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PREFACE.

Last Easter, when the volume of “Vacation Tourists in
1860 was published, I mentioned in its preface that it
would probably be followed by others in future years, and
that the work would grow into a periodical publication, if
the favour, with which the earlier volumes were received,

permitted such a result.

Hitherto that favour has been amply bestowed. The
principle upon which « Vacation Tourists” was designed,
and, I may add, the character of the articles it contained,
drew forth an almost unanimous verdict of approval, while
the good opinion of the critics was practically endorsed by

the hook-buying public.

I now feel no doubt whatever, that the want had a real
existence, which this publication was intended to satisfy
—namely, means of collecting, in substantial volumes, a
selection of tours and travels which, while containing too
little incident to admit of expansion into independent books,

were in other respects well worthy of publication.

Maps to illustrate the Routes of the several travellers

have been given to every paper in the present volume,

m31 3616



vi PREFACE.

excepting Mr. Grove’s, which, from its nature, did not require
this kind of illustration. It is hoped that this will enhance

the interest and value of this year’s publication.
FRANCIS GALTON.

42, RuTLAND GATE,
Easter, 1862.
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VACATION TOURISTS, &. IN 1861.

1. ST. PETERSBURG AND MOSCOW :

BY THE REV. ARCHIBALD WEIR, BCL. MA.

At four o’clock on the fourth morning after our leaving
Hull, T awoke, and found my cabin window facing a large,
grey building, which, with its gabled roofs, its spire, and its
turrets, looked half like a cathedral, half like an Oxford
college. It was the “ Castle of Elsinore.” I hastened on deck,
and was rather disappointed to find that the captain had gone
ashore without me. But it was all for the best. There was
a drizzling rain; the hour was too early for seeing the town,
and, moreover, the best view of “ Helsingtr og Kronborg” (as
the Danes call the town and palace), is decidedly from the
sea. Dy the way of being quite classical, “Horatio” (not
“friend to Hamlet,” but a small Danish boat) steams out of
the harbour. We also steam away, having provided ourselves
with food and a pilot. The coast, thickly studded with
pleasant-looking houses, surrounded by gardens, and fields,
and abundant trees, refreshes the eye, which for three days
has looked upon nothing more like home than the low, barren
sandbanks of Jutland. Now the spires of Copenhagen are
quickly growing upon us, and in a few minutes we are along-
side of the Danish capital. “There it was that Nelson
punished you,” says a passenger to one of the crew, who is a
Dane. “Yes; a shameful business it was. The English had
not declared war,” is the answer. “Ah ! but how was it that
B
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you were so well prepared 27 is the retort ; to which no reply
is vouchsated.  The passage through the Sound was most
charming, the sea smooth as a mill-pond, the sky clear as a
minor, Craft of all rigs and nations erowd the channel.
The little Danish vessels, with their red sails, contrast pret-
tily with the white canvass of the larger ships. After passing
through “The Grounds,” the coast of Denmark grows fainter
on our starboard side, and the coast of Sweden more interest-
ing on our port-side.  With the help of a pair of glasses, one
an very clearly make ont the picturesque succession of
villages, woods, meadows, with church towers here and there,
and the back-ground of hills gently waving in the distance.
The island of Bornholm now comes into sight, and we know
that we are half-way to Kronstadt. We are also fairly in the
Baltic.

Between the voyages out and home 1 have had the oppor-
tunity of secing the Baltic under very different aspects. In
fair, sunny weather, nothing can exceed the pleasure of
cruising in this sea. The interest never flags.  Now a line of
coast, now some island, claims attention. There is always
something to talk of, something to ask about. DBut the very
reasons why the Baltic is so pleasant in calm weather, malke
its navigation very dangerous in rough. The frequent sight-
ing of land gives much interest when the sea is smooth, and
the wind fair, but also much anxiety when all is stormy and
adverse.  On our passage out we see a ship stranded on
Gottland, with her mizen gone ; we also make out the hull
of a steamer, wreeked off Dago. These tell us that there is
another side to this bright picture ; and on our passage home,
as we toss, and roll, and beat up against a head-wind, and
through a heavy sea, we catch a glimpse of what that side is.
“Lain fit to spit your eyes out, and wind fit to blow you out
of the water,”—to repeat the vigorous expressions of our
captain—such was the last night T spent in the Baltie.

As we draw towards the end of owr voyage, conversation
turns upon Sir Charles Napier and the DBaltic fleet. A man
in the erew, who served in that expedition, is glad to get you
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to listen to his bitter complainings that men ashore should
have the power to control the action of men at sea. He is
more disposed to lay the blame of that fruitless demonstra-
tion at the door of the House of Commons than on the
shoulders of “Charlie,” although he thinks the admiral was
not quite such a fire-eater as he had been. We are shown
the spot where the officers of the English fleet used to land
and play cricket on the dominion of the Tsar of all the
Russias, whose subjects, in that particular locality, thought it
much more profitable to turn a penny by accommodating
their enemies, than by patriotically turning their backs upon
them, A hill, commanding a good prospect of the Gulf of
Finland, is also pointed out to us as a favourite place for
Russian pic-nic parties at that time, on account of the fine
view of the Dritish fleet which it commanded.

We are at Kronstadt. As our ship draws too much water
to let her pass the bar at the mouth of the Neva, we and our
Iuggage have to be transferred to a small steamer, to be taken
up to St. Petersburg. This process gives us time to enjoy
the greatest pleasure the traveller knows, namely, feasting his
eyes upon novel scenes. Imperial gun-boats, swift, clean-made
little craft, dart in and out among the vessels in the harbour,
frequently sounding their warning whistle, manned by oflicers
and men looking very neat in their dark uniforms and
white caps. But the common IRussian boat-man is the
most picturesque object. Whether paddling about Kronstadt
harbour, or ferrying people across the Neva for five kopeks
(equal 13d.), he is the same in all respects. Flat features,
fair hair, sunburnt face; these are his looks: a pink-
striped shirt hanging outside a pair of very loose, light-
blue trowsers, and tied round the waist ; this is all his cloth-
ing. A piece of string round his neck suspends a cross,
whieh is worn from baptism to death.

If we had come to Russia resolved to find fault with every-
thing Russian, as some persons, who have recorded their
“journeys due north,” secem to have done, we had a fine
opportunity given us at the outset of indulging onr humour.

B2
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Tor the skipper of the “Mercury” (the name of our little
steamer,) was in a state in which he preferred kissing a large
dog to taking the command of the vessel. Dut such accidents
will happen in the best regnlated countries.

T had read and heard so much about the approach to
St. Petersburg, that T was anxious to compare the picture I
had formed in my mind with the reality. The result was
disappointing. The atmosphere was not favourable, I believe.
It certainly did not throw a veil of enchantment over the
plain fact that we were drawing mnear to a city built on a
swamp, the outskirts of which, like all other outskirts, had
the usual irregular, unfinished, and mean appearance. The
truth is, in order to enjoy the first sight of a magnificent
city, as St. Petersburg is, resting on the banks of a noble
river, as who can say the Neva is not, you ought to keep
down Dbelow until the steamer has passed the beginnings of
the town, and be called up about opposite the Corps des
Mines ; then will burst upon your view such a sight as no
other in the world can rival. I have looked up the river
from this point by sun-light and by moon-light, and my
admiration has increased at every view.

It would be absurd, in a general way, to notice the
formalities of the custom-house. But books and travellers
had filled me with such fearful anticipations of the Russian
douane, that T think it right to say how agreeably they were
disappointed. The search to which my luggage was sub-
jected was of the most superficial kind. The things were
handled gently, and whatever was taken out was replaced
with care. Some delay occurred, but this arvose from the
extraordinary amount of packages which some of the pas-
sengers had with them.  Perfeet civility, too, marked all the
proceedings. I had heard enough of the venality of Russian
officials, and T was reminded of it by a great, ugly, soldier-
looking fellow coming behind me once or twice, and nudging
my clbow, and stealthily holding out his hand for a bribe, in
return for which I have no doubt he would have promised no
end of quick and easy scrutiny. But this was no more a



Rev. A. Wei.]  NOTES OF TRAVEL IN 1861. 5

proof of the rottenness of the system, than the protracted
attentions of a railway porter would argue the corruptibility
of the directors. And here a word about the censorship of
the press. I had been told that all books, without exception,
were detained for inspection by the censor ; I found, however,
that mine and my friend’s were allowed to pass without
hesitation. If they had been stopped, we should have pro-
bably but just recovered them in time to take them home
again, The fact is, the censorship is exercised with a good
deal of irregularity, and it varies as to stringeney in different
parts of the empire. It is considered to be more rigorous at
Moscow than at St. Petersburg. I saw several cases of expur-
gation in the newspapers at the former place. Here is a
specimen ; it was erased from Galignans for 8th June last :—

¢ Oracow, 6th.—The Czas states that the Pope has addressed an autograph
letter to the Emperor of Russia, in which his Holiness refuses to accede to the
request of the Czar to publish a pontifical brief against the Polish movement.
On the contrary, he menaces the Emperor with the vengeance of Heaven, if he
persists in persecuting the Roman Catholic Church, and shedding the blood of
unarmed men. The Czas adds that, in consequence of this letter, Count de
Kisseleff will be recalled from Rome.”

I should observe that, while at Moscow they rub out, at
St. Petersburg they blot out, the offending passages. If only
advertisements cover that part of the other side of the sheet
on which the censured words occur, the seissors lighten the
labours of the expunger at the expense of the advertiser. 1
was told by a man living in the interior, that the Athencum
and the Revue des Deux Mondes often do not reach him till two
months after the proper time, and then sometimes with whole
pages torn out, especially from the flevue, in articles bearing
upon religious questions. Ieresy is more jealously watched
than sedition.

Clear of the custom-house, we fall among the isvostchiks—
alias droshky-drivers, habited all alike in blue eloth, cassock-
shaped, coats—veritable “ Noal’'s-arks” for length; wearing,
as do all men of the moujik class, unlimited beards, and
having their hair very neatly and straightly parted down
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the middle. They all talk at once, loud and fast; and
as they speak, a tongue unknown to us, their talk sounds
very loud and fast indeed. But their talk is nothing to
their driving for fastness, and their language nothing to
their vehicles for bewilderment. No one can deny that the
Russians are good drivers; but they are very reckless ones.
If furious driving were punishable in Russia, every isvostchik
and every private coachman would be charged with the offence
before he had gone a hundred yards. Their style of driving
has an eager, excited air about it. They take a rein in each
hand, stretching their arms out, and holding them wide apart,
and leaning the body slightly forward, as a jockey does when
ke is working his borse up to the winning-post. Their whips
which are very short, are sparingly used; a shout and a
shake of the reins being generally enough to send the
horse flying. The reins are very long, and sometimes
knotted at the end, so as to serve as a whip. Considering
at what a headlong pace the droshkies tear through the
strects, and whirl round the corners, it is surprising that
there are not more accidents. I only saw one up-set while
T was in Russia, and in that case the driver was drunk,
and only upset himself. DBut it requires one to be on the look
out to avoid coming to grief. Through the close shaving of a
driver, it was only by swerving aside that T escaped, by a hair’s
breadth, having my shoulder run into by the shaft of another
droshky. At another time I was all but thrown out, in con-
sequence of the driver crossing a gutter at a very sharp angle,
and at a very great pace. Rarely is equilibrium so tempted !
Droshkies and their drivers, as well as the driving, are
worth notice. The former are quite a national institution,
Trom the Tsar to the serf, the droshky is the favourite con-
veyance. A man may keep any number and any variety of
carriages he likes, but the droshky must be one. And no
wonder. For one person they are very handy, neat turn-outs ;
the horses are generally in good eondition ; (a Russian mer-
chant’s ambition is to have a fat wife, a fat horse, and a fat
coachman) ; the harness is very light, and when, as is often the
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case, studded over with silver, has a very elegant appearance.
Moreover, those ugly appendages, blinkers, are not known in
tussia.  Droshlkies are capable of great speed, and easily

managed. Their size suits the build of horses, commonly
used, low and short in the draught. One faunlt only is to be
found with them—the leg accommodation is scanty. I speak
of the modern droshky, in which one sits as in a common
chaise. The old-fashioned type, across which one sits astride,
has well-nigh  disappeared from St. Petersburg. A good
many are to be seen at Moscow ; but they are the shabbiest
on the streets, and will soon die out there. At St. Petersburg
a tariff restraing the extortioning of the isvostehiks. It is
true they never take the fare without a grumble ; but the fare
is small enough, sevenpence the course. If they take you
beyond the range, or with luggage, they make good use of
their freedom from rule. But at Moscow things are different
There is no tariff there, and consequently one must bargain
before one hires, or pay any penalty the driver chooses to
levy. There is also a marked difference in the manner of the
Moscow isvostehiks. Such abusive, cunning, impudent fellows
I never saw. Their eyes twinkle with roguery and insolence.
No doubt every one who has ridden in a droshky associates

it with insufferable jolting. Dut the blame is to be laid upon
the roads, not upon the carriages. Over a smooth surface,
such as the wood pavement in the Nevsky Prospekt, or the
beantiful roads at Peterhoff or Tsarskoe-Selo, nothing can be
more easy and pleasant than the swift motion of a droshky.
But no springs in the world could ever soften the frightful
joltings occasioned by the bad roads which mostly prevail
I thought nothing could be worse than the streets of St.
Petershurg, till 1 got to Moscow, where, to the vileness of the
pavement is added the hilliness of the ground. It is perfect
dislocation to be driven down the hills there. Out of self-
defence you gather up your seraps of Russ and cry, “Not so
fast!” But to go slower is only to protract the torture.
With proper irony are the Moscow droshkies called “hone-
setters.” The intense frost, and the consequent enormous



8 JACATION TOURISTS, AND [St. PETERSBURG.

expansion when it breaks up, baffle all attempts at paving in
Russia.  Every experiment has been tried, but to no purpose.
In St. Petersburg the evil is increased by the swampy nature
of the gronnd. The immense blocks of granite, which form
its magnificent quays, and line the Neva and the canals, are
tilted wp and displaced in every direction by this cause.
One would think there had been an earthquake.

My arrival at the door of the Misses Benson’s otel, so well
known and so highly esteemed by English travellers in
Russia, induces my first payment in Russian money. The
state of the currency may be understood by the fact that all
the while T was in the country the highest coin that passed
through my hands was a twenty-kopek piece, value seven-
pence. A silver rouble (3s) was not to be seen in St. Peters-
burg. At Moscow I bought a couple at a premium of five-
pence each. Gold there is none ; and silver is so scarce that,
notwithstanding the assurance, which is printed in three sizes
of type on the back of the notes, that cash will be given for
paper at the Government bank, the answer is “mno assets.”
The rate of exchange averages about 3s. to the rouble. It has
been as high as 3s. 3d. Sir A. Alison would seem to be
doubly wrong when he says (vol ix. 349, ninth edition), “the
nominal pay of the soldier—nearly a rouble (or about 1s.)
a day—is not inconsiderable.” The copper is plentiful and
burdensome enough. It is very unpleasant to receive in
change roulecur of thirty kopeks, or ten five-kopek picees.
But its cumbersomeness is nothing to what it has been. In
1792 a five-kopek piece weighed 11 oz, now it weighs 1 oz
In 1840 a two-kopek piece weighed scarcely a grain less than
a three-kopek picce now. The one rouble notes, which have
the most wear, are often reduced to tatters. One sometimes
receives them carefully folded in paper, looking more like a
leaf that has lain a long time on the ground in autunm.

To deseribe a city is the provinee of guide books ; to relate
his impressions and experiences may be allowed to the
ordinary traveller. My first walk in St. Petersburg was at
the time of twilight; and I think it was a most favourable
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time for the purpose. Twilight in the northern latitudes
means much more than we understand by the word. It
is all the summer night they have, Unlike what we call
twilight, which is only day shading into night, the northern
twilight has a permanence about it which gives to every
thing a very singular and beautiful appearance. It is not
the interval between light and darkness, but between light
and light. You do not feel that it is growing dark, but rather
that it will grow no darker ; and this gives you time to look
around and observe at leisure. Twilight magnifies; it also
deceives. In St. Petersburg there is full scope for its pro-
ducing these effects. For St. Petersburg is a great, and yet
not a great, city. In population and the number of dwellings
it is comparatively small; in area it is superlatively large.
In short, it is a small city built on a grand scale. In a narrow,
confined town the thickly blending shadows of the crowded
buildings make all dark below when the sky is only half-dark
above. DBut in St. Petersburg the spaces are much too broad
for the shadows to deepen the actual gloom. Never shall T
lose the impression of vastness and solitude which my first
walk gave me. We seemed to be crossing a desert when
approaching, from the river-side, the church of S. Izak. A
strange sense of loneliness also presses upon one walking
through the great streets and across the broad plains, with no
sound to catch the ear but the occasional responsive clapping
of the watchmen’s rattles, and one’s own foot-fall.

But here is another view. It is mid-day, and we take the
opportunity of a cooling shower to make the toilsome ascent
to the top of the dome of S. Izak’s. We are guided by an old
soldier, whose hand one is obliged to liold in order to be led
through the perfectly dark passages. When we come to
climbing the ladder which carries us up inside the dome, the
heat is fearful. It feels as though the gold plates on the out-
side were all molten. But the summit is gained, and the reward
is rich. The sun has broken through the cloud, the sky is
undimied by smoke, the city lies oul-spread around you.
Look northwards and you see the beantiful, trangunil Neva,
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with its many mouths, flowing towards the gulf.  Just below
you the Great Neva, bordered by splendid quays and faced by
palace-like buildings: further off the Little Neva, the Great
Nevka, the Little Nevka, intersecting the land in their course,
and forming the “islands” so much resorted to in the evening
by the citizens for the cool retreat of parks and woods, which
they afford from the dust and heat of the city. The chief part
of the town lies on the left bank of the river, but a consider-
able portion also stands upon the Vassilieostroff, or William
Island, embraced by the Great and Little Nevas. Look around
you, and you see the many-coloured roofs of the houses; the
spires and domes, gold and silver, of the churches and public
edifices ; making the whole seem like an illuminated page in
an ancient missal.  “This alone is worth the voyage”—so I
said, and so I now think,

Did I say that the scene just left was like an illuminated
page in an ancient missal ? Nay, it ought rather to be likened
to a modern fac-simile “ printed in gold and colours.” It is
all new, One hundred and sixty years ago and it was a
dreary, tangled swamp; not one stone on another; not a
creature dwelling on it but the water-fowl. Other cities trace
back their history into the cloudy past when all that can be
said is, “ aut Cewsar, aut diabolus.” A hundred ancient relics
dispute the honour of being the most ancient.  Dut if you ask
for the oldest building in St. Petersburg, a walk along the
quay and across the Troitskoi Bridge will bring you to it. It
is the hut of Peter the Great, date 1703, Here we learn how
St. Petersburg is unique among cities. All others read you
chapters in history ; this alone a chapter in biography. From
Peter’s hut we pass to Deter’s grave. In the church of
SS. Peter and Paul, commonly called the Fortress Church, lie
the remains of the great Emperor. All the Tsars before him
rest in the Cathedral of the Archangel Michael, at Moscow ;
all after him in this church. As though the bodies of the
Emperors were the Palladium of Russia, they are laid in the
strongest place in the city ; they will be the last booty to fall
into the hands of an encmy. The beauntiful gilded spire of
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this church is seen glistening in the sun far and wide, and
rivals, for its slender elegance, the spire of the Admiralty.
But the spire is all the beauty it has to boast of. Whitewash
outside, dazzle and glitter of gold inside, there is nothing to
call for a word of admiration. As one enters one expects to
see something that would betoken it as the burial-place of all
the sovereigns of Russia, since Russia has been great. There
is nothing of the kind. In front of the “ikonostast,” or screen,
are arranged, in rows, dark oblong blocks, looking like the beds
in a barrack or a hospital, for size and shape. These are the
tombs of the Tsars. They are covered with dark green cloth,
and all that distinguishes one from another is the initial letter
and number of the sovereign, designed in yellow braid on the
top. There is something very striking in this unostentatious
sepulture of the emperors in a country where the Emperor
is supreme—uwhere the peasant far away in the interior thinks
of him as a high and half-divine being, and calls him, “earthly
god” DBut this sinking of the individual in the office is
generally observable. The coinage bears no cffigy of the Tsar
upon it, only the two-hcaded eagle, and sometimes (not always)
the initial and number.

The remarkably earnest manner with which an aged mili-
tary officer was performing his devotions in the chapel at
Peter’s hut when we were there, calls for a few words respect-
ing the prominence given to religion in IRussia. In his
“ Lectures on Ileroes,” Carlyle observes, “ Condemnable idolatry
is ¢nsincere idolatry.” If this dictum be true there is very little
condemnable idolatry in Russia. It is impossible to believe
that the men and women who surround you in the streets of
a Russian city, crossing themselves and bowing, now to this
picture, now to that church, are insincere. It is impossible to
believe that a religion can have got so fast hold of the
habits and actions of a people, without also having grasped
their faith, I speak only of what I saw, and give merely the
impression which the sight would make upon the most ordi-
nary lay observer. You cannot stir in Russia without meet-
ing with something to remind you of religion. Every room in
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a Russian house has its ikon in the corner ; every apartment,
every place with a roof on it, one might almost say. In the
ante-chambers of the Exclhange large pictures, or images (¢kon
means image, but it is always either a flat surface, or in relief]
never detached) are hung up, with lamps suspended in front of
them ; and before these the merchants, as they come on and go
off "Change, reverently perform their devotions. In the publie
offices, in the palaces, in the museums, in the railway stations,
in the ship cabins, in the shops, in the tea rooms—everywhere
is to be found an ikon, and everywhere the ikon is respected.
So that one should never enter beneath any roof in Russia, no
matter what the place may be, without taking one’s hat off;
for there is sure to be an image somewhere, and to remain
covered is to be disrespectful to it, and consequently to offend
the Russians. I observed in an English merchant’s office the
usual picture ; and on inquiry I was told that it was needful
to set one up out of respect to the religious feelings of their
Russian connexion. When dining with an English gentleman
at his dacha (or conntry box), at Peterhoff, I noticed that every
room had its ikon ; and he told me that his landlord, who was
a member of the Russian Chureh, had been ocenpying the
house before him, and had left the pictures in their places,
and it would be an affront to his religion to remove them.
No false shame restrains the Russians from their devotions.
Sidney Smith would have had no reason to preach to them from
the text, “ Oh that men would praise the Lord!” The men
are the devotees in the Greek Church. They are the majority
in all congregations, They are as assiduous and frequent in
their devotional acts as the women. Military officers come
into churches and kiss the ikong, and prostrate themselves,
and set np candles hefore them as often as the peasant.  Your
droshky-driver will uncover and cross himself three or four
times as he passes a church. When starting on a jomney,
and on arriving, by land or by water, men and women cross
themselves.  And the crossing is not done in the slight care-
less way one sces in Romish countries, hut is performed in a
most deliberate and emphatic manner, by touching the brow,
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the right shoulder, the left, and the breast, and is generally
accompanied with a bow.* A very elegant structure at the
north end of the Nicholas Bridge encloses a sacred picture
of St Andrew, and one is often turned out of one’s path
by a man performing his devotions before it, and this in
the most public thoroughfare in St. Petersburg. It is true
one sees things that make one think that the letter and
the spirit of religion have parted company; e. g. the little
dingy ikon sometimes looks out from the corner of an im-
perial room, the walls of which are hung with French pictures
of a very doubtful character. But this muech is certain, that
religion has an immense hold on the Russian mind, whatever
its influence may be on Russian morals. And that this hold
is not confined to a mere mechanical observance of certain
ceremonies and gestures, but extends to something like a
recognition of doctrine, even by the most ignorant, may be
gathered from a simple but significant fact which was told
me at Moscow. The common people, when helping them-
selves to a third glass of tea, or, in fact, when about to do any-
thing a third time, are wont to say, carelessly, “One, two,
three; God loves the Trinity.”

A place so modern as St. Petersburg cannot be expected to be
rich in associations. The man of history finds little to interest
him ; and this is true of Russia generally. The horse-tail
standards taken from the Tartars, which adorn, or disfigure, so
many of the churches, point to struggles, bloody enough,
doubtless, but barely of sufficient importance to invite research.
In fact, the age of St. Petersburg measures the length of the
history of Russia; the ancient Moscow and Kieff represent
the obscure annals of Muscovy. And this the Russians them-
selves admit. A professor of history, whom I met at Moscow,
felt bound to make some apology for the scantiness of his

* You can tell whether a man is one of the orthodox, or a ¢ raskolik”
(schismatic), by the way he holds his fingers in crossing himself. 1f the former,
he presses the tips of the thumb and first two fingers together to signify the
Trinity in Unity; if the latter, he holds the thumb stretched apart, and the

first two fingers extended close together, to signify the two natures in Christ.
This distinction is observed by the very lowest classes.
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national records ; and a colonel of artillery, in whose company 1
happened to visit the Romanoft Palace, shrugged his shoulders,
as he turned over the leaves of an old volume of Russian
history there, and said, “Russian history is very meagre and
very obscure ;” and he seemed to think that what passed for it
must be taken cum grano. Dut the man of letters finds still
less to interest him. Tussian literature is yet in its infancy,
though promising a vigorous future. The author whose works
have had the deepest and widest influence on the national
mind, is the fabulist Kriloff. T was anxious to see what sort of
a tribute the Russians had paid to him, and so lost no time in
finding out his statue, which was put up in the Summer
Gardens in 1855. As a work of art it is highly ereditable,
The poet is represented sitting, reading a hook. The pedestal
is adorned with very clever groupings of animals in high relief,
the personee of his admirable fables. Kuiloff died November
9th (21st), 1844, aged seventy-six, having been born at Moscow
in 1768, 1Ilis fables have been widely circulated beyond his
own country. A beautiful illustrated edition was published in
Paris, in 1825, under the direction of Count Orloff. Metrical
versions from divers pens in French and Italian accompanied
the original text, and a French introduction by M. Lemontez,
and an Italian preface by M. Salfi, were prefixed.  An Italian
translation by A. Cesari was also brought out at Genoa, in
1828, A little brochure, entitled, “ Kryloff, ou le La Fon-
taine Russe, sa Vie et ses Fubles : par A. Bougeault,” appeared at
Taris, in 1852, containing translations of a few select fables.
But nothing has been done, that T am aware of, to make
Kriloff known to English readers, heyond a prose version of
one or two pieces, introduced as specimens by Mr. Suther-
land Edwards into his excellent book, “The Russians at
Home.”  The following English rendering of one of his fables
may give some idea of his mode of sativizing social and
political evils,
“BREAM.

“In the pleasure grounds of a baron there was a pond, in which throve and
gambolled a number of bream.  Life passed very happily with these fish, till,
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one day, the baron ordered his men to turn in fifty pike. A friend of his, who
heard him give the order, exclaimed, ¢ Now, then ! what have you given such
an order as this for! What good do you expect to come of it? You will
soon have not a bream left in your pond. But perhaps you don’t know the
nature of the pike?’ ¢DMy good Sir,’ replied the Baron with a smile, ¢ you
waste your words; I am quite aware of all you say. Dut let me in return ask
you what makes you think that I am fond of bream ?’”—DBook viii., fab. 20.

IIis fables number 197 in all, and are arranged in niue
books.

Around the base of the statue, and in other parts of the
gardens, were seated wet-nurses, with their little charges, and
arrayed in all the finery for which they are remarkable. The
wet-nurse is quite an institution in Russia, as well it might
be, when we look at the gigantic foundling hospitals, where
infants are taken in by scores a day, and a wet-nurse has to
be provided for each. These women, I was told, are very
particular about their dress. When hired, they always
expect their employer to deck them out in national costume
of the gayest colours, And certainly the specimens I saw
verified this statement. One had on a light-blue serafan, or
gown, bordered with gold lace, and a bright-coloured kerchief
bound round her head. (The women of the lower orders
never wear bonnets, but bright-coloured kerchiefs folded
across the head, and tied under the chin) Another had on a
much-tinselled head-dress, in shape like a Glengarry cap; 1
believe it is called a pavoinik.

But for the isvostchiks and the moujiks (peasants), one might
walk about the streets of St. Petersburg and hardly know that
one was in Ilussia. If, however, you want to see something
national, turn out of the Nevskoi through the Gostinnoi Dvor,
to the sccond-hand market, and you will find yourself in the
midst of genuine Russian sights and sounds. Here is a per-
feet labyrinth of booths, or shops.  The keepers of these shops
step into your path, repeating the list of their wares, with
many profound bows, and adding a hissing sound to the end
of cach word, which is, in fact, the first letter of soodar, « Sir.”
Here the Wardour Street, Rag-Fair, and Thieves’ Alley of
St. Petersburg are all combined in one vast bazaar.  As you
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look along the rows of shops, you fancy that wondrous har-
gains are to be made in them. All sorts of rarities you
hope to pick up for “next-to-nothing,” on the supposition
that the scllers are not aware of the value of their goods.
But experience soon undeceives you. The tradespeople in
the Nevskoi know that their fine shops and high prices
would not stand long against the competition of these
brokers ; so they send persons round the markets to buy up
the bargains you had hoped to secure, or to give to the
dealers a hint of what their goods ought to fetch. One
article, however, may be got cheap lere, namely, literature.
English books, in good condition, can often be met with for a
song.  Second-hand ikons and Scripture prints are exposed
for sale in abundance. One of the prints which I bought
was a complex tablean of the history of Jonah, representing
the prophet thrown overboard, in a blue coat, and brought
up by the whale in a yellow one. My friend, who had done
the dealing for me, said, “You will see that picture in a
church at Moscow.” “Impossible !” thought I; but when I
got to the Holy City, and was viewing the Cathedral of the
Assumption, I discovered on the wall of a comridor the
original of my picture, life-size, the drawing exactly the
same, the colouring just as absurd. And this is no exeeption.
All the old church-pictures are of a like character. Wonderful
defiance to perspective, proportion, outline, and shading, is
done in the paintings which cover the walls and roofs of
tussian churehes. A Pre-Raphaelite would revel in thewm.
Look up, and you see the black face of a saint, some yards
Jong, staring down upon you from the roof, with a nimbus
as big as a cart-wheel, and eyes like tea-saucers. At one
shop in the market I was invited to drink a glass of tea, of
which a huge samovar, or tea-urn, was kept always ready for
customers.  These shops have no dwellings attached, and at
night they are closed, and sealed up. A scal is greatly
respected by the Russians, and will sceurve property better
than the most eunning Chubb or DBramah. This brings
Seriptural allusions to one’s mind.  The cases of gems and
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other valuables in the museums are all sealed as well as
locked. A man will hesitate to break a seal, who would
at once pick a lock.

