not alone, for several Easterns were sharing his hospitality and
imbibing large glasses of strong grecn tea, which, I was told, is
the kind most appreciated in Central Asia.

It was fortunate that I liad called at that hour, for it gave me
the opportunity of making the acquaintance of the Khan of
Kokan, formerly a sovereign, but now an exile far from his
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own country, and detained in European Russia by the order of
the Tzar. He was a swarthy, strong-built fellow. His cap-
tivity did not seem to have pressed much on his soul. He had
readily adopted European customs, and had actually gone so far
as to give a ball. This I was informed had been a great suc-
cess, many of the fair damsels in Orenburg having attended it;
while a wicked report ran to the effect that a great competition
was going on among certain of the ladies with the view of con-
verting the handsome khan to the Greek faith, and so on to
matrimony according to the Russian rites; but, taking into con-
sideration a Mohammedan’s innate horror of idols or image-
worship, and that the khan is already blessed with four wives,
this would seem rather a hopeless task. However, every thing
might be gained in the event of success, and a union with the
convert would, it was said, not be displeasing to some of the less
favored fair ones of Orenburg. Fabulous reports of his wealth
were spread about the town, and great delight was evinced in
every quarter on its being announced that he had elected to
live in Orenburg, and was about to purchase a house in the
neighborhood, having been prompted to take this step by his
friendship with Mr. Bektchourin, and General Kryjinovsky, the
governor of the province. According to my Tartar acquaint-
ance, the khan’s wealth had been much exaggerated, and he
was not by any means the Creesus he had been represented. On
leaving Kokan, he had taken with him a large quantity of treas-
ure in gold and silver specie, but had been robbed on the road ;
while at the time of which I write he had only 120,000 rubles
—about £15,000 of our money—not much in the eyes of an
English match-maker, but a glittering bait to the husband-seek-
ing dames of Orenburg.

Bektchourin now said that he had discovered a Bokharan
who would accompany me as a servant; and that the man could
speak Russian, Tartar, and Persian, and would be very useful as
an interpreter.

However, later on B came to the hotel, and with a long
face informed me that he did not think the fellow would suit;
that Mrs. Bektchourin had been making inquiries, and had dis-
covered that the Bokharan’s papa and mamma smoked opium,
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while it was currently rumored that their son partook of his
parents’ taste. An oplumi-smoker as a servant would have been
an intolerable nuisance. In consequence of this, Mr. Bektchou-
rin had brought with him a young Russian, who had been a
clerk in a counting-ofiice, and could speak Tartar. e was ready
to accompany me. However, I discovered that his idea was to
travel as an equal, and that he had no intention to act as a serv-
ant; in fact, he had so great an idea of his own importance
that I felt that the Bokharan, opiuin and all, would have been
more eligible as an attendant.

What was to be done? I began to think that I might as
well search for the philosopher’s stone as for a servant in Oren-
burg. But B was by no means disheartened. I will
find one,” he said, “never fear;’ and a few hours later another
candidate for the post turned up in the shape of a man who
had already been to Tashkent with Mr. David Ker. He in-
formed me that Mr. Bektchourin had sent him to the inn, and
that Mrs. Bektchourin had lent him five rubles to take his pass-
port out of pawn, a Jew having previously advanced some mon-
ey on this document. As the Tartar appeared a likely sort of
fellow, I agreed to accept his services, twenty - five rubles a
month being the wages, and all found.

“ Perhaps, one of noble birth,” said the man, “you would
not object to give me two months’ wages on account? I have
an aged mother, and should like to leave a little money to sup-
port her during my absence.” Filial affection is undeniably a
good trait in a man’s character. I was delighted; I had se-
cured a prodigy. I blessed Bektchourin, who had sent me
such a paragon of virtue, and I gave the servant the money, he
promising to return to the hotel early the following morning.
The difficulties of the journey seemed half over already, and I
went to bed convinced that at last I was in a fair way to make
a start.

Hope told a flattering tale: I awoke the next morning at
about five o’clock, and commenced my preparations. How-
ever, no man arrived, and a few hours later I rang the bell for
the head waiter of the inn.

“Did you see the servant I engaged yesterday ?”
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“Yes, one of noble birth, I saw him.”

“Why has he not come here this morning? He was to have
been here at six.”

“ Perhaps, one of noble birth, you gave him some money #”

“Yes,” was my reply, “ for his bedridden mother.”

An irrepressible grin caused the lantern jaws of the head
waiter to open from ear to ear; a cavernous mouth was dis-
closed ; a few yellow teeth bristling at irregular intervals in the
huge recess appeared to take their share in his amusement, for,
unrolling a long tongue, he caressed the stumpy fangs and
licked his lips with an air of the greatest possible enjoyment.

“ His bedridden mother! Hee! hee! hee! Oh, the son of
an animal!” and the tears poured down the fellow’s face as
he became convulsed with laughter. “You will not see him
again,” he continued, “ until he has spent the money: he has
gone to kootit” (drink and make merry, the acme of a Rus-
sian’s happiness). ‘“Oh, the cunning pigeon!” and the head
waiter left the room, evidently much delighted at the way I
had been taken in by his countryman. At first I could hardly
bring myself to believe in the waiter’s version of the matter
—the delinquent had such an honest-looking countenance, and
my vanity was somewhat insulted at the idea of my having
been so duped. No; it was more likely that he would turn up
later. Comforting my mind as well as I could with this re-
flection, I went out to purchase some provisions for my journey
with my friend G , who, like myself, thought that the fel-
low would probably come to the hotel in the afternoon.
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there were two with him.”
G , though he was an American citizen, a man of the

world in its fullest sense, and had traveled from the States to
Orenburg, was not an eflicient adviser with reference to the
supply of provisions required by a traveler. Indeed, if I had
takken my friend’s advice I should have bought the contents of
nearly every shop in Orenburg. The grocers looked delighted
as G put aside tin after tin of preserved meats. At last L
was obliced to remonstrate, “So! many thanks, but how can
I carry them ?’

“Carry them!” continued my imperturbable friend; “a
sleigh is the most elastic piece of goods I know ; it will stretch
to any amount. Schuyler and MacGahan took a great deal
more. I am only just beginning ; we will go to another store
presently. These sweet lozenges —they are excellent; try
some ;’ and to the grocer, ‘“Put four pounds of this chocolate
aside, and some pickles too—delicious; a few bottles—very
good. Now then, about candles and spirits for cooking, and
a cooking apparatus, and a lamp. You had better have some
carpenter’s tools, in case the sleigh breaks, and lots of stout
cord and nails. A carpet would be also a good thing to take
to sit down upon; and some wine and spirits to present to the
Russian officers. They like wine, and although you don’t
drink yourself, they do: just a dozen or so,” he added, with a
supplicating glance. ¢ Well, as wou like—but it would be bet-
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ter. Then you must have presents for the natives—a few
looking-glasses and ornaments. You will find them very use-
ful.”

It was really necessary to make a stand of some sort against
my good-intentioned companion, who, not accustomed to travel
himself, evidently thought that the entire contents of an .up-
holsterer’s or grocer’s shop were indispensable requisites for a
journey on the steppes.

“I tell you what it is,” I observed, “I shall not take a quar-
ter of the things which you have put aside for me, and certain-
ly not purchase any more. It was as much as I could do to
stow myself away in my sleich when traveling without a serv-
ant from Samara here; and the vehicle would never hold half
these things, which are for the most part quite unnecessary.”

“Not at all,” said my acquaintance, giving vent to his feel-
ings by squirting some tobacco-juice on the floor. ‘““Not at all.
Schuyler and MacGahan had two sleighs. Capital ; the thing
is settled.” Then, to the shop-man: “A few pounds of cocoa.
I shall soon have finished,” he added.

It was useless argning with him, and the only thing to be
done was to allow the shop-man to put aside the different ar-
ticles, and to say that 1 would call another day, select what I
wanted, and then pay the bill.

I now proceeded to the bank, as the amount of Russian gold,
in half -imperials, which I brought from St. Petersburg was
more than would be required for my journey. The money
was very heavy and cumbersome as carried in my waist-belt,
and so I determined to convert a certain proportion of the
precious metal into bank-notes. There is a curious circum-
stance in connection with the paper currency in Russia which
is not generally known by foreigners. On the face of every
note 1s printed the following announcement: “The bank will
pay the owner,on demand, the amount: of rubles stamped on
the paper in either gold or silver.” A most just and excellent
arrangement if it were only carried out; but, on the contrary,
it 1s extremely difficult to obtain gold in Russia, and during my
stay at St. Petersburg I had to wait nearly an hour at Vene-
kin’s bank while the clerk was sent out to buy half-imperials.
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Finally, I had to pay six rubles eighteen copecks for each coin,
the value stamped on it being five rubles, fifteen copecks. On
my going to the Government Bank at Orenburg and inquiring
if I could change some half-imperials into paper, the cashier
declined to give more than five rubles seventy-five copecks for
each piece. I would not accept those terms, and went to the
Commercial Bank, the cashier here offering six rubles. On my
producing some English sovereigns he greatly admired them,
and said that they were very beautiful, but refused to give me
any rubles in exchange, unless T would first pay the cost of a
telegram to the head of the firm in St. Petersburg, so as to in-
quire wlhat price he would give. I then discovered that no one
else in Orenburg would change the sovereigns on any terms
whatever, and so had to accept these conditions.

The following day'l was informed that the Commercial Bank
would change my English gold, though at a much lower rate
than that which I had received at St. Petersburg. After the
difficulties experienced with the sovereigns, it can easily be im-
agined that the cashier did not look with much respect upon
Coutts’s circular notes, or upon a letter of credit from Cox &
Co., the well - known bankers and army agents in Craig’s
Court. The bills might just as well have been waste paper in
s0 far as the official was concerned; and when I told him that
the paper of these two English bankers was looked upon in
London as being as good as gold, the clerk shook his head, and
evidently did not believe me.