We spent a very pleasant and interesting day at Kronstadt,
where we met with a hearty and kind reception from the
English chaplain. Englishmen heard and read so much about
this island during the war, that they came to know it quite
well ; and maps had made them as familiar with its bearings,
as if they had visited it. The distance is about two hours
by steamer from St. Petersburg. The road from the pier to
the town was as bad as it could be. The regular way was
blocked up for repairs, and we had to take our course along
the shore of sand, fish-bones, and shells, for a short distance,
and then through a broken hedge, plunging on the other side
of it into great deeps of dust. I was glad to find what
comfortable and spacious quarters were appropriated to the
English chaplaincy. The chapel is a really church-like
building, standing alone, and having a very respectable spire
at the west end. Close to it is the chaplain’s house, a large
and commodious dwelling, surrounded by an excellent
garden, and having all sorts of offices attached. A wall
incloses the whole, so that within his own domain the
minister may well fancy himself in a snug, country living in
England. The windows of the principal rooms look upon the
green slopes of the ramparts, over which come the sea
breezes from the west, keeping the rooms cool in the sum-
mer, when the thermometer stands at 22 Reau. (81 Fahr.) in
the shade. Altogether it is the pleasantest spot in the
1sland. _

The chief things to be seen at Kronstadt are the forts,
We took a boat and went to one, called the Rysbank Fort
It stands out some distance in the gulf, and we had a
dancing voyage in our little craft to get to it. We were
taken over the works by a lieutenant of artillery. They are
far from finished ; and this was all the better for onr sceing
the actual construction. It was the time of day when the
Russian workman takes his siesta, two hours from noon being

C
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set apart for dining and napping. As we went about the
fort, we had to be careful lest we should stumble over them,
as they lay stretched in all directions, The Russian labourer
lies down for his mid-day snooze just where he happens to
be working. I have scen a man rolled up like a dog at the
bottom of a deep hole in the Nevskoi Prospekt, where some
repairs were being done to the drains. Indeed, Moujik will
make his bed anywhere. In an hotel, you find him lying
about the passages, or at his master’s door.

The masonry of this fort is quite colossal, and is put
together in the most beautiful and perfect manner. All that
stone walls can do to resist ordnance, these ought to do, Oune
gallery of guns is mounted, They are of various calibres, but
all heavy metal. The complement, I understood, would be
112, Other forts are also being built ; and are the fruits of
the alarm which the Russians really felt when the Baltic
fleet stood off Kronstadt.

On our retwrn to the town we went to see the docks of
Peter the Great.  Few monarchs have laid so good a claim to
the epithet as he. His broad vigorous mind could compre-
hend the wants of ages beyond his own. His conceptions
were so grand and far-seeing, that he built, nearly a century
and a-halt ago, a dock spacious enough for the vessels of the
present day.

The earth-works, which lie along the side of the island
exposed to the gulf, were thrown uwp during the late war,
They are constructed on the most skilful plan, and seem to
make it hopeless for troops to gain a footing in the face of
them. The Russians have acted on the maxim, “ Prevention
is better than cure” Invasion is impossible now. On our
return from them, we stopped to look at the English burying-
ground. The graves are for the most part those of sailors,
Three and four may be scen lying side-by-side, men of the -
same crew, all eut off within a few days by cholera or fever,
and all in early manhood. A plain cross is the most common
wonument.

A very good gencral notion of the town and island is got
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by viewing them from the tower of the English church.
People, 1 suppose, need not be told that Kronstadt is ugly.
The island is as flat and low as it can be, consistent with
keeping itself out of the water. It is also a hot, dusty,
wearisome place. But there is enough in it to interest a
stranger, and it gives a better notion of what the Russians
can and will do for self-preservation and self-aggrandizement,
than the fine things one sees at Petersburg. And yet at
Petersburg all the ships of the line are built, for the sake of
the name rather than for the sake of convenience. For, in
order to bring them over the bar to the sea, huge, but very
ingenious contrivances have to be resorted to, namely,
“camels,” so called from the resemblance of their action to
that of a camel, as it kneels down to receive its burthen, and
then rises up and bears it away. The process has been often
described.

From the balcony at Benson’s one looks down upon a shed-
like building, whence the steam-boats start for the country,
alias Peterhoff, that phrase having very few aliases in
St. Petersburg, and of the few Peterhoft being the most con-
spicuous. An Englishman, who knows what is meant by
“the country ” at St. Petersburg, is a good deal amused at the
fondness with which its citizens repeat the expression. On
’Change the desire is to shape business engagements so as
to allow of getting into “ the country.” If a man seems to be
disappointed, the chances are that it is of not being able to get
into “the country.” When a Petersburger, especially if he be of
English blood, is drawing near to the end of his voyage to
St. Petersburg, all his conjectures and calenlations about the
time of arrival turn upon the question, “ Shall I be able to
get into the country the same day ?” The delay at the
custom house grows into the greatest grievance of a despotic
government, if it threaten to hinder the traveller from getting
into “the country.” And yet all this anxiety is about what
we should consider a very moderate advantage. It is merely
about leaving a swamp with a town upon it for a swamp
without a town upon it. The environs of St. Petersburg

c2
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would be thought very small mercies by a London mechanic ;
but they arve all the mercies of the kind the Petersburgers
have, and, like other men, they are thankful in an inverse
ratio to the mercies. Indeed one quarter, called the Forest-
corps (from an cstablishment there something after the
manuer of Cirencester Agricultural College), which, on account
of its nearness to the city, is most frequented by those who
have least leisure time, is so filled with houses, as well as
dust, that one is swprised that anybody should consider it a
good change from the wide, handsome streets of the city.
But the truth is, dust and houses are not the only things
from which the citizens fly. The canals, which do the
drainage, ave very offensive in the summer, and the Peters-
burgers believe in the unhealthiness of bad smells, Dr. Parkin
“ On the Causation and Prevention of Disease ” to the contrary,
notwithstanding.

As to Peterhoff, which heads the st of places,* Oraniem-
baum, Tsarskoe-selo, Pavlosky, the TForvest Corps, and the
rest, which comprise “the country” of the DPetersburgers, I
must say a few words. The English Quay, whence the
Peterhoff boats start, is almost the only place in St. Peters-
burg where anything like Dbustle or crowding is to be seen.
At the hours of arrival aud departure, it is all alive with
eager, noisy, isvostchiks. The little life that lingers in the
deserted eity dwells among the isvostehiks.  Clear them, and
their ratthng droshkies, off the streets, and St. Petershwrg
would Dbe empty indeed. On festivals (all holy days arve
holidays in Russia, Sunday with the rest) the tide of people
flows unceasingly towards the English Quay, from ecarly
morning to well on in the afternoon.  The boats are erowded
to the gunwale, and yet late comers press into them, in spite
of the remonstrances of the police, who waste much of the
vernacular instead of hoisting the gang-way. An hour and a

* During the late war, British subjects were not allowed to live at Peterhoft,
the Government having an odd fear of their communicating with the English
Fleet ; a not very practicable feat, considering that Kronstadt lay between
them aud it.
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half brings you to the pier at Peterhoff. My first visit was on
a Sunday, and just as we landed, an imperial carriage, like an
Irish out-side car of a very large size, drove up with a party
of priests who had been officiating at the imperial church.
These reverend gentlemen looked, in all respects, very unlike
their brethren, the rustic popes, whom one often sees seated
in the wretched little market-carts behind the peasant women,
who drive into the towns to sell their commodities; or, may
be, trudging it on foot.

Peterhoff is a very pretty place, albeit the houses stand, for
the most part, very close together. But pretty is the only word
that can be applied to it. Beautiful, grand, fine, are terms incon-
sistent with made scenery.*  Slight rises in the ground, which
pass for hills in this flat country, are the only favours which
Nature has shown to Peterhoff. Art, in obedience to im-
perial will, has accomplished great things. The best general
notion of the extent and beauty of its achievements is to
be had from Babigone, the highest point in the neighbour-
hood. On this summit stands a building, the most extravagant
of the many extravagancies which the Emperor Nicholas has
left behind him at Peterhoff, to testify to his splendid selfish-
ness. It is designed to represent a Grecian temple, and would
be perfect in its way, but for the violence that is done to the
proportions by having a basement storey which dips into the
side of the hill, and upon which the temple-like portion is
raised. The ceiling of the principal apartment rests upon
beautiful white marble monoliths, On the outside grey
granite monoliths support the projecting roof along the four
sides. Nothing less than monoliths for the shafts of their
pillars seem to satisfy the Russians. The four porticoes
which adorn the four faces of S. Izak’s church, rest on stupen-
dous monoliths of red granite. And now let us look forth
upon the prospect which lies before us as we stand on the
gallery surrounding the building. Peterhoff is spread out as

* As you go about the lakes you are unpleasantly reminded that they
are all artificial, by sceing, through the clear water, the pipes lying along
the bottom.
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on a map; helow are the lakes and islands—all made—
whereon stand the pretty tea-houses. A strange whim has
placed some sham ruins of Palmyra in the fore-ground.
Beyond the islands lie the Palace, with its many accessories of
courtiers’ lodgings, chapel, stables, barracks, &e.; the village,
like anything in the world but a Russian village ; the country-
houses of the Petersburgers, thickly lying together among the
shrubs, like eges packed in moss. The gulf stretches away
beyond the green boundary of trees, melting into the sun-
1it haze, that makes the horizon indistinguishable, but for the
bright line which crosses the heaven, and which we know to
be St. Petersburg.  And most beautiful does the city look,
like a long, narrow, fleccy cloud, resting on the suuny sky.
It seems to have a sun of its own. For just above it shines
and radiates with deep golden light the dome of S. Izak’s.
The spires of the Fortress Church and of the Admiralty, the
other church-domes and minarets, ave lost in the distance to
the naked eye; for they arve only gilded. But the dome of
S. Izak’s dazzles the heholder even here; for it only is gold.*®
If we turn our eves to the right, and so sweep round the
country behind Peterhoff, we see the slopes studded with the
tents of some of the camps in which the soldiers, who are not
required for town duty, pass the summer. 1t is altogether a
sight not easily matched in the world.

A word about the dacha, or villa, may not be out of place
here.  Dachas are of various sizes, but all substantially on
the same model.  They are slight buildings, mostly of wood,
and constructed with one prevailing purpose—coolness. Air
and shade are courted in every way. The eaves of the roofs
project far out, and cover spacious halconies, where the meals
are generally taken, or, at any rate, where the fruit and the
coffee are always served, The ice-well is a sine qud non of a
dacha. In the case of a hired house, the landlord always fills
it for the season. Considering how near to one another, and
to the road, most average dachas lie, it is wonderful how

" The plates are thin, but what there is of them is gold, and they have an
appearance which no gilding can equal,
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thoroughly private and secluded they are. The shrubs are
arranged so skilfully as to leave you to imagine yourself quite
in the country, until the sound of wheels and horse-steps
reminds you that you are on the road-side, and the sound of
voices that you are only N° so-and-so, in a row of dachas.
Through the trees you catch a glimpse of a Cossack as he
gallops on some errand for the Imperials; or, may be, you
see the Imperials themselves as they pass for a drive, or are
on their way to take tea at one of the many little summer-
houses which are scattered over the islands.

About the palaces at Peterhoff there is no need to say any-
thing here. All princes must have palaces, and all palaces are
very much alike. But the summer-houses which ornament the
Peterhoff islands deserve motice. They are very pretty, very
costly, very useless. Some are meant to represent Italian
villas, having been built by Nicholas to surprise his wife on
her return from Italy. Each consists of some three or four
rooms, fitted up with great luxury and elegance. Now and
then, in the summer season, the Emperor takes a fancy to have
tea in one of them. Beyond this they are put to no useful
purpose ; but are merely kept, like a Dutch wife’s best room,
in idle, vacant order.

All visitors to Peterhoff have two objects to attain—to see
the fountains play and to hear the band play. The former
are very curious; many of them very beautiful, designed in
divers ways to give effect and variety to the action of water.
With regard to the band-playing, there is a custom worth
while mentioning. Every summer’s evening two military
bands perform alternately before the palace. At nine o’clock
a gun fires, the guard turns out, the two bands unite, and
play the «Soldier’s FEvening Hymn.” This ended, the
soldiers (and after them the whole company) uncover and
repeat, in a very subdued voice, the Lord’s Prayer, crossing
themselves at the conclusion; after which they fall out,
and the company disperse. The idea of all this is very
beautiful, and the effect (I speak of what I myself witnessed)
would have been very impressive if the hugle-call, which
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preceded and followed the devotions, had been clear and
vigorous instead of weak and squeaky. This is not the only
instance I met with in Russia of a fine sentiment being marred
in the practice by some blunder or want of taste on the part of
the performers. A richly-vestured deacon, standing on the
polished jasper tloor of the gorgeous S. Izak’s, and singing the
sweet-flowing Slavonic Litargy to a plaintive chant, is all
very beautiful, and very solemmizing ; but what becomes of
the beauty and solemnity when the said deacon stops to spit
on the said jasper floor ?

A friend of mine, tutor to the son of Prince B , was
with the prince’s family at Tsarskoe-selo, and this gave me an
additional reason for visiting the place. 1t is a short run by
rail from St. Petersburg. My friend had no idea of my being
in Russia, and I had no one to interpret for me, so 1 had
misgivings about being able to find him out. I was told to
jump into a droshky on arriving at the station, and say to the
isvostehik, “Dom B——"% This I did, and I found myself
quite understood. To give the isvostchiks their due, I must
say, they are very sharp, ready fellows at catching one’s
meaning. A drive through the broad clean roads of this
imperial village, over paving that would do credit to M’Adam,
was a very pleasant change to one who had been so much
jolted out of breath and temper at Petersburg and Moscow.
The isvostchik pulled up at the Prince’s stable-yard, where I
found a Russian understrapper, to whom I pronounced, with
such emphasis as I thought would be most acceptable to the
Slavonic ear, the name of my friend; whereupon he took me
to the head groom, who turned out to be an Englishman.

In Prince B ’s house (which is only a larger and more
costly specimen of the commnon type of dacha, being a cottage
orneé¢ by the road-side, half smothered in shrubs and hedges)

£,

and also at the palage d-saw a montagne—a device 167 &SIty

-

* Dom, domus, “}onse” is always coupled with the name of the owner in
giving addresses. ‘Thys, if one’s friend Smith rents his house from Nicholas,

t]];e address woul j o+ «¢ My, Smith, at the house of Nicholas.” 'T'his is quite
Castern,
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children. Tt comsists of an inclined plane of the smoothest
wood, down which the children slide, as their parents do
down the ice-hills in winter.

Here it may be remarked how much this vast empire
depends upon foreigners for all that requires talent and
thought. One day I met a young man, an officer attached
to the Etat-Major, whose duty it was to read over the
despatches from the Caucasus, cut out the fine language,
with which they are plentifully stuffed, and present them in
a clear, concise form, for the Emperor's perusal ; he was a
German. The Astronomer Tmperial is a German. The chief
engineer at the Admiralty is a Scotchman. An English
jockey went out in the same ship with us to ride a Russian
prince’s horse, at the Moscow races. Another passenger was
the manager of a cotton fabric (or factory, as we should call
it); I came home with the manager of a paper-fabric—both
Englishmen. And here, this head-groom, who is an English-
man, guides me to my friend, an Englishwan, whom I find
giving a lesson to the son and heir of one of the noblest
families in Russia.

To the hand-books I refer readers for a description of the
palaces, only remarking by the way that in them the skill in
making floors, for which the Russians are pre-eminent, is
carried to its highest ,pitch. Elegant in design and beautiful
in execution are these specimens. The art of in-laying is
thoroughly mastered in this country. The Russian carpenter
is famous for the precision with which he uses the common
axe in cutting wood to whatever pattern he pleases; and
the tloors he produces are fine examples of Tunbridge ware,
on a large scale. The Imperials are fond of out-of-the-way
things, be they in or out of taste. The room, the walls of
which are entirely covered with amber, looks far more strange
than beautiful. The necessarily small pieces in which the
amber is laid on, and the consequent want of uniformity in
shade, give a queer, patched-up appearance to the walls.
Far more pleasing and quite as curious is the floor, which
is of ebony, inlaid with mother-o-pearl.
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Before leaving St. Petershurg, I must remark that the famous
street, the Nevskoi Prospekt (or Perspektiff, as it is sometimes
called) rather fell short of the notion I had formed of it from
pictures and descriptions. In the first place, it loses much
of the fine effect it would have if it were the centre one of the
three streets which start from the Admiralty-Plain. In that
case, a person walking up the street would have before him a
full view of the mid-section of the Admiralty, surmounted by
its beautiful gilded spire. As it is, he only catches a side-
view of it. Then, again, the street is narrower from the
Admiralty to the Moika Bridge than in the remainder of its
length. Considering that St. Petersburg has been built, from
the first, on a grand uniform plan; considering, too, that
imperial will rules all private enterprises; it is astonishing
that the finest street should be allowed to fall short of
perfection by two such simple defects, as being placed in an
inferior position, and having its grand perspective marred by
unequal breadth.

The Nevskof, though four versts (or three miles) long, is only
carried about two-thirds of that distance in a right line ; and
it is only so far that fine shops and grand facades extend,
even if they do so far, for some falling off is noticeable after
one passess the Gostinoi Dvor.  And when I speak of fine
shops, I do not mean that they present immense fronts of
plate-glass. The fact is, the windows are necessarily small,
in order to leave enough wall-space, upon which pictures of
the articles sold inside are painted for the information of the
unlettered. The rest of the street is continued on at a slight
angle to the former portion, till it reaches the monastery of
S. Alexander Nevskoi, The moment you turmn this angle
you notice a tremendous come-down, from the grand and
showy to the mean and shabby. No longer does the wood
pavement afford a quiet, smooth passage to your droshky.
Ureat holes, filled with dust, shake you from side to side, and
send up a stifling, blinding cloud. Tumble-down houses,
seedy cabarets, great blank spaces strewn with old, done-for
droshkies and other nsed-up articles, show that even to the
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fine St. Petersburg there is a fag end. A visit to the new
monastery of S. Alexander took us into this region. It was
founded in 1724. The saint is surnamed « Nevsko?,” or, “of
the Neva,” from the victory in which he repulsed the Swedes
on the banks of that river.® It ranks third among the
Russian monasteries ; that at Kieff and the Troitza taking
precedence.

There was nothing going forward to call for remark.
Though in appearance it is inexpressibly ugly, being simply
a large collection of plain white-washed buildings, we found
the quiet within its moated and high-walled inclosure, and
the cool shade of its formally-set rows of trees, very refreshing
after our dusty ride. 'We bought little pictures of the saint
painted on bits of china. He is represented clothed in
armour, with a red cloak on his shoulders, and his right
hand pressed to his left side. One sees in this the intensely
martial spirit of the Russian Church. He is not the only
warrior enrolled in the calendar of saints. The churches,
too, arve filled with trophies, fortress-keys, marshals’ batons,
soldiers’ coats, military standards. Soldiers, too, are the
attendants in the churches—veterans, abundantly decorated
with medals and stars. The keys of Adrianople hang over
the massive silver shrine of S. Alexander.

At the bend in the Nevskoi, noticed above, stands the
terminus of the Moscow railway. Here we will take leave of
St. Petersburg and take tickets for Moscow. Very lofty and
spacious are all railway stations in Russia; very handsome,
too, in point of architecture. That at Peterhoft is one of the
finest buildings in the place. The tickets are long slips of
paper, bearing a list of all the stations on the line, with the
times at which the train is due at them. Two trains each way
(which direction is “up” and which “down,” it would be
difficult to say in travelling between two such cities as Peters-
burg and Moscow) in the 24 hours comprise all the traffic.
One, the express so called, starts at 12 noon, and does the

* See Stanley’s ¢ Fastern Church,”
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journey of 400 miles in 20 hours. The other, a lnggage-train,
with passenger-carriages attached, starts at 2 p.m. and performs
the distance in 30 Lours, The ecarriages are of enormous
length, carrying 60 or 80 passengers in each. They are made
on the American model. A passage runs down the middle
between the two entrances, which open at each end on a
railed-in platform. The scats hold two persons each, and are
arranged like the boxesin a chop-house. The road is straight
enough to bear out the story commonly told, that the Emperor
Nicholas decided upon the course the railway should take by
ruling a line on the mayp between the two points, St. Petersburg
and Moscow. The consequence is that in the whole distance
of 400 miles the road does not touch a single town except
Tver, and Tver stands above a mile from the station of that
name. There are not many important places, it is true, throngh
which it could have passed. But the city of Novgorod might
easily have been included in the route, and before St. Peters-
burg was built this was the capital of that part of Russia, and
through it the old Moscow road used to run.

Anything so wearisome as the journey between St. Peters-
burg and Moscow I never experienced. The heat was in-
sufferable. One could not lay one’s hand upon the iron pillars
of the station for two seconds. Yet the Russians seem to
think nothing of it. DMost of them wear great coats hanging
loosely from their shoulders. They stand in the scorching
sun (though shade may be but a step from them) smoking
their paparosses (cigarettes) with perfect sang-froid, if sang-
froid there can be with the temperature at 81 Fahrenheit in
the shade. And those blue-coated, brass-helmeted, booted and
spurred gens-darmes, with their long swords, who (two of
them) stand on the platform at every station and keep guard
over the train, from its arrival to its departure—how they
can endure, as they do, the sun’s rays pouring down upon
their helmets, passes understanding.  Then, again, the mono-
tony of the country is tiresome. For three-fourths of the
distance the road runs through a wood, consisting of the only
trees that scem to have auy chance of life in this part of
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Russia—birch and pine. They do not attain to any great size,
and do not grow very near the railway ; for, in order to supply
fuel for the engines, a considerable space on each side is cleared,
and stacks of felled timber stand ready for use at frequent
intervals. In consequence of wood being used in the loco-
motives, the chimneys are of an inverted conical form, looking
ugly and top-heavy. This kind of fuel also necessitates more
frequent “ coaling,” as the bulk is so great and the consump-
tion so quick.

The extent to which timber is used in Russia is enormous.
During the summer the Neva and adjacent canals in Peters-
burg are crowded with huge barges filled with wood, cut in
convenient lengths for fuel. These barges, built for the special
purpose of floating the timber down, are themselves broken up
and sold for fire-wood. The laying in of fuel for the winter
is a good part of the summer’s business. Along the quays
this sort of work is continually going on, and the gamins of
the place, who no doubt think that stolen wood burns brightest,
are on the look out for plunder. One young rascal, apparently
about six years old, I saw scampering from the quay as fast
as he could with a log of wood in his arms as big as himself.
A man was in full chase after him, yelling out Russian oaths
and threats. The little thief, when he found his pursuer
gaining on him, let the log drop and then got clear off. The
price of fuel, I was told, had risen considerably this year.
Likely enough: for as the forests get cleared, the distance
whence it has to be brought increases, and therefore the cost.
Moreover peasants’ houses are all built of logs of wood, so in
this direction there is a large out-going of timber. Villages of
these barn-like cottages are the only signs of habitation one
sees along the railway. They stand with the gable-end to the
street. No chimneys diversify the uniform ridge-and-furrow
appearance of rows of these huts ; and one dingy-brown colour
of roofs and walls malkes a Russian village far from picturesque.
The only thing that imparts variety to the scene is the chureh,
which is always white-washed, and generally has a green
dome or two.
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Along the whole line of rail very little agrieulture is to be
seen, and that little a long way behind the farming of the
Lothians.  The labourers (mostly women) whom we caught
sight of here and there, with wooden spades, and straight-
handled seythes, looked like those pictures of “peasantry in
the eleventh century,” which we know so well in the school
histories of England.  Nevertheless, agricultural machinery is
being largely imported into Russia. The ship T went out in
was entirely laden with it.  The fact is, the land-owners (and
hitherto serf-owners) are casting about how they may render
themselves independent of manual labour, now that the
emaneipation has set the serf free from compulsory work,

Although, as has been said, the country along the Moscow
line is painfully ugly and monotonous, yet there are one or two
exeeptional spots. When the rail-road erosses a river, a pleasant
and, by eontrast, highly picturesque view opens out: e.g. the
river Volokhof; andagain the Volga at Tver, which gives good
promise of the majestic breadth it attains at Nijni-Novgorod,
The railway stations, with their pretty gavdens, do their best to
enliven the dull sameness of the journey. At every stoppage
time enough 1is given for smoking one papaross at least, and
ladies blow their little cloud with the rest. Smoking is not
allowed in the carriages; sometimes the guard will, for a
consideration, let a man smoke outside the carriage, on the
gallery at the end; but not always. One passenger, an English-
man, who had come to Russia with a fixed belief that every
official in the empire was on sale; that, in fact, there was a
bribe-tariff, pushed a handful of cigars into the readily opened
paln of the guard, and proeceded to smoke his weed, having,
as he thought, duly purchased licenee to do so. But no, the
cuard failed to conneet the two ideas, and turned the English-
man into the carriage with a virtuous frown. Apropos of
smoking, [ may observe that it is not lawtul to smoke on foot
in the streets of Petersburg or Moscow,  Riding or driving, on
balconies or on steam-hoats, it is allowed.  This requlation is
to prevent fires, It really promotes them; for the eommon
people are driven to smoke in hay-lofts and other places, where
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a spark soon kindles a conflagration. At many stations very
substantial refreshment is provided, and everywhere tea is to
be had. In some cases the stations have something of the
bazaar about them. Elegant trifles in silver, gold, and other
materials are exposed for sale. At a station called Valdaiskaia,
bells, cast in all sorts of shapes of fruit, flowers, &e. are sold
as knives are at Chatelrault* Nor are the claims of religion
forgotten. At the doors of the refreshment rooms poor men
are generally to be seen standing, holding plates to receive
the alms of the faithful, for the sake of a neighbouring church
or other pious use: and these plates are well filled by the
devout travellers.

The most tedious journey comes to an end, and that to
Moscow with the rest. Right glad were we to awake from a
short snatch of unrefreshing sleep to find ourselves within an
hour of the Holy City. At 8 AM. we arrived, punctual to a
moment. If the journey has been monotonous, the change of
scene which it has brought about is the most complete. 1t
may be described in two words—we have passed from the
Western to the Tastern world. As we drive away from the
terminus to M. E. Billo’s Hotel, we feel that we are in totally
different circumstances, We go down a hill, a thing which we
could not do at St. Petershurg, because there are no hills to go
down : we ascend another, an equally novel feat for the same
reasol. We see abundance of trees surrounding the houses,
making Moscow look like a city in a garden. This is new,
and the trees themselves are other than pine and birch, and
therefore new. At St. Petersburg we had grown so accus-
tomed to looking up at the lofty houses which line its
streets, that now, when we see modest dwellings going no
higher than one story above the basement, we seem literally
to look down upon them. DBut the drive to Billo’s does not
show one all Moscow. Indeed, here is another point of contrast
to St. Petersburg. You cannot pass through any quarter of

* They come from a famous foundry at Valdai, a town near at hand, which
takes its name from the adjacent hills. The general use of bells on the
harness, in the sledging season, creates a large demand.
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that city without gaining a notion of the general aspect of the
whole. But, after our drive from the railway, we took another
considerable drive about Moscow without having the least
suspicion that there were a Chinese City and a Kremlin, and
that churches were very numerous. This is in consequence
of the extreme irregularity and absence of plan. The houses
seem to have fallen from the clouds, and to have remained
where they fell, and the streets to have been cut in and out
amongst them, as best could be managed without disturbing
them. Hence no thorough view is to be had. There is
always some bend in a street that shuts out what is behind it.
A first walk in Moscow, under proper guidance, is a wonderful
series of surprises; you foresce nothing; you stumble upon
new sights at every turn, and when you least expect them.
Pass under that ancient gateway, and you find yourself in a
narrow street, the appearance of which so strongly reminds
vou of Eastern towns that you look for turbans and flowing
dresses, and bright-coloured garments, as matters of course.
You have left the broad-ways and plentiful shrubs of the
White City, and are in the closely-packed and most ancient
Chiunese City. The fires of 1812 left this quarter untouched.
Walk on, and you come to a wide space—the Red Place, so
called from the Dblood of Russians and Tartars which dyed it
in those fierce, but obscure struggles, when Russia was only
thought of by Europe as barbarous Muscovy. Before you is
the Kremlin, To yonr left stands the ¢ Church of the
protection of Mary,” otherwise called «S. Basil’s,” ¥*—the most
fantastic of the many fantastic examples of Russian church
architecture. Tt has been elaborately described by travellers.
Suffice it to say that if a man had time to look at only one
church in Russia, and wished that one to embody the grotesque-
nesses of all the rest, S. Basil’s is the church he ought to
choose. Suppose twenty builders met together to ervect a
congeries of churches, side by side, one on another, withont

» The name of the church in Russ is, «“ Tserkor sv, Vassiliaia Wazhennavo,”
< the church of S. Basil the Dlessed.” Basil, Vassili, William, are all the same
name.
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purpose, save to emulate each other in producing the greatest
extravagance ; and then suppose twenty painters and gilders
assembled to colour the outsides of these ehwrches, with the
sole aim of laying on the greatest variety of colours in the
most striking contrasts, then, as the result of these efforts, you
may form a faint notion of the cathedral of S. Basil, the folly
of Ivan the Terrible.

We cross the Red Place and pass through the Holy Gate.
We uncover and remain bare-headed so long as we are under
the sacred arch, having been warned of the custom, from
observance of which no man is ever excused. .\ person stands
by for the purpose of enforcing obedience. Indeed, the idea
is extended beyond merely doffing one’s hat or cap. One day
T was about to pass through, having removed my hat, when 1
was stopped by the guard, who pointed to my nmbrella, which
T held down by my side open. 1Iie insisted upon my closing
it. And now we are on the broad platform of the Kremlin,

Claudian, in his panegyric on the Sixth Consulship of
Honorius, alluding to the view of Rome from the Palatine,
speaks of

¢ densum stipantibus sethera templis.”

Lord Macaulay, in his essay on Madame d’Arblay, point-
ing to Oxford, imagines the delight with which Miss Bumney
would have “looked down from the dome of the Radeliffe
Library on the magnificent sca of twrrets and hattlements
below.” 1If these expressions appear to be somewhat forced
and unreal, look forth from the Kremlin over the city of
Moscow, and you will then understand what is meant by
the sky Dbeing crammed with churches, and by looking
down on a sca of minarets and domes. The standing-place
whenee this wondrous sight is had, ought to be observed.
You are on a spacious terrace, bounded by a low parapet.
The sides slope precipitately to the massive wall which
snrrounds the Kremlin, and makes it what it is, a most
remarkable Fastern fortress. This wall is topped with the
leaf-like machicolations, distinetively oriental ; and at the
D
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angles, and at intervals in its ecireuit, rise large square and
round towers, surmounted by spires, coloured green, on the
tops of which the ubiquitous Russian eagle spreads its gilded
wings. The wall, on the side towards which we are looking,
is skirted by the river Moskva, now sunk low down in its
deep channel, and scarcely covering the whole of its bed, though
in the winter it rises to overflowing the quays. And now,
hehold what lies spread out beyond the river. Numberless
gilded crosses glitter in the sun.  Every conceivable effect is
produced by green, blue, red, gold, and silver ; striped, starred,
scaley, wavey, spiral, and dentated domes ; domes bell-shaped
and bulb-shaped ; minarets, conical roofs, and spires. From
what T had read of Moscow, I had prepared myself for a
wonderful sicht ; but the reality far surpassed the expectation,
The number of churches in Moscow is variously estimated.
Some say 500, some 1,500. Whatever the exact figure may
be it matters little: the general result is passing strange to
an European eye. A notion of the multitude of domes and
minarets, spires, towers, and belfries, may be formed when it
is said that each church has generally five, one in the middle
and one at each corner; besides, very often, others surmount-
ing out-buildings, or stuck in here end there in addition to
the regular complement.

A less marvellous sight, but more truly grateful to the eye,
is that seen from the Sparrow Hills. We took an early oppor-
tunity of going thither. A pretty long drive carries us beyond
the houses, though not beyond the houndaries of the city, for
it is only at certain points that the buildings have stretched
out far enough from the old centre to touch the line of fortifi-
cation which describes the wide area of Moscow proper. A
short distance after we have passed this line, a rough road, or
rather track in the sand, brings us to the river side at a place
where there is a ferry. Near the ferry are small wooden sheds,
set up a little way out in the stream, and reached by planks.
These are bathing places. From under them now and then
appears a bather. There is no people that uses the hath more
systematically than the Russians, It is a sort of religious
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duty with them. No peasant will go to church on great
festivals, few on Sundays and other holy days, without having
previously taken the bath. And yet they do not impress one
as being a clean people.

The perevostchik: (or “ferry-man”) paddles us over the
perevoss (or “ ferry”). This Russian word i3 easily remembered
by Englishmen, as it is pronounced almost exactly like the
very appropriate words “pair-of-oars.” As soon as we land
we begin to ascend the Sparrow Hills, the steep slope of which
starts almost from the water’s edge. They are not very high,
though they appeared so to us, who had seen nothing higher
than the gently rising ground at Peterhoff. A narrow foot-
path soon brings us up to the top. This reached, we turn
round and find that a noble view lies before us. We are on
the right bank of the Moskva, whence Moscow takes its name.
The course of the river is remarkably tortuous. Looking to
the north-west, we first catch sight of it flowing towards
the western side of the city, hardly touching it, and then
abruptly sweeping round till it returns upon the Sparrow
Hills, which bend its course once more, and send it back
again to the city, which it penetrates till it reaches the walls
of the Kremlin, at whose base it flows, and then once more
comes round upon its own course. We thus seem to stand
at the bend of a fetterlock, which grasps the city firmly in
the middle. On this side, the hills, the sides of which are
well wooded, run steeply down to the water. From the other
bank the ground stretches away with very slight undulations,
just enongh to make the city, which is built upon it, rather
hilly,

The view hence of Moscow, as we find it, is very grand.
The houses, the walls of which are for the most part white, are
lit up brilliantly by the gorgeous sun. The many-coloured roofs
give richness and tone to the picture, and the infinite domes
spangle it with silver and gold. From the middle rises the
fortress of the Kremlin, its many churches sending up a
forest of dome-capped towers, among which stands highest
the lofty Ivan Veliki. In the south-west quarter of the city,

D2 i
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a white building, larger much than any other to be seen, and
crowned with an enormous dome, catches the eye, as being
something quite in advance of all the rest. 1t is the new
cathedral, not yet completed. In the environs of the eity
stand the many monasteries and convents, each with its
cluster of domes and minarets, like so many religious outworks
to cover and defend the special sanctity of Moscow the holy.

We have been standing with our backs to the small
village of Vorobief (the word means “sparrow ”), which
crowns the hill. TIts little church rests on the brow, and
from a seat, which overhangs the edge, we took our most easy
and leisurely view of the prospect. The great heat and
exertion of climbing the hill made us thirsty, and we were
glad to learn from our guide that milk could be had at a
cottage hard by. This gave us an opportunity of secing the
inside of a Russian peasant’s dwelling. It was an average
specimen, built of logs piled up, the interstices being filled in
with tow. We found the inside bare enough. The best room
had no furniture at all, unless sacred pictures be considered
furniture ; and, by a Russian, they wounld be thought to be
the most indispensable furniture. There were six hanging
close together, in two rows of three, with little lamps suspended
before them, one of which was burning. The subjects were
the usual ones—the Saviour, the Virgin, and other saints.
One was a group-picture, examples of which are often seen in
the churches. In these, whole companies of apostles, and
armies of martyrs, are marshalled in line, much after the
manner of the prints, known as “Skilt’s Characters,” which
children buy for their toy theatres. In an inuer room, which
seemed to be the “living-room ” of the family, all the chattels,
few and shabby, were collected. It was not a model cottage ;
but it would rank very respectably among English peasant
dwellings for cleanliness and comfort. Doubtless, in the
winter, when the paick sends forth its great heat, and the
house is crowded, and kept tightly closed, the atmosphere is
far from pleasant; but we found nothing to offend us. The
milk, which was delightfully cool, was hrought to us by a
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plain, healthy-looking girl, dressed tidily enough. It was
poured from an earthen vessel, narrowed oftf to a very small
base, so as scarcely to allow of its standing upright.

On our return we stopped at the convent, of Novo-devitche,
whose minarets and domes especially strike the eye, as they
stand in the foreground of the view from the Sparrow Hills.
Its battlemented and loopholed walls, garnished with massive
towers, and its moat crossed by a drawbridge, give it the
appearance of a fortress. Time was when monasteries and
convents had to do duty as refuges from the violence of men,
as well as from the less palpable assaults of Satan. We went
into the principal chapel and were almost driven out again
by the horrible smell—that universal Russian smell, passing
description, which haunts one, more or less, everywhere.
Often is the traveller in Russia provoked to exclaim of her
people, “ Noses have they, and smell not!” Several nuns were
performing their devotions. The conventual dress is a very dis-
figuring costume indeed—black gownswith tight sleeves,and on
the head a black conical cap, with flaps falling over the ears, and
tied under the chin. One contrasts these little black figures,
bowing, and crossing, and prostrating before the pictures, with
their sisters of the Roman Communion (e.g. at the Beguinage
at Ghent), who, with their ample veils of spotless white
mantling them completely as they kneel in prayer, look the
very ideal of what a religieuse ought to be. On the other
hand, the monks of the Greek Church, with their flowing
robes, high caps and falls, and long hair and beards, have the
advantage, in appearance, over their tonsured serge-clad
brethren of the West.

The Kremlin, so rich in all that the devout, the loyal, the
patriotic Russian holds dear ; to the history of which cling the
most cherished associations of the good and ill fortunes of
Muscovy ; may well tax the skill of the best hand-book
writers to describe. T shall content myself with one or two
points that came under my notice. Although, as a mere
matter of antiquity, the Kremlin be one of the most precious
relies the world has—all the more precious, because hardly
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saved from the ruin of fire and conquest—yet the Tsars and
Tsarinas of Russia seem to have been little careful of preserving
its primitive character. As one looks up at it from the oppo-
site side of the river, the Winter Palace, handsome though it
be in itself, and, as T submit, far superior in taste to that at
St. Petershurg, stands out behind the Tartar battlements, and
from among the spired and domed towers, very incongruously.
Moreover, the barracks and other anachronistic buildings
mar the effect. But if disposed to grumble at what has been
done, we need to be thankful for what has heen left undone.
In the Treasury there is a model of the scheme Catherine TIL
had in contemplation, of surrounding the whole of this ancient
citadel with modern buildings, in a tasteless, semi-classie style.

Of the many churches which stand in the Kremlin, English
readers have no need to be ignorant, if they will turn to the
graphic pages of Dr. Stanley’s « Lectures on the FEastern
Church.” The Cathedral (they are all called cathedrals) of
the Assumption I visited once when a grand episcopal office
was being celebrated. The building was ecrowded. I made
my way as near to the ikonostast as possible, and while
standing before it I felt something pushing against the
back of my leg. It was a woman on her knees, trying, as
best she could in the press, to touch the ground with her
forehead. She showed no impatience at my presence’; and
this leads me to say that one marked sign of the tolerant
gpirit of the Greek Church is the freedom with which a
stranger may move among the worshippers, without being
frowned at, as one often is in the Latin Church, with
looks that say “heretic.” As I left the cathedral I saw,
Iving crouching on the ground just outside the door, a very
old, white-bearded man ; he was fast asleep ; his staff and
his wallet showed him to be a pilgrim. Probably he had
walked several hundred miles on a pious journey to Moscow,
the bourn of many. a devout and longsome pilgrimage. The
windows of this, and other old Russian churches, are few
aud small, and the odd way in which they arve stuck in here
and there reminds one of what Sir Francis Head says of
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those at the Tuileries, that they look as though they had
been knocked out by random cannon-shots. Excessively as
the Greek Church delights in pictures, painted windows have
no place in its decorations. 1 only noticed one in all the
churches 1 visited, and that was in S, Izak’s, and therefore
quite modern. Colour without taste, costhness without beauty,
prevail everywhere. It is difficult to look with a serious
countenance at the queer faces that meet the eye at every
turn. The walls and pillars are not sufficient to display
these grotesque paintings. Many are exposed for osculation
on desks. The more highly venerated ikons are jewelled
with diamonds, rubies, sapphires, beyond all value ; but what
with bad setting, bad arrangement, and worse cutting, no
light beams from them, and you would not know they were
there, unless you went close up to them. Indeed, bad work-
manship has spoilt many a precious stone in Moscow. In
the Treasury are exhibited ancient Tartar crowns, garnished
with gems no otherwise set than by being stuck, like beads,
on bits of wire. The Cathedral of the Annunciation is paved
with agate, carnelian, and jasper. The thought of the wealth
which is thus dedicated to religion may please the devout,
but the effect produced is only that of a dark-looking floor,
made of small irregular pieces, and rather slippery to
walk on.

Of the treasures, in stones and pearls, which the church
possesses, there is no end.  The patriarchal sacristy, otherwise
called “The House of the Holy Synod,” astonishes one with
its wealth. Perhaps the best notion of its riches may be
given by extracting from the catalogue, of eighty octavo pages,
drawn up by the Archimandrite Sabas, the deseription of one
of its gorgeous vestments :—

¢ I’omophore * du Patriarche Nicon, en étoffe de soie brochée d’or, richement
“ornée de perles fines, de rubis et d’émeraudes. Dessus, sur quatre croix,
“sont brodées en or et en soie les fétes et la Passion du Seigneur, et an
“ milieu, dans un cercle, I'image de la Sainte Trinité. Autour du cercle sont
“formés de perles fines ces mots: Par Vordre du Sowverain Alexis Michai-

*Quagpdprov—Dpall.
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“loviteh, Czar et Grand-Duc de tout la Russte et de U Orthodoxe Czarina Marie,
¢ cet omophore a été fait pour le tris-Saint Patriarche Nicon, et il lui a été offert
““en 1655, le 1-er Octobre.”

We were shown over this treasury by a monk, with the
most courteous attention. I had been told that Russ was a
beautiful, mellifluous language, but was disposed to doubt the
fact, having chiefly heard it spoken Dby the isvostchiks, who
arc no smoother-tongued than our own cabmen. DBut when
I heard it from the lips of this monk, I found it to be very
soft and musical in its sounds. At the door of oune room,
that wherein the Synod holds its sittings, and on the table of
which a richly-bound copy of the Gospels stood in a frane,
was an old soldier as door-keeper. I moticed the eagerness
with which he craved the monk’s blessing.

While on Church subjects, I may here recount a most
interesting episode in my visit to Moscow. I had the good
fortune to be invited by a Russian gentleman to attend, in his
company, the examination of the students (of whom at present
there are about 350), at the Seminary for the education of the
sons of priests* We reached the college between one and
two o’clock. On arriving, we saw the coach of the Metro-
politan of Moscow, drawn by six black horses, standing in
the court-yard. I was glad to learn from this that the
venerable patriarch was in the college, and that I should
have an opportunity of sceing the man who, as well for his
personal character as for his ecclesiastical rank, is held in the
highest esteem throughout Russia.

The buildings of the college, which are very plain in style
and considerable in extent, form three sides of a square,
having extensive abutments in the rear. The examination
was going forward in an apartment, one end of which is
divided off for use as a chapel by a curtain. As we entered,
a priest, who knew my friend, showed us to seats, handing to

* There is a seminary in every government. The seminarial conrse extends
over six years ; then the stndents pass on to the academies, of which there are
four, viz. at Petersburg, Moscow (or rather, at the Troitza Lavra, forty miles

distant), at Kieff, and at Kazan. The academical course is four years long, at
the end of which period degrees are conferred.
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each a manuseript syllabus of the subjects of examination.
A translation of it from the Russ may interest the reader :—

“ Summary of Subjects given out at the Public Examination of the Students in
the Moscow Seminary, at the close of the Colleyiate Course, 1860-1861.

A.—Ix THE UpPER CLASS.
1. In Dogmatic Theology.—Of the Holy Trinity; of the Creation of the
World ; of God’s Providence ; of the Angels.

2. Readings in Holy Scripture.—The Book of the Acts of the Apostles;
the Catholic Epistle of S. James the Apostle.

3. In Moral Philosophy.—Of our love to God and our neighbours.

4. In Church History.—About the Emperors Constantine, Constantius, and
Julian ; on the false teaching of Arius; of the first (Zcumenical
Council.

B.—Ix mne MippLe CLass.

. Readings in Holy Seripture.—The Book of Ecclesiastes.

. Biblical Church Iistory.—The Judges of the People of Israel.

. Biblical Hermeneutics.—Of the Mystical Sense.

. In Logic.—On the logical completeness of the respective parts of the
Science,—Explications, division, and arguments.

. Patristic Theology.—About S. Clement of Rome, and S. Justin the
Philosopher.

6. In Russian Civil History.—On the Mongolian Yoke; on the Internal

Condition of Russia up to the Muscovite Period.

7. In Physics.—On the Air; from Natural History ; about Plants, which
constitute the family of Grasses.

W W N

ot

C.—Ix tue Lower CLAssES.
1. Catechetical Lessons.—On the Sacraments ; on the Lord’s Prayer.

2. In Rhetoric—Of the external and internal properties or meaning of
Language.
3. In General History.—Of the history of Sparta and Athens.

4. In Algebra.—On Arithmetical and Geometrical Progression. The ex-
amination in languages,—IHebrew, Greek, Latin, German, French,—is
to be by Translations.”

T was not sorry to find that we had come in for the latter
part of the last subject for the day—Rhetoric; and that I
had not long to wait through (to me) an unintelligible pro-
ceeding,

The room was very crowded. Down the middle were set




42 VACATION TOURISTS, AND | Moscow,

two rows of ehairs facing each other, oceupied hy eeclesiastics
of various ranks. There were the archimandrites, or chiefs,
of the monasteries in and around Mosecow. There was an
Egvptian bishop, who had come to Russia to eollect the alms
of the faithful for the benefit of his diocese. There were many
secular priests holding benefices in Moscow, besides some who
filled professorships in the seminary. At the head of all sat
the aged Patriavch, Philaret, Metropolitan of Moscow, and
Archimandrite of the Troitza Monastery. Before him stood
a row of students, who were being examined vivd »oce.

A photographic portrait of the Metropolitau lies before me
to assist my memory, if that were necessary, in reealling his
appearance. Ile is a very handsome man. His features are
cast in that bold, well-defined mould which age cannot
mar, but only make venerable. His brow shows intellectual
power, and his deep-set eye still keeps its brightness. A full,
grey beard eonceals his lips and chin, and rests on his breast.
He is under the middle height, slightly made, and bends
beneath the weight of fourscore years. His dress may elaim
a few words, both to complete the picture, and also to give
some idea of the costume worn by the Russian ecclesiastics.
He wore a long, flowing robe of purple silk, with large, hang-
ing sleeves.  The usual eross hung from his neek by a chain,
hesides several deeorations of honour and distinetion, which
were suspended by coloured ribbons.  Around his left wrist
was twisted a rosary, On his hiead he wore a high eylindrical
cap, flat at top, with a fall hanging down Dbehind—the mark
of the monks ; in his case the cap and fall are white, to dis-
tinguish his rank as metropolitan ; in all others they are black.
On the front of the eap was fixed a plain gold eross.

To a Western, and especially to an English eye, the
whole presented a very imposing sight. The sombre garb
of the regulars, the becoming robes of the sceulars, and the
venerable look imparted to all by the long, ample beards and
flowing hair, eombined to form a vivid representation of what
one faneies to have been the aspeet of a couneil of the early
Churel,
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The examination ended, the Metropolitan rose, all rising
with him, and walked towards the curtain, in front of which
he stood, and to which all present turned their faces. Bowing
lowly and ecrossing himself, he began to chant a hymm, which
was taken up by the rest of the assembly. The deep, rich
tones of the priests rose in a volume of harmony such as I
have never elsewhere heard. The chant, simple and plaintive
as all music of the Greek Church is, swelling from the single
note of the Patriarch into the chorus of the whole body of the
clergy, and then sinking down to the one voice again, and
again rising to its fulness, and all the while bearing on
its waves the beautiful sounds of the Slavonic tongue, had a
most awe-filling and devotional influence. At the conclusion
of the hymn the Metropolitan turned round to the assembly,
and gave the benediction, with the sign of the cross. As he
passed out, the bystanders pressed forward, with cager reve-
rence, to kiss his hand and receive his blessing. Two priests, as
an act of respect, supported him up the stairs to a room where
he took some refreshment. This done, he rose, and bowing
towards the ikon, took his leave, proceeding slowly through
the crowd of persons, who, bowing and touching the ground
before him, put themselves in his path again to kiss his hand,
and receive his Dlessing. No words can describe the reve-
rence, one had almost said adoration, which is paid to the
Patriarch. As he got into his coach, and was driven away,
the Dells of the college (whicl are hung in a low kind of shed
or belfry in the quadrangle) clanged forth. 1 cannot say they
rang a peal; for no regular cadence, or any orderly sequence
of notes, was heard. But they simply were sounded as noisily
and as discordantly as possible; and this may be said of all
the bell-ringing I heard in Russia. No system of changes,
that I could make out, is observed.

‘While we were waiting for dinner, the Professor of Logie,
hearing, I suppose, that I was an English clergyman, brought
me a copy of “Issays and Reviews” It was the eighth
edition, uncut and unmutilated, and therefore unread, even
by the censor, into whose hands T feel quite certain it had
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never fallen. I was not a little surprised to have this book,
which had been the déte-noire of the English mind, lay and
clerical, for the last eight months, put into my hands by a
tussian priest at Moscow. The learned professor, who was
unacquainted with English, inquired about the writers of the
Essays, and of the position they held in this country ; to
which questions I replied through the interpretation of my
friend.

We were now summoned to dinner., Between forty and
fifty sat down, all of whom first crossed themselves by
way of grace, The company consisted of ecclesiastics, with
the exception of two or three lay-professors, and my
friend. The high caps were now laid aside, and with them
all dignity and reserve. Talk, and joke, and laughter, passed
round briskly., But a word about the viands. In the first
place, they were all of fish, no flesh-meat appearing because
of the monks who were present, and who are forbidden so to
indulge, except on certain great festivals. In the next place,
they were all cold.  The order of courses was this: 1. Pressed
caviare, with a kind of cake cut in slices. 2. Cold soup, of a
greenish colour, made (I Dbelieve) of qvass, and having
cucumber chopped small into it.  With this delightful
potage slices of cold fish were handed round, to be put into
and caten with it. 3. Fish, another kind, jellied over. 4.
Fish, with horse-radish and other garnishings. 5. Droiled
fish. Then came the sweetmeats and fruits. Off this
repast 1 cannot say that I dined. I certainly did taste the
soup, or I could not speak of it in such condemnatory
terms as I feel disposed to wuse, whenever 1 call it to
nmind. I also tasted one or two other dishes ; but it was only
tasting. The bread was good, white and black (which latter
has a pleasant, sharp flavour about it), and the wine was good ;
and to these I confined my attention. The wines, indeed,
were numerous and excellent, and their worth seemed to be
fully appreciated by my brethren of the Greek rite. A
decanter of vass stood before e wonderfully fermenting,
I tried it, but liked it no better than the cold soup. For-
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tunately our good company were not given to after-dinner
speeches, and confined their toasts to the healths of the
Metropolitan, and the Rector of the Seminary, which were
given and responded to in champagne, without comment.
The merriment kept pace with the time; though I observed
that the regulars were more grave of countenance, and more
silent, than the seculars. I was a good deal amused to see
one or two of the secular clerics put up some of the fruit into
their handkerchiefs, and these into their pockets—for the little
ones at home, I suppose. I “inly smiled,” too, when asked
by one of them whether I would drink any more of a luscious
red wine, a glass of which, jnst tasted, stood by me; and
when, on my declining, he took it and divided it between
himself and another.

After a reasonable time, all rose from the table and
dispersed, many tarrying by the way to give and reccive
kisses on both cheeks, with many embraces. My friend and
I were taken by the Professor of Russian History, a layman,
to his rooms, whither accompanied us the Archimandrite of
the Monastery of S. Daniel. I swas here shown some very
beautiful drawings of Russian churches, taken from ancient
examples in different parts of the country. When I say the
drawings were beautiful, T mean as drawings, not as represent-
ing anything that would attract the student of church
architecture. For Russian ccclesiology is a very narrow field
of research, in which the chief specimens are more remarkable
for their individual eccentricities than as developments of
any fixed style or period. The painter has much more to do
with the matter than the architect or the sculptor, as will be
easily understood when it is remembered that all the old
churches are built of brick plastered over, and presenting a
surface for the brush, not for the chisel. How far the colour-
ing of the exteriors of Russian churches, which are often
daubed over like the outside of a travelling player’s van, may
be reducible to a system, I know not. DBut wash this colour-
ing off and bare walls only remain. There are exceptions,
but they prove the rule.
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Our host, after a while, entertained us with snatches from
Russian songs, accompanying himself on the piano. As a
nation the Russians are without a rival for accuracy of
musical ear. If one goes into a church at service-time, one
is sure to meet with proofs of this. The music of the Greek
Church (which is unaccompanied, instruments being un-
orthodox)* is of the severest simplicity, and is only reseued
from baldness Dby its finished execution. The choristers arve
carefully chosen and trained, and consequently the part they
have to take in the service is perfectly performed. At the
same time it should be remembered, that the congregational
idea of worship is quite excluded from the Greek ritual. Omne
never sees a service-book in the hands of the worshippers.
They stand in reverent attention to the office that is being
celebrated by the elergy and choir, and only indicate their
participation in it by frequent crossings and bowings, and
occasionally prostrating themselves till their foreheads touch
the ground. The services are performed in a language—the
Slavonie—which is not “understanded of the people;” and is
set to musie, which one would also think to be not ‘under-
standed of the people.”  Now all this might be expected to
have the effect of keeping the people silent ; yet, when standing
in the erowd in a Russian ehurch, one often hears a man of
the humbler class joiming in with the choir. 1t needs
attention to find it out; for the voice is always so subdued as
to be well-nigh drowned by the choristers. DBut listen, and
you discover that not only is he singing, but also singing in
harmony, and all by ear; for probably he could not, if he had
a book, read cither words or notes. A striking examyple of the

*The principle which penctrates the Greek ritnal is, that the whole man,
hody as well as spirit, ought to be offered to God in worship ; and to delegate
any part of the service to an instrument is looked upon as a violation of this
principle. It has, however, been violated of late i a new Greek church at
Manchester, in a way amusingly characteristic of that mechanical city. A
part of the ceremonial is to open the holy gates at certain places in the
service, and this is always done by the hands of the priest. But in this church
a machine is used for the purpose. Were this innovation introduced into
Russia it would drive thouzands into schism.
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Russians having good ears for music came under my notice
one Sunday that I was visiting a gentleman in the environs
of St. Petersburg.  We were sitting in the garden, when the
sounds of many voices joining in a national air were heard
coming from a distance. My friend bade me attend. Tt was
a party of some dozen peasants, who were marching along
the road to the measure of their song. One of them
walked in front, and acted as conductor, keeping time by
waving his hand over his head. He led off with a bar,
and the rest took it up, each singing his part, and all doing it
well.

After the music, we took a stroll in the college gardens., T
cannot say much for their beauty, though they are quite as good
as Russian winters and summers will allow them to be. Here
we met the Professor of Theology, who acknowledged my
introduction with much cordiality. On being told that T was an
English clergyman, he put his arm through mine, and walked
forward, exclaiming, “Sacerdotes /” and then waving his hand to
our two companions (laymen), said with much drollery, « Ode
profanum vulgus—et arceo!”  He took us into the college, and
showed us some of the class-rooms and the library, where,
among other books, I'saw the first Bible printed in Russia. He
gave me a copy of the “ Holy Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ
by Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, in the Russian dialect.
Second Edition : St. Petersburg, 1860 ;” put forth by author-
ity. On the wrapper is printed the cross in the usual Russian
form—that is to say, a short horizontal bar is introduced to
mark the place where the superseription was fixed, and a short,
oblique bar to indicate the support on which the feet rested.
The latter is put askew in conformity with an ancient tradi-
tion, which says, that during the agony of the crucitixion our
Saviour, by a convulsive effort, displaced the picce of wood to
which His feet were nailed. The form of the Cross, like many
other matters equally trivial, is a subject of ditference between
the orthodox and the dissenters. The orthodox allow other
forms besides that here described ; but the dissenters, and of
these especially the “ Staroobriadz:,” or “ Old-faith People,”
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rigidly adhere to this, the eight-pointed cross, alone; and
condemn the use of any other form.

That I might take with me another souvenir of my visit, the
Professor gave me a copy of the Slavonic New Testament. The
arrangement of the books in this version is peculiar. The
Epistles of SS. James, Peter, John, and Jude, immediately
follow the Acts, and then come the Epistles of St. Paul in the
usual order. 1Ilere ended my pleasant visit to the Moscow
Seminary, the professors at which have my very best thanks
for their kindness and hospitality.

Hot and fatiguing as sight-sceing in Moscow is, one can
always take refuge in a tea-room, where the most excellent
tea (hardly rough enough, perhaps, for English tastes) is
drunk, from morning to night, by the Russians in quantities
that would have amazed even Dr. Johnson. These tea-roomns
extend above the shopsin long suites of apartments for a con-
siderable distance down a street. The tea is served in a small
pot, while in a larger one is the hot-water, which the Russians
will add, from time to time, till the drink becomes so wealk,
as to be scarcely distinguishable from water. It is always
drunk in tumblers, with slices of lemon instead of milk. One
of the most interesting sights to be seen in the streets of
Moscow, is the long trains of waggons coming into the city,
laden with bales of tea (for it is packed upin a sort of painted
canvass), which have travelled thousands of miles over-land
from China.

In my strolls about the city, I went into the arcade where
the jewellers’ shops most abound.  Talf of them were closed
and sealed up, and all approach to that part of the bazaar cut
off by a rope across the passage. The tradesmen, T was told,
had Deen detected in selling silver articles with the stamp
of assay upon them, although they had little more than
half of the due proportion of silver; and the authorities
had come down upon them in this summary way. To match
this fraud among the silversmiths, I heard of one among the
tea-merchants, who had heen found out hy the Chinese to have
paid them in bad money. The store kept by the Aruenians
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is worth going to. Ornaments in silver from the Caucasus,
bracelets, brooches, girdles, are sold here. The make is
massive and rude, and the engraving bold and characteristic.
To one girdle, for a lady, was hung a small dagger, the
use of which the Armenian expatiated upon with many
knowing looks and gestures.

The religion of Russia has pressed itself upon our notice
a good deal in these pages; and there yet remain one or
two points to be mentioned in connexion with Moscow. As
you ascend the hill towards the Sunday Gate, which leads into
the Red Place, you see, no matter at what honr in the day, a
crowd of people bowing, erossing, prostrating, in front of a
small shed that stands between the two arches. It is the
chapel of the Iberian Mother, the Russian goddess of healing.
Before her image the devout are in transports of adoration.
With some difficulty I made my way np to the picture, and
found it as large, as swarthy, and as plain, as any I had scen
in the Kremlin. A profusion of jewels of all kinds, and many
of great size, studded the nimbus and the dress. A forest of
candles was burning hefore it. The little chapel was crammed
with worshippers, and many, who could approach no nearer,
contented themselves with paying their devotions on the
steps outside. In the chapel are sold ribbons, inseribed with
prayers for the saint’s favour. Here is one: “ By thy holy
“ Image, O mighty Mother of God! being healed thyself,
“ cure those who give freely, and come with faith and love
< to it. My helplessness likewise visit with thy holy good-
“ ness, thou most pure !”

Althongh one cannot stir in St. Petersburg without seeing
proofs of the national religiousness, still, among its handsome
modern buildings, and with everything around speaking of
the West, and of Europe, this demonstrative piety seems
exotic. At Moscow, however, which is to the Russian as
Jerusalem to the Jew, as Mecca to the Muossulman, it looks
quite at home. In St. Petersburg there is something out of
place in a man, as he tuwrns out in the morning, bowing
towards the four quarters of the compass, which may happen to

E
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be bounded by a railway-station, a steam-boat office, an hotel,
or a barrack. In Moscow, however, where he, probably, can
only turn from one holy church or picture to another equally
holy or more holy still, all this is consistent.