In spite of the amount of silver which is supposed to be
found in Russia, there is a great deficiency of this metal in the
banks. The cashiers object to pay any one more than five
rubles, or fourteen shillings, in silver pieces, and confine their
business almost exclusively to paper notes. When a Russian
is about to leave Orenburg for a long drive by post, and a sup-
ply of silver is absolutely necessary, he has to send different
people as commissioners to the bank: each man will then re-
ceive five rubles’ worth of silver, and in this manner the trav-
eler can eventually get sufficient small change for his journey.
Indeed, without a certain supply of silver coin it is almost im-
possible to travel in Russia, the station inspectors hardly ever
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having any change. The amount of paper in circulation
throughout the Tzar's dominions is somewhat startling to a
foreigner; and if the financial prosperity of a nation can be
gauged by the amount of gold it possesses, Russia must be on
the verge of bankruptey.

In the evening 1 dined with a party of Russian officers,
among others the chief of the telegraphs at Orenburg. The
conversation turned on the chance of any immediate rupture
with Germany; and one of the guests assured me that it
would be impossible for a German army to make use of its own
railway-carriages on the Russian lines, as the gauge has been
made purposely of a different width to that employed in Ger-
many and Austria. Iowever, another of the party here re-
marked that, according to a recent account, the Prussians had
got over this difficulty, an engineer officér having invented a
system for building carriages and engines by which the wheels
can be made to fit any kind of line, and that if this statement
were true a German advance would not necessarily be impeded
on account of the difference of gauge. The telegraph official
was very inquisitive, and asked a great many questions about
my journcy, finally stating to G——, “ You may depend upon
it, we shall never sece him again. He has been sent out by his
Government, and when he has done what they want, he will re-
turn, but not by this road.”

It was Christinas-day. I had been exactly twenty-five days
on my journey — cnough time to go from London to New
York and back—and was still no farther on my road than
Orenburg. All of a sudden Mr. Bektchourin was announced,
his first question being, “ Have you scen the servant?’ ¢ Yes,”
was my reply, “ not only seen him, but engaged him, and given
in advance fifty rubles, on account of his bedridden mother.
He was to have been here yesterday morning at six, but he has
not turned up.”

“Ob, the dove!” said Mr. Bektchourin; “ol, the cunning
little scoundrel! You do not know how he has deceived my
wife. He came to her in my absence, and said that he had
seen me, and then persuaded her to lend him five rubles to
take his passport out of pawn. She gavé him the money, and
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lic has bolted with it. Oh, the cunning one!” —and Mr.
Bektchourin shook his fist with rage—* but we will cateh him.
His little back shall smart. My dear sir, I will go to the po-
lice;” and the good man hurried off as fast as he could in that
direction.

Later on I called on the same authorities, and was fortunate
enough to find Colonel Dreir, the Chief of the Force at Oren-
burg. Ile informed me that Mr. Bektchiourin had been al-
ready there, and that the case was in the hands of Sergeant
Solovef, the most intclligent of the thief-catchers in the dis-
trict. As he uttered these words, the colonel touched a bell,
and desired the servant to summon the sergeant.

A moment afterward the latter stood before us. He was a
stout-built fellow, with a firm, resolute mouth, and a hawk-like
nose and cye. IIe saluted in the military fashion, and re-
mained at attention, standing stiff and erect before his chief.

“You have heard of this English gentleman who has been
robbed by a Tartar servant #’

“I have heard.”

‘“The rogue must be caught.”

“T will catch him.” ‘

““The money must be got back.”

““The money shall be got back—if he has not spent it,” mut-
tered the sergeant.

“ Immediately.”

‘“ Inmediately.”

“Go at once,” said the colonel.

“T obey,” was the answer; and the sergeant, swinging round
on his heel, saluted, and left the room.

The difficulties of obtaining a servant at Orenburg seemed
to be so great that I made up my mind not to delay a day
longer on that account, but to go alone on my travels—at all
events, so far as Kasala. Once there, I could try again, and see
whether in that part of the world an honest Tartar was such a
rara avis as in Orenburg. In the mean time, Colonel Dreir
gave me an order for a podorgnaya as far as Fort Number
One (Kasala), and told me to go to the Kaznacheistvo, or
Treasury, where the necessary document could be obtained.
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On receiving the pass, I found that it was worded as fol-
lows:
BY THE ORDER OF

HIS MAJESTY THE EMPEROR ALEXANDER,

THE Sox or NICHOLAS,

AUTOCRAT OF THE WHOLE OF RUSSIA,
etc., etc.
From the town of Orsk to the town of Kasala, to the Captain of the En-
glish service, Frederick, the son of Gustavus Burnaby, to give three horses,

with a driver, for the legal fare, without delay. Given in the town of
Orenburg, 15th Dec., 1875.

I had barely returned to my hotel, when Bektchourin was
again announced ; and while we were drinking some tea, the
clashing of a sword-scabbard on the staircase, and a considera-
ble noise and clamor going on outside, warned us that some-
thing unusual was occurring. The head waiter now entered
the room. His face wore a look of intense importance, coupled
with adiniration for something he had seen. He was evidently
bursting to impart to me a startling piece of news; and if he
had been an English groom, I should have thought that my
best horse had broken his leg.

“Well, what is it?’ T inquired. “Is the house on fire, or
your wife dead?” “ No, one of noble birth, they have caught
him.”  “What ! the thief?” cried Bektchourin. “Yes; the
sergeant has him outside. The rogue is weeping; the serv-
ants are all looking on—the lodgers too: they all know that
he is caught. It is grand; praise be to God! May the ser-
geant bring him in?’ “By all means,” I said. A moment
later the door opened, and the delinquent was precipitated into
the room.

The sergeant followed. His mien was imposing. Ie took
two short steps, then a long one, advanced to the side of the
prisoner, placed his left hand on the culprit’s shoulder, and sa-
luted majestically with the right. Tt was a comical gathering
—the servants in the room, their hair bristling with awe; the
lodgers outside, eager to know what was the matter; the head
waiter wiping his perspiring forehead with a table - napkin —
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which he had brought me as a substitute for a towel—his huge
mouth extended from ear to ear, and alternately opening and
shutting with astonishment; the prisoner pleading for mercy ;
the sergeant erect and consequential ; while Bektchourin, who
was more excited than I could have believed it possible for an
Oriental to become, was shaking his fist in the culprit’s face.
“So they have caught you, brother! Ah! my little pigeon,
you have come back! So you wanted to throw discredit on
our race! Oh, you dear one! DBut now, stick, stick, stick!
you shall have it! Ah, my love, you may cry!” as the prison-
er groaned at the allusion to the whipping in store for him.
““ But the money, sergeant, the money—what has he done with
‘it? and where did you catch him ?”

The policeman was not gifted with the same command of
language as lis interrogator; and to gain time to collect his
thoughts, he once more saluted, then jerked out, “ He spent
twenty-five rubles in drink—there are twenty-five here. Wom-
en, women — there were two with him!” and, having disbur-
dened himself of this statement, the sergeant produced the
money he had taken from the culprit, and laid it on the table.
“For the sake of Heaven, pardon me!” cried the prisoner, go-
ing down on his knees, and trying to kiss Bektchourin’s feet;
“but I drank, she drank, we all drank. I will return the
money.”

“Very well,” said Bektchourin. “First of all, the money,
and then we will take into consideration the whipping; so re-
move him, sergeant, and see if he is able to make good the de-
ficiency.”

5
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CHAPTER XIIL

A Sheep-skin Suit.—Servant Hunting.—A Tartar Dwarf.—Nazar.—Pack-
ing the Sleigh.—Kirghiz Camels.—Ural Mountains.—Krasnogorsk.—
Bouran.—Off the Track.—Harness broken.—Driver loses his Way.—
Nazar Famished.—Keeping Awake under Difficultics.—The Rescue.—
Nazar’s Culinary Composition.—Benighted Travelers.—The Courier.—
An Officer and his Wife.—The Doctor.—Bleeding.—Curiosity.—Tropical
Heat or Extreme Cold, which is the Worst to Bear ?

THE excitement created in the household by the prisoner’s
arrival having calmed down, I set out with my friend G
to see if I could purchase a sheep-skin suit, such as is worn
by the Russian peasantry. In the mean time, Bektchourin very
good-naturedly went off in search of a servant. ‘I must get
you onc,” he said. “You shall not go alone. It shall not be
said that there is not one honest Tartar servant in Orenburg.”
G drove me to a street mainly inhabited by dealers in
sheep-skin. On entering one of the shops, we were nearly
compelled to beat a retreat, owing to the smell. A few years
ago the Thames, on a hot summer’s afternoon and at low wa-
ter, had a bouquet peculiarly its own, and one which startled
the olfactory nerves; but the odor in this little Russian shop
was infinitely more disgusting. The sheep-skins were in every
stage of preparation. The heat thrown out by a large drying-
stove was very great, and only the absolute necessity of order-
ing some warm clothes forced me to remain for an instant in
the establishment. The things I had brought from St. Peters-
burg were of no use for the journey on horseback. The shuba
or pelisse, which reached to my feet, would not have been suit-
able attire when I was in the saddle, and sheep-skin garments,
in spite of their disagreeable smell, are much the warmest
clothes that can be worn. I was measured for a riding-coat,
the wool to be worn inside, for some trousers of the same ma-
terial, and for a pair of high stockings, or rathier buckets, also

-
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made of sheep-skin. These last would be drawn on over four
pairs of fishing stockings, and in their turn be encased in some
high cloth boots—experience had already taught me that any
leather about the feet is a mistake—and when my new clothes
were put on over those which had been made for me in Lon-
don, I thought myself proof against any amount of frost.