But I must not keep the reader any longer in Moscow,
though there be enough to detain him for many pages, or many
days. The twenty-hours” journey back to St. Petersburg I
looked forward to with much more dread than to the voyage
home, which twrned out, though far less uncomfortable, far
more perilous. Our weather had been charming, saving the
heat, which was perfectly tropical. But on the day of our
leaving Russia, the rain came down in a style quite cheering to
the spirits of ahome-sick Englishman, from its likeness to the
weather of his native land. We steamed down to Kronstadt in
the “ General Admiral.” As we passed, we saw a fire raging in
Oraniembaum. I wonder whether the good folks were trying
to put it out by showing it the faces of their “ikons;” much
more quenching, as the devout think, than water. I was told
of a priest, whose mind was more common-sense than pious,
having incwrred a good deal of censure from his flock, because
he advised them to fetch buckets of water, instead of standing
round the burning houses with the useless pictures in their
hands.

We leave Kronstadt for Hull in clouds and rain, and come
in for heavy gales, which drive us miles out of our course, and
head-winds which reduce our speed to four knots an hour.
‘We reach Copenhagen two days late, and are glad to put in for
twenty hours to let the weather blow itself out. While there
we hear that a Hull steamer is missing, and when we reach
England, we learn that the «“ Z. C. Pearson” has gone down,
and that all on board have perished.
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2. THE COUNTRY OF SCHAMYL.

BY WILLIAM MARSHALL, ESQ. FR.G.S.

I HAD been travelling in Armenia and Koordistan, and had
come up from Van under Ararat, and by the Lake Goktschai
to Tiflis. The journey had been long and fatiguing, and the
alternations of heat and cold in the valleys and highlands of
Armenia particularly trying ; but, on the whole, I felt repaid.

To the general circle of one’s acquaintance, who can see no
charm or advantage in travelling in any country where hotels
and table-d’hotes are wanting, it is better, when they ask
your motive for going to a country where these and most
other creature-comforts are scarce, to give an evasive answer ;
—say, that you mean to shoot there, or you understand that
the kabobs are good, or you are in search of the remains of
the Ark; anything positive and definite will do, but don’t try
to explain, don’t dare to mention the charm you may find in
the contemplation of nature, in her freshest and wildest
forms, in difficulties met and overcome, in days spent in the
saddle and nights watched by the stars, in strange voices
hailing you and strange faces peering into your’s, the change
at every hour, and the novelty at every step; don’t attempt
this, save to an old friend or a young lady—the first will
understand yow, and ladies are the most enthusiastic travellers
it has ever been my luck to meet.

To an old travelling companion I explained, that, from
what I could gather upon the subject, I expected to find in
Armenia the picturesque people and gorgeous costumes which
we had seen together in the East, transplanted to a country
which, in beauty and grandeur, might vie with Switzerland.

L2
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But how different places turn out from what one has been
led to expect, or permitted one’s self to imagine! The moun-
tains are, for the most part, round-topped, without peak or
crag, and the valleys wide and treeless ; the towns generally
deficient in colour and character; and the people not only
inferior in costume, but utterly wanting in that dignified,
imposing demeanour which characterises the veritable Eastern.
Still, though it was not what I had expected, it was all very
new and strange : T travelled without any companion, except
my servant and the muleteers, and so was necessarily thrown
a good deal into the society of the people; and T had a
kindly feeling for a country where I had received open-
handed hospitality, alike in the palace of the Turkish Pasha
and the tent of the Koordish chief.

Coming up from the south, the Russian frontier is passed a
few hours before Igdyr, a pretty little village, surrounded by
vineyards and fruit-trees, and lying in that wide rich plain of
the Aras (Araxes) into which the Aghri-dagh, «the difficult
mountain,” has poured his black streams of lava. Cossack
out-posts are pushed half a day further south ; but here is the
custom-house, and here the examination of passports takes
place. The officials were glad to see a stranger; and I
was rejoiced to be again among Europeans ; for though travel-
ling alone gives ample time for reflection, it is apt to become
monotonous. The Convent of Etschmiadzin is situated at the
north end of this plain. 1 stayed a day there with the
Catholicos of the Armenian Church, whose residence it is;
but I will not enter into a description of this interesting
place, with its church of the third and its illuminated manu-
seripts of the fifth century, for I wish to pass on, as quickly
as possible, to the real object of this paper, and am merely
sketching this part of my journey to account for my being at
Tiflis, in order not to have the air of having dropped there
from the clouds.

At the large and increasing town of Erivan, which lies a
short way up the hills which bound the plain of the Aras to
the north, the Russian post begins; but I was warned that
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the horses were at that moment a good deal employed by the
Government (and anyone who has travelled in Russia knows
what a nuisance it is to be kept a whole day or more in a
miserable stanitza waiting for horses); so the only change I
made in my mode of travelling was to put my baggage and
servant into a covered waggon, instead of hiring pack-horses ;
and, retaining two riding-horses, which I had bought at
Erzerim, I started for Tiflis from Erivan, on the 26th of June.
Villages of Russian colonists became more and more common
along the road, and at the north-west end of the Lake
Goktschai there is a large settlement, engaged in curing a
large species of trout, which are caught in great numbers in
the lake and are excellent eating.

From Erivan thus far the road passes over an elevated
plateau, treeless and uninteresting; but after crossing the
voleanic amphitheatre of hills which surround the lake (itself
5,000 feet above the sea), it descends through a ravine, into
the soft, wooded, and most lovely valley of Delishan, by
which I left, on the fourth day from Erivan, and on the last
day of June, the highlands of Armenia for the sultry plaing
of Georgia. What a change, from green grass and young
erops, to a baked soil and corn already heing cut; from the
fresh breeze of the mountains, to the burning breath which
scorched me now !

For some time next day, I rode through a burnt-up un-
cultivated tract, by two villages now deserted ; the upright
stones in the graveyards seeming to be the only crop the
pestilential air of the fever-blasted plain could nourish; but
crossing over an irregular brick bridge, which tradition says
was built by an Englishman seven hundred years ago, the
road again traversed wide fields of yellow corn.

The horses drawing the waggon, though brisk enough
before, could now only creep along, on account of the intense
heat. I rode slowly, letting my horse graze and drink from
time to time; but when we halted, in the afternoon, I found
the other horse, which was merely fastened by his halter
behind the waggon, and carrying no one, drenched with cold
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sweat and altogether in a bad way. I bathed him, pulled his
ears, did all I could for him ; but he could not look up; so
1 threw him the end of his halter, and he lay down and died
almost directly. It was a regular case of sunstroke. The
one I had ridden was fresh and lively after he had been
groomed and fed; so I gave him four hours’ rest, then
mounted him again, and rode all night, till, at daybreak, I
found myself on the banks of the Koor, and in sight of the
outskirts of Tiflis. It was too early to find any one up in the
town, so I lay down and slept for an hour or two before
entering the capital town of Georgia.

Entering Tiflis from this direction, it is necessary to pass
through the narrow dirty streets of the Asiatic quarter,
bazaars of arms, furs, slippers, &c., where the artizans carry
on their trades in small shops open to the street. The
Russian quarter lies higher, and has wide straight streets,
large houses, a pretty theatre, and a well-managed club, where
strangers are admitted simply on the nomination of a member:
it is altogether European. The shops are good, but everything
is dear; the hotels afford very poor accommodation. Bare,
sun-burnt, brick-coloured hills rise close behind the town,
retaining the heat of the sun, and emitting it again after he
has set. In these the hot sulphur springs, which were,
doubtless, the cause of the town being built in this un-
healthy situation, take their rise and run down to the bath-
houses in the lower town. The temperature of the water is
so high as to require passing through two or three gradations
before it is cven fit for the hottest bath. In the shallow
watercourse, which runs outside the baths and along the
public street, I have seen women bathing in a state of almost
perfect nudity, and without exciting much attention from the
passers by. I should be glad to be able to cite this as a
proof of primitive simplicity of manners; but, in truth, T
cannot ascribe to them any such quality—quite the reverse.

The general aspect of the town is singular ; the houses rising
in terraces on both sides of the Koor, which flows through the
town in a broad turbid stream: the views from the bridges
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are very striking. The polygonal towers of the churches,
of which there are very many, the wooden balconies which
shade the houses, the mixed population of Russians, Georgians,
Tartars, and Persians, with their varieties of costume, give a
character to Tiflis quite peculiar to itself. As a residence, it
must be disagreeable: the climate is unhealthy, and fever is
general ; all the springs are impregnated with one foul flavour
or another, and the muddy waters of the Koor are far from
pleasant drinking; the dust in dry weather is a perfect
plague, and penetrates everywhere—closed windows are no
protection ; and after rain the streets and squares of the
Russian quarter are a perfect quagmire ; the lower town is
paved roughly. In summer it is dull enough, as every one
who can, gets away to the baths at Pitigorsk or elsewhere ;
but in winter I am assured that there is plenty of amusement,
an opera, balls, parties, and flirtation to any amount.

At this time I could only stay three days at Tiflis, for
Baron Finot, the kind and accomplished French Consul, in-
vited me to accompany him on an expedition to Elbruz. The
Governor of Zugdidi, in Mingrelia, a province south of the
Caucasus on the Black Sea, was waiting for him, with two
hundred horsemen as escort, and it was an opportunity not
to be lost. I had time, however, in the interval before the
day fixed for starting with him, to see the great pass of
Dariel, that stupendous cleft which divides the Caucasus in
half, to its very foundations. The post-road connecting Tiflis
with Moscow runs through this, passing close under the
Kasbek, second in height only to Elbruz of all the mountains
of the Caucasus, and follows the course of the Terek through
the wildest scenery to Vladikaukaz, a little way beyond the
north mouth of the gorge.

I made this journey rather hastily by the post: to do
justice to its beauty, it should be done on horseback. Sub-
sequently I repented the haste with which I had passed by
places, which might form head-quarters for most interesting
excursions, when on my return, after six days’ absence, 1
found that Baron Finot was detained at Nukha, (a town



56 VACATION TOURISTS, AND [ScrAMYL.

halfway between Tiflis and the Caspian) to look after the
interests and lives of a number of Frenchmen, both of which
were at that moment in rather a precarious condition.

A disease having attacked the silk-worms in France, as in
other places, for the last two or three years, it has been the
custom for a number of Frenchmen, who are engaged in the
silke trade, to join company and travel to Nukha to buy the
“graine,” as the eggs are called. This year, these men, about
a score in number, happened to come out in the same vessel
as myself from Constantinople to Trebizond, and seemed
decent well-conducted people. The native population, how-
ever, considered that they interfered with their trade ; and the
French, it is said, gave offence by their conduct towards the
women, a liberty which a Mahometan people will not allow.
The end of the matter was that two mollahs were imported
from Constantinople, who preached against the French in the
mosques, and excited the people to that degree, that a number
rushed out with the determination of destroying the offenders.
There were four Frenchmen in the first house which they
attacked : one escaped, the others defended themselves with
resolution ; and though two were killed, and the third
desperately wounded, an alarm was raised and the affair put
an end to.

I waited some time, hoping Baron Finot would soon
return, and that I should not lose my visit to Elbruz; but T
found there was no chance of it,* so I prepared to put in
execution a plan, which I had long formed, of crossing
Daghestan to Ghunib. There, it had always appeared to me,
lay the erowning point of interest in the Caucasus, being
the country which Schamyl so long successtully defended, and
the natural fortress where he was at length taken prisoner.
When, after ten more days at Tiflis, I was on the point ot
starting for my jowrney, I was rather embarrassed by my

* T regretted not having made this projected journey, when I afterwards
passed by the mountains in that region of the Cauncasus. They are rocky,
serrated, and run into peaks, and are altogether of a more picturesque form
than those in Daghestan : they also rise to a much greater elevation,
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servant declaring himself too ill to go. It was evidently the
case, and I was at my wits’ end to find another, when my
friend, Mr. Rice, an Englishman, in whom a long residence in
tussia has not destroyed a strong predilection for his country-
men (a feeling which it is often the fashion for foreign resi-
dents to disclaim), came to my assistance, and lent me a
servant.  Speaking Russian, Georgian, and a little French,
this man was of great service to me.

On Monday, the 22d of July, I started by the Russian post,
along a fair road for Segnach. I was fortunate in finding
horses at every station, and travelling rapidly, 1 arrived in
about fourteen hours, including stoppages. The scenery thus
far was tame, the road passing over the burnt-up undulating
plain of the Jora river, divided by a low range of hills from
the charming valley of the Alazan. Segnach lies along the
top of this range, and commands a splendid view of the great
chain of the Caucasus. It was too dark to see this overnight,
but next morning it burst upon me in all its glory. I had
not hitherto seen any view of the Cauncasus which I could call
comprehensive ; for at Tiflis, and on the road to Vladikaukaz,
inferior chains of hills and long spurs interfered, but here no
obstacle intervenes, and the eye may range for many miles,
both up and down the broad and fertile valley below, survey-
ing the mountains from their very bases to their summits.

Early next morning I drove down into this valley of the
Alazan, and still travelling by the post, kept just under the
soft well-wooded hills, which hem it in on the south, to Telaw,
where I arrived in good time. The Judge of this district, to
whom I brought a letter of introduction, gave me a hearty
welcome, and I stayed with him two days, while I made my
plans for crossing the mountains. The Governor, however,
hearing of my arrival in the town, sent me an invitation ; he
proved not only an agreeable acquaintance, but a most useful
friend. He told me he was aware I had been trying to hire
horses for my journey, but that was not the way to travel ;
I ought to ride Government horses and take a proper escort.
Of course I had not the smallest objection, but T at once
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expressed my extreme surprise at the proposal, telling him
how men in England, supposed to have the best information,
had, with one accord, warned me that my chief obstacle to
travelling in the Caucasus would be the jealousy of the
Russian officials. How unfounded was this belief, will
sufflciently appear in my account of this one expedition.

On the 25th of July, I left Telaw in a troicka (a small cart
without springs, drawn by three horses abreast), and crossed
the valley of the Alazan, now through yellow corn-fields and
vineyards, producing the famous Kakhetian wine; now by
snug villages, nestling among walnut-trees,* knotted with
age, and casting a most welcome shade; then through
thickets of tall shrubs and low trees, so lovingly bound
together by wild vines and flowering creepers, as to be im-
penetrable but by the axe; while in front lay the mysterious
Caucasus. 1ts thickly wooded, lower slopes, were backed by
successive ridges without rock or peak, but grassy to their
sumnits, and towering like dark walls above the plain.

Some three hours of tolerably rapid driving, brought me
across the valley to the village of Sabooi, scattered pleasantly
about, between two spurs of the mountains, and I drove straight
to the house of the principal proprietor, to whom the Governor
of Telaw had given me a letter. He was a capital specimen
of a Georgian gentleman, frank and hospitable, and his home
was a fair type of a country-house, something like an old
rambling farm-house in England, with the addition of a large
wooden balcony running all along the front of the upper
story. Before it was a piece of grass, where large dogs basked
and a flock of turkeys pecked, with some out-buildings ; the
whole was surrounded by a strong fence of wattled boughs,
about eight feet high.

My host and I dined alone at one o’clock, and then sepa-
rated, to sleep through the hotter hours of the afternoon ; but

* TTundreds of cartloads of the bosses and excrescences of the huge walnut-
trees in these provinces are annually exported to Europe for ornamental
furniture. These deformities of the tree are naturally more curiously veined
than the trunk.
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when I was summoned to tea on the lawn, I found four ladies
added to our party, all Georgians. The wife and daughter of
my entertainer wore the white flowing veil, and the embroidered
coronet usual in Georgia, while I was surprised to find the
others, at the foot of the Caucasus, arrayed in the last Paris
fashions, and also, to my great delight, speaking excellent
French. After tea, as we walked about, I found that it was
still considered dangerous to wander after sun-set more than
a couple of hundred yards from the house, and that three
years ago they would not have ventured beyond the gates, for
a forest runs down to the village, and may at any time
harbour a party of murderous Lesghian mountaineers.

At supper, which was also served out of doors, my friend
thought it right to follow the Georgian custom, and make me
drink as much Kakhetian wine as I could carry; and as bottle
after bottle disappeared, I saw with horror a fresh one placed
on the table. I explained to my fair neighbour that a milk
diet among the Koords had ill prepared me for the contest,
when she kindly comforted me by the assurance that the
Prince, our host, was becoming rapidly drunk. This restored
my courage, and though the measures were large and no heel-
taps allowed, to the Prince’s Tartar challenge, oft repeated, of
Allah wverdi, I steadily responded by the customary Yakshi
oul,* and an emptied tumbler: I felt considerable self-approval,
when I found myself capable of walking to my room. The
ladies usually assist at these entertainments, and though of
course partaking with extreme moderation themselves, I don’t
believe that they would consider a guest, who imitated them
in that respect, at all to be commended for his sobriety.

The wine of Kakhetie is justly celebrated throughout Georgia.
There are two kinds, red and white : the red much resembling
Burgundy, the white possessing a flavour peculiar to itself.
In private cellars, the wine is kept in large earthen jars, but
for transport and in wine-shops, it is put into ox-hides, which,
when they are distended, wobble about in such a plethoric

_‘ Phonetic spelling. “ God gave it,” and a “ Happy journey ;” viz. to the
wine.
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fashion, as to inspire one with an almost irresistible desire to
ease them with a pen-knife; and these give a strong un-
pleasant flavour to their contents.

I was obliged to spend another day with these kind people,
and the morning after I left them with regret. The Prince
gave me four horses and a guide to convey me with my servant
and baggage to Cadori, half a day’s journey up the mountains.

A few versts up the valley, behind Sabooi, I came upon a
Russian camp, employed in making a road, which, only lately
begun, is eventually to cross the mountains to Ghunib, I
dined and spent the hot afternoon with the officers here, and
by great good luck, fell in with my friend Vinei, who I knew
was somewhere in the neighbourhood, and who rode into camp
while T was there,

An engineer officer of great repute, he had the whole military
force in this part of the country working under his direction ;
and as I had travelled with him previously, and we had shared
in a rather serious accident, I knew that his assistance, and
none could be more valuable, would be freely rendered me
He had come from Cadori, whither T was bound, and returned
thither with me. We rode rapidly up the remainder of the
valley ; for the mountains, instead of approaching at the upper
end, are joined by a steep ridge, the face of which is ascended
by nearly eighty zigzags; and as the path is narrow and the
corners are sharp, it was desirable to get up before nightfall.
The summit of this pass, called Cadori, is upwards of 8,000
feet above the sea-level, and is defended by a small fort,
whose garrison sustains, in winter, a severe siege from frost
and snow. Four thousand men were under canvas here, and
as the next day was Sunday, and there were no parties out at
work, I had a good opportunity of seeing them.

The Russian troops in the Caucasus have few changes of
quarters, and a soldier once drafted there may expeet to
remain during the whole time of his service. Nomne but men
of strong constitution could stand such a rigorous climate,
and such hard work ; and the Czar is supposed, I believe
rightly, to possess no finer troops than these. Here and in
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other camps I was as much surprised at the size and robust
appearance of the men, as I was charmed with their cheer-
fulness and contentment ; for they really have few enjoyments.
The Russian soldier receives his food and clothing from the
Government ; his actual pay in money amounts to only about
eight shillings a year; but when he is employed on public
works, he gets a few kopecks extra per day, and, in harvest
time, is allowed to get wages from the farmers.

It has been discovered of late years, that in spite of the
inclemency of the weather, winter is the best season for
making expeditions, the rivers being then so much lower ;
but the sufferings of the troops are severe. Having seen the
country, I could almost comprehend the bitterness of the
recollections of a Russian officer, who, in my hearing, after
describing a winter campaign, when he had barely seen the
sun, but lay in the mud for a month, without a tent, under
heavy rain, and engaged with an active enemy, added, “I have
actually pitied myself, I have cursed the hour I was born
and the mother who gave me birth.”

The bands of the regiments do not go with them into the
mountains ; so the soldiers, having a taste for music, form
themselves into companies of singers. In the afternoon
Colonel Avinoff invited me to his tent with several of his
officers, and treated us, of all things in the world, with
English porter. It is much esteemed here, and from the
length and difficulty of the land carriage, is very expensive.
It is, therefore, only produced on high days, when a guest is
to be entertained ; Barclay and Perkins’ is in point of fact
the champagne of the Caucasus. The best singers in the
regiment had been ordered before the tent, and sang in chorus,
with great taste and spirit, songs of love and songs of war.
They stood in a circle, directed by a tall, wiry fellow, whose
animated countenance and energetic action expressed most
perfectly the sentiment of the words. In a favourite song,
“The siege of Kars,” the preparation, the leave-taking, and
the attack, were represented in numistakeable pantomime. 1
was quite carried away by the genuine feeling with which
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they sang, and regretted my inability, through ignorance of
the language, to express my thanks to the men; but fired by
enthusiasm and British porter, I holloaed out the universal
toast of Allah verdi, and drank their health in a bumper of
our national drink. There was a shout and a rush, and I
found myself hoisted in the air, balanced on the palms of
their hands—a mode of thanks novel and rather surprising.
‘We had interludes of dancing by some Lesghians who were
in the camp. They danced the Lesghinska, which is full of
life and movement, quite a different performance from the
posturing common in most eastern countries.

While this was still going on, drums suddenly beat all
over the camp, the men hurried to their ranks before their
tents, every head was bared, and four thousand voices chaunted
low the evening prayer. Those wild stern mountains resound-
ing with the sacred song, together with the reverent aspect of
the war-worn and weather-beaten men, made one of the most
elevating and affecting scenes I ever witnessed.

All the tribes of Daghestan have submitted to the Russians,
but outbreaks continually occur ; and even the neighbourhood
of this large force did not deter the natives from occasional
acts of violence, whether with or without the prompting of
their chiefs it is difficult to determine. A very few days
before my arrival a party of seven men of the Grenadiers of
the Grand Duke Constantine, a battalion of the regiment which
Colonel Avinoff commanded, was sent out to a small lake in
the neighbourhood to fish for trout. Early the following
morning some of their comrades, going a short distance from
the camp, were horrified at finding the body of one of these
men, naked, cruelly hacked, and half-frozen, but still breathing.
He was of course immediately brought in, and everything
possible was done to restore him, but the poor fellow could
only smile his thanks, and died without speaking a word.
It was plain enough that something terrible had happened to
the party, but how, or by whom the deed had been done, was
left for the present to be surmised. Ifowever, a few hours
later another of the fishermen came in and told his tale. The



W. MarsEALL.] NOZES OF TRAVEL IN 1861. 63

men were preparing their supper under the shelter of a high
bank, covered with trees and brushwood, when suddenly a
large party of Lesghians, who had approached silently and
undiscovered, burst down upon them. The Russians were all
fine strong men, and though they were soon overpowered by
numbers, made a determined resistance. But it was a hope-
less fight, six of them were almost cut in pieces by the terrible
khangiars, the seventh rushed into the water and gained the
opposite bank, and escaped by concealing himself in the
underwood. The Lesghians stripped the bodies and departed.
Then that wounded man, though left for dead, came to him-
self, and staggered, naked, through the freezing night, up a
difficult path to a spot whence he might perhaps even see the
tents of his comrades—a few yards further and he might
have lived—Dbut though his brave heart had not failed him,
cold and loss of blood dragged him down.

The natives who perpetrated this deed were inhabitants of
some outlying villages of the large tribe called Dido, on whose
territory we were, a turbulent and bloodthirsty set, who are
very difficult to manage. They are much given to cattle-
stealing, and we had a little excitement from hearing that
they had driven off several hundred head of our cattle during
the night. This turned out to be a false alarm, they had only
strayed : but a man of an adjacent tribe came in and com-
plained that a number of theirs were really gone. The people
who were the losers on this occasion were Christians, con-
verted or planted here in some remote period, and though
numerically weak, they are of the sect called “muscular,” hit
hard blows, and generally hold their own,

I stayed here one more day quietly as Colonel Avinoff’s
hattalion was moving in the direction I meant to pursue, and
it was considered better that I should go with them. On the
third morning after my arrival, our tents were struck and the
baggage horses laden with the quickness and precision attained
by long and pretty constant practice. The troops marched
twelve hundred strong with three hundred horses. These
carried baggage, provisions, tents, and tools for road-making,
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and thongh the number may appear excessive, it is not so in
fact, as they have to make toilsome journeys over difficult
paths, and it is better to have light loads and sound backs,
even though more horses are requisite ; especially in a conntry
like this, which is covered thickly with grass, and no fodder
requires to be cut.  The rontes which have been traced by the
Russians, do not follow the easiest or the most direet line. In
place of following the valleys and passing over the shoulders
of the mountains, they go in zigzags to their very summits, to
avoid the risk of being attacked at a disadvantage, and of
having rocks hurled on them from above. The main body of
the troops, therefore, passed by a path of this nature over a
mountain to our left, while the Colonel, Vinei and myself,
with a company of men as escort, went by a ravine, leading
nearly due north to the place appointed for camping. A thick
fog, which had covered everything in the morning, had now
turned to rain, and made a difficult path slippery and danger-
ous, so that it became necessary in ngly places for the colonel
and myself, who of course only carried side arms, having
secured a good foot-hold, to check the soldiers as they slid
down, encumbered by their rifles and accoutrements. We
could hardly believe that a dying man a few nights before
could have clambered np such places in the way I have
related.

Though the mountains around range from ten to twelve
thousand feet in height, their tops are free from snow in the
summer months, but we passed over and by some large
patches of snow hidden from the sun in this ravine. A small
level picce of ground had been selected for our eamp, where
the stream which we had followed joined another, their united
waters runuing down a third valley. Dark forests surrounded
us on all sides, now and then opening into glades of thick
grass, across which a large herd of deer were seen leisurely
passing during our march.  We arrived while the last of the
troops were descending the hill, and thongh we were crowded
into a very limited space, the horses were unladen and
picketed, and the tents pitched with a quietnesz and despatch
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beyond all praise. -The rain was falling in torrents, while
the peals of thunder rolling from hill to hill, could not deafen
us to the roar of the swollen streams just below : the ground
too, was thoroughly saturated long before the tents were
pitched, but by some process almost miraculous we scon had
hot tea and a capital shislick before us. Shislick is the great
mountain dish, deservedly esteemed for its excellence and the
readiness with which it is cooked: it consists of bits of
mutton threaded on a stick and frizzled over a fire, like
gigantic kabobs; all its goodness depends on the cooking :
it is either very tender and good or else very tough and bad;
generally the latter.

During the night the storm continned, and the stream rose
to such a height as to flood that part of the camp where the
horses were picketed, carrying off two and drowning them—
two heavy iron cooking kettles were also floated off and seen
no more, to the great grief of the men. The next day was
occupied in changing our position to one more secure in every
respect, on an elevated plateau across the stream. Our tents
were pitched on a piece of ground, till that morning covered
by the forest, and as the Colonel was to remain here some
time, he thought it worth while to pay attention to the pic-
turesque, and issued directions for small clumps of trees to
be left standing here and there about the camp. This gave
a pleasant natural air to the otherwise stift straight rows of
tents, which formed three sides of a square resting on the
edge of a precipitous ravine, and when at supper we lay full
length on carpets spread upon the soft grass, lighted and
warmed Dby large fires behind, the whole thing gave one
rather the idea of a magnified pic-nic.

‘We made a party next day to fish in the small lake, where
those poor fellows had been massacred shortly before, but
after the rain the water was too thick for any sport. Sicken-
ing evidences of the fray still lay round the ashes of their
fire, and in the long grass growing on the steep bank above
was a thin line, like the trail of a huge serpent, the path of the
Lesghians as they slid down in single file upon their victims,

F
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I was still not quite through what is considered the
dangerous part of this country; so when I started the follow-
ing morning, Friday, August 22, Vincei kindly escorted me
with one hundred and fifty men to a point just above a
village called Khupro. From here I was to go on the same
day to Beschat, under the guidance of a trustworthy native,
and furnished with an order for one or two men from each
village to serve me as escort. The scenery was wild, but not
beautiful ; the riding sufficiently bad, but nothing to what I
found beyond Beschat: in a mountain country, one always
has to walk the worst ascents and descents, if the horse is to
last out the day. At a large village some hours beyond
Khupro, I was met as 1 approached the place by a short,
broad-shouldered fellow, of rather pleasant aspect if he could
only have looked one in the face—he shook me by the hand,
and taking my horse’s rein led me oft to his house, where he
gave me some excellent tea, and pressed me hard to stay the
night. I was really quite sorry to have to decline, but I had
reasons for pushing on to Beschat, and so we parted with
mutual protestations of regard. 1 did not know till some
time afterwards that the man was Djabot, the niib, the chief
of the obnoxious Dido, reckoned an out-and-out villain. His
eldest son, however, is a hostage at Petersburg, which is a
sufficient guarantee from any overt act of violence on his part.

A great part of this district is under cultivation, and I was
surprised by the abundance of the crops, which were now
almost ripe for the sickle, not only down in the valleys, but
a long way up their sides. The natural grasses are fine and
luxuriant, and the wild flowers, though not singly remarkable,
varied and abundant. Perhaps the most common among them
is that pink and white flower, resembling the common daisy,
were it not that several bloom on one stem, from which Per-
sian powder is made, accounted a great preservative from
fleas and other insects. The natives are quite aware of its
properties, and prepare large quantities of the powder. In
descending the last mountain into the valley which leads to
Beschat, it was necessary in places to force our way through
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strong weeds, considerably higher than my head as I sat on
horseback, a convincing proof of the fertility of the soil.