In the evening Bektchourin returned to the hotel, accompa-
nied by a Tartar, the most diminutive of his race, and certainly
not five feet high. I was informed that he was of noble birth,
his father having been an officer in the Russian army ; but the
family was poor, and Nazar—this was his name—Iliked traveling
and adventure. The man expressed himself as ready to do any
thing and go anywhere. He said that he never drank. I
found out that he could speak Russian very well, and also the
Kirghiz dialect. Bektchourin said that he could answer for
the fellow’s honesty ; and as he wanted fifty rubles on account,
to leave with his wife, I agreed to advance this amount, though
with a slight feeling of hesitation, after the way I had been
taken in by the man with the aged mother. The money was
paid. Bektchourin, embracing me, said good-bye, and it was
agreed that the servant should come to the inn the following
morning, when we would start on our travels.

Long before day-break I was up making preparations, and
by the time the Tartar arrived I had packed up most of the
provisions. And then came the tug of war, for there were the
servant, sleigh, lorses, and luggage ; but how on carth to put
the luggage into the vehicle, and afterward to find room for
my legs-—this was a problem which it appeared impossible to
solve.

Nazar first arranged the parcels in one manner and then in
another, but all to no purpose. At last, the inventive genius
of the head waiter came to the rescue, when, by firmly tying
some of the provision-boxes to the edges of the sleigh, there
was sufficient space left for me to sit down. Fortunately my
servant was a dwarf, his personal luggage being adapted to his
stature. DBalancing himself on the top of the gun-case and
saddle-bags, he looked round for orders. ““Off!” T cried; and
away we galloped down the principal street of Orenburg, cs-
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corted by the good wishes and farewells of the inmates of the
hotel.

A biting east wind, but a bright clear atmosphere, and 1n a
few moments I was driving along the river Oural. Every now
and then we encountered a caravan of camels drawing sleighs
laden with cotton from Tashkent. Any one only accustomed
to the camels of the Libyan sands would hardly recognize any
affinity between the undersized and shaggy animals with lion-
like manes which are met with in the steppes, and the huge
sleek “ships of the desert” to be found in the African Sahara.
Nature has supplied the Kirghiz camels with every requisite
for resisting a bitterly cold clime, and the hardy beasts could
be seen striding through the snow where it was four feet deep,
and where horses would have been of no avail. Here a Cossack
galloped by us, brandishing his long spear as he quickly van-
ished in the distance; and then we met some Kirghiz wander-
ers, their ruddy faces—red as lobsters—offering a striking con-
trast to the sallow-visaged Russians I had left behind.

I must say I congratulated myself on the purchase of the
sheep-skin clothes. In the keen air which surrounded us it
was impossible to perceive the slightest smell, and for the first
time during my sleigh journey I was feeling tolerably warm.
We arrived at the station-house in capital time. In less than
ten minutes fresh post-horses were harnessed, and I was again
en route. Nothing could have been more uninteresting than
the country through which we were traveling; naught but a
bleak white plain, save for the low ridge of Ural mountains
which, lying far away on our left, slightly broke the monotony
of the scene. :

Three stations had been left behind us; I had determined
to put another stage—Krasnogorsk—between myself and Oren-
burg. Nazar was a little famished: he had started without
any breakfast, and a delighted expression passed over his coun-
tenance when I announced to him my intention of halting a
short time at Krasnogorsk.

‘“Excellent milk there,” he remarked, at the same time
smacking his lips; “eggs, too. Please God, we will stop.”

I was myself beginning to experience a sensation of empti:
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ness in my inner man; the glass of tea and rusk I had swal-
lowed before leaving Orenburg were not very staying condi-
ments, and I desired the driver to hurry on as fast as possible.
However, the old proverb, “ The more haste the less speed,”
proved, alas! to be a true one.

The afternoon was drawing to a close, and the golden orb
could be seen dimly descending in the far-off west, when I be-
came aware, by the numerous exclamations of my Tartar driv-
er, principally consisting, as I afterward ascertained, of strong
expressions, that he was not at all contented with his horses.
At starting, I had remarked upon their appearance. They
were as thin as laths, or, as Jorrocks would have said, * as her-
ring-gutted as greyhounds,” the ribs of the animal in the shafts
looking as if they might at any moment pierce the skin. The
driver had harnessed his beasts in what the Russians call goose
fashion, that is to say, one in the shafts and the other two as
leaders. His short whip, with lash some twelve feet long, and
which previously he had allowed to trail behind the sleigh, was
now continually in the air, while the thong, thick as my wrist
at the handle end, resounded from the flanks of the overtaxed
animals—sounds like pistol-shots breaking the deep stillness of
the snowy waste.

In answer to the question as to what was the matter, the
one word ‘“Bouran” was his answer; and by the way the
gradually rising gale was beginning to drift the snow across
our path, it became evident that we were about to encounter a
heavy storm.

Presently the atmosphere became denser with flaky particles,
the cold becoming more and more intense. The last rays of
the setting sun had disappeared from view, and, in spite of all
my wraps, I began to feel the first insidious onslaught of the
elements.

Darker and darker grew the shades around, till at last I could
barely distinguish the driver’s back; and my little Tartar serv-
ant, perched like a2 monkey at his side, informed me, in a mel-
ancholy tone, that we had lost our way. It wasthe case. We
were off the track, while our wearied animals, up to their flanks
and breast-deep in the snow, were vainly endeavoring to plow
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a passage forward. A final effort, caused by the pitiless lash
of our driver’s whip, and the goaded steeds burst through the
barrier. Up and down went the sleigh, bounding wildly over
the treacherous furrow, till at last one of the horses stumbled
and fell, breaking his rope harness, and bringing us to a dead
halt.

Our team had collapsed, that was evident, and the driver
seemed to have equally succumbed, for he left off swearing,
and his whip, which up to that moment had never ceased
cracking, lay stretched out behind the vehicle. He got off the
seat, and, having with difficulty succeeded in raising the fallen
animal, jumped on his back and made a wide cast round, in the
hope of discovering the track.

“T am starving,” said my little Tartar, in a melancholy tone:
“T had no breakfast—my belt is very loose;”’ and, suiting the
action to the words, he commenced tightening the strap round
his waist, in order the better to resist the wolf inside. I had
some bread and chocolate in my pocket, and, dividing it with
him, we stopped for a while the pangs of hunger.

In about an hours’ time the driver returned, and in a mourn-
ful tone informed me that he had lost his way, that we must
sleep out, and that in all probability we should be frozen. Not
a pleasant piece of intelligence, with the thermometer below
zero, and a hurricane searing the face as if 1t were with a red-
hot iron if we exposed the smallest piece of skin to its on-
slaught ; while the flakes, drifting higher and higher around the
sleigh, threatened, if the storm continued much longer, to bury
us alive.

There was no wood in the neighborhood — nothing with
which we could make a fire—and the sleeping-sack, which I at
once thought of, proved useless, owing to the small size of the
aperture. 'We had no shovel to make a snow house, and there
was naught to do save to sit it out the life-long night.

My hands and feet first began to smart, and the nails to ache
as if they were being scorched over a fire—a nasty burning,
gnawing sensation which eat into the joints and then died
away in a dull feeling of indescribable numbness which seized
all the imbs. The pain was considerable, although it did not
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amount to that agony experienced from severe frost-bites, and
which I had to undergo later on in the journey. A heavy
weight seemed to bear me down, and I dozed off for a second,
till aroused once more to the reality of existence by the groan-
ing of my little servant. He was murmuring something to
himself in a low tone, but not one word of complaint ever es-
caped his lips.

I desired him to get inside, and, giving the Tartar coachman
all the furs that could be spared, we pulled ourselves togethel
as 1t is commonly termed, strung our nerves for the occasion,
and determined not to go to sleep

There was now no more pain, and my thoughts began to
wander to far-off places, while well-known faces came and look-
ed at me, then flitted away in the waste, and were replaced by
well-spread banquet-halls, laden with viands which vanished as
in my dream I strove to partake. It was over, and I was lost
to consciousness, when I was suddenly aroused by a sharp tap
on my elbow, and a violent shaking from the hands of my fol-
lower. “Do not close your eyes, sir,” he said, “or you will
never open them again.”

It was a hard task making the effort, but it was done, and
presently I had, in my turn, to keep him from succumbing to
the cold. All this time the driver was uttering some grunting
exclamations from beneath the snow, which my slight knowl-
edge of the Tartar language did not allow me to comprehend;
loud, hoarse sounds and ejaculations blurting forth at intervals
and breaking the stillness of the night, for the wind had fallen,
and a dead silence reigned around.

“What is he doing #’ I inquired of my servant ; “is he pray-
ing

“No, sir,” was the reply; “he is only lamenting his fate,
and swearing at the horses for having brought us into this
plight.”

So the night wore on, and those only who have laid on a
sick-bed, and heard the endless tick of the clock as the hands
oo round the dial, can tell how glad we were when the first
faint streak of color in the far-off east warned us that the day
was breaking. We then pulled out the driver from beneath
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his cold, white canopy, and found him, though very stiff, oth-
erwise not much the worse for his night’s lodging. He shook
the snow from off his furs, and then, stretching himself two
or three times to see if his joints were all right, proceeded to
mount one of the horses, and said that he would ride off to the
next station for help. This he did, making his way as best
lie could to the road, now distant from us nearly a mile, at
times disappearing from our gaze as horse and rider struggled
through the piled-up snowy ridges.