The village of Deschat is a mere heap of blackened walls,
having been burnt by the Russians in their campaign, but the
place of course retains its name. The tribe inhabiting the
villages round are called Capucha. It was long past dark
when I arrived at the spot where the valley widened out
and formed a small level amphitheatre, where Prince Scheila-
khoff had pitched his camp. The lights were out, and my
only greeting was the challenge of the sentinel. My friend
Vinei, to whose kinduess I almost entirely owe the success of
this journey, had given me a letter to the general, but
he was asleep, and I was rather puzzled what to do about
supper. ‘While I was stumbling among tent cords, and giving
directions to my servant in French, T was hailed in the same
language, and asked to come inside a tent close by. When I
had groped my way in, I found two young men in their beds,
the nephew of the Prince and his tutor, a Frenchman. They
were soon up and dressed; and a hospitable major, who had
not yet turned in, and who was rather celebrated for having
everything about him very comfortable, nobly sustained his
reputation, and gave us all an excellent supper. I found that
the general meant to march early the next morning, bag and
baggage, and I hardly expected that he would have time, even
if he had the inclination, to attend to the wants of an utter
stranger. But I had yet to learn how far the kindness and
courtesy of a Georgian gentleman could go. Four horses were
waiting for me at the tent door before I was up, and when I
went to thank him, he gave me three of his native (Lesghian)
body-guard for escort, and a muleteer, recommending to me
especially one of the men, named Osman, a tall, gaunt, severe-
looking soldier. He spoke a little Georgian, as did my servant.
I treated him with a certain amount of consideration, and to
him all my orders were given. I have always found it answer
in travelling to throw the responsibility on one man, and hold
as little communication as possible with the rest. It flatters
him, and makes the rest fear you more. After a short

F2
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acquaintance I had a real regard for this man, and T am sure
he had the same for me. How is it that the half-civilized
man has that soul of a gentleman which prevents him from
offending one’s ideas of propriety and fitness, while one of the
same class, who has had the advantage of a Sunday-school in
youth, and penny-papers in his maturer years, rubs you sore at
every turn ? I don’t know why—but I am sure that anyone
who has travelled hoth with Eastern and European servants
will understand and agree with me.

Scheilakhoff started about eight in the direction from which
I had come, and as soon as I could get my horses saddled, and
the baggage properly managed—it is always necessary to see
these things done oneself—I rode off in the other. Forseveral
hours the path lay up the valley of a clear broad stream, wide
at first, and with wooded gently-sloping banks, which, as we
advanced, grew narrower, more perpendicular and rocky, till
the open, smiling valley became a dark contracted gorge.
Before I was through it, I was overtaken by three horsemen,
who had been sent by the general to ask me to retnrn, and
make the expedition with him, adding that I should go to
Ghunib on my return. This was very perplexing. I got out
of my saddle, and weighed it all for a few minutes. I did
not like to refuse a man who had been so kind, and had
given me everything I wanted; T should have agrecable
society, and all the creature-comforts: but on the other hand
I thought of the delays I had alrcady experienced, and I felt
that if I turned I should never see Ghunib. So I wrote a
short note, excusing myself, and rode on again, hoping that
Scheilakhoff would not think me ungrateful or discomrteous.

Leaving the valley, a sharp pull brought us over a moun-
tain, a short way down the further side of which are a few
small villages, the habitations of the Ansuch people.  Shaho
the naib of this clan, is a person of some consideration. e
received me hospitably, and killed me a sheep.  We had
stopped at half-past four, for the horses, fed only on grass,
were ineapable of making a real good day’s work. There
were some hours of daylight, what was 1 {o do with them ?
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Oh, shoot of course; no game for miles round. Read? I
had only a “ Bradshaw’s Foreign Guide,” having left all but
indispensable baggage behind. I never thought of reading on
a mountain excursion, my habit being to ride till dark, then
sup and sleep, but the weakness of my cattle prevented that,
and I don’t believe I ever knew what ennui really meant till
that afternoon. And the worst of it was, that the same thing
frequently occurred, and I was obliged to put myself on a
short allowance even of Bradshaw, and could only allow
myself so many pages a day of his valuable information, con-
cerning the population and hotels of the principal towns of
France and Switzerland. Well, night came at last, and a cer-
tain amount of repose. Most of the villages in this district
have been burned by the Russians, and this had not escaped.
The naib had only a few small rooms repaired amid the
general ruin, but close by he had built the walls of a good-
sized house. I chose to sleep there, thinking to be free from
vermin ; but though there were no doors or windows, the fleas
were already at home, and gave me the usual hearty welcome.

The villages in Daghestan present a sombre appearance, the
houses being built of a dark-coloured stone, cemented with
mud ; for though limestone abounds, the people appear to be
ignorant of the art of burning it, and making mortar. Lines
of these houses rise row above row against the sides of the
hills, making it difficult to determine from below where each
house begins, and whether the one above be or be not only an
upper story of the one below. In every village some few houses
have a plain square tower attached, intended for defence, and
generally pierced with loop-holes for musketry. The roofs are
flat, which is remarkable in so changeable a climate, resem-
bling much, it appeared to me, that of Switzerland ; the
windows, mere apertures in the wall, were closed by a shutter
or a sliding door.

The generic name, which comprehends all these tribes, is
Lesghian. They may speak different dialects, but they cer-
tainly understand one another without difficulty, over a large
extent of country; and this, though 1 know that very many
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distinet languages are spoken in the Caucasus, makes me
believe that the number of them has been exaggerated.

The Lesghian is short, slight, generally without much beard,
and with very ordinary features. IHis dress to an unpractised
eye would probably appear almost identical with that of a
Circassian, but it differs in many minor points. He wears on
his head the sheep-skin papack, varying in height,—I have
seen it often so low and shaggy as to mistake it for the
wearer’s hair ; a long tunic, full about the chest and shoulders,
with cartridge-cases sown on across the breast, comes down
to his knees; it is pulled tight in round the waist by a
leathern strap, studded with metal bosses ; his trousers fit close
to his ankles, and he wears cither boots or shoes, the toes of
which are turned up like an old-fashioned skate. In wet or
cold weather, a hood, called beshlick, protects his head and
shoulders, in shape resembling exactly the helmet with the
cape of chain armour attached, which is still worn by the
people near the Kasbek : and the bourka, a rough sheep-skin
cloak with the wool outside, covers the rest of him. He
never moves without his eternal khangiar, a strong, pointed,
double-edged knife, generally about fourteen inches long,
useful both for striking and stabbing, fastened to his belt by
a small thong, not on one side, but right across him in front ;
while the shaska, a long, heavy, slightly curved sabre, without
a guard, hangs loose from a thin black strap, passed over his
right shoulder. The pistol is always stuck in the belt hehind
the back. Their rifles have long barrels with a small bore,
the stock remarkably small, and often beautifully inlaid with
ivory and mother-of-pearl. The shaskas, of their own manu-
facture, are of such excellent quality, and are so much
esteemed by the Russians quartered here, that they prefer
them infinitely to their ordinary regulation sword, and I never
saw an officer on service carry any other. The scabbard is
often ornamented with silver, upon which arabesque patterns
of great beauty and variety are carved, and darkened so that
they stand out in high relief from the bright ground.

I have said that the men are not handsome, but the women
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are downright ugly. They wear no veil over their faces—I
wished they did—so there can be no mistake about the matter.
The head-dress is a hood, fitting tight to the head, and falling
back a good deal below the waist. It is frequently of red
cloth, and ornamented variously in different tribes with beads,
coins, and cowrle-shells ; an edging of thin iron scales over-
lapping one another is common. Their short, ill-fitting robe
is open at the breast, to show a breast-plate of coins and thin
plates of metal, and coarse clumsy hose complete the costume,
Without being forward, they are not shy, at least not to that
degree one generally finds among Eastern women. Poor crea-
tures ! they have to do all the hard work out of doors as well
as in the house, so it is not fair to expect good looks.

The religion of the country is Mahometan. I have tra-
velled in many Mahometan countries, but I have never been
in any where the duties prescribed by the Koran were ob-
served so religiously as in this. I never saw a man touch
wine or spirits here, and even smoking is unusual. The regu-
larity with which my escort asked permission to stop to per-
form their ablutions and pray was sometimes embarrassing
when time was valuable, but it was of course a permission
which no man under any circumstances should refuse.
Among Turks and Arabs there is always, it appears to me, a
certain ostentation, or what at all events must seem to our
views an unbecoming publicity in their manner of praying.
A well-bred Turk has, while I have been sitting on Lis carpet,
and smoking with himn, got up at the hour of prayer,and begging
me not to move, made his prostrations almost into my lap ;
but these men as carefully shunned observation, by which
they rose much in my esteem, for they were not the less reli-
gious, and they showed far better taste. I did not see one
single mosque in the country, and I cannot assign a reason
for it. Some of the villages in which I stayed were quite
large enough to require one. But though no muezzin shrieked
it from a minaret, not the less did I hear in the morning a
sonorous voice proclaim aloud, “There is no God but God,
and Mahomet is the prophet of God.”
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I left Ansuch rather late, as the horses’ shoes had to be
looked to. I ought to have seen it done the night hefore, for
if you don’t look after those things yourself, no one else will
—it rained hard, and the travelling was shockingly bad, so
our progress was but slow. It was a pity it rained, for the
scenery we passed through was fine, the mountains becoming
more cragey and savage. The wildest combination of rock
and wood was in the neighbourhood of a village called Kosto.

I found Tonsoda a collection of miserable villages, their
naturally dul appearance made more melancholy by the rain
which was falling plentifully. We were directed to the best
of their poor habitations, and took possession of a large room,
with a fire burning in the middle of the floor. The place was
filthily dirty and swarmed with vermin: the people had
nothing whatever to give us to eat—they cook their own
messes and bread only in sufficient gquantity for each meal—
and the bread which we had brought with us was quite wet.
Things did not look very cheerful at first, but we dried the
bread ; T had a quantity of milk boiled, and though it was
smoked, it warmed us. T thought T knew the worst about
vermin, but I never saw their ranks so serried as on this night.
Tt was useless thinking of sleep, though I was very tired ; and
I know nothing more hopeless or depressing than sitting up
cold and weary, waiting for the dawn. I roused my people up
before sunrise, and after undressing, and having a cold bath,
felt a man again. The constant use of an india-rubber bath
which 1 carried always with me, was, I am convinced, my
preservative against fever and other complaints with which
those around me were visited from time to time. I have some-
times, without ceremony, tumbled the people out of a Khan,
in order that I might enjoy my bath. They always yielded
thinking, I verily believe, that it was a religious ceremony.

The storm, which soaked us yesterday, had fallen in snow
upon the mountain-tops, which was seen to sparkle brightly
in the morning sun, as after a sharp climb of two hours we
gained the summit of the steep ridge hehind Tonsoda.  This
is a very commanding height, and I was startled at the sudden
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change in the scenery, and at the wild character of the new
country which was in one moment spread before me. In
place of the dark mountains with gradual slopes of grass and
shoulders clothed with forest which I left behind, I saw long
perpendicular ridges of yellowish limestone, in horizontal
strata without peak or cleft, eventopped as the battlements of
a fortress and bare as its walls. In form and colour they
resemble somewhat those hills which hem in the valley of the
Nile, but they far outstrip them in grandeur and in height.
Populous villages and cultivated fields fill the vallies at their
feet, but now nothing was visible except the broad weather-
beaten brows of the ridges.

Ratlough lay far below ; the way to it passed over a bleak
upland and down a steep shady path through the forest. Two
men, whom I met some miles from the village, had turned
back and given warning of my approach ; so when I arrived
about midday, several of the inhabitants came out to meet
me, one of them leading me off with great demonstrations of
friendship to his house, where preparations had been made
for my reception. These attentions were due in a great
measure to the natural kind feeling which people, uncorrupted
by the blessings of civilization, generally entertain toward a
stranger, but much of them must also undoubtedly be set
down to the politic desire of a conquered race to stand well
with the authorities set over them, under whose protection I
was evidently travelling. I often tried to explain that I was
an Englishman, but the word bore no meaning to their ecars,
and the utmost I could obtain was to be recognised as a
Frank. The kind fellow, after he had given us of his best,
pressed me hard to stay the night under his roof, promising,
if T would let him, to ride on with me to Ghunib. T should
have liked his company, though it is tedious holding com-
munication through two interpreters—my servant repeating
what 1 said to Osman in Georgian, who again translated into
Lesghian—but T could not wait.

At the next stiff pull my servant’s horse shut completely
up. T was not surprised, for the man, thongh born at Tiflis,
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was of French extraction, and the lively blood of that gallant
nation had asserted itself by gallops on his miserable mount,
when the nature of the ground permitted it. I had warned
him of the inevitable result of that treatment of a grass-fed
horse making a long journey over a rough country, so I left
him without pity to drive his horse before him in company
with the baggage animals, and pushed on with Osman and
another to Heedatl, which is about five hours beyond Rat-
longh. Between these two places the Avarski-koi-soo is
crossed by a wooden bridge, at a spot where the wide bed of
the river is contracted by the approach of the eliffs on each
side. To the best of my recollection this bridge was between
cighty and one hundred feet long, and it was made in this
manner:—ifrom each bank of the river solid beams of wood
had been laid in layers, each row projecting a little beyond
the one below, till they were sufficiently near for long thick
planks to reach across. This is one of the four great rivers,
which, fed by the snows of the Berbala range and the DBus-
dagh, after watering Daghestan under the name of Koi-soo,
join their waters and flow into the Caspian under that of Sulak.

1 got late into Heedatl, and my baggage did not come up
till two or three hours later. The individual in whose house
I slept, promised to find me a fresh horse some time the
following day, so I determined to push on to Ghunib,leaving ny
baggage to follow on as soon as the fresh horse should arrive.
The fellow was an intense snob in every respect, misinforming
me about the distances, and keeping out of the way after 1
had left, in order that he might not have to produce his
horse. On my retwrn 1 rode through his village without
halting or noticing him or anybody else in it.

I remarked in the burial-ground at Heedatl, as in several
other places, that some of the tombs were built right on to the
path, as it purposely to catch the eye and force the passer by
to read their inscription, and that they had long poles rising
from them, surmounted sometimes by a crescent, sometimes
by a small flag torn to tatters by the wind. [ found that these
were the tombs of men who had met with a violent death in
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war or by assassination, and until the friends of the dead man
shall have avenged his death by killing one of the tribe or
family who caused it, that pole stands ever before the eyes of
his people, a continual sign and memorial of a duty which
has to be performed.

I knew this last day would be a long one, so I took Osman
and another Lesghian with me, and left the rest of the men
and the baggage to come on quietly in two days. Osman and
I had hardly a word in common, but he soon made me under-
stand very plainly that he considered our getting to Ghunib
that day to be quite out of the question, and he made piteous
appeals to me to stop at every dirty little village we came
near. After two or three steep climbs, and equally sharp
descents, we were in a wide valley opposite to Tilitl. Instead
of crossing to that village, we kept on the other side, pursuing
a path which runs high up along the mountains. The bare
sides of Ghunib were right in front; the path was better than
usual ; so, in spite of the remonstrances of Osman, to which I
attended the less, as he did not know the road, I caught my
animal hard by the head and shoved him briskly on. The
Lesghian was right, and 1 was wrong; but the place seemed
so near, that I could not believe we should be benighted. 1
did not know that the only access to the top of these preci-
pices was on the further side, and that a long circuit had
to be made. After sunset the night closed in rapidly; it
rained slightly, and was so dark that I was reduced to feeling
for my footing with a stick. 'We none of us knew where we
were : my hopes of supper were fading away ; and I was on
the point of giving in, and sleeping in my bornous, which I
don’t object to in fine, but am averse to in wet weather, when
I saw a light below, shining through the door of a tent.
Tents must be Russian; so I hailed immediately, was
answered, and soon found myself in a small Russian camp.
The officer was in bed; but he told me I had not far to go
and called out four of his men to show me the way; then
groping our way up a long winding road, we arrived at our
destination in another hour and a half.
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I spenttwo entire days at this singular place. Officers who took
part in the siege, and were present at the capture of Schamyl,
informed me of details which T think are new, and are at all
events authentic ; and my own notes were written on the spot.

In general aspect, Ghunib does not materially differ from
many mountains in its neighbourhood. Some of these are
even more esearped, but they want other advantages which
Ghunib possesses. 1t is an isolated oval rock of limestone,
rising in precipitous and almost inaccessible terraces, between
three and four thousand feet from the valleys surrounding it.
At one end—T will call it the north, for though, perhaps, it is
not strietly so, it will make my deseription more simple—at the
north end, then, the inclination is more gradual,and the Russians
have here completed an exeellent road as far as a plateau
cleven hundred feet above the Kara-koi-soo,* which runs at its
foot, and are preparing to erect upon this platean a fortress,
with lospital, store-houses, &ec., and a house for General
Lazaroff, the Commander-in-chief of Daghestan. Above this,
again, is a steep range of rocks; and through a long gully in
the middle of these a zig-zag road leads to the top of the
mountain. The extreme length of it is stated to be six versts
the extreme breadth four; but it has not been measured, and
I Delieve it to be one-third more. The Tartar aoul, not far
from the north end, has been ascertained to be 4,920 feet
above the sea; thence there is a continual rise to the south
end, which is 7,742 feet. The top of the mountain is not a
plane surface, as 1 should have imagined from below, but very
much hollowed out, in shape like a shell, the aoul lying in
the bottom, and is diversified with rocks and valleys. What
constitutes the prime excellence of Ghunib as a natural
fortress 1is, that it is not only so escarped as to be, except at
the mnorth end, practically inaccessible, if held by even a
moderate force ; but that 1t contains abundantly within itself,
everything necessary for the provision of its garrison for an

» Kara-koi-soo is Tartar, and means “the black cold water ;” the native
bridge which crosses it here is 2,900 feet above the sea. The Tartar element
predominates in this part of the Caucasus. (It is hardly necessary to mention
that the Tartar langnage differs very slightly from the Turkish.)
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indefinite time. The soil is fertile, and produces, where it
is cultivated, fine crops of corn; the rest is covered with
long thick grass, upon which the Russian captors found three
hundred horses and six thousand sheep at pasture. It is
watered by two streams, which, rising in the high ground,
join near the aoul; they find an exit to the west, where they
pour over the rocks down to the valley below, and nourish
the fruit-trees and gardens of Hindak. One little rivulet runs
into the gulley at the north end, and forms a singular water-
fall. Tt comes to the abrupt edge of a cleft in the rock with
sufficient force to clear it at a bound, and falls from the oppo-
site side of the cleft to a great depth in a shower of spray, a
veritable Staubbach.

On the mountain itself there are very few trees, only one
small clump of birches; but fuel abounds in the neigh-
bowrhood. Coal, of a fine quality, is plentiful; but, un-
fortunately, it lies between strata of such hard rock as not to
pay for the working. On the other hand, large ficlds exist
of an inferior kind, mixed with earth, which require little
labour to utilize, and which afford the fuel that is gencrally
burned. Capital turf, too, abounds in the district.

No natives are now allowed to live upon the mountain, and
the aoul is already falling into decay. The house which
Schamyl occupied is the only one kept in repair, and is used
as a hospital. It was clean and in good order. Omne room was
filled by Tartar invalids from the neighbourhood, who even in
bed wore their shaggy caps upon their shaven heads. The
kindness shown to themn is only one instance of the con-
ciliating treatment which I everywhere observed to be pursued
by the Russians towards the inhabitants of the country.

When Schamyl finally retreated to Ghunib, Prince Darya-
tinski, the viceroy, with a vigour and decision, the happy
result of whieh was the subjugation of the Eastern Caucasug,
at once ordered the concentration of an overwhelming force at
that spot. Schamy!l had built three walls across the gully at
the north end, which was considered the only possible passage,
‘and defended them resolutely. Ile had only two small cannon,
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which he placed in position there. The Russians attempted to
make regular approaches ; but the rocky nature of the ground
rendered their progress exceedingly slow. When the Vice-
roy saw this, knowing that if time were given, Schamyl’s weak
force might receive an accession of strength—and the youngest
soldier might see at a glance how hopeless an escalade must
be, if strongly opposed—promptly commanded an instant
attack. Schamyl had with him only four hundred men, it
is true: they had a wonderful position to defend, but were
opposed to the attack of twelve thousand.

Before dawn five columns advanced to the assault. The
First Regiment of Fusiliers, and the Daghestan Militia, under
General Takhanotf, camne up on the west; the first struggling
up a desperate place, the latter finding less difficulty. On the
east there were likewise two attacks, by the Regiment Samur
and the Regiment Apcheronski. The Regiment Chervanski,
under Colonel Ranonoviteh, attacked the north end, where
Schamyl and his handful of men fought behind their walls
with desperation ; some were fanatics, who had vowed them-
selves to death; some were Russian renegades, whose only
hope lay in victory ; and the rest were proud to die for their
prophet-king. But while the combat raged at its fiercest
round him, shouts from the rear proclaimed to Schamyl that
the place he deemed invineible was won, and that all was
over, and he fled in despair to a tower in the aoul.

The Regiment Apcheronski, 2,000 strong, under Colonel
Tergoukasoff, were the first to gain the summit, and Lieutenant
Squarzoff was the first officer up. It was, indeed, a perilous
climb, for their attack was at nearly the highest point of the
rock. By the aid of ladders and grappling-irons, one or two
of the most active passed the difficult spots; these threw
ropes, of which they had plenty, to others, who in their turn
assisted, and the thing was done. They met with a trifling
resistance from a few Tartars, who were immediately killed ;
their women fought by their side, and shared their fate.  An
officer of this regiment, while showing me the ground, de-
seribed well their bewilderment at finding themselves, on a
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dark night, at the top of a mountain on which none of them
had placed foot before; how no one knew where the village
was, or the enemy; and how they caught a horse for the
Major, who, fat and out of breath, but full of pluck, rode him
barebacked down the hill to seek the foe.

The rest of the columms of assault soon gained the summit,
and surrounded the aoul. A storm of bullets poured upon it,
(the stars made by them are still visible), and Schamyl, per-
ceiving that further resistance was hopeless, showed a white
flag and surrendered. Baryatinski’s own position had been
on Chegher, a mountain which commands the north end of
Ghunib ; but by this time he had arrived on the scene of
action, and, seated on a large stone by the side of the clump
of birches before-mentioned, he commanded that his active
enemy, who had so long baffled him, and who at length was
in his power, should be brought before him,

Schamyl was pale with fear, for he expected instant death ;
and his fingers closed round the hilt of his khangiar with a
nervous cluteh, a movement misinterpreted by the body-guard
of the Viceroy, whose hands simultaneously grasped their
weapons, ready to cut the prisoner in pieces at his first move-
ment towards their general. But his fears were needless ; he
was treated with the courtesy which a brave enemy deserves,
and he is still alive and well-treated in Russia.

With the taking of Schamyl ended the resistance of Da-
ghestan. Fear of him, more than aversion to the Russians,
had prolonged the war, The miserable natives were, indeed,
in a sad dilemma ; the Russians burned any villages which
opposed them, and Schamyl visited those which yielded with
a like punishment. New habitations are only now beginning
to rise among the blackened walls.

T have often heard Schamyl’s name used in connexion with
the Circassians. He had no connexion whatever with them,
and, in all probability, never was in their country. The
Tcherkess, from which we derive Circassian, are a people in-
habiting quite the other end of the Caucasus, and differing
totally from the Lesghians in language and personal appear-
ance, Allied with neighbouring tribes, they still wage active
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war with the Russians. A few months ago two expeditions,
which marched against them in force, were obliged to retreat
after a heavy loss of officers and men ; and the chain of forts
between Anapa and Suchum Kalé sustain a continual siege.
Ilere are still seen fanatics, called “abreck,” who, under a
vow of death, rush single-handed upon the Russian ranks, and
striking, regardless of their own safety, seldom strike in vain.

It is remarkable how the hill tribes differ from those which
inhabit the plains, in their notions of morality. In any case
where portions of the same tribe inhabit hoth the high and the
low lands adjacent, the distinetion is very striking and alto-
gether in favour of the mountaineers.

As regards the sale of their offspring, revolting as the idea
of traftic in human flesh must always be, the practice is not so
brutal as may be imagined by those who are ignorant of
Tastern customs. The purchasers are Turks, and their slaves,
as we call them, are regarded as a portion more or less
humble of the family, members whose dependence carries
with it nothing that is degrading. An instance, which came
in a manner under my own observation, though it presents a
sad complication of misery, will show what I mean. When I
was at the large town of E ,in Armenia, the Pasha govern-
ing that part of the country was changed. Ilis successor was
a Georgian, sold in his childhood to a wealthy Twk., The
boy grew and prospered, and after passing through subordinate
offices, he was, some years previous to the time 1 speak of,
entrusted with the command of a district.  On his departure
from Constantinople, the Sultan was pleased to give him to
wife, as is not unusual, a lady from the royal harem. With
her he lived most happily for three years, when by some
means, whether a mutual recollection of some incident which
had happened, or some spot which had Dheen seen in ¢hildhood,
I know not what, these two, man and wife, discovered that
they were hrother and sister.  The wife, like the hushand,
had been sold away from her country, and met her brother in
this strange wretehed manner.  They fortunately hiad had no
children, and the marriage was iunnediately dissolved, but
they say that the Pasha has never sniiled since the dizcoyery,
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The engineer officer, to whom the fortifying of Ghunib has
been confided, entertained a great idea of the strength of the
position, and continually referred to it as the Russian Gib-
raltar ; but the site fixed upon for the fortress, the plateau
which T have already mentioned, a little more than half way
up the northern side of the mountain, is ill-chosen, being
completely commanded by the opposite heights of Chegher.
Armstrong guns planted there, would render it quite un-
tenable. Dut it is only intended to hold mountaineers in
check, and as they are not likely ever to possess such weapons,
the works about to be constructed will no doubt prove
sufficient for that purpose. For regular strategical purposes
the fortress would have been better placed on the summit
immediately above this plateau, but the transport of fuel and
other necessaries would have been very laborious, and the
climate is much more rigorous, the summit being exposed to
cold winds, from which the plateau is sheltered.

Other positions similar to Ghunib, as Ulikala and Achulgo,
taken by General Grabbe, were great steps in advance when
they fell into the hands of the Russians. An elevated table-
land, a day and a half from here, more extensive than
Ghunib, and the rocky sides of which are fully as precipitous
(at least from the side on which I passed), is still called the
mountain of Hadji Murad, a chief of the same class as
Schamyl, who was taken prisoner a few years before him,
decapitated, and his head (it is said) sent in pickle to Peters-
burg. But Ghunib was the strongest and last of these for-
tresses, and the taking of Schamyl gave it an additional éclat.
On the walls of one of the reception-rooms, in the palace of
the Viceroy at Tiflis, beside glittering trophies of arms, is
hung up the plain leathern saddle, in which he rode to a con-
quest of which he might well be proud, for it terminated a
long weary contest in which Russia had not always the
advantage ; and in a large plaster map, in the same room,
where the whole chain of the Caucasus is shown in relief, a
gilded spot marks the summit of Ghunib.

Having seen and heard all that was likely to be of interest

G
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here, on Friday, the 9th of August, I started on iy road back.
As T varied my journey very little, on my return, it would
be tedious to follow it day by day, recording merely how
the baggage got behind and left me destitute of even a cloak
to sleep in; how horses fell ; how, though 1 got a fresh horse
at Ghunib, and handed over to my Frenchman the one which
had carried me there, he succeeded in thoroughly knocking
him up in two days, notwithstanding his being some stone
lighter than I; and how, when after waiting a considerable
time for him to come up, he ran in in his tall boots, pumped
but plucky, and remarked, with the most pleasing naivetd,
that he had left his horse in a wood—these little embarrass-
ments would not interest the reader.

I found Shaho, the naib of the Ansuch, ill, and saw nothing
of him the night I got to his village, but he sent to ask me to
come to his room next morning., I found him huddled up in
a corner looking very miserable, but, speaking through two
interpreters, it was impossible to find out what was the matter
with him, so I could not prescribe anything. Quinine, in a
solid form, is so very portable, that it is worth while taking a
good quantity of it into a country of this sort, where fever and
ague are prevalent, and are generally left to fight it out with
nature. In other cases, where the diseasc showed itself in a
decided form, I applied it freely, but I could not understand
Shaho’s case, and he was too good a fellow to try experiments
on. I think he was only a little depressed from want of occu-
pation, missing probably the excitement of an occasional brush
with the Russians. His eldest son is a hostage at Petersburg,
which debars him, poor fellow, from any amusement of the
sort. Ie seemed to think that a stranger must necessarily
come from Petersburg, and charged me with messages to his
son, Mahmouta, which I may some day deliver. e was
mightily pleased with a photographic portrait which I hap-
pened to have in my pocket-book, and his remark upon it was
characteristic of a country where the beauty of the women
vanishes at an carly age—“How young she is.”

I had to wait some time for a capital breakfast, which he
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insisted on having prepared for me, and which it would have
disappointed him to have refused ; but at length, having said
many a good-bye, we kissed first on one then on the other side
of the mouth, and I got off rather late for Beschat. At sunset
we were still some miles from our destination, and coming to
a nice bit of long grass we turned our poor tired horses loose
to graze a little. Near this spot I, for the first time, saw a
Mahometan woman out of doors and in public (for the people
were returning home to a neighbouring village from labouring
in the harvest-fields) saying her prayers, and going through
the usual prostrations like a man.

‘When T got to Beschat, August 13th, I found none of the
officers there whose acquaintance I had made on my first
visit. They were with General Scheilakoff, who had not yet
returned from his expedition. It was too dark to see me, but
the first who heard the trampling of my horses claimed me
as a guest, and I desire no more frank ready hospitality than
that of a Russian officer. After suggesting everything that
was possible for my comfort, one of the officers quietly and
seriously asked me if T did not want any money. I stared at
first, thinking I had misunderstood him, or that he was joking;
but there was not a symptom of a smile on his face, and he
was evidently in earnest, so I thanked him and declined with
an equally grave face, as if it were quite a natural thing, and
[ were perfectly used to it. Such implicit confidence in an
utter stranger I certainly never met with.

In the morning I found my little Frenchman ill with the
fever. The Russians told me plainly that their doctor was an
ass, and that if the man got into his hands I might wait till
doomsday before he got better, so I took the case into my own
hands, and, giving him as much quinine as he could stand,
cured him in two days. This time I spent very pleasantly in
the camp. Prince Orbeliani was quartered there with a
regiment of Georgian Militia, superb fellows, carrying the
native arms and picturesque national costume, and with o
capital fighting reputation. Some of them were directed to
fire at a mark at 150 yards, that I might judge of their pro-
ficieney ; but even at that distance their firing was not very
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accurate. The Russian powder which they used is coarse and
dirty, and a rifle requires cleaning after firing three charges of
it. We passed the afternoon watching the games and dances
of the soldiers. The music for the latter consisted of drums,
and the shrieking flageolets which the Georgians affect. For
some slight fault or other, as the dance began, a man marched
straight up to one of the druunmers, a full-grown soldier, and
smacked his face soundly and repeatedly, the drnmmer not
moving a limb the while. This is the only occasion on which
I saw a soldier struck. I had heard a good deal of the rough
treatment which the Russian soldier experiences at the hand
of his officers, but I don’t believe it is the case: on the con-
trary, [ was much struck with the kind feeling which I saw show
itself on several occasions, on the part both of officers and men.