An hour sped by, and yet another, but there was no longer
any danger in seeking sleep, and at midday I was aroused by
a friendly pressure from the hand of a farmer, who had been
summoned to our assistance by the driver.

““Well, brother,” said the jolly, round-faced old countryman,
‘““cheer up : we have arrived in time, praise be to God!” * Now,
then, children,” to some of his laborers who had come with
him, and who were provided with spades and shovels, *“ dig out
the sleich.” This was soon done, a well-earned remunera-
tion bestowed on the kind-hearted peasants, when with three
fresh horses we soon regained the road, and, an hour later,
the station.

It had been a slow journey, for we had taken twenty-one
hours to go eighteen miles; however, we were fortunate in not
having lost something else besides time; and a little while aft-
er our arrival, having partaken of a strange culinary composi-
tion of Nazar’s, made of rice, eggs, and chocolate, boiled in
milk over a spirit-lamp—this strange mixture proving, in our
ravenous state, the most savory of dishes—I felt myself once
more in working order, and ready to start.

My bad luck still continued : the Fates were again unfavora-
ble; for, on arriving at the next station, I found congregated
there four passengers, all prevented from traveling by a snow-
storm. Among them was the carrier with the mail from Oren-
burg to Tashkent, a short, thick-set, sturdy-looking fellow, with
a revolver at his waist, and a determined, dare-devil expression
on his countenance; not the sort of fellow that any Kirghiz
or Tartar marauders would be likely to get the better of in an
encounter.
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He told me that the storm was very great, and it was use-
less attempting to go forward for the present, as if he were to
do so he certainly would be benighted on the road, and very
likely be frozen. The wind, according to lhim, was the main
difficulty ; for, cutting against the lorses’ faces, it caused them
so much pain that the poor beasts could not face it, and this,
he said, was the reason that travelers found themselves so con-
stantly driving off the track.

Then came an officer and his young wife, who were returning
to St. Petersburg from Tashkent, the lady looking little capa-
ble of resisting the rough life she would have to lead before
reaching the railway at Sizeran. They had a comfortable, close
sleigh, arranged with every requisite for keeping the travelers
protected from the elements, but, in spite of this, the lady, who
unfortunately looked in a delicate state of health, had suffered
a great deal in the journey.

Notwithstanding all the precautions which had been taken, she
found it impossible to keep her feet warm, the circulation in her
extremities being sometimes quite checked by the cold wind
which penetrated to the bones through carriage, wraps, and all.

Another benighted traveler was a doctor on his way to visit
a patient, who lived in a village about fifty miles farther on the
road. The sick man’s residence was situated miles from a phy-
sician, and he had to send all the way to Orenburg for medical
assistance. It appeared that he was suffering from a violent
quinsy, or sore throat, an illness which is exceedingly rapid in
its effects. The dispatch for the doctor had been sent off eight
days previous, and probably when the son of Esculapius arrived
he would find that the invalid had either recovered entirely or
had been buried in the family vault. The medical gentleman
had come away without any caustic, and eagerly inquired if any
of us had a medicine-chest or could supply the deficiency.

My own traveling companions, the Cockle’s pills and some
bottles of cholera medicine, did not seem to be applicable in
the case mentioned, though, if the sick man had been an Arab,
I should have administered the former freely, and probably
with success, as faith is worth any amount of physic, and effects

most marvelous cures.
5*
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Bleeding is still very much in vogue amidst the Russian
practitioners, and-gne of the party suggested that a little blood-
letting might be advisable, and lower the patient’s inflammation.

The doctor shook his head, and immediately commenced a
long professional dissertation, which he interlarded with various
Latin words, in order to duly impress us with his classical ed-
ucation, but he did not seem entirely to dislike the idea of the
lancet, whlch I have but little doubt he ev entually tried upon
the unfortunate patient.

There was not much reticence among the party, each travel-
er being plied with different questions, and having to submit to
a cross-examination as to who he was, from whence he came,
where he was going to, and what was his business. In fact,
the inquiries were of so exhaustive a character, the more partic-
ularly those made by the surgeon, that I had serious thoughts
of telling him my age, income, and what I had for dinner the
previous evening, in the hope of fully satisfying his curiosity.

The evening wore on, and one by one our party lay down
to sleep, or to find what rest they could obtain, on the wooden
planks of the floor, the lady being accommodated upon the
sofa. In spite of the hardness of the boards, we were all speed-
ily plunged in the arms of Morpheus, the cold winds and ex-
posure during the previous night having taken more out of me
than any other clime which I had hitherto experienced.

The burning rays of a tropical sun on an African Sahara dry
up the sap of the human frame, while a long camel journey fa-
tigues the rider, but nothing like the pitiless cold and physical
suffering which inevitably accompany a winter tour through
Russia.

At long intervals travelers arrived from Orenburg, and then
the repose of our party would be broken for a moment by the
new - comers, who strode in to take a share of the planks.
There was no light in the room, and the fresh arrivals, in their
endeavors to find a clear space on the floor, frecly trod upon
the body of the carrier. Some strong language issued from
the lips of the man with the letter-bags, for which he was re-
buked by the son of Esculapius, who, even at that hour of the
‘night, could not refrain from inflicting upon us a Latin quotation.



TEA-MONEY. 107

CHAPTER X1V,

A Start with the Courier.—Tea-money.—A Breakdown.—The Book for
Complaints.—Improvement in Scenery.—Trade in Shawls.—An Eastern
Tale.—Podgornaya.—A Precipice.—OQura.—The Inn at Orsk.—A Ba-
sin and a Table Napkin.—A Servant with a Joyful Countenance.—No
Horses at the Stable.—A Man who has Horses for Hire.—You have a

" Grandmother.—A Blue-eyed Siren.

I peTERMINED to take advantage of the presence of the man
with the mails, and said that I would continue the journey
with him, hoping by this means the quicker to reach my des-
tination. The carrier had no objection, and, after a consid-
erable delay in obtaining horses for our sleighs, we started.
There was an advantage in accompanying him, for he was well
provided with shovels and spades to dig out his vehicle in the
event of the horses straying from the path and stumbling into
a snow-drift. The main difficulty I should have would be to
keep up with him, this being owing to the superiority of the
teams which are supplied for the post. However, I hoped to
do this by the means of tea-money, an open sesamé to the af-
fections of Russian sleigh-drivers, and which I had hitherto
found their most vulnerable point. Let it be known that you
tip handsomely, and your Jehn will drive you along regardless
of his master’s interest, while the regulation ten versts an hour
can often be converted into half as much again.

Alas! all my calculations were upset; once more I was
doomed to disappointment. I began to think that there was
some influence behind the scenes, purposely doing its best to
retard me on my journey. The tinkle of the bell on the car-
rier’s sleigh resounded in my ears for the first half-hour or so,
when T fell asleep.

On awaking a few moments later, I found that the sounds
were lost in the distance ; my horses were traveling at a foot-
pace, while the driver, who had descended from his seat, was
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flogging the poor beasts unmercifully, vainly endeavoring to
get them into a trot.

“How far are we from the station behind us ¢’ I inquired.

“ Five versts,” was the answer.

I looked at my watch. We had been one hour and a half
coming about three miles, and, in spite of the sleighman’s whip
and imprecations, it seemed impossible that his weak team
could drag us to the next stage.

It was no use going on, so I desired him to return imme-
diately, and, on arriving at the station, sent for the inspector,
and also for the book in which travelers inscribe any complaint
they may wish to make. '

I wrote in it that the carrier and myself had been detained
forty-five minutes, counting from the time when our horses had
been first ordered, and that finally the animals supplied me
were so bad that they could not go out of a walk. Iconcluded
my remarks by expressing a hope that the inspector would be
punished for keeping such useless animals in his establishment.

Having written down my grievance, I read it out to the in-
terested party, to the great satisfaction of some other travelers
who, like myself, had suffered from his carelessness. The man
now became seriously alarmed, and said that he had never been
complained of before; that he would be ruined; and that if I
would only pardon him on this occasion, he would never err
against another traveler.

“ Please, little father, pardon,” he cried, “and I will send
you on with three beautiful horses, full of fire and bursting
with corn.”

“Will you promise to make up for the lost time, and to
catch the post at the next station? If so, I will pardon you;
but if not, you shall suffer for your carelessness.”

The man caught at the chance, and I wrote down at the bot-
tom of the page that I would forgive him if he fulfilled these
conditions, which, much to my surprise, he succeeded in doing.

The country now improved very much in appearance. The
low chain of mountains on my left was sometimes broken ab-
ruptly for a mile or so, when a single giant would rear itself
up into space before us as if by its altitude to block the inter-
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vening gap. Various-colored grasses could be seen through
the fleecy snow, golden-tinted and bright chestnut being the
hues which predominated amidst the rising vegetation, while
olive - colored brambles and thorns, sprinkled with sombre fir
and pine forests, strongly contrasted with the pale carpet glis-
tening beneath a midday sun. Stalactites in every form and
shape hung pendent from the branches, the tenuous icicles re-
flecting through their transparent surface all the prismatic col-
ors of a rainbow. Here spider-like webs of icy film spanned
the frequent bushes, or, broken by a pitiless beam from the orb
overhead, hung in silky tresses, and floated in the rising breeze.
There gnarled stumps and quaintly shaped blocks of timber,
half-hid from the gaze by their wintry raiment, might have
been antediluvian giants of a former world, suddenly awakened
to existence, and shaking off their snowy coverlet; while the
bright and varied dresses of the peasantry afforded a pleasing
change to the eye, after the similarity of color and costume I
had remarked in Eulopean Russia.

A considerable trade is carried on in the district between
Orenburg and Orsk in shawls and neck-wrappers. These are
made of gossamer-like webs of goats’-hair woven into the ar-
ticles above mentioned. They are marvelously light, a very
large shawl, which can be put into an ordinary sized official en-
velope, not weighing more than a few ounces. What most
surprises the traveler is the excessive warmness of these Orient-
al wraps, as well as the softness of their texture, many of them
being so delicately made that they can be passed through a
finger-ring. Any one who has seen the extraordinary lightness
and softness of this material can understand what the author
of an Eastern tale had in his mind’s eye when he invented the
story of the fairy tent which could shelter an army, and was
yet so light as to be hardly perceptible to the touch.

Among other kinds of shawls offered for sale at the various
station-houses on the road, and where the good woman and her
daughters entreat the traveler to purchase in so plausible and
winning a manner that it is difficult to say nay, arc wraps made
of hares’-down. This is woven by the wives of the farmers
and peasants in the neighborhood into very warm shawls, and
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which are softer, if possible, than those made of goats’ hair, al-
though they are not nearly so light.

The price of these artieles of female attire is not by any
means exorbitant. A good shawl ean be obtained for from
thirty to forty rubles; and I feel convined that if some of our
London trades-people were to send their traveling-agents to
those parts, a very profitable return would be made on the eapi-
tal invested ; for the shawls in question would demand a ready
sale in this country.

Just before reaching Podgornaya, a halting-place on the
highway, the road became very precipitous. It was a dark
night, though fortunately unaccompanied by wind ; but a thiek
mist—whieh had upraised itself from the mass of vegetation
which abounded throughout the distriet — made it extremely
diffieult for our driver to see the path before him. The road
was bad, and in some places dangerous—now deseending a
steep deeline, then taking a sudden bend, when a hair-breadth
to right or left would have eaused a general smash. At last
we came to a spot where the slope was fearfully abrupt. At
its steepest part our road branehed off at right angles from the
line in whieh we had been previously driving, and whieh ter-
minated in a precipice. It was not quite the sort of spot that
any one would have eared to drive over on a dark night; and
as for myself, I was unaware of the dangers of the route.
They only became apparent when I was returning along the
same track by daylight, and homeward-bound from IKhiva.

The two drivers had a long diseussion before they would
attempt the descent. When they at last commenced opera-
tions, it was with the greatest eare, and one sleigh at a time,
the two drivers stepping slowly backward, and leading the
sliding steeds of my vehiele, after whieh they returned for
the sleigh with the post. A slip would have been fatal;
but luekily the Fates were on our side, and let us pass in
safety.

The weather became mueh warmer on approaching Orsk,
and I began to flatter myself that the real eold of the journey
was over, little anticipating what was still in store.

After crossing a few frozen streams, we entered the town,
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my driver crying out “ Oura!”* at every moment to his horses,
which, like himself, did not appear to be sorry that they had
come to the end of the stage. The town is a clean-looking
oue, and the houses are well built, while an air of comfort
reigned around delightful to behold, after the rough work we
had been going through for the last few days. The driver
pulled up at a little inn known by the namec of the Tzarskoe
Sclo. It was filled with farmers and peasants, many of them
much the worse for liquor; and at a bar just within the porti-
co a man was engaged in pouring out vodki, which was eager-
ly demanded by the customers.

The amount of this spirit, which is quite as strong as whis-
ky, that a Russian moujik can drink would be an interesting
theme for Sir Wilfrid Lawson to dilate upon in onc of his
periodical dissertations on the advantages of temperance. If
the teetotalers of England, like some of their missionary breth-
ren, should ever think of making converts abroad, they would
have a magnificent field for their labors in Russia. Often when
driving through the streets I have been struck by the sight of
some figure or other lying prostrate in the snow. * What is
it?’ I would ask; “is he dead ¥’ “No; only drunk,” would
be the reply, followed by a laugh, as if it were a good joke to
see a man who had made a beast of himself. It may be that
in proportion to the population there are not more drunkards
in the Tzar’s dominions than in England, or rather Scotland;
but, at all events, to get drunk lowers a man in the opinion of
the public in our country, whereas it is a feather in his cap in
Russia. :

Fortunately, there was a vacant room in the inn, and here I
was at once supplied with the smallest of basins and a table
napkin. In the mean time I dispatched Nazar to the post
to desire the inspector to send me three horses immediately.
There was no time to lose, and I wanted to hurry forward that
afternoon.

Presently my man returned with a joyous countenance,

* A Tartar word, from which, perhaps, our word “hurra” comes. It
signifies *“ beat.”
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which betokened something disagreeable. 1In fact, in all coun-
tries where I have hitherto traveled, human nature, as typi-
fied in domestics, is much the same; they invariably look
pleased when they have a piece of bad news to impart to their
masters. :

“What is it #” T asked. “Sleigh broken #’

“No, sir. No horses to be had ; that is all. General Kaufi-
mann went through early this morning and took them all. The
inspector says you must wait till to-morrow, and that then he
will have a team ready for you. It is nice and warm,” contin-
ued Nazar, looking at the stove. * We will sleep here, little
father; eat till we fill our clothes, and continue our journey to-
morrow.”

“Nazar,” 1 replied, giving my countenance the sternest ex-
pression it could assume, “I command; you obey. We leave
in an how’s time. Go and hire some horses as far as the next
stage. If you find it impossible to obtain any at the station,
try and get some from a private dealer; but horses I must
have.”

In a few minutes my servant returned with a still more joy-
ful countenance than before. The inspector would not send
any horses, and no one could be found in the town who was
nclined to let out his animals on hire.

There was nothing to be done but to search myself. Nazar
had evidently made up his mind to sleep at Orsk. However,
I had made up mine to continue the journey.

Leaving the inn, I hailed a passing sleigh, the driver appear-
ing to me to have a more intelligent expression than his fel-
lows. Getting into the vehicle, I inquired if he knew of any’
one who had horses for hire.

“Yes,” was the answer. One of his relatives had some;
but the house to which I was driven was shut up, and no one
was at home. I began to despair, and think that I should
have as much difficulty in obtaining horses at Orsk as I had in
procuring a servant at Orenburg,

I now determined to try what gold, or rather silver, would
do, and said to the driver, “If you will take me to any one
who has horses for hire, I will give you a ruble for yourseif.”
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“A whole ruble!” cried the man, with a broad grin of de-
light ; and, jumping off his seat, he ran to a little knot of Tar-
tars, one of whom was bargaining with the others for a basket
of frozen fish, and began to ply them with questions. In a
minute he returned. ‘‘Let us go,” he said; and with a * Burr”
(the sound which is used by Russians to urge on their horses)
and a loud crack with his lash, we drove rapidly in another di-
rection.

I had arrived at the outskirts of the town, and we stopped
before a dirty-looking wooden cottage.

A tall man dressed in a long coat reaching to his heels,
bright yellow trousers, which were stuffed into a pair of red
leather boots, while an enormous black sheep-skin cap covered
his head, came out and asked my business. I said that I want-
ed three horses to go to the next stage, and asked him what he
would drive me there for, the regular postal tariff being about
two rubles.

‘““One of noble birth,” replied the fellow, “ the roads are bad,
but my horses will gallop the whole way. They are excellent
horses; all the pcople in the town look at them, and envy me.
They say how fat they are! look, how round! The governor
has not got any horses like mine in his stable. I spoil them;
I cherish them ; and they gallop like the wind. The people
look, wonder, and admire. Come and see the dear little ani-
mals.”

“I have no doubt about it. They are excellent horses,” I re-
plied ; “but what will you take me for?’

“Let us say four rubles, your excellency, and give me one
on account. One little whole silver ruble; for the sake of
God let me put it in my pocket, and we will bless you.”

“All right,” was my answer. “Send the horses to the Tzar-
skoc Selo Inn immediately.”

Presently the fellow rushed into my room, and, bowing to
the ground, took off his cap with a grandiose air, then, drawing
out the money I had given him from some hidden recess in the
neighborhood of his skin, he thrust the ruble into my hand,
and exclaimed, ¢ Little father, my uncle owns one of the horses;
he is very angry. He says that he was not consulted in the
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matter, and that he loves the animal like a brother. My uncle
will not let his horse leave the stable for less than five rubles.
What is to be done? I told him that I had agreed to take
you, and even showed him the money; but he is hard-hearted
and stern.”

“Very well,” T said; “bring round the horses.”

In a few minutes the fellow returned, and exclaimed, “ One
of noble birth, I am ashamed !”

“Quite right,” I said; ‘“‘you have every reason to be so.
But go on; is your uncle’s horse dead #’

““No, one of noble birth, not so bad as that; but my brother
is vexed. He has a share in one of the animals; he will not let
me drive him to the next station for less than six rubles,” and
the man, putting on an expression in which cunning, avarice,
and pretended sorrow were blended, rubbed his forehead, and
added, “ What shall we do ¢’

I said, “ You have a grandmmother ¢”

“Yes,” he replied, much surprised. ‘“How did you know
that? I have; a very old grandmother.”

“Well,” I continued, “ go and tell her that,” fearing lest she
should be annoyed if any accident were to happen during our
journey ; for you know misfortunes occur sometimes; God
sends them,” I added, piously.—* Yes, he does,” interrupted the
- man; “we are simple people, your excellency.” —“ And, not
wishing to hurt the old lady’s feelings, should the fore leg of
your uncle’s horse or the hind leg of your brother’s suffer on
the road, I have changed my mind, and shall not go with you
to-day, but take post-horses to-morrow.”

The man now became alarmed, thinking that he was about
to lose his fare. He rubbed his forechead violently, and then
exclaimed, “I will take your excellency for five rubles.”