There was staying with Prince Orbeliani a Bavarian artist,
named Horschelt, who has been three years in the Caucasus,
and having been present at several engagements, has gained a
medal and two crosses. IIis sketches are exceedingly spirited,
but I saw none of his finished works: the Emperor taxes all
he does. I thought I should have a chance of begging or
borrowing some books from him, but I was disappointed, for
his library consisted of one book, those sentimental sonnets
of Heine—a thoroughly German notion. We passed the best
part of an evening reading them aloud alternately, while the
others played whist: at a pinch even sentiment is amusing.
Prince Sheilakhoff returned to the camp the day after I got
back there and resumed the command. IIe stopped at onee
the excuses which I began to offer for not having turned back
to accompany him, and showed me every possible kindness.
His expedition, as I expected from the direction he took, had
been meant as, and had proved, merely a military promenade,
and no powder had been burnt. Ie is one of those men,
whose amiable disposition and conciliating manner, joined to
great activity and firmness of purpose, mark them out as
peculiarly adapted for a command of this sort in the centre of
a warlike and recently conquered population, among whom
one spark of oppression might probably excite a blaze of
rebellion,  When I was at Cadori, just after the loss of those
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soldiers before related, I had joined heartily in the general
wish to burn the villages which their murderers inhabited, and
which from the mountains near were plainly visible, and I
heard many a murmur from my friends at the hand which
held them in.  Such a proceeding might have caused a revolt
through the whole country. The event showed me how much
wiser was the course which a calmer judgment and a wider
experience dictated. Sheilakhoff decided that the native
chiefs should be the instruments for the punishment of a
deed, the commission of which it was strongly suspected they
had themselves instigated. He therefore applied to them for
the production of the actual offenders. They could not take
offence at a demand so obviously just, and they had already
sent in half a dozen, and promised to produce the rest. These
six were placed on a small eminence in the camp. It was
extremely cold at night, so a friend of one of the prisoners
came in and asked leave to give him a great shecpskin bourka.
Permission was given. Towards morning the gnard observed
this man fumbling in a suspicious manner under his bourka,
and on examination found that a knife had been cunningly
sown into the skin, and that the man had made good use of it
and cut his bonds. I suppose he meant to make one dash for
life towards the mountains, but he was happily prevented.
My servant being better, I started on the 16th, with fresh
horses and also with fresh men. I was sorry to part with
Osman. He and his horse had become very thin during the
short time we had been together, but nevertheless he scemed
anything but happy when he kissed my hand, and said good-
bye. The present head of my escort was one of that unplea-
sant tribe Dido, whose territory I had to pass through again,
On his introduction he drew his hand across his throat, and
said it should answer for mine : and in fact I could not be in
better hands. He was related to Djabot, the naib of the clan,
whose acquaintance I had made before. I wished to see his
manner of life, so I decided upon passing a night at the place
where he resided. A man rode on in advance, to let the naib
know I was coming, so he had time to get into his Sunday
clothes, a coat of fine blue cloth, edged with silver lace, and a
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towering white papack. Supper was late, as he had to send
a long way for a sheep: it consisted entirely of fresh,
stringy mutton, boiled and grilled, and great cakes of bread,
stuffed with a white, tasteless cheese, served in hot honey, a
favourite dish all over the country. We supped téte-a-téte. He
ate enormously, and I—did likewise. I think he was the Dbest
man at the mutton, but I know I beat him at the cheese-cakes.
The Lesghians took me next day by a shorter and more
difficult path than that by which I had come with Vinei to
Arnihoff’s camp. He and several more of the officers had
left, and out of 1200 men who marched here, 100 were laid
up from one cause or another. I did not wish to keep Schei-
lakhoft’s horses and men longer than was necessary ; so after
spending one night here, I rode past Cadori, where not a tent
remained of the large encampment I had left there, right down
to Sabooi. Prince Georgiadzi, with whom I stayed before,
and his family, were absent, and 1 was seeking another house
on which to quarter myself, when I fortunately met one of
the ladies, whose acquaintance I had made on 1y previous
visit, walking with her husband, and they soon found me
supper and lodging. The latter, however, I declined, for thongh
it is not a healthy practice, and may induce fever, sleeping
out in the soft air of these warm plains is exceedingly pleasant.
I believe it is only when a journey is over that you know
how much you have enjoyed it. The last days are always
regretful : though one has a great pleasure in looking back at
events which, having happened perhaps a week ago, seem to
be divided from one by a long lapse of time, as they arve by
space gone over. It was certainly with sorrow that I turned
amy back upon the mountains where I had seen so much that
interested me, and where I left men whom I may call friends
behind me ; but I was glad to rest awhile with the judge at
Telaw, sauntering in shady balconies and lounging about the
old palace of the Georgian kings. Its stout stone towers look
right across the valley of the Alazan, but the curtain had
dropped upon the stage,—a thick veil hung on the brows of
Kaphkaz, and I never again saw the summits of Daghestan.
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3. THE MONKS OF MOUNT ATHOS.
BY H. F. TOZER, M.A.

THE easternmost of the three peninsulas, which stretch, like
a trident, from the coast of Macedonia into the north of
the gean, notwithstanding its important position and
striking natural features, does not seem to have risen to
much importance before the Christian era. On one occasion
it comes prominently forward, when Xerxes, warned by the
destruction of the fleet of Mardonius on its rocky coasts, cut
the canal through the isthmus, the traces of whicl, notwith-
standing the soil which has accumulated in the course of
ages, are still distinctly visiblee At a later period the
architect Dinocrates proposed to carve its huge peak into a
statue of Alexander. But the small towns that fringed its
shores never attained to opulence, and are seldom mentioned
in history. In Christian times, however, this spot has
aradually become the seat of a community, which is probably
without a parallel in the world. At what period monks
and anchorites first began to resort to Mount Athos, it is
difficult to determine. Several of the monasteries possess
relics and ancient works of art, which are described as pre-
sents from the Empress Pulcheria ; some of them refer their
foundation to the time of Constantine; and though we may
hesitate to accept these statements, and though a large
number of monks seem to have come over from Egypt, when
that country was overrun by the Mahometans, yet it is
highly probable that hermitages and retreats existed there
at a very early time. It is in consequence of this antiquity
of the monastic community, and the freedom both from
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attacks and from external influences which their isolated
situation has secured to them, that Athos possesses so many
features of interest at the present day. Nowhere in Europe,
probably, can such a collection of ancient jewellery and gold-
smith’s work be found, as is presented by the relics preserved
in the different monasteries; nowhere certainly can the
Byzantine school of painting be studied with equal advantage;
and some of the illuminated MSS. are inestimable treasures
of art. The buildings of the monasteries are, with the sole
exception of Pompeii, the most ancient existing specimens of
domestic architecture ; and within their walls the life of the
Middle Ages is enacted before your eyes, with its manners
and customs, dress, and modes of thought and belief, abso-
Intely unchanged. And it is no slight addition to the
pleasure of a visit, that in passing from one monastery to
another you are surrounded by scenery, certainly not sur-
passed, and hardly equalled, by any in Europe.

In the spring of 1853, I spent a week in this interesting place
in company with my friend Mr. Crowder, of Wadham College;
but _as there were many interesting objects which we were
obliged to leave unsecen at that time, and many points in con-
nexion with the life of the monks, which we were anxious
further to investigate, we were glad to have an opportunity of
revisiting it together in the summer of 1861. Accordingly,
on the 11th of August, we left Gallipoli, on the Dardanelles,
by the Austrian steamer, and following St. Paul’s track, went
“from Troas with a straight course to Samothrace, and the next
day to Neapolis,” the modern Cavalla, where we hired a hoat
to take us to one of the nearer monasteries on the cast coast
of the peninsula. We started at nightfall, and after tossing
and tacking for a long time under the wooded heights of
Thasos, with plentiful experience of the light and fickle winds of
the Agwan, about noon the following day we found ourselves
approaching the great monastery of Vatopedi (Batomaidiov);
the name of which, according to the monks, is derived from
the legend, that the Emperor Arcadius, when an infant,
having been shipwrecked on the coast, was found miraculously
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preserved under a thornbush; and in acknowledgment of
this, his father, Theodosius the Great, erected the monastery
and called it Vatopedi, or “The bush of the child.” The
story is embodied in an extremely rude and quaint wood-
cut of the monastery, which was presented to us on our
departure.

We had expected to find that the number of visitors to
Athos would have greatly increased since our former stay,
particularly as a Russian steamer from Constantinople had
begun in the interval to touch on the western coast. We
were consequently surprised to discover that fewer travellers
came there now than formerly. At one monastery, when we
asked the monk who waited on us, whether they saw many
strangers: “Oh! yes,” he replied, “they come from all the
kingdoms of the world "—an instance of the Scripture phra-
seology, which not unfrequently occurs in the monks’ con-
versation ; however, when we questioned him more closely,
he allowed that no one had been there for two years. Oun
several occasions, when we asked what they supposed to be
the reason of this change, we received almost identically the
same answer; that they could not altogether account for it,
but they thought “there was misfortune and poverty abroad
in the world.” Tight years had sufficed to work numerous
changes. Many of the old superiors, whom we had seen
in 1853, were now no more ; parts of two monasteries had
been shaken down by earthquakes; other buildings had suf-
fered from the effects of fires ; and one monastery had altered
its constitution and form of government. We noticed also,
what to us was particularly agreeable, a marked improve-
ment in respect of cleanliness in the rooms we occupied. In
one respect our visit was somewhat ill timed; for the day of
our arrival coincided with the commencement of a fourteen
days’ fast, which precedes the festival of the Repose of the
Virgin, the strictest in the year next to Lent. As the monks
do not eat meat even on feast-days, we had not expected to
have our carnivorous appetites satisfied ; but we were rather
dismayed at finding that we should not even get fish ; not
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because the monks wished to make us conform to their rules,
for they gave us the very best of what they had, but because
they did not cateh fish at that time. On one or two occa-
sions they paid us the acceptable compliment of sending
out a boat to take some for us; but the greater part of the
twelve days of our sojourn there, we subsisted on rice,
eggs, vegetables, and wine. We had, however, some com-
pensation, in being able to observe the extreme rigour of an
Athos fast.

Before we set foot on the Holy Mountain, let me endeavour
briefly to sketch its general features. The peninsula, which in
ancient times was called Acte, and now is known as Hagion
Oros, or Monte Santo, is about forty miles in length, running
from north-west to south-east, and on an average about four
miles broad. At the isthmus, where are the remains of Xerxes’
canal, its breadth is less than two miles, and the ground is
comparatively level ; but from this point it rises in undulations,
until it forms a steep central ridge, which runs like a back-
bone through the whole peninsula. Towards the southern
end it attains the elevation of about 4,000 feet, and then,
after a slight depression, suddenly throws up a vast conical
peak, 6,400 feet high, the base of which is washed on three
sides by the sea. From the central ridge, lateral valleys
and deep gorges run down to the coast; but the character of
the ground on the two sides of the peninsula is entirely
different, the western side being rugged and precipitous, while
the eastern is comparatively soft, and clothed with magnificent
trees. The vegetation of this part surpasses everything that
I have seen elsewhere. On the ridge itself, and its steep
declivities, are forests of beech and chestnut ; below this oaks
and plane-trees are found, together with the olive, cypress,
arbutus, catalpa, and a plentiful undergrowth of heath and
broom : in addition to which, as if the earth could never tire
of pouring forth her stores, numerous ereepers trail over the
trees, and hang in festoons from the branches. The peak itself,
to which the name of Athos is now restricted, is, from its
height and solitary position, its conical form and delicate
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colour, a most impressive mountain. It rises several thousand
feet above the region of firs in a steep mass of white marble,
which, from exposure to the atmosphere, assumes a faint,
tender tint of grey, of the strange beauty of which some idea
may be formed by those who have seen the dolomite peaks of
the Tyrol. I have seen its pyramidal outline from the plains of
Troy, nearly one hundred miles off, towering up from the
horizon, like a vast spirit of the waters, when the rest of the
peninsula was concealed below. So great is the distance that
it is only visible at sunset, when the faintness of the light
allows it to appear. From its isolated position it is a centre of
attraction to the storms in the north of the Agwan ; in con-
sequence of which, the Greek sailors have so great a dread of
rounding it in the winter, that it would be no unreasonable
speculation for an enterprising government to renew the work
of Xerxes.

It may easily be conceived from this, that the scenery is of
the most magnificent description. Such combinations of rock,
wood, and water can hardly be seen elsewhere. The deep
blue expanse of the Ageean forms a part of every view, and
on the horizon, to the north and east, appear the heights of
Mount Pangzeus, and the magnificent outlines of the islands
of Thasos, Samothrace, Imbros, and Lemnos. The slopes of
the Holy Mountain itself are dotted with farms and monastic
buildings, about which lie bright patches of cultivated land,
which have been reclaimed by the hands of the monks.
Perhaps the most beautiful ride is along the south-east coast of

_the peninsula. In this part you are sometimes in the midst
of brushwood close to the sea, sometimes in shrubberies
excluding the sun, through which, here and there, you get peeps
of the Agwean far below. From these, again, you penetrate
inland, from time to time, into dells filled with planes and
chestnuts, and embowered with creepers—a wilderness of leafy
shade—places which Shelley would have delighted in ; from
the openings in which the majestic peak is frequently visible,
its lower slopes melting into purple haze, while its summit
assumes that unearthly, ethereal, lilac-grey tinge, which I have
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before mentioned. The positions of the monasteries are sin-
gularly picturesque. A few are built in secluded situations on
the higher ridge ; but the greater number of them are situated
on the sea-board, either at the mouths of gorges, or rising
from promontories of rock which project into the sea.

The principal exports are wood, charcoal, and nuts, of which
last article a large quantity is carried to Constantinople. The
climate is healthy, and the air extremely fine. The monasteries
which lie under the western precipices, are much exposed to
the summer heat, and on some of those higher up the moun-
tain, snow often lies in winter for several days together; but,
on the whole, the temperature is equable, and epidemics are
almost unknown. In one or two of the larger monasteries
there are resident physicians ; but many of the monks, partly,
perhaps, from being unaccustomed to medical treatment, seem
to take rather a fatalist view of discases. At one place, where
there were lepers, I asked whether they came to Athos to be
cured. “No; not to be cured,” was the reply ; « they get well
whenever the Holy Virgin pleases;” and on another ocecasion
some of them said, “ We have brethren in the monastery who
can treat slight maladies ; the greater diseases we leave to
God.” We shall not, perhaps, be far wrong in tracing here the
influence of Mahometanism. On one part of the coast we saw
a patient undergoing the sand-bath, a curious and primitive
cure for rheumatism. He was buried in the shingle up to his
chest, his head and shoulders alone appearing, and an umbrella
was spread over him, to protect him from the scorching rays of
the sun.

The day after our arrival, we proceeded on mules, lent to us
by the monks of Vatopedi, to Caryes, or “The Ilazels,” the
central and only village on Athos, where the Holy Synod of
the Mountain holds its sittings, and the Turkish governor
resides. This village, which lies in a lovely position, high up
on the eastern slopes of the central ridge, in the midst of the
trees from which it takes its name, consists mainly of one
long street, with open shops, forming a kind of bazaar ; and
is remarkable for its cleanliness, and for the entire absence of
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women and children. The exclusion of females from Athos
is absolute. Not only are women prevented from landing
on its sacred shores, but no cow, ewe, she-goat, sow, hen, or
other creature of the forbidden sex is, under any circum-
stances, admitted. This restriction, which seems absurd at
first sight, is in reality a singular parallel to some of the
ordinances of the Mosaic law ; such, for instance, as those in
Lev. xix. 19, where garments of mixed linen and woollen
texture are forbidden to be worn ; the object in both cases
being to enforce the main precept by keeping it before the
minds of the people in a number of minor analogous cases.
Even the Turkish governor is obliged to leave his harem
behind him during his term of residence. This officer, the
representative of the Porte, and the only Mahometan who is
allowed to live here, is in reality of very little influence in
the affairs of the monastic community, his duties being, for
the most part, confined to the collection of taxes. The defence
of the district is confided to a body of about twenty-five
Christian soldiers, who may sometimes be seen in the monas-
teries, flaunting about in their gay Albanian dresses; but they
are under the direction of the Holy Synod. The independence
and immunities of Athos, in respect of which it is the most
favoured part of the Turkish dominions, are of long standing.
Shortly before the taking of Constantinople, the monks of that
period agreed to submit to the rule of Mahomet II. on his
guaranteeing them the privileges which they then enjoyed;
and this engagement has been observed with tolerable fidelity
by later sultans. The tribute, when divided among the
different monasteries, amounts to about ten shillings a head,
and they are not exposed to any irregular exactions.

The Holy Synod of the Mountain is a representative body,
which, like the councils of our two English universities,
manages the general affairs of the community at large,
without interfering with the independent self-government
of the different monasteries. Each of the twenty monas-
teries sends a representative (dvrempéowmos), who is main-
tained at Caryes at the expense of his society. Besides these,
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there are four presidents (émiordracr), taken in rotation
from the different monasteries who form the administrative
body ; and one of these again, according to a fixed eycle,
takes preeedence of the rest, and during his year of office is
called “The First Man of Athos.” After paying a visit to the
Turkish governor, and presenting to him the F¥rman of the
new sultan, which he kissed and reverently pressed to his
forehead, we were introduced to the “ First Man,” who was a
monk from Vatopedi, and gave him an introduetion which we
had brought from the Patriarch of Constantinople. We were
then condueted to the chamber of meeting, a room of moderate
size, with a divan running round three sides of it, where ten
of the representatives were waiting to reeeive us. We were
seated at the upper end, and after the usual refreshments, and
some informal conversation, received a commendatory letter
to the monasteries, written by the secretary in ancient Greek ;
a very curious document, stating the objeet of our visit, and
requesting them to entertain us, and pay attention to our
“creature comforts” (cwparikniy dvimavew kal dveow), to
show us all we desired to see, and to “speed the parting
guest” from place to place, by means of the mules of the
monasteries (8w Movaotnpiaxay {dwv). This letter serves
as a passport, to show the mouks that your visit is sanetioned
by the authorities. As a stimulus to their hospitality, it
certainly is not needed ; for it would be hard to find elsewhere
such unwearied kindness and liberal entertainment as the
traveller meets with here. Ie is not expected, as in the
smaller Greek monasteries, and the conventional establish-
ments of the West, to defray the expenses of his entertain-
ment by a donation ; and the means of transit are provided
for him gratis, both by land and water. A present to the
servants, however, will generally be found acceptable.

After the assembly was dismissed, several of the caloyers, as
the Greek monks are called (kaXdyepos, a good old man),
accompanied us to the school which has been established at
Caryes for the education of some of the younger monks, two
on an average being sent by each monastery. It is a com-
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modious building, with well-arranged class-rooms, and a
library containing editions of the classics, and standard
authors in several European languages ; but it had a deserted
aspect, as the school was closed at this time, in consequence
of a dispute which had arisen amongst the monasteries.
The history of this I will now relate, not from any wish to
expose the quarrels of my hospitable entertainers, but because
it illustrates in a curious way the influence of the Great
Powers, and of England in particular, in very remote dis-
tricts. 'Who would imagine that Great Britain could be
deeply involved in a dispute of the monks of Athos?

Ab Jove principium : we must begin from the Emperor
Alexius Comnenus. That eminent personage founded the
two monasteries of Cutlumusi and Pantocratoros, the former
of which is close to Caryes on the mountain side, the
latter on the sea-coast below. He endowed them with adjoin-
ing lands, and one farm belonging to Pantocratoros lies within
the territory of Cutlumusi. A dispute arose about a water-
course, that fruitful source of litigation, connected with this
piece of ground. The Holy Synod took up the question, and
cited the Warden of Cutlumusi to appear before them: this,
however, he refused to do, as he knew beforehand that judg-
ment would be given against him, and maintained that they
had no authority in the matter. The Cutlumusi monks had
a further story about a Russian general, who, during a long
stay on Athos, had become enamoured of some MSS. in their
library, and had fomented the quarrel for his own purposes ;
but it seemed to rest on a somewhat doubtful foundation.
However, one morning a number of the members of the
Synod, coming with soldiers, broke open the doors of the
monastery, seized and imprisoned the most influential monks,
and stripped the Warden naked, in order to search his clothes
for papers, on a suspicion of treachery. Now it happened
that these monks were from the Ionian islands, and therefore
British subjects: so when they saw that they had no hopes
of redress from other quarters, they appealed for protection to
the consuls at Salonica and Cavalla, Mr. Wilkinsou, the
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English Consul at Salonica, laid the matter before the Pasha
of that place, whom he found already preparing to pay a visit
to the Holy Mountain; and accordingly, when he arrived
there, and the case was put into his hands, he decided that
the ejected monks should be reinstated. After procuring the
acquiescence of the monks generally in various changes, such
as the dismissal of the guard of soldiers, the Pasha returned
home laden with presents, or, more properly speaking,
plunder, in the shape of works of art, which he had obtained
from the monasteries. At a later period, however, by means
of representations from the Russian embassy at Constan-
tinople, the decision of the Pasha was reversed in several
points; in consequence of which five of the monasteries,
which disapproved of the whole proceedings, seceded, and
withdrew their representatives from the Synod. This was
the state of things at the time of our visit, but there was
some hope of a reconciliation being brought about by the
good offices of Mr. Wilkinson.

We are so accustomed to look on the position of the
inhabitants of the Jonian islands towards the English as
one of undisguised opposition, that it seems curious to find
them relying so much on the protection of England, when at
a distance from home. DBut, as one of them frankly admitted,
it is only in the islands, where the fact of the Protectorate is
before their eyes, that they grumble, while here they enjoyed
all the advantages of a powerful connexion. This, however,
leads to much bitter feeling and jealousy of England on the
part of the other caloyers. “ Whenever fault is found with an
Tonian monk,” they would say, “he eries directly, « Hands off'!
T'm a Dritish subject; I shall appeal to the English consul””
3utb T am bound to add, that the fecling of these Ionians
towards an English traveller is of the most friendly descrip-
tion, and that the disinterested kindness which we received
from many of them was remarkable, even in the midst of the
hospitalities of the Toly Mountain.

One of the greatest sources of interest in a visit to Athos
cousists in this, that here ean be seen in one view all the
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different phases of eastern monastic life. First of all there
are the hermits, who dwell, like St. Anthony, the first
anchorite, in perfect solitude, practising the sternest asceti-
cism. In the retreats (kaflopara) we find small associations
of monks living together in retirement, and working for a
common stock. Again, when a number of these retreats are
assembled round a central church, a skete (doxnripiov) is
formed, which, in some cases, differs from a monastery only
in not possessing an independent constitution. And lastly,
there are the regular monasteries, each enjoying a separate
corporate existence, possessing land on the mountain, and
generally also beyond its limits, and having the right to
be represented in the Synod. These again must be divided
into two classes, according to their different forms of govern-
ment; the one kind being Cawnobite, where there is one
warden, or hegumen, and a common stock and common
table ; the other Idiorrhythmic, where “cvery man is a rule
to himself,” and the constitution is a sort of republic, the
government being in the hands of two superiors annually
clected : in these the inmates generally take their meals in
their own cells, and both in respect of laying by money
and the disposal of their time, are in a position of com-
parative freedom. 1Here, also, a wealthy monk, if he desires
it, can have as many servants as he chooses to pay. The
Idiorrhythmic rule is a departure from the original form,
and of somewhat recent introduction ; and it is a significant
fact, that by far the greater number of the monasteries on
the eastern slopes have adopted the less stringent discipline,
while those which lie in more secluded positions, under the
rugged precipices of the western side, have, with only two
exceptions, remained Ceenobite. The lands which these monas-
teries possess out of Athos are partly in Macedonia, partly
in Thasos, Lemnos, and other islands of the gwan; but
by far the greatest part consists of estates in the Danubian
Principalitics, which have been given to them in former
centuries by Hospodars of Moldavia and Wallachia. From
these sowrces some of them derive large vevenues; but of
H
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late years their prosperity has been considerably checked
by debts incurred during the Greek War of Independence,
when a large body of Turkish soldiers was quartered on
them for nine years, from 1821 to 1830.

The whole number of monks on Athos is believed to be
about 3,000 ; hesides these there is a fluctuating population
of seculars (koouurot), some of whom reside permanently
in the monasteries as servants or labourers, though without
taking any monastic vows, while others come for a time
from the adjoining country, and afterwards return to their
homes. These may, perhaps, amount to 3,000 more. The
number of monks in the separate monasteries varies from
twenty-five to three hundred, but about one hundred is the
commonest number. It seldom happens, however, that all
are present at the same time, as a certain proportion are
generally engaged in superintending the outlying farms. We
found it extremely difficult to get any accurate information
on these points, owing to that singular dislike of statistics
which is so characteristic of orientals. A Turk, when asked
a question of figures, to save himself further trouble, replies
at once with a good round number: a Greek winees, utters
a peeuliar exclamation, expressing something between doubt
and annoyanee, and when he sees no means of eseape, tells
you as much as he knows himself. ¢« How many monks are
there in the monastery 2” “Do you mean #¢s monastery 2”
“Yes; how many are there in this monastery 2” “Eigh! a
great many.” “DBut what do you suppose is the exact
number?”  “Tigh! I don’t know; adout eighty or ninety.”
We seldom arrived at anything more definite than this. By
far the greater number of the monks are Greeks by race,
natives of free Greece, the Tonian islands, or the Turkish
dominions ; two of the monasteries, however, Zographu and
Chilandari, situated in the northern part of the peninsula,
are exclusively inhabited by Dulgarians and Serviaus, and
have the service in the Slavonie tongue; there are also a
few Georgians in the Iberian monastery; and there are a
great many Russians, who are found partly in the Russian
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monastery and the sketes which they have founded, partly
scattered about among the other monasteries. It was eurious
to observe the contrast between the children of the north
and the south ; and I could not help fancying that the Greek
regarded the Russian as a large uncouth being, somewhat
like the Troll of the Norse tales, simple-minded and easily
outwitted. The following incidents may serve to illustrate
what T mean.

On the evening of the day on which we were presented to
the Synod at Caryes, we had descended to the monastery of
Pantocratoros, or The Almighty, which stands on a rock on
the east coast of the peninsula, and were sitting with some
of the superiors in a room overlooking the sea, which was
dashing in below, when suddenly they exclaimed, “ Ah! here
he is; here comes the Archimandrite*!” As we looked up
in expectation of some great dignitary, there walked, or
rather rolled, into the room, a burly man, whose light hair and
ruddy complexion formed a complete contrast to the appear-
ance of the other monks. He tumbled himself down on the
divan, and turning to us, exclaimed, laughing, “ Good evening ;
you are welcome: T am a Muscovite—a barbarian!” (kaXe-
omépa aas’ ka\ds wploate' elpar MbéayoB—eipar BdpBapos).
‘We returned his salutations, and then T asked, “ As there are
so many monasteries in Russia, why do you come to Athos?
‘Why do you not remain in one of the establishments in your
own country ?” “It's because of the women, sir,” he replied,
“It’s the women! In Russia there are women in the
monasteries, and I can’t endure them ; and therefore I come
here where there are no women.”{ And then he went off

* This name, which in Russia still retains its original sense of “ head of
a monastery,” in the Byzantine Church, is simply titular.

+ In many of the Greek monasteries, as, for instance, the great monastery of
Megaspeleon in the Morea, women of advanced age are admitted as servants.
In 1853, we found a Greek gentleman and his danghter living in one of the
more accessible of the convents on the heights of Meteora, having taken
refuge there from the banditti, who infested the plains of Thessaly during the
summer : in the winter, when the severity of the climate dispersed those
gentry, they returned to their country seat.

H 2
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into a rigmarole story in broken Greek, until the rest of the
company told him in wvery plain terms that he was a
bore and talked unintelligible nonsense; on which he took
himself off, but, before the evening was over, showed that he
was not offended, by sending us some tea (rfui), which is
found wherever the Russians are.

At the Greek wmonastery of Simopetra there was an old
Russian monk, who was evidently the butt of the others.
Poor old fellow! five and twenty years he had been in the
monastery, and yet he could hardly speak a word of Greek.
“Two, three words, T know,” he said, “ wine, bread—no more.”
His principal companion was a clever tom-cat, which he had
trained to turn most wonderful summersaults, and which was
brought out into the court of the monastery to perform hefore
us.  “Al!” exclaimed a sharp-witted young Zantiote, who was
standing by, with a look of compassion, “the Russians are
thickseulled” (of ‘Pdooor elvar yovdpoxéparor). Yet for all
this, as the Russian Church has been the progressive branch of
the Eastern Church since the time of Peter the Great, so the
Russian monks are the most progressive element in the
society of the Holy Mountain. The other monks are aware
of this, and used to speak of their good bell-ringing and
harmonious chanting, which is indeed an agrecable contrast
to the dismal drone of the Greek services: in addition to
this, the only printing-press on Athos is in the Russian
monastery.

There is hardly one of the twenty monasteries which is
not worth seeing, either on account of its position, or its
buildings, or some precious work of art which it contains:
but to avoid repetition, let me describe two of the most
characteristic ; and first, the Idiorrhythmic convent of Iveron,
that is, of the Iberians or Georgians, which ranks the third
in numbers and iinportance.

This monastery, which was founded by three Georgians at
the end of the 10th century, stands near the sea, between
steep wooded hills, at the mouth of a deep valley, which runs
down castward from the central ridge. In shape it is an
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irregular sqmare, and its appearance is extremely imposing,
as the high stone wall by which it is surrounded makes
it resemble a vast castle. The domestic buildings, how-
ever, by which this wall is surmonnted, are entirely
at variance with this military aspect: they are of wood,
singularly picturesque, projecting at different levels and
angles, and supported by sloping beams, which lean like
brackets against the wall. From the roofs of these houses
rise numerous chimneys, many of whiel, like the house-fronts
themselves, are painted with bright colours; behind these
appear the domes of the church ; while at the back of all a
massive tower, which was probably used as a wateh-tower
in more troublous times,* forms a conspicuous ohject. Close
to a dry river-bed, which lies behind the monastery, is
a poor-house, where distressed seculars are provided for,
and on the heights above is a skete for lepers, who, as
well as madmen, are sent to the Holy Mountain to be
taken care of. It is no slight praise to the monks, that
they provide a refuge for these outcasts of society. Again,
on the hill to the mnorth, is a skete for Georgians, to
which nation also ten of the 200 inmates of the monastery
belong. The cemetery may generally be distinguished by a
group of eypresses; but there are no tombstones, as the bones
are removed a certain time after interment, and laid in a
common heap.