“But your brother ?’

“Never mind ; he is an animal ; let us go.”

« No,” I answered. “I shall wait—the post-horses are
beautiful horses. I am told that they gallop like the wind:
all the people in the town look at them, and the inspecto;
loves them.”

“ Let us say four rubles, your excellency.”
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“But your uncle might beat you. I should not like you to
be hurt.”

“No,” was the answer, “ we will go;” and the knotty point
being thus settled, we drove off, much to the dissatisfaction of
my little servant, Nazar; a blue-cyed siren in Orsk having, as
the Orientals say, made roast meat of his heart, in spite of his
being a married man.
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CHAPTER XV.

Nomad Tribes.—A Picture of Desolation.—Nazar is worn out.—The In-
spector.—Price of Land, Cattle, and Provisions.—The Cattle-pest.—Vac-
cinating the Animals.—The Kirghiz do not believe in Doctors.—Small-
pox.—Strict Orders to Prevent Englishmen traveling in Russian Asia.—
The Cost of Post-horses.—Robbing Peter to pay Paul.—Postal Track let
out to Contractors.—Iort Karabootaok.—Iilthy Stations.—Horses want-
ed. — Whipping the Order of the Day.— The Emperor Nicholas.— A
Snow-storm. — Asleep in the Sleigh. — Frost-bites. — Physical Pain.—
Mental Agony.—Cossack Soldiers.—Brothers in Misfortune.

THE aspect of the country now underwent an entire change.
We had left all traces of civilization behind us, and were regu-
larly upon the steppes. Not the steppes as they are deseribed
to us in the summer months, when hundreds of nomad tribes,
like their forefathers of old, migrate from place to place, with
their families, flocks, and herds, and relieve the dreary aspect of
this vast flat expanse with their picturesque kibitkas, or tents,
while hundreds of horses, grazing on the rich grass, are a source
of considerable wealth to the Kirghiz proprietors.

A large dining-table covered with naught but its white cloth
is not a cheery sight. To describe the country for the next
one hundred miles from Orsk, I need only extend the table-cov-
er. For here, there, and everywhere was a dazzling, glaring
sheet of white, as seen under the influence of a midday sun;
then gradually softening down as the god of light sunk into the
west, 1t faded into a vast, melancholy-looking, colorless ocean.
This was shrouded in some places from the view by filmy clouds
of mist and vapor, which rose in the evening air and shaded the
wilderness around —a picture of desolation which wearled, b
its utter loneliness, and at the same time appalled by its im-
mensity ; a circle of which the centre was everywhere, and the
circumference nowhere. Such were the steppes as I drove
through them at night-fall or in the carly morn; and where,
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fatigued by want of sleep, my eye searched eagerly, but in vain, -
{for a station.

On arriving at the halting - place, which was about twenty-
seven versts from Orsk, Nazar came to me, and said, “I am
very sleepy; I have not slept for three nlghts and shall fall
off if we continue the journey.’

When I began to think of it, the poor fellow had a good
dea]l of reason on his side. I could occasionally obtain a few
mau:nents’ broken slumber, which was out of the question for
him. I felt rather ashamed that in my selfishness I had over-
driven a willing horse, and the fellow had shown first-class
pluck when we had to pass the night out on the roadside; so,
saying that he ought to have told me before that he wanted
rest, I sent him to lie down, when, stretching his limbs along-
side the stove, in an instant he was fast asleep.

The inspector was a good-tempered, fat old fellow, with red
cheeks and an asthmatic cough. He had been a veterinary
surgeon in a Cossack regiment, and consequently his services
were much in request with the people at Orsk. IHe informed.
me that land could be bought on these flats for a ruble and a
half a desyatin (2.7 acres); that a cow cost £3 2s. 6d.; a fat
sheep, two years old, 12s. 6d.; and mutton or beef, a penny
per pound. A capital horse could be purchased for three sov-
ereigns, a camel for £7 10s., while flour cost 1s. 4d. the pood
of 40 Ibs. These were the prices at Orsk, but at times he said
that provisions could be bought at a much lower rate, partic-
ularly if purchased from the Tartars themselves. The latter
had suffered a great deal of late years from the cattle-pest, and
vaccinating the animals had been tried as an experiment, but,
according to my informant, with but slight success.

The Kirghiz themselves have but little faith in doctors or
vets. It is with great difficulty that the nomads can be per-
suaded to have their children vaccinated; the result is, that
when small-pox breaks out among them it creates fearful havoc
in the population. Putting this epidemic out of the question,
the roving Tartars are a peculiarly healthy race. The absence
of medical men does not seem to have affected their longevity,
the disease they most suffer from being ophthalmia, which is
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- brought on by the glare of the snow in winter, and by the dust
and heat in the summer months.

After leaving Orsk, the podorojnaya, or passport, system came
in force, and my pass and self underwent the most rigid scra-
tiny; the officials at the stations being very much alarmed lest
any one should escape their vigilance, and drive by the stations
without having his papers examined.

I could not help asking the inspector, at a place where the
examination was carried on in a very searching manner, if some
horrible crime had not been committed in the neighborhood,
as it appeared to me that he was on the lookout for a criminal.

“No,” said the man,  that is not the reason; but we do not
want any foreigners, particularly Englishmen, in these parts.
Our orders in this respect are very strict.”

The cost of traveling was now reduced from four copecks
per horse to two and a half; however, we found that a travel-
er did not gain much by this reduction, as the amount paid for
the podorojnaya very nearly made up for the difference. I
now learned that the postal track was let out to some con-
tractors, who receive a subsidy for carrying the post, and at the
same time have to keep a certain number of horses for the con-
venience of passengers. The stations were filthily dirty, and
the sofas in a disgusting state. Indeed, there were no arrange-
ments made for washing, or for ablutions of any kind; and it
seems that the Russians are of opinion that soap and water are
not required when traveling, and that the less washing done on
these occasions, the better.

On arriving at Karabootaok, a small fort the Russians have
built, 317 miles from Orsk, I found that the term fort was a
misnomer. The place is not fortified in any sense so as to re-
sist a disciplined force, although a few resolute men could
doubtless hold it for a long time against any number of Kir-
ghiz or Tartar horsemen.

I was obliged to halt for a time at this station. There was
a snow-storm going on, while the wind howled and whistled
about the house, driving before it in its course such clouds of
flaky particles that no horse could face its onslaught. Later
on, and when the wind had a little abated, I asked the inspect-
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or to give an order for three horses to be harnessed to my
sleigh.  But there were no animals in the stable, and we had
to wait several hours before some could be procured. As a
rule, however, there was but little delay, and the inspectors car-
ried out their instructions to the letter.

Formerly, and even in European Russia, passengers were
sometimes detained for days waiting for horses at the stations,
the inspectors not troubling their heads about any traveler, un-
less he happened to be an officer. There is a story to the ef-
fect that a Irenchman, who had been kept waiting a long time
for post-horses, and who could not induce the inspector to give
him any, was much astonished by the behavior of a Russian
captain. The latier, on asking for a fresh team, was told that
there were no animals in the stable. However, he at once pro-
cured a whip and chastised the official, the result of the whip-
ping being the instant discovery of some horses. The French-
man seized the idea, and taking his cane followed the example
set him, which he found a most marvelous specific in the course
of his tlavels through Russia.

Only a few years ago whipping was the order of the day;
and, according to some accounts, the late Emperor Nicholas
himself occasionally administered chastisement to his officers.
But whipping in these days is out of the question, and so I
had to remain kicking my heels about in the waiting-room, al-
though in this instance I had a suspicion that the inspector had
some horses in the stable. _

After waiting for several hours I was informed that some
Lorses had been procured. The snow -storm had somewhat
lulled, but the wind was almost as high as ever, and the cold
more intense than any thing hitherto experienced. On leaving
the station I had forgotten to put on my thick gloves, and took
my seat in the sleigh, with each hand folded in the sleeve of its
fellow, the fur pelisse in this way forming a sort of muff, and
protecting my hands from the cold. The road was less jolty
than usual, and the sleigh glided along, comparatively speak-
ing, smoothly. The change of motion before long produced
an cffect; leaning back in the vehicle, I fell fast asleep.

In the course of my slumber my hands slipped from the
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warm fur covering in whieh they were inserted, resting them-
selves on the side of the sleigh, unprotected by .ny thiek
gloves, and exposed to the full power of the biting east wind.
This, if impossible to withstand when stationary or on foot,
was now doubly dangerous, owing to the movement of the
sleigh, whieh, going in an opposite direction, added consider-
ably to the force with whieh the wind blew.

In a few minutes I awoke; a feeling of intense pain had
seized my extremities. It seemed as if they had been plunged
into some corrosive aeid whieh was gradually eating the flesh
from the bones.

I looked at my finger-nails; they were blue; the fingers and
baek part of my hands were of the same color, while my wrists
and the lower part of the arm were of a waxen hue. 'There
was no doubt about it, I was frost-bitten, and that in no slight
degree ; so, ealling to my servant, I made him rub the skin with
some snow in hopes of restoring the vitality. This he did for
several minutes, but all this time the same pain previously de-
seribed was gradually ascending up my arms, while the lower
portions of the limbs were lost to all sensation, dead to pain—
dead to every sense of feeling—hanging quite listlessly by my
side, Nazar in vain using all his energies so as to restore circu-
lation.

“It is no good,” he said, looking sorrowfully at me; “we
must get on as fast as possible to the station. ‘“How far off
is 1t #” he inquired of the driver. ‘‘Seven miles,” was the an-
Swer.

““Go as fast as you ean!” T eried.