Entering the monastery by the gateway, we pass through a
dark and winding passage, intended apparently to baffle a
besieging force, and find ourselves in the great court, in the
centre of which, detached from the other buildings, stands
the principal church. What first attracts our attention on
looking round, is the extreme irregularity of everything. In
one place you see a wooden cloister, in another an out-house ;

* Abp. Georgirenes (“‘ Description of the present state of Samos, Patmos,
Nicaria, and Mount Athos ”) says, in A.D. 1678, speaking of the monastery of
Lavra (p. 88), “They have a strong magazin, and a sentinel perpetually
standing to give notice of any Corsair :” and of St. Gregory’s (p. 95), that it is

“near the sea, and much infested with pirates, for want of fortifications and
men to defend it, having but sixty monks.”
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here a chapel appears, there a vine-covered trellis peeps out,
and the mixed brick and stone work of the more regular
buildings contributes to increase the variety. Not the least
conspicuous objects are two magnificent cypresses with velvet
foliage, which rise near the east end of the church. It is
this picturesqueness which constitutes the charm of domestic
buildings of the Byzantine style, to which all these monas-
teries belong; for they cannot aspire to beauty, and the few
which are built regularly are far from pleasing. As wood
is so much used as a material for building, many parts of
these structures must be of a comparatively late date; but
still they represent to us very fairly the original edifices,
in consequence of the conservative and traditionary spirit of
the Greek Church, which appears nowhere so strikingly as
on Athos, in accordance with which every part, when it
falls into decay, is repaired so as to correspond in style,
even if it is not exactly similar, to the original design.

Let us now visit what in all the monasteries is the most
important building, the central church, entering at the west end,
and observing as we pass, the subjects of the frescoes, which
are disposed in regular order along the walls. We first find
ourselves in the proaulion or poreh, a corridor, supported on
the outside by light pillars, running the whole width of the
building : in this part are represented scenes from the Apoca-
lypse, especially the punishment of the wicked ; and in one
place there are pictures of the (Ecumenical Councils, that of
Nice being particularly striking. In this, Athanasius is
represented as a young man stooping down to write the Creed,
while Arius is in the act of disputing between his two great
adversaries, Spiridion and Nicholas, and on the right of this
group is a band of Arians, dressed as philosophers, some of
whom are coming into the council chamber to recant their
errors, while the rest are being driven into a prison by a man
armed with a club. Passing onward from the proaulion, we
enter the first narthex or antechapel, which contains represen-
tations of various forms of martyrdom: on either side of the
central door, which leads into the sccond narthex, are figures
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of SS. Peter and Paul. These narthekes, which are divided by
walls from one another and from the body of the church,
seem originally to have been intended for catechumens and
penitents, and must have been introduced into the monastic
churches more for the sake of maintaining the usual type,
than with a view to actual use: as it is, they are employed
for the celebration of the more ordinary services, and when
the body of the church is too small for the number of wor-
shippers, they serve to provide additional room. In the
second narthex are frescoes of saints and hermits, who look
down in grim solemnity from the walls; the hermits espe-
cially are most striking objects, being almost human skeletons,
and stark naked, except for their long grey beards, which
reach to the ground. From this we pass into the main body
of the church, which is in the form of a Greek cross, with a
central cupola supported on four pillars, which symbolize the
four Evangelists. At the east end and in the transepts are semi-
cupolas, but the whole of the sanctuary is concealed by the
iconostase, a wooden screen, reaching nearly to the roof, and
most elaborately carved and gilt, in which are set pictures
of our Lord and saints, The position of two of the frescoes
in this part is universally the same in all the monasteries :
in the cupola is a colossal figure of the Saviour, and over
the western door of entrance a representation of the Repose
(kotumois) of the Virgin.  Other parts of the walls are
covered with Scripture subjects, and generally in one of the
transepts is a group of young warrior saints, among whom
St. George is always conspicuous, From the drum of the
cupola hangs an elegant brass coronal, and from this are
suspended silver lamps, small Byzantine pictures, and ostrich
eggs, which are said to symbolize faith, according to a strange
but beautiful fable, that the ostrich hatches its eggs by gazing
steadfastly at them: within this coronal again is a large
chandelier. The floor is ornamented in parts with opus
Alexandrinum, a kind of inlaid work in white marble, por-
phyry, and verd antique; and here and there are placed lecterns,
elaborately decorated with mother of pearl and tortoiseshell.
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Mosaic work is rare on Athos, though in some places, as at
Vatopedi and Lavra, there are most curious specimens of it.
Where it is found, it is a proof of great antiquity in the build-
ing, for it was not used in edifices of the later Byzantine style.
The stalls are ranged all round the sides, and are provided
with musereres, which, however, are seldom used, as the monks
generally stand during the whole service.

At first sight the general appearance of the building seems
rather marred by the multiplicity of details erowded into so
small a space ; but when the eye is once accustomed to this,
the effect is magnificent, from the brilliancy of the ornaments
and the harmonious, though sober colours of the frescoes. In
the Byzantine pictures, as well as the frescoes, which one sees
on Athos, the drawing and perspective are generally bad, and
when the description of strong passions or violent action is
attempted, they are often indeseribably grotesque; and we
look in vain for the delicacy and spirituality of Fra Angelico :
but the more passive feelings, such as humility, resignation,
and devotion, are often admirably expressed, with a grace and
sweetness which are rarely found in the specimens by which
Byzantine art is represented in Western Furope* There was,
however, one artist of real power, some of whose frescoes still
remain in the peninsula, called Panselenus, a name little
known away from Athos. He lived in the 11th or 12th
century, and is called by Didron “the Raphael, or rather the
Giotto, of the Byzantine school.” His most famous works are
in the church at Caryes, and consist of single figures and
groups of saints, the drapery and arrangement of which are
excellent, and the faces full of originality and power. There
are also frescoes attributed to him in the monasteries of
Pantocratoros and Lavra, and though we are naturally suspi-
cious of the indiscriminate use of a distingnished name, yet
these are so superior to the ordinary pictures, as to make it
probable that they are by his hand.

* M. Didron says (““Manuel d'Iconographie Chrétienne,” p. xiv.): “ILa
heauté des anciens ouvrages de cette éeole est incontestable.” e attributes
the oldest of the frescoes to the ninth century.
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Returning to the external porch of the church, we see two
Semantra, or instruments for calling the brethren to prayers.
One of these is a long flat board, narrow in the centre, so
that it may be grasped by one hand while it is struck with
a wooden mallet by the other. The second is of iron, re-
sembling a piece of the tire of a wheel, which is struck with
a hammer. The monotonous sound of these instruments
may often be heard in the dead of night, summoning the
caloyers to the midnight service. Outside the west end of the
church is an elegant cupola supported on pillars, inside which
is a stone basin, in which the holy water is Dblessed, which
is used in the ceremonies of the Epiphany, and in other rites
of the Greek Church. Opposite this is the refectory (rpdmeta),
a building in the form of a Latin cross, along the walls of
which inside are ranged small stone tables, one of which at
the further end is placed so as to form a high table. At the
angle where one of the transepts joins the nave, is a pulpit,
attached to the wall, from which the homily is read during
meals. DMost of the refectories are decorated with frescoes of
saints along the side walls, and a representation of the Last
Supper over the high table; but here the structure is of a
recent date, and consequently plain, as the monks have not
yet been able to afford the decorations. Over the entrance of
the refectory is a bell-tower, in the lower story of which a
new library has been constructed ; to this some of the books
are being removed from the old library, a confined room over
the church porch. The contents of these libraries consist
mainly of Greek ecclesiastical writings, together with a fair
number of classical authors, and mathematical works: I
noticed also a good many books published at Venice at the
beginning of this century. In this library there is a curious
Greek translation of Goldsmith's History of Greece, which was
“well spoken of” by the monks. The best account of the
libraries generally, will be found in Dr. Hunt’s notice in
Walpole’s Turkey; of the MSS. a full description is given in
Mr. Curzon’s Monasteries of the Levant. Many of these are
fine works of art; but the effects of damp and neglect are
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sadly visible. The most precious of all, however, which
belongs to the monastery of Chilandari, is in perfect preser-
vation, from having been kept in the church along with the
sacred relics. It is a 4to Greek MS. of St.John’s Gospel, of
about the 12th century, written in gold letters on white
vellum, and was presented to the monastery by the Emperor
Andronicus Comnenus. But the finest ¢lluminated MS. which
we saw, is the property of the monks of Docheiareiu, and
seems to have escaped the notice of Mr. Curzon. It is a book
of Lives of Saints, of the 11th century, decorated with minia-
tures of the saints, most delicately executed, and initial letters
bordered with exquisite arabesques. It is possible that
unknown literary treasures may still be concealed in these
libraries ; but they have been so carefully examined by savants
from Russia and elsewhere, that it is hardly likely.

Among the other buildings which are most worthy of
notice, are the kitchen, a curious square building, in the
centre of which is the hearth, and a large chimney running
up through the roof; the underground cellars, which contain
some huge tuns; and the numerous chapels and oratories
which are found in all parts of the building. There are as
many as twenty-two of these;* and one, which is built
near the gateway, contains a miraculous picture of the Virgin,
the story of which is worth relating, as a specimen of the
numerous legends which abound on Athos, and are believed
and told by the monks with the simplest faith. It was cast
into the sea near Nicwa, but was carried safely to the Holy
Mountain.  When it had been brought to the monastery, and
the monks were deliberating where they should place it, it
knocked several times on a spot close to the gate, to signify
that her chapel should be erected there; and from this
circumstance she is called the Portaitissa, or Portress. In
one part there is a scar, where an unbeliever stuck his lance
into it ; blood issued immediately, and the malefactor was
converted, and died a saint. He is represented in a fresco in

* 1t is sald that there are in all 935 churches, chapels, and oratories on the
oly Moeuntain,
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the narthex of the chapel, where he is called “ The Barbarian
Saint.” The face of the picture, like most of the sacred
paintings of the Greek Church, is in the hardest style ; but it
is surrounded by embossed work, or sheathing, of gold, which
is covered with the most magnificent jewels. A copy of it
was taken to Russia, in the 17th century, by order of the
Patriarch Nicon, and is still to be seen at Moscow.*

As a description of the monasteries would be incomplete
without a notice of the relics, I will add a few words about
them. They are mainly composed of heads, limbs, and bones
of saints, partially cased in silver, and pieces of the true
cross, which are frequently surrounded by filigree and flower-
work in metal, of great antiquity, and the most exquisite
workmanship. The caskets in which these are kept are often
superb specimens of the goldsmith’s art, and ornamented with
diamonds, extremely rare from their antiquity, and pearls,
rubies, and emeralds of immense size, and for the most part
uncut. As works of art, however, they are not appreciated
by the monks, who value the relics themselves, and not their
decorations. They are always kept behind the iconostase,
near the holy table, and are brought out and arranged on
a kind of desk, when they are to be shown to pilgrims and
visitors. It was curious to observe the various degrees of
respect with which they were treated in different monasteries.
Generally the candles were lighted in their honour, and the
priest who handled them put on his stole (émirpayiiiov) ;
but in some places the caloyers treated them with the utmost
veneration, keeping silence in their presence, and kissing
them fervently ; in others they treated the exhibition more as
a matter of course; and here and there they knew very
little about them. Actual carelessness or irreverence we
never saw ; but at the Lavra, one of the superiors, named
Melchizedech, a man of vast proportions, and overflowing
with fun and humour, observed aside to our dragoman,

* See Stanley’s ¢ Eastern Church,” p. 424. The legend, with some variations

from the account given me by the monks, is related at length in the ““ Travels
of Macarius,” vol. iL. p, 172



108 FACATION TOURISTS, AND [MouxT Atmios.

“When I am dead, and they preserve my relics, it will cost
the monastery a precious lot to case my head with silver!”
As a specimen of one of the smaller convents, we will take
the Cwnobite establishment of Simopetra, or the rock of
Simon the Anchorite, which is built in a steep position
about half-way down the cliffs of the western side. We
approached it from the sea, for the precipices between this
and the monastery of St. Paul, from which we came, are so
tremendous, and the paths so bad, that the monks do not like
their mules to go that way, Accordingly we were provided
with a boat and two naval caloyers (vavrirol kahoyepor), who
rowed us to a tiny port, provided with a pier and landing-
place, above which the monastery towers, perched on a rock,
at a height of 800 feet. Shortly after our arrival a monk
appeared, and finding that we wanted our saddle-bags carried
up, took out a large speaking-trumpet, and shouted through
it to the monastery, in Greck, “two mules,” (860 uvhdpea).
He was answered from ahove, and not long after, as we
sauntered up the zigzag path, we met the animals on
their way down. Just below the monastery the ground is
carefully made into terraces, where vegetables are grown,
while vines and gourds trail over the high supporting walls.
From these rises the perpendicular rock, on which the building
stands, isolated on all sides from the surrounding ground,
except at the back, where it is joined to the cliffs by an
aqueduct with two rows of arches. The upper part of its
high walls is lined with wooden balconies and corridors, which
are supported on projecting brackets, and rise, tier above tier,
to the roof, with the most picturesque irregularity. Inside,
the huildings are most curiously packed away. In the lower
part are the storehiouses, between the side walls and the upper
part of the rock, which crops out in the interior court; the
court itself is so narrow, that the whole building has been
roofed over, the light penetrating by side windows, and a
variety of openings and erevices.  In consequence of this, the
churell is not isolated as in most of the monasteries, but
closely surrounded by the other buildings; and its walls are
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pierced with numerous windows for a Dyzantine edifice, in
order to admit more light into the interior. The forms with
which a traveller is received on his arrival are universally
the same; after delivering the letter of the Synod to the
porter, who carries it to the Hegumen, he is conducted to the
guest-chamber, one of the best rooms in the monastery, gene-
rally commanding a superb view, where he is regaled with
sweetmeats, arrack, cold water, and coftfee ; and when he is
supposed to be sufticiently rested, he receives a visit from the
superiors and some of the more intelligent monks, who,
before their departure, inquire if he would like to “ eat bread.”

Having thus taken a survey of the buildings of the
monasteries, let us inquire what is the employment of the
pale grave men, with long beards and flowing hair, dressed
in dark blue serge gowns and high caps, who move about
their courts and corridors. But first, perhaps, it may he
well for us to notice some of the points in which they differ
from our ordinary ideas of monastic life.

In the first place, then, only a small proportion of these
monks are clergy, and the clerical office is in no way con-
nected with the monastic profession. Even in the large
establishments, such as Vatopedi and Iveron, it is not usual
to find more than ten or twelve of the community in Holy
Orders; and at Philotheu, the smallest of the monasteries,
there were but three priests, just emough to carry on the
services. Still less are they teachers or missionaries, except
in one instance, the Bulgarian monastery of Chilandari, where
of late years a system has been established of sending a
number of ordained monks into Bulgaria on a sort of home
mission, to assist the parish priests in extensive districts.
This “ Apostolic” system, as they call it, is said to have
worked well, but it is wholly an excrescence from the
monastic life of Athos. Again, they are not students or
learned men, though, from the way in which the books have
been used and marked in the libraries, there is evidence that
there were such among them in former times; and they have
traditions of a period, shortly before the taking of Constan-
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tinople, when teachers went out from this place, as a centre,
to the whole of the Eastern Church: mnow, however, the
libraries are rarely opened, and the monks do not pretend
to make study a part of their occupations; though, at the
same time, they profess a desire for learning, and take more
care of their books ; and some of the monasteries have lately
sent some of their younger members to the University of
Athens. A few of the monks we found to be acquainted
with the ancient Greek authors. One remarkably intelligent
young fellow, who had left his convent on a former occasion,
against the will of the hegumen, in order to get instruction
at Athens, amused us by remarking, “I don’t get on par-
ticularly well with Ilellenic (ancient Greek); Xenophon and
some other authors I can read easily enough, but 1 find the
speeches in Thueydides so very hard!” We consoled him
by telling him that he was not singular in his difficulties,
Modern languages are almost entirely unknown ; only a very
few could speak a little French or Italian; and theology, to
which, at least, one would expect some time to be devoted, is
hardly in a better condition. In fact, the great proportion
of the caloyers are of the class of peasants and artisans, and
are wholly uneducated and ignorant. But the ludierous
inexperience of ordinary things, which has been attributed
to them, does not generally exist now; for in almost all
the convents one of the Constantinople or Athens journals
is taken in, and some of the monks read the Greek news-
paper published in London, the DBretannikos Aster, so that
they are able to talk about the ordinary subjects of the day,
though regarding them from a very distant point of view,

But if the monks of Athos are neither clergy, nor
missionaries, nor students, yet they realize the primitive
idea of monasticism in a way in which it is not realized
elsewhere.  When Antony and his followers withdrew to
the deserts of Egypt, their object was not the pursuit of
learning or the benefit of their fellow men, but retirement
from a dangerous and distracting world, and leisure for
devotion and religious exercises. This idea of monastic life
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is still maintained in the Eastern Church; and accordingly,
as in those early times there was no distinction of monastic
orders, so here one rule alone is followed, that established
by St. Basil. Six or seven hours of every day, and more
on Sundays, are occupied by the Church services; and on
some of the greater festivals the almost incredible time of
from sixteen to twenty hours is spent in church* Their
life is ome of the sternest bodily mortification. In the
Ccenobite convents they mnever touch meat, and rarely in
the Idiorrhythmic. Nearly half the days in the ycar are
fast days, and on these they take only one meal, which is
generally composed of bread, vegetables, and water; and
during the first three days of Lent, those whose constitutions
can stand it, eat nothing. In addition to this, they never get
- an unbroken night’s rest, as the first service commences
hetween 1 and 2 AM. The remainder of their time which
is not occupied in public prayer, is spent by the superiors
in the management of the affairs of their society, and by the
Jower monks in various menial ocecupations which are re-
quired of them. There is, however, a class intermediate
between these two, whose time cannot be so easily accounted
for. In the Idiorrhythmic convents any person who pays
on entrance a sum equal to about 45/ of our money, becomes
permanently free from any obligation to work in the monas-
tery. Those who are on this footing must have a considerable
amount of spare time, and, as far as we could discover, but
scanty means of employing it. In some of the Ccenobite
monasteries the brethren work in the fields, but even in
these it is only for a few hours in the day; and in general
this kind of labour, and other outdoor employments, such
as fishing, ave left to the seculars.

When we inquired what constituted the attractiveness of
this seemingly uninviting life, we constantly received the
same reply. Tranquillity (jovyia); rest of body and soul;

* For an account of the services, and other details connected with the
monasteries, the reader is referred to an elaborate and impartial article in the
Christian Remembrancer for April, 1851, to which I am much indebted.
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which was valued by some as freeing them from temptation,
and giving them time for devotion, by others as securing
them comparative ease ; by the greater nuinber, probably, from
a mixture of these two feelings. But to the Christian subjects
of the Porte, the great attraction is the security which they
enjoy here, and freedom from the ill-treatment and exactions
to which they are exposed elsewhere, as every one knows
who has travelled in the interior of European Turkey.

The most thoroughly monastic group that we saw, was in
the small and secluded Ceenobite monastery of Constamonitn,
one of the very few which do not command a sea view. On
our arrival, we were ushered into the guest-chamber, a small
gloomy room, where we were soon after visited by the
Hegumen, a kind hearty old man, and very simple in his
ideas, having been very little away from Athos; yet we soon
discovered that he knew everything of what was going on in
Europe and Ainerica ; he was even aware that in England we
used steam-machinery in agriculture; and a smile of grim
satisfaction played over his features, as he spoke of the
probable downfall of the Papacy®* While we were talking
with him, there came in a very old man, so veuerable in his
appearance, that the most thoughtless person could not but
have risen up in his presence. IHis flowing beard was snowy
white, his limbs spare and ascetic, so that he looked more like
one of the ancient hermits, than any one else that we saw.
He was born in Mitylene, and was employed in a merchant’s
business in BEgypt at the time of Napoleon’s expedition :
after this he retired to the convent of Mount Sinai, and when
he had spent three years there, came in 1809 to Athos, where

* At Cutlumusi and other monasteries, there is a cwious tradition, that they
were destroyed by the Pope of Rome, who came here ““ about the time of the
great schism.”  The foundation of this was, probably, some attack of the
crusaders at the time of the Fourth Crusade; or the expedition of the
Emperor Michael Paleologus to force the monks to accept the terms of the
Coneordat of Lyons, on which oceasion they suflered great injury at his hands.
"The name Caryes, which, as 1 have before mentioned, means ¢ The Hazels,” is
derived by many of the monks from Kdpa (a head), in accordance with a story
that the Pope cut off the heads of all  the representatives of that period, and
placed then round the Protaton, or principal church of the place.
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he had remained ever since. He had been tutor to the old
Hegumen, with whom he had maintained a warm and
unbroken friendship. The man who waited on us, was a
tall gaunt caloyer, with a hard Scotch cast of features, who
might have sat for a likeness of a Covenanter. He talked
with fervour of the protection afforded to them by the sacred
relics, of the devoted lives of some of the hermits, their
prophetic power, and the need of sternly subjugating the
passions, in order to gain an insight into the higher spiritual
mysteries, until at last he looked almost like one inspired,
and his utterance became so indistinet, that we could under-
stand but little of what he said. The sight of these three
men together in the dark monastic chamber was one not to
be forgotten ; and it is a characteristic instance of the hospi-
tality of the Holy Mountain, that, though they were sternly
fasting, they pressed us to feast on the best of what they had,
and the Covenanter replenished our wine-glasses.

The principal difference between the life in the sketes and
retreats, and that in the monasteries, consists in the amount
of manual labour which is performed in the former. In
these reside most of the artisans, by whom the shops at
Caryes, and through them the monasteries, are provided with
clothing and other necessary articles. In consequence of their
laborious occupations, their inmates are considered to live a
very severe life, and I was certainly far more favourably im-
pressed with these societies than with the convents. As a
skete is an association of retreats, it may be sufficient to
describe the sort of life that is met with in these.

As we were on our way to ascend the peak, we stopped to
leave our baggage-mule at the Retreat of St. Demetrius, one
of the few buildings which stand at the south end of the
peninsula, where the ground descends with great steepness to
the sea. It contained twelve mcnks, engaged in different
occupations, but working for a common stock. The sloping
hill-side below is covered with well-tended vineyards, which
are cultivated by the monks themselves, and afford a proof of
their careful husbandry. Outside, the building has nothing

I
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to distinguish it from an ordinary cottage ; in one part of the
interior is a little chapel, and the rest is occupied by the cells
and workshops of the inmates. Going into one of the rooms,
I found a painter sitting by a window, which opened out on
a lovely gorge, and engaged in painting on a thick block
of wood a picture in cxactly the same style as those from
which the early Italian artists copied. e was a small
emaciated delicate-looking man, with a pensive countenance,
and quite realized my idea of a mediweval artist. He wore the
Great Habit (uéya oyfipa), a kind of breast-plate or stomacher
of a woollen material, worked with a cross and other devices,
which is a sign of the highest grade of monastic austerity. He
was so intent on hiswork,thatat first he hardlynoticed me ; and
I watehed him for some time, as he worked on without a copy,
and yet too rapidly and mechanically to allow me to suppose
that he was painting from imagination. However, when Tasked
him some questions, and he saw that 1 was interested in his
art, he put down his brush, and showed me the secret of his
inspiration—the “Guide to Painting” of Dionysius of Agrapha,
which has been translated into French by M. Didron, under
the title of “ Manuel d’Teconographie Chrétienne,” from a MS.
which he obtained from Athos. This remarkable book, com-
piled at an unknown, but very early period, by a man who
professed himself a diligent student of the works of Pan-
selenus, contains the explanation of the singular uniformity
of design in the paintings, both ancient and modern, of the
Greek Church, as it is composed of rules, very often of a
minute deseription, for the treatment of all kinds of sacred
subjects, specifying the position and attitudes of the figures,
the expression of the faces, and the back-grounds and accom-
paniments.  The art of painting has existed uninterruptedly
on Athos, and it has possessed, and still possesses, so many
artists, that we may say with M. Didron, “¢’est veritablement
I'Ttalie de T'lglise Orientale.”  Another art which employs
many of the monks, is that of wood-carving, an elaborate
specimen of which was being prepared, at the time of our
visit, to be sent to the Great Xxhibition of 1862,
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On one occasion I was fortunate enough to have an inter-
view with a hermit. In one part of the road between the
monasteries of Docheiareiu and Constamonitu, where the
path lies along the beach, we had stopped for my companion
to gather some pebbles, when our dragoman, looking up the
steep cliffs, exclaimed that he saw a man standing at some
distance above us. Guessing what he might be, I dismounted,
and scrambled up twenty or thirty feet to the mouth of a
cave, where I found a dark hollow-cheeked man, clothed in a
single garment of rough cloth. In the inner part of the cave,
which was divided off from the rest by a low wall, was his
bed of straw, and one book of prayers was lying on the wall.
In this place he lived both winter and summer. He came
originally from Argyro-Castro, in Albania, and had served for
some years as a corporal in the army of the king of Greece;
but after a time he was seized with a desire for the life of
retirement, and came as a caloyer to the skete of St. Anne.
After remaining there for three years, he devoted himself to
the life of a hermit, in which he had passed his time for
seven years. His food was brought to him from the neigh-
bouring monasteries. e spoke distinetly, like a man who
had had some education ; and slowly, as one unaccustomed
to conversation. As we were looking down on the tumbling
waves, 1 said to him, before leaving, “ Here you have near
you God and the sea” “Ah!” he replied, “we are all
sinners ;7 as if to deprecate the idea that he was on a higher
spiritual level than other men, His answer illustrates the
entire absence of pretension which we observed among the
monks : they never represented themselves as more learned,
or more religious, or having higher aims than was really the
case ; and when they had devoted themselves to the monastic
life from mixed motives, they did not hesitate to avow it,

One principal object which we had in view in visiting
Athos at this time, was to be present at the festival of the
Transfiguration, which is celebrated on the summit of the
peak on the 6th of August (Old Style). Any monk from any
of the monasteries is welcome to attend it, though it is quite a

T

i
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voluntary matter; and we found that they regarded the
mountain expedition not by any means as a member of the
Alpine Club would have regarded it, but in the light of a
pilgrimage. We had arranged our plans so as to arrive at
the Lavra,® which is the nearest monastery, two days before :
the monks, however, we found, had already started, to make
their preparations. On the afternoon of the day preceding
the festival, we rode to the Retreat of St. Demetrius ; and from
thence ascended through forests by an extremely steep mule-
track, commanding views of indeseribable beauty, until about
sunset we arrived at a chapel of the Virgin, situated in the
midst of grassy slopes, on a rocky projection of the mountain,
just where the trees begin to cease. From this point, the two
other peninsulas, which form the trident of Chalecidice, were
visible, and to the south the line of small islands which run
off from the north of Eubeea ; far below us a steamer was
making its way like a fly on the water. A few monks were
here, preparing, in an immense stew-pan, the viands for the
next day—a suspicious-looking mess of fish and vegetables,
of which they gave us a dish for supper. After this repast,
we commenced the ascent on foot, accompanied by two
monks, one of whom was a sportsman, and carried his gun, a
curious contrast to his monastic dress, and talked, with
evident satisfaction, of the price which wild boars fetched,
when killed and exported. Before long the other monk and
our dragoman fell into the rear; but our sporting friend was
in training, and we soon found ourselves rapidly mounting
by a rough, zigzag path, and scaling the white marble sum-
mits, which looked almost like snow-peaks in the light of the
brilliant moon. After about an hour of this work, when we
had almost reached the top, we sat down, to wait for our com-
panions, to listen to the tinkling bells of the mules in the
distance, and to wateh the moonbeams streaming on the

* The name Lavra, or Laura, signifies a street of cells, the early form
of a monastery (Smith’s Gibbon,iv. 319; Kingsley’s ¢ Hypatia,” 4). It is
applied to this place, as being the monastery par excellence : it was once the
largest on Athos, but has declined of late years.
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water thousands of feet below us. Our sportsman whiled
away the time Dby relating to us some of the legends of the
mountain; how, before the birth of Christ, a heathen image had
existed on the summit ; ¥ and how St. Athanasius, the founder
of the Lavra, had destroyed it; and how, when he was build-
ing his monastery, the devil, according to the story so common
throughout Christendom, had thrown down the stones by night
which he had put together by day. Several other legends have
at different times gathered round this peak, some of which, re-
lating to the absence of wind, and the extraordinary dryness of
the air, are mentioned by Sir John Maundeville in the fourteenth
century.} Another tradition is said to have related, that it was
on this mountain that Satan placed our Lord at the temptation ;
and here, in 1821, just before the Greek Revolution, a cross of
light was seen by themonks, with the words—“In this conquer.”}
At present however, there is no trace remaining of these legends,

The summit of thie mountain rises to so sharp a point, that
it only just leaves room for a small chapel, dedicated to the
Transfiguration, on the north side of which the crags descend
in tremendous precipices, while to the south is a narrow plat-
form of rock, a few feet wide, from which again the cliffs tall
rapidly away. As we approached from the east, we first
heard the sound of chaunting from within the chapel, and when
we came round to the platform in front, a scene appeared
which I shall never forget. Distinctly seen in the moonlight
were the weird ghostly figures of the monks, closely wrapped
in their gowns, with long dark beards, and unshorn locks,
some sitting close to the window of the little chapel, where
service was going on; some lying about in groups, like the
figures of the three apostles in Raphael’s picture of the
Transfiguration ; and on going about to different points, we
could see them lying relieved against the white rocks, or
dimly seen in the dark shadows—themselves “a shadowy
band.” There were about sixty of them, besides a number of

* There seems to have been an altar to Zeus here, as on many ‘“high places ”
in Greece : see Pomp. Mela, ii. 2. 1 Maundeville’s ““ Travels,” p. 20.
1 Sir G. F. Bowen’s ¢ Mount Athos, Thessaly, and Albania,” p. 52.
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tussian pilgrims.  We were not less an object of wonder to

them than they were to us. They even forgot the nsual salu-
tations. “Where do you come from ?” (dwo wod elofe) was
all that they could say. We told them we were Englishmen,
and that we came from the Lavra; on learning which, they
brought us to the wood fire they had lighted, and made some
coffee for us. In connexion with the fire, the classical reader
will remember that this peak was one of the stations of the
fire-heacons which carried Agamemnon’s telegram to Clytem-
nestra. At intervals, as we sat there, the priest came out, ar-
rayed in gorgeous vestments, and swung the incense about us;
until at last, as the vigil service lasted the whole night, I betook
myself to a small cornice in the rock, where I slept, wrapped
in my plaid, for a couple of hours; after whieh I lay awake,
gazing up into the bright heaven, and feeling the strange sensa-
tion of being elevated on such a rocky pinnacle, with nothing
but sea and sky around—ecwlum undique et undique pontus.
One could almost realize the feelings of Simeon Stylites.