The pain, which by that time had ascended to the glands
under my arms, had beecome more acute than any thing I had
hitherto experienced. Apparently, extreme eold aets in two
ways on the nervous system: sometimes, and more mereifully,
by bringing on a slumber from whieh the vietim never awakes;
and at others, by eonsuming him, as it were, over a slow fire,
and limb by limb. ~ All this time the perspiration was pouring
down my forchead, my body itself being as if on fire, the pain
gradually aseending the parts attacked.

There are moments in a man’s life when death itself would




KIND-HEARTED COSSACKS. 121

be a relief. It was about the day that an unfortunate criminal*
would have to undergo the last dread sentence of the law ; and
I remember distinctly the thought occurring to my mind, as to
whether the physical pain I was then undergoing was less than
the mental agony of the poor wretch on the drop.

Would the distance that separated us from the station cver
be traversed ¢ each mile seeming to me a league, and each
league a day’s journey. At last we arrived. Hurrying to the
waiting - room, I met three Cossacks, to whom I showed my
hands. The soldiers led me into an outer room, and having
taken off my coat and bared my arms, they plunged them up
to the shoulder in a tub of ice and water. However, there was
now no sensation whatever, and the limbs, which were of a
blue color, floated painlessly in the water.

The elder of the Cossacks shook his head and said, ¢ Broth-
er, it is a bad job; you will lose your hands.”

“They will drop off,” remarked another, “if we can not get
back the circulation.”

“Have you any spirit with you?’ added a third.

Nazar, on hearing this, ran out and brought in a tin bottle
containing naphtha for cooking purposes, upon which the Cos-
sacks, taking my arms out of the icy water, proceeded to rub
them with the strong spirit.

Rub, rub, rub; the skin peeled under their horny hands, and
the spirit irritated the membrane below. At last a faint sensation
like tickling pervaded the elbow-joints, and I slightly flinched.

“Does it hurt ¥’ asked the elder of the Cossacks.

“A little.”

“ Capital, brothers !I” he continued ; *“rub as hard as you can !”
and after going on with the friction until the flesh was almost
flayed, they suddenly plunged my arms again into the ice and
" water. I had not felt any thing before, but this time the pain
was very acute.

“Good !’ said the Cossacks. *The more it hurts, the better
chance you have of saving your hands.”” And after a short
time they let me take them out of the tub.

* Wainwright.

6
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“You are fortunate, little father,” said the elder of the Cos-
sacks, “If it had not been for the spirit, your hands would
have dropped off, if you had not lost your arms as well.”

Rough, kind-hearted fellows were these poor soldiers; and
when I forced on the elder of them a present for himself and
comrades, the old soldier simply added, “Are we not all broth-
ers when in misfortunc? Would you not have helped me if I
had been in a like predicament ¢’

I shook his hand heartily, and went to the waiting-room to
rest on the sofa, as the physical shock just undergone had for
the moment thoroughly prostrated me. My arms also were
sore and inflamed, the spirit having in some places penetrated
the raw flesh; and it was several weeks before I thoroughly
recovered from the effects of my carelessness.
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CHAPTER XVIL

Kashgar.—English Officers drilling the Inhabitants.—Yakoob Bek’s En-
voys.—Perfidious Albion.—Tashkent.—Commerce with Bokhara.—A
Railway to Tashkent.—Irghiz.—A Wolf.——Terekli.—The Boundary-line.
—How Far does Russia extend ?—Uncivil Inspector.—Bottles broken
by the Frost.—Passengers’ Necks.—Tartar Sleigh-drivers.—A Ruined
Contractor.—A Team of Camels.—Head over Heels in the Snow.—The
Kirghiz Horses.— A Hundred Miles’ Ride.— Two Hundred Miles in
Twenty-four Hours (on two Horses).—Two Extraordinary Marches.

A FEW stations farther on I met an officer, who asked very
eagerly if I were going to Kashgar—he had found out, by in-
quiry from the inspector, who I was—and he afterward assured
me that there were thirty English officers in the above-men-
tioned khanate engaged in drilling the inhabitants. He said
that my compatriots had already organized a force of ten thou-
sand men to resist the Russian advance, and declared that this
information had come from Yakoob DBek’s envoys, who had
been sent from Kashgar to Tashkent, and who had stated it to
the Russians,

I assured my informant that there was no truth whatever in
the story, but with no effect; and he seemed thoroughly im-
pressed with the idea that I was another agent of perfidious
Albion, sent either to stir up the Kokandians or aid the Kash-
oarians against the designs of their Northern foc. I could not
help remarking that if such were my designs it would have
been far easicr for me to have gone from India to Kashgar
than to have come through Russia, and, as it were, through the
heart of the enemy’s country ; but even this argument had no
effect. Tashkent, according to him, was a sort of Paradise ; the
climate was excellent, and the inhabitants actually boasted a
theatre. e said that the city contained five thousand Euro-
peans and about seventy-five thousand natives, besides the gar-
rison.  The commerce with Bokhara was rapidiy increasing,
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and Tashkent becoming a great emporium for all merchandise
to and from Central Asia.

According to my informant, the great desire of General
Kauffmann, the Governor-general of the province of Turkistan,
was to establish a railway from European Russia to Tashkent.
The road from Orenburg »ia Orsk, Kasala, and the town of
Turkistan had been surveyed, and was impracticable, owing to
the nature of the soil. The line which would eventually unite
the capital with the East would most likely pass through
Western Siberia, and, according to all accounts, before very
long some decisive steps would be taken with the object of
carrying this idea into execution.

As we were nearing Irghiz, another fortress on the Oren-
burg-Tashkent road, which is on a larger scale than the strong-
hold at Karabootaok, although equally unserviceable, should it
ever be attacked by a force belonging to a civilized power,
Nazar suddenly exclaimed, “ Wolf!” and, seizing my gun-case,
commenced unstrapping it. But the animal showed no dis-
position to allow me to come to close quarters, and he slink
away as soon as he saw us, at a good jog-trot, not giving a
chance for a shot.

After another long and uninteresting drive through the same-
sort of desert, snow-covered country which I have previously
attempted to describe, we came to Terekli, a station which di-
vides the territory under General Kauffmann’s authority from
the vast province which acknowledges the government of Kry-
jinovsky, the Governor-general at Orenburg. 1 was now 761%
versts, or about 500 miles, from Orenburg, and about to enter
the province of Turkistan, which extends from this point to a
line not yet decided upon by the Russian geographers,

A colonel was in the waiting-room, and he had desired the
inspector not to allow any travelers to enter this apartment, for
the official refused to allow me to go there, and took me into
a little den inbabited by himseclf.

Here the podorojnaya again underwent a most rigid exami-
nation. The inspector was very uncivil, saying if I wanted to
rest I might stop in his room, but by no means enter the one
set aside for travelers; and he then remarked that it was a
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gross piece of presumption on my part to think of associating
with so exalted an individual as a Russian colonel.

The station-houses were much more comfortably arranged
than those which I had seen in General Kryjinovsky’s district.
They were no longer constructed of wood—which, by-the-way,
was so infested with insects as to be a perpetual source of
torment to the traveler—but of cement. The stoves, too, were
better arranged, and the waiting-rooms furnished with divans
covered with Oriental rugs, where we could rest, spared from
the war hitherto waged on us by the insect tribe.

Nazar now came to me with a melancholy face. “The bot-
tles are broken,” he said. On looking I found that the con-
tents of some bottles of strong pickles had become frozen into
a solid mass of ice, and that in consequence the glass had been
fractured. On a closer inspection, I found that the other bot-
tles were in a similar state, and all of them had to be thrown
away. The havoc made by the frost was the more remarkable
as the articles in question had been carefully packed in cotton-
wool and in wooden cases, which, in their turn, had been thickly
covered with hay. !

The disregard shown for the passengers’ necks by the Tar-
tar sleigh-drivers in General Kauffmann’s district was, if pos-
sible, even greater than in Kryjinovsky’s province. Whenever
the road allowed, the driver made his horses gallop the whole
way, never once letting them trot. There was a notice put up
in the waiting-rooms at each station to the effect that if a
traveler should urge his driver to go more than the regulation
pace, ten versts an hour, and in consequence any damage occur
to the horses, the traveler was to be fined forty rubles. I
could not help thinking that in Russian Asia the authorities
cared less for the travelers’ lives than for horses, there being no
punishment whatever for the drivers should they upset their
fares; while, to put it more tersely, I could not harm a horse
for less than forty rubles, while my driver might break my
neck for nothing.

At another station, Nazar, who had jumped off the sleigh to
order a fresh team, ran back to inform me that there were no
horses in the stables. It appeared, on inquiry, that the man
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who had contracted to supply the track with horses had been
ruined. The animals, which under the most favorable circuni-
stances never received much care during the winter, had been
half starved, some had died, and others been seized by the
creditors in liquidation of their accounts. The consequence
was that instead of being supplied with three fresh horses, their
place was taken by three gigantic camels. I should have
thought that one of these enormous quadrupeds would have
sufficed to draw my tiny vehicle; but, no! the order on the
podorojnaya was to supply the bearer with three horses, and
the number must be adhered to—such was the explanation
given me by Nazar.

It was a strange sight to see these gigantic beasts harnessed
by some ropes to the little vehicle. I have tried many ways
of locomotion in my life — from fire-balloons to bicycles, from
canoes and bullocks to cows, camels, and donkeys; while in
the East the time-honored sedan of our grandfathers has oec-
casionally borne me and my fortunes—but never had I traveled
in so comical a fashion.

A Tartar rode the centre camel. His head-gear would have
called attention, if nothing else had, for he wore a large black
hat which reminded me of an inverted coal-scuttle, while a
horn-like protuberance sticking out from its summit gave a
diabolical appearance to his lobster-colored visage. The hat,
which was made of sheep-skin, had the white wool inside,
which formed a striking contrast to the flaming countenance
of the excited Tartar. He had replaced the usual knout used
for driving by a whip armed with a thin cord lash, and he
urged on his ungainly teara more by the shrill sounds of his
voice than by any attempt at flagellation, the Tartar seldom
being able to get more than four miles an hour from the lazy
brutes.

All of a sudden the camel in the centre quickly stopped,
and its rider was precipitated head over heels on the snow,
Luckily, it was soft falling, there were no bones broken, and
in a minute or so he was again in the saddle, having changed
the system of harnessing, and placed one of the camels as
leader, while the other two were driven as wheelers. We got



KIRGHIZ HORSES. 127

on very fairly for a little while, when the foremost of our train,
having received a rather sharper application of the lash than he
deemed expedient, remonstrated with his rider by lying down.
Coaxing and persuasion were now used; he was promised the
warmest of stalls, the most delicious of water, if he would only
get up. DBut this the beast absolutely declined to do, until the
cold from the snow striking against his body induced him to
rise from the ground.

We now went even slower than before. Our driver was
afraid to use his lash for fear of another cbullition of temper
on the part of the delinquent, and confined himself to cracking
his whip in the air. The sounds of this proceeding presently
reaching the ears of the leader, perhaps made him think that
his companions were undergoing chastisement. Anyhow, it
appeared to afford him some satisfaction, for quickening his
stride he compelled his brethren behind to accelerate their
pace, and after a long, wearisome drive we eventually arrived
at our destination.

The country now began to change its snowy aspect, and
party-colored grasses of various hues dotted the steppes around.
The Kirghiz had taken advantage of the more benignant weath-
er, and hundreds of horses were here and there to be seen pick-
ing up what they could find. In fact, it is extraordinary how any
of these animals manage to exist through the winter months,
as the nomads hardly ever feed them with corn, trusting to the
slight vegetation which exists beneath the snow. Occasional-
ly the poor beasts perish by thousands, and a Tartar who is a
rich man one weck may find himself a beggar the next. This
comes from the frequent snow-storms, when the thermometer
sometimes descends to from forty to fifty degrees below zero,
Fahrenheit ; but more often from some slight thaw taking place
for perhaps a few hours. This is sufficient to ruin whole dis-
tricts, for the ground becomes covered with an impenetrable
coating of ice, and the horses simply die of starvation, not be-
ing able to kick away the frozen substance as they do the
snow from the grass beneath their hoofs. No horses which I
have ever seen are so hardy as these little animals, which are
indigenous to the Kirghiz steppes; perhaps for the same rea-
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son that the Spartans of old excelled all other nations in phys-
ical strength, but with this difference, that nature doles out to
the weakly colts the same fate which the Spartan parents ap-
portioned to their sickly offspring.

The Kirghiz never clothe their horses, even in the coldest
winter. They do not even take the trouble to water them,
the snow eaten by the animals supplying this want. Toward
the end of the winter months the ribs of the poor beasts al-
most come through their sides; but once the snow disappears,
and the rich vegetation which replaces it in the early spring
comes up, the animals gain flesh and strength, and are capable
of performing marches which many people in this country
would deem impossible, a hundred-mile ride not being at all
an uncommon occurrence in Tartary. Kirghiz horses are not
generally well shaped, and can not gallop very fast, but they
can traverse enormous distances without water, forage, or halt-
ing. When the natives wish to perform any very long journey
they generally employ two "horses: on one they carry a lit-
tle water in a skin, and some corn, while they ride the other,
changing from time to time, to ease the animals.

It is said that a Kirghiz chief once galloped with a Cossack
escort (on two horses) 200 miles in twenty-four hours, the path
extending for a considerable distance over a mountainous and
rocky district. The animals, however, soon recovered from the
cffects of the journey, although they were a little lame for the
first few days.

An extraordinary march was made by Count Borkh to the
Sam, in May, 1870. The object of his expedition was to ex-
plore the routes across the Ust Urt, and if possible to capture
some Kirghiz adls (villages), which were the head-quarters of
some marauding bands from the town of Kungrad. The Rus-
sian officer determined to cross the northern Tchink, and by
a forced march to surprise the tribes which nomadized on the
Sam. Up to that time only small Cossack detachments had
ever succeeded in penetrating to this locality. To explain the
difficulties to be overcome, it must be observed that the Ust
Urt plateau is bounded on all sides by a scarped cliff, known
by the name of the Tchink. It is very steep, attaining in some
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places an elevation of from 400 to 600 feet, and the tracks
down its rugged sides are bloeked up by enormous rocks and
loose stomes. Count Borkh resolved to march as lightly
equipped as possible, and without baggage, as he wished to
avoid meeting any parties of the nomad tribes on his road.
His men carried three days’ rations on their saddles, while the
artillery took only as many rounds as the limber-box would
eontain. The expedition was made up of 150 Orenburg Cos-
sacks, 60 mounted riflemen, and a gun, whieh was taken more
by way of experiment than for any other reason, the authori-
ties being anxious to know if artillery could be transported in
that direction.

The troops at the outset met with serious obstacles in the
passes over the northern Tehink, horses and men eoming down
every minute. The gun had to be dragged up the first pass by
fifty dismounted Cossacks supplied with ropes. But, notwith-
standing the diffieulties experieneed, the troops marched sixty
miles, and did not halt till they had deseended the following
day to Kurgan Tchagai. Now eommeneed a long, sterile, sandy
steppe. There was no forage under-foot, and no water save-at
considerable intervals, the wells being 180 feet deep. How-
ever, the little foree again marched for sixty miles without a
halt, when its leader was obliged to abandon the enterprise and
retrace his steps, owing to the absolute dearth of provisions,
the Kirghiz having reeeived timely warning of his approach,
and made off a few hours before the arrival of the party. The
troops reached their quarters (Jebyske) on the sixth day, after
a march of 266 miles over a desolate and arid eountry. The
heat had been excessive, the thermometer sometimes reaching
117 degrees Fahrenheit during the day, while the nights were
eold and frosty. The insufficieney of supplies had been so felt
that the men, on the fourth day of the expedition, were obliged
to kill and eat a Cossack horse. There were no sick in the par-
ty, and only twelve horses, whiech had been ridden by the rifle-
men, were found to have suffered from sore backs; this be-
ing occasioned by the men not having properly adjusted their
saddles before mounting. Similar rapidity characterized a raid
made by Count Borkh in the summer of 1869 upon the aul of

6
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the Kirghiz Amantai, a chief who nomadized at that time on
the Teress-Akhana, a tributary of the IKXhobda.

Count Borkh, who was then constructing the Ak-Tiube Fort,
formed a flying column of seventy Orenburg Cossacks, and, ac-
complishing nearly 183 miles in two days, by secluded paths and
valleys rcached Murtuk. Intelligence was here reccived that
Amantai was nomadizing with his kinsmen, the Chiklins; and
as the ties of clanship are held in great estcem among the Kir-
ghiz, the whole success of the detachment depended upon its
falling upon the Chiklins unawares.

The object of the detachment was favored by the inclemency
of the night, which was such as is seldom experienced in the
steppes. Taking advantage of the darkness, Count Borkh or-
dered the Cossacks to tie up their sabres, cover their stirrup-
irons, and put nose-bags over their horses’ mouths, to prevent
them from neighing.

In utter darkness, and amidst the howling of the storm, the
Cossacks passed among the sleeping atls, with the assistance of
a trusty guide, and the constant flashes of the lightning.

At day-break the detachment was far on its road, and per-
ceiving on the banks of a rivulet the traces of some Kirghiz,
who had just quitted the spot, it trotted forward, and soon de-
scribed 1n a large ravine some ails, among which was that of
Amantai.

It was necessary to gallop the distance to the audls as quickly
as possible, so as not to give the Kirghiz time to recover. For-
bidding the Cossacks to fire, Count Borkh dashed at the ails,
and demanded from the astonished Kirghiz the surrender of
Amantai, who was at once given np.

Apprehending an attack on their return journey, the Cos-
sacks formed a sort of movable square, and throwing out a
chain of skirmishers around the herd which they had captured
(about 900 head), prepared, in the event of attack, to dismount
and fire over the saddle. The Kirghiz followed at a respectful
distance, but, observing the precautions which had been taken,
commenced gradually to drop off. The detachment reached
Ak-Tiube in six days without contretemps, after a march of 333
miles, and with the loss of only two lame horses,
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From the incidents which T have cited, it will be at once seen
that the Kirghiz horses yield to none in strength and endur-
ance, and that a nation which is able to dispose of from 300,000
to 400,000 Cossacks, mounted upon steeds such as I have de-
scribed, is a very formidable embodiment of military power.
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TrE jolting imparted by the motion of the camels to the
sleigh had been too much for the wooden frame-work, and an
inspector who gave me this information declared that it would
be impossible for us to continue the journey save in another
carriage.

Nazar, however, was of opinion that this statement on the
part of the official was an interested one, and only made to in-
duce me to hire one of his own vehicles. DBut as the chances
appeared tolerably evenly balanced in favor of my sleigh reach-
ing Kasala, or of my being left on the road—not a pleasant
thing to look forward to, in the month of January, in the
steppes—I determined to be on the safe side and leave it be-
hind, though with feelings of regret, as if I were parting with
an old friend ; for it had carried myself and fortunes for more
than a thousand miles.

The sleigh in which we now found ourselves was still more
like a coffin than the one I had abandoned. In addition to be-
ing narrow, it was short; and after once wedging myself in,
there was n