At dawn the service ceased, and the monks kissed one
another, and were sprinkled with holy water. When the sun
rose, the shadow of the peak was projected over sea and land
to the west, in a distinetly marked pyramid; but daylight
added little to the view, as the greater part of the peninsulas
of Athos and Sithonia had been visible during the night, and
the distance was hazy. Eight of the monasteries, however,
could be distinguished, and the expanse of sea was an extra-
ordinary sicht. On a clear day, both Ida and Olympus may be
seen, Ilalf an hour after sunrise, the Eucharistie service—
the Liturgy, as it is called—commenced ; and at its conclusion,
a bunch of grapes was brought in and blessed, this heing the
first day on which they are allowed to be eaten. They then
descended the mountain by the zigzag path in companies,
singing psalms: and, after breakfasting on the grass by the
Chapel of the Virgin, we dispersed to our several destinations.*

= The theological dispute about the uncreated light of Tabor, to which this

festival carries us back (see Gibbon, vil. 404), is now wholly forgotten, and
the name of the monk Barlaam almost nuknown,
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Our estimate of these monasteries will vary, according as
we fix our thoughts on the present or the past. Trobably
a considerable number of the monks regard the monastic
system in no other light than as a source of personal benefit to
themselves. The theory, however, which the more thoughtful
of them maintain, is this: that these bodies serve as an
example of holy life, as they contain a number of men devoted
to piety and religion ; that they maintain intact the old customs
and prineiples ; that their constant prayers are a support to
the Church; and that in prosperous times they become seats
of learning. Iow far this theory, even supposing it to be
tenable, is carried out in practice, may be gathered from the
fact, that onr dragoman, a trustworthy man, assured us, that
he had never heard so much foul and disgusting language as
in the conversation of the lower monks, among whom he was
thrown. We are not to suppose that this applies to the
conversation of the ordinary monks, but to a certain nunber
of mauvais sujets, who are to be found in each monastery ;
yet it is in part the result of the system. Take a number
of uneducated peasants from any country, separate them
from female society, and give them a certain amount of
leisure ; the result will be, that even the purest religious
influences, unalloyed by superstition, will not prevent a large
amount of evil from being fostered among them. Notwith-
standing that we find much that is pleasing in the life of
the monks, and that striet morality is enforced by their rigid
discipline, yet we cannot but draw the conclusion, that
Fastern monastic life has here been tried on a large scale, is
displayed to the greatest advantage—and has failed.

But, whatever may be their faults, and however false in a
healthy state of the Church the monastic system may be, yet,
looking to the past, we must remember, that they were once
to a certain extent strongholds of learning, and still more,
strongholds of faith in the midst of unbelievers. To one who
reads, however cursorily, the history of the Greek Church,
the great source of wonder is, not that its faith has been
overlaid by superstition, hut that it has retained its Chyis-
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tianity at all; and to this the monasteries have in no slight
degree contributed. Besides this, they have served as refuges
for the persecuted, and for those perplexed by the distractions
and confusions of the world. Thousands have been saved
from suicide by their means. And from this point of view,
the need of them cannot be said to have wholly passed
away; for as long as the Turks remain in Kurope, the
Christians will be persecuted, and as long as they are per-
secuted, they will need a refuge.

It is a difficult matter to speculate on what may be the
future of the Holy Mountain. It was a subject on which we
often talked to the monks, and they invariably connected
their own future with the political future of Turkey. When
the happy period arrives, to which all Greeks look forward,
when they are to regain Constantinople, Athos, they think,
may once more become the learned place which they believe
it to have been in former times. Yet some of them were not
slow to see that freedom would open to men various sources of
occupation, which would cause them to be less disposed for
the monastic calling. It may also be doubted how far an -
educational system can be engrafted on the present life of
the place, as the experiment was tried in the last century by
Eugenius Bulgaris, of Corfu, who built a school here, which
succeeded admirably for a time, and attracted students from
all parts of Greece, but failed at last, from various causes,
and now remains a ruin. Yet this is the best thing which
we can hope for them. We should not wish to see so
venerable an institution destroyed, root and branch, if it is
possible by any means to adapt it to the exigencies of a
coming time. Will any of us live to see the day, when the
Christian sovereign of an independent Byzantine empire will
issue a commission to inquire into the state, discipline, studies,
and revenues of the University and Colleges of Mount Athos ?
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4. THE AMAZON, AND RIO MADEIRA.
BY THE REV. CHARLES YOUNG.

I HAD an opportunity last year of fulfilling a long cherished
project. From childhood nothing in nature has had a greater
attraction for me than trees, and a giant tree, such as that
of which the bark exists in the Crystal Palace, has been the
height of my ambition among the sights of nature. As far
as I could discover, the largest specimens were to be found
in California, but Humboldt’'s writings, and other works, led
me to believe, that also between the Amazon and Orinoco
were to be found trees which fifteen men with linked hands
could hardly embrace. Moreover, I was anxious to kill two
birds with one stone, and to see at the same time tropical
vegetation, and the abundant flowers of a South American
forest. I therefore made Brazil my goal rather than
California. 1In the dearth of precise information, concerning
the remote and untravelled parts to which I was going, 1
was obliged to trust largely to what I should be able to learn
on arrival, as to the best point to make for, in order to find
trees of transcendent height and girth.

As T was to travel alone, T was anxious to procure some
letters of introduction ; four or five came to my hands within
a few hours of the vessel’s starting, a great consolation, cer-
tainly, though I was determined to have gone, had I had no
other letter of introduction but my passport. I may be
allowed to mention gratefully Mr. Nicholson, who gave me
a letter to Mr. Edward Ryder, an American merchant at
Pernambuco ; Mr. Singlehurst, who sent me a letter to Mr.
Brocklehurst, his partner at Pard ; Admiral Grenfell, who gave
me letters to the captains of the ports of Pernambuco and
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Pard ; and Sir Woodbine Parish, who not only introduced
me to the consuls, but took the trouble to apply to the
Foreign Office on my behalf.

My friends had universally reprobated my proceedings as
rash ; it was therefore with the exultation of a successful
truant that I heard the parting cheers of the vessel’s tender,
and knew that there was no stopping one now.

The vessel on which T found myself was the Aflford
Ilaven, a screw steamer of the Anglo-Luso-Brazilian line,
which has since, I am sorry to say, succumbed from want of
a subsidy. It sailed under the Portuguese flag, so that
besides the English captain there was a Portuguese captain,
who, without disparaging my fellow-countrymen, was really
one of the finest men I ever saw, and with the most fasci-
nating smile and address. The crew consisted of English,
Portuguese, and mnegroes, a motley mixture which already
introduced one to Brazil. As for my fellow-passengers, all were
going for duty or business; one familiar with Drazil, who was
going on business, told me that he would give a thousand
pounds to avoid the journey. “Is there then so muech risk?” I
asked. “Oh yes,” he said, “the climate used to be very healthy,
but of late years the yellow fever has passed over from the
west coast of Africa (which it has left healthy) to the coast of
Brazil.” One and all expressed themselves astonished at my
going for pleasure, and to sce big trees of all things in the
world—« What an idea!” The yellow fever formed a
frequent topie of conversation; one of the passengers told
me that he had nursed a man through an attack of it for
nine days, and the doctor had assured him that he had saved
his life.  This man met him afterwards, and—cut himn !  We
lost four days in the Bay of Biseay, unable to make way
against the waves and a head-wind.  But it was a glorious
sight, this free and mighty life of the floods lifting up their
hands.  One element of Dbeauty in the storm was the
prismatic licht which hung upon the edge of every wave,
like an cmblem of hope in the midst of despair.

We had left Liverpool on Augnst 25: on September 2
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we reached Lisbon, which broke the voyage agreeably ; it lies
a little distance up the Tagus, amid a wilderness of reddish
rocks, as seen from the water, but their shapes are beautiful,
and to its contrast with these, Cintra owes much of its
notoriety. There was no time to visit this place, and T con-
tented myself with getting a general idea of the city. Tt forms
a sort of erescent, standing upon several hills on the left bank
of the river as you ascend it. The streets are as steep, many of
them, as the roads of Linton, in Devonshire, if they arve not
steeper. Among grey and respectable buildings, are huddled
houses with as many colours as Harlequin’s, and of all heights
and elevations ; trellises of vines, with large oleanders, the
myrtle, the acacia, the tamarisk, the olive, and the small
cedar, appear as if in hanging gardens; and up and down
the streets, or leaning from the balconies, or gazing through
jalousies, you see a swart brown people, whose eyes and
dress are alike staring. Red is a favourite colour.

Next afternoon we were off again, and I set myself in
earnest to study my Portuguese « Guide,” and to learn the
grammar well, for the streets of Lisbon had convinced me
of the necessity of more exertion in that respect. The
language to a Latin scholar is exceedingly easy in grammar
and construction ; the chief difficulty lies in the numerous
refinements of the pronunciation; very necessary to be
attended to, because a slight difference in the sound will
give to the same word an utterly different meaning ; and so
in thinking to pay a compliment, you perhaps insult a
person grievously.

We seemed now to have bid adieu to foul skies; the sea
beneath the bows had the deep colour of blue ink; the
awning was put up on deck; the trade winds began ; and one
became so absorbed in the little floating world with every
luxury of ecivilization, that it was not till dusk, when
standing alone at the stern, and removing one’s eyes from
the vessel, “shadowing with wings,” like a majestic bird of
night—it was not till then that one could realize we were
off the coast of Africa.
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In the morning haze, Patmos Isle loomed over us. A day
we stopped at that desolate red rock of the Cape de Verde
Islands. Leaving this, foul weather paid us a last visit.
It was rougher than the Bay of Biscay, and we lost another
four days.

The doctor believed, that with our doors and ports closed,
we had slept in a heat of 100 degrees, which he frankly styled
a Pandemonium. At this time we had our finest sunset—a
palace of emerald decked with gold and purple. Fair
weather returned ; large flat purple fish sped along in front
of the bows ; and one adventurous passenger fished for them
from the end of the bowsprit. He was a good swimmer,
but I don’t know how, in the event of falling, he would
have contended with the sharks, whose dorsal fins we had
seen not far from us.  As we drew near the line, the heavens
seemed lower, the stars larger and brighter; Mars, red and big,
hung over the mast-head; the moon was surpassingly clear
and gibbous, its dark body very distinctly seen. If one
turned one’s eyes upward, there lay over us the Milky Way,
like a silver tissue; if downwards, there lay under us a
golden tissue of fiery noctilucee, a path of light, from which
shapes like rockets fell away to right and left.

On the 20th we passed the line, and on the 23d I saw
with keen delight the long low coast of South America, barely
above the level of the sea, and gray with distant trees, steeped
in the light of the sun of the equator.  His heat had driven
me to the use of a little quinine, but I soon became acelima-
tised and ceased to take it. At twelve o'clock we were off
Pernambuco (the mouth of hell), so called from its frightful
recife, a ridge of rock which runs 400 or 500 miles along the
coast, and has few openings to admit vessels to the land.
The boats charge £1 to come off and on, and double that in
rough weather. Although the water was quite smooth, the
surf was breaking with tremendous violence against the recife,
and indicated what it might be on worse days.

I presented wmy letter of introduction to Mr. Ryder, think-
ing it would only procure me some advice; but to my agrecable
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surprise he invited me to stop at his house, if I would rough
it—a very unnecessary addition, since I never was in greater
luxury. I may mention for the sake of others who may be
less fortunate, Widow Raymond’s boarding-house, which seems
better than the hotels, at four milrees per day (ze. from
8s. 8d. to 9s.), or 100 milrees per month.

I found I must wait here a week, for the next coasting
steamer. A river divides the town. The houses are coloured
brightly—yellow, red, chocolate, lilac, green; among them
stand grey churches and cathedrals. In the streets you
meet the Portuguese, the merry negro (who seems to have a
light existence here), and the fine thin DBrazilian, together
with all mixtures of all these in all proportions; but in
Pernambuco I saw nothing of the Indian race. The negro
women adorn themselves like peacocks, bright scarlet and
bright green silk shawls, and a profusion of gold ornaments ;
but the green and gold lizard of the wall has a gayer mantle.

The fellow-passenger whom I mentioned in the opening of
this sketch, was to sleep at my host’'s; he drove us to his
house, which lay next the English elergyman’s, about a mile
from the city. The way lay among similar houses and
gardens, with the strange vegetation of a tropical climate.
There were the grey plumes of the palm-tree, the massy
mango with long leaves of dark green, the bright green flags
of the Dbanana, the feathery tamarisks and acacias, the
orange and lemon trees, and the bushes of the ecajoub, a
somewhat acid fruit, a pear in shape, a tomata in colour.
Alas ! it was the end of the wet season, therefore hut few
flowers remained ; yet there were some of a waxen texture,
pink and white ; others scarlet ; weeds with yellow and lilac
flowers crept on the ground ; the tree-top under my window
bore tufts of a lavender hue, over which the bees and
bemtivis seemed busy. These birds are so called from the
obtrusive observation they seem to be always making, “ Bem-
ti-vi;”—“1 saw you well.” They were a great annoyance
to my friend, an Irishman, who sounded an early alarnm at
my door, to inform me that “at four o’clock in the morning,
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all the cocks in Pernambuco begin to crow, and those
bemtivis begin directly afterwards, so there’s no sleeping
after that.”

A strange country. Overnight I had fancied a bat had
flown in my eyes, but it was only an enormous butterfly. As
[ strolled along in the moonlight, among low houses with
(uaint stone devices, the firefly darting in the trees, and
coming on low, pale, squalid figures, whose endless shades of
complexion between Dblack and brownish white told the tale
of their origin; and as they gazed at me with half shy, half
wild-beast eyes, I fancied myself in Milton’s Limbo rather
than on earth.

In the early morning, and near sunset, I searched the
suburbs ; there are some fine houses and gardens in the Rua
da Mondega. I remember a large white house with pale
oreen edgings, and a reddish brown roof. The garden was
divided by many rectangular paths running among beds
inclosed with squares of stone, decorated with blue and
white china vases. All the paths were covered with trellises
of vine, and in the beds I noticed a spiked plant like an aloe,
in hue like a copper beech, but much redder. A copper-
coloured negro lad and two large greyhounds completed the
picture. Ilorses passed in that extraordinary hobble which
they cultivate here, between a trot and a canter. In the Rua
da Bemfica were many fig-trees.  Gardens with statues sloped
to the river. Drazilian ladies clad in white lay indolently in
rocking-chairs, with their arms lolled behind their heads.

On the last of September, I was fortunate in having the
C'ruzetra do Sul, the largest and the fastest of the coast
steamers, to proceed by. A humming-bird, the first 1 had
seen, flew into the house, as if lie were the herald of forest
olories. My host, jocosely asking if my friends seriously
expected to see me again, conducted me to the water. Indeed
they might have scen me rather ecarlier than I should have
liked, sinee, but for Providence, my tour would have been
now knocked on the head.  The rascally negro to whom my
portmanteauw had been confided, had detained it an hour



C. Youxe.] NOTES OF TRAVEL IN 1861. 127

whilst he was adorning his person. My host promised to
adorn his person in a different manner, for had not the vessel
started half-an-hour late that day, I should have lost it. As
it was, indeed, a quarter of an hour after I was on board, it was
in motion.

Hitherto I had heard English voices about me, now nothing
but Portuguese. For the first time I began to feel that T was
alone, and cast upon my own resources. But it was a
pleasant feeling, for reasonable self-reliance is, [ have always
thought, reliance upon God. The moon was at the full ; a
cool breeze freshened lungs and heart; and a woman’s voice
from the other end of the vessel sung some lulling song, in
which the words “ da Noite” formed a constant refrain, the
most musical version of the word night.

Unqualified Brazilian fare awaited me now. Beef cooked
in every imaginable way (mutton is unattainable), dishes of
mince and custard, meat and raisins—Dbut nothing without
garlic.  However, no one could complain of the dessert—ripe
figs and bananas, cajoubs, bread-fruit and oranges, which in
this eountry are rivalled only by the pine-apples. There was
a German on board who had been three times round the
world, his wife with him the last time, but it was for business
he had visited the towns, where he gave concerts, and did not
understand going into the forests for pleasure. A priest, who
belonged to the Island of Marajao, at the mouth of the
Amazon, examined me with much euriosity on the subject of
religion, and displayed the profound ignorance of the genera-
lity of the Roman Catholic clergy in DBrazil. “Was the
Senhor a pagan?”  “No, a Clristian.”  “ But did the Senhor
believe in God?” ¢ Certainly.” “And in Jesus Christ?”
“Yes” “And in the Holy Ghost?”  “Yes” “Ohsi! and
that Christ was Son of God and Son of man?” “Yes.”
«“ And that Mary was a Virgin?” “Yes” “Oh! there’s not
much differenee then,” said he, addressing another who came
up, shook his finger warningly, and said with a frown, “ Nao
Senlor, é dogmatico, muito dogmatico;” and detected that T
did not hold the doctrine of the Immaculate Conception.
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However, the priest held by his opinion that there was no
great difference. It is, probably, because there is great in-
difference to religion except for political purposes, that I
found great liberality towards the Knglish pagans. But then
I fmagine the English could not be made more of in Hungary
than in Brazil. The vessel called at Parahiba do Norte, amid
a cluster of mudbanks, from which the mangroves dipped
their roots, like bony fingers, into the still bosom of the
waters. Again it touched at Ciara, a fine white beach,
behind which rise the tops of buildings, backed by a blue
mountain. The last stoppage was at Maranhim, a red town
on an island, amongst smaller islands.

On October 7 (the most settled time of the year in these
parts) we exchanged the green waves of the sea for the
yellow flood of the Amazon; and the rocking, rolling, and
tumbling, for a far steadier motion than that of the broad
guage. At its mouth the river is a hundred and fifty miles
broad. This mighty current runs into the sea, and flows
upwards to the N.N.E,, giving vessels two knots an hour for
the first five or six hundred miles.

In the mouth of the river lies the island of Marajao, one
hundred and twenty miles in length, in breadth sixty or eighty,
dividing the river into two arms. We entered, of course, the
most southern, the narrowest. Pard lies eighty miles up it.
On the right the tree-tops of Marajao just fringed the water ;
on the left appeared a long line of low islands, to which as we
advanced we drew nearer and nearer. My heart swelled with
pleasure at the scene which now unfolded itself. The appear-
ance of the water is like new bronze, and so opaque, that a
hand dipped bencath it is obscured from sight. Although,
therefore, it has not the beauty of clear streams, yet it has a
beauty of its own, reflecting the trees and clouds. In shore’
I noticed that it had a crimson tint, which I was at a loss to
account for, but think now that it must have been owing to
the reflection of the flowering trees. These ascended in one
dense mass of graceful, feathery foliage, the general colour being
a light vivid metallic green, on which the sun seintillated
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with dazzling brightness. Even at that distance we could see
masses of colour upon the trees which were in flower. Prodigal
nature had draped living and dead trees alike with parasites ;
but here and there a tall trunk rose uninterrupted as a pillar
into its dome of foliage above ; and grassy nooks sloped back,
and gave a glimpse of the forest shades. At such openings
would be palm-trees and the roof of an Indian hut. The
fort appeared on an island ahead. The Rio Magoary opened
on the left; a whole archipelago of islands seemed floating on
the right. Dinner was an unwelcome interruption, and when
I rushed on deck again, there was Pard, the most picturesque
combination of colours that I know after Venice: a long
front of houses coloured crimson and yellow : on the right a
small promontory hiding the older portion of the town; at
its base the cathedral rears two steeples. It is the largest in
Brazil. Both it and its sister churches—a large number—
have collected upon their faces the pink dust of the streets,
which contrasts finely with the dark, mouldy green of their
tops, from which weeds and creepers wave in the air. Over-
head vultures wheel slowly. They seem tame as fowls;
for they are the scavengers of the city, and there is a fine
of a hundred milrees (ten pounds) to be paid for destroy-
ing one.

At the Punto da Pedras you see collected a specimen of the
inhabitants. There is the European merchant, the Brazilian,
the negro, and Indian half-breed—it is rare to see a perfectly
pure Indian. Such have been driven into the interior of the
country, and those who remained have so intermarried with
the whites and negroes, that you seldom find unmixed Indian
blood amongst them. And yet they call them by their
original name—Tapuyos. These Tapuyos, then, may be seen
floating about in boats of all sizes. There is the large
galliota, with a deck, the small galliota, without deck (these
have round bottoms), and the monterias, varying in size, but
mere canoes with a flat bottom. These last are propelled by
one or two paddles, and seem to fly over the water. Fruits
are being exhibited for sale, and animals. The whole is

K
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relieved against a lofty background of vivid green, and a fore-
ground of the bronzen river dotted with fairy islands.

I presented my letter of introduction to Mr. Brocklehurst,
who received me with such kindness as I can never forget.
Overburdened with business himself, my unselfish and
generous host made me perfectly ashamed by his attentions ;
and T am sure that it must have been owing chiefly to his
treatment of his guest that I met with so much liberality
and kindness from his neighbours. I say it must have been
chietly owing to himself; but it would not be giving the
Brazilians their due, to say that nothing was owing to their
own hospitable temper.  Of this more afterwards.

His house overlooks the water. It is of three stories. The
rooms are large, and exceedingly high, with as many windows
as possible to circulate the air. A large telescope here, as in
other houses, commands the wide expanse of islands and
water, and gives carly notice of the approach of a vessel. 1
must confess to having spent a somewhat astonished night.
There was a bed and a hammock to choose between. 1 entered
the hammock without the usual mishap which awaits the
uninitiated ; but I could not divest myself of the idea, that T
should be enfolded by the boa constrictor of the establishment,
an enormous fellow whom they encourage in the stores under-
neath for the suppression of rats and other vermin. They say
he would never think of coming upstairs, unless his ordinary
food ran short! The practice is not confined to this house.
T visited an Irish merchant’s, who told me, that on inquiring
with what his elerk was busy one morning, he was answered,
“Oh! I've only found a hundred dollars I had lost,” in the
shape of a young boa constrictor, who had turned up among
the stores after some years’ disappearance, and had, in the
meantime, grown to he a valuable possession. Ile was to be
shipped for the States. I saw him coiled in a large Dbox,
twenty feet long, with a body nearly as thick as the calf
of a man’s leg.

The pleasantest time of the day is from five till eight in the
morning.  Breakfast is at ten.  The heat 1z too great till one
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o'clock for anything but sleep ; but then the trade wind blows
strongly from the sea, and makes it quite possible to be about
in the afternoon ; and the evenings during the dry season are
delightful.

I visited the cathedral one morning. Many Roman
Catholics complain of the unsatisfactory service here. The
singing is terribly nasal, I had some difficulty in preserving
my gravity. The youth who swung the censer nodded and
siniled to his friends on both sides of him.  An under-current
of laughter and conversation was carried on under the defence
of the singing. An old ecclesiastic stepped up to a most
dolorous penitent, and seemed to be making a few half-jocose
remarks to him; then passing on, he looked about him with
a look of cheerful inquiry, spat on the ground sonorously, and
dropped upon his knees. The style in which the different
curtseys were made was curious. One young man bowed to
the saint with the air of being introduced to a gentleman for
the first time. A friend told me that he had trodden by
accident upon the dress of a Drazilian lady who knelt with
her face buried in her hands, and she, withdrawing them,
exclaimed, < Ore Diabo.”

My host took me to visit an American merchant in the
evening. He had a monkey very anxious to fondle us; we
kept him gently at a distance ; but when his master addressed
him, he flung himself round his leg, which he embraced
passionately, and wept in a manner surprisingly human.
Whilst sitting at table in the verandah, I heard cries like a
child’s voice ; and soon after came pattering feet upon the
boards, and a young tapir stood before us. I saw him in the
flesh with keen interest, for I had often beheld him in the
spirit, in the dreams of boyhood, ascending and descending
with his relations upon my stomach in crowded nightmare.
He was very gentle and docile, and ate unweariedly the ba-
nanas we offered him. He was about the size of a hog, but
far heavier, and he had not attained his full growth. T was told
by his owner that his ponderosity exceeds that of any other
animal of the same stature, and in spite of his odd shape he is

K2
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very fleet. Ilence his reputed mode of dealing with his great
enemy the jaguar. The jaguar, who is sometimes as long as the
Bengal tiger, though not so tall, leaps upon his back, but the
tapir runs off with him at full speed, and hurls his body with
such tremendous aplomb between two trees, where there is
barely room for himself to pass, that the larger animal is
squashed between them. He mentioned as another instance of
his great weight and strength that the captain of a vessel who
was taking a tapir to the States, had released him on deck, at
some distance from the shore, when he mnoticed the beast
making for the water, and knowing his powers, shouted,
“Four of you men lay hold of that tapir” They did so,
but were forced to let him go, or be pulled into the sea by
him ; and he regained his native forests.

The Rua da Mangabeiras is a great ornament to Para. It
is a very long avenue of trees, so called, with a smooth bark
and large oval leaves. It is crossed at right angles by a
similar avenue. Trom this you reach the arsenal and botani-
cal gardens on the right hand, and on the left hand San
Nazaré. This is a chapel, small, but of wide celebrity,
standing in the forest about a mile from the city, and dedi-
cated to our Lady of Nazareth. She has the reputation of
having delivered a noble huntsman from following a stag
over a precipice, and of having delivered the crew of a ship-
wrecked vessel in the ship’s boat. About a mile farther into
the forest lives a Scoteh gentleman of the name of Henderson.
With all the energy and independence of his countrymen, he
labours with his own hands in a land where no white man
is willing to do a stroke of work that can be done by men
of colour. He keeps cows, and sells the milk in the eity, for
in Para milk is far from plentiful. And he would gladly
introduce farming improvements upon the estate, if it were
not that he is compelled to hold it on most disadvantageous
terms, and might be turned out in a moment. The long road
to his house is all his own making. On one side are the
remains of an old wall, some building of the Jesuits. Ilis
cottage lies in a small campo, surrounded by assai-palms. He
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showed me round his campos, and through his bush, as he
called the thick wood.

In the campos the sensitive plant grew into a giant shrub,
and the trees of the surrounding forest were covered with
yellow flowers. Lvery one who leaves the open glades which
have been cleared through the forests, is armed with a tre-
sado, a knife two or three feet long, with which he, or more
often the guide who precedes him, clears the way with prac-
tised hand. The undergrowth is not usually dense, and
much of it is so brittle as to be easily smitten away. 1 saw
here the seringa, from which india-rubber is made, to be
sent in large quantities to the United States. It is a tree
which gives milk sweet and pleasant to the taste, but very
tantalizing, because it coagulates almost immediately, even
before you have swallowed it, into a number of those hard
curds from which india-rubber is made,—and even in these
days of caoutchouc inventions no one desires an india-rubber
stomach. The masseranduba, or eow-tree, gives milk also,
but with the same drawback to its enjoyment. And the
surve, whose milk is more delicious than any, is as disap-
pointing as the rest. It bears, however, a very nice fruit
like the medlar, and superior to it.

About the house were several of those curious air-plants,
growing upon the palings, and deriving all their sustenance
from the air. I tasted here the alligator-pear ; it is eaten either
as a vegetable with salt, or as a fruit with wine and sugar.
It was dark when we returned down the forest glade toward
the city, and I was startled by bright flashes of light bearing
down upon me, and actually illuminating the path under my
feet. This was the lantern-fly, not like the fire-fly, a mere
spark, but a long ray.

On the following day I paid a visit to the rice mill at
Magoary. It was once in American hands, but now belongs to
a wealthy Portuguese. It lay about fourteen miles off through
the forest, but at a distance of ten or twelve hours by water.
No drivers would venture with their cars, for the glade is
liable to be blocked by fallen trees; and no horse could be
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oot to 1ide, because I should have had to provide my own
saddle. I therefore took a negro as guide and porter, and drove
to the forest, through which, though it was the hottest time of
the day, it was easy to walk, owing to the dense shade. The
trees here averaged 200 feet in height, sending out their
branches at forty or fifty feet from the ground, and were
chiefly masseranduba and seringa trees, and trees which exuded
gum (not turpentine). The branches sent down segraws,
sometimes a hundred feet long, from above to the ground;
many of these had taken root, and grew up again. By these,
and by parasites, the trees secmed bound together, and deeply
I regretted that there were but a few lingerers, of different
shades of red, among the tlowers with which, at the end of
the wet season, the forest is profusely garlanded. They, in
the words of Spix and Martius, “are of every shade of colour
into which the rays of light can be arranged.”

It was curious to see the way in which a species of parasite
had enveloped some trees, which it had gradually ruined by
its embraces, until it reared its own trunk, flourishing on the
decay of its supporter.

The leaves of the trees were various in shape, but few of
them large; and the girth of the trunks, at the height of six
feet from the ground, did mnot exceed fifteen feet. They
tapered more gradually than an arrow. Large armies of ants
passed and repassed, and the great egg-shaped nests of the
cupim, or white ant, hung from the branches. Fnormous
butterflies, as large as a man’s hand, dazzled the eye with
the light which was reflected from their blue armour. These
are difficult to catch without breaking them. Toncans and
parrots sereamed and chattered all round, but were too
crafty to show themselves. Six streams were passed by
narrow bridges, where the “Agoa da Matte” trickled over a
deep red bottom ; and my guide formed a “copo Brazilieno”
from a kind of large dock-leaf—a twisted goblet secured by
its stem. We then emerged upon the rice mill. Tt is
worked by the water colleeted in two artificial lakes which
lie to left and right of the mill, connected by a long igaripé
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(stream) running at a distance of a hundred rods in front of
the building. The water runs from this through a pool and a
mill-wheel, into a broader igaripé at right angles to the first,
which widens continually into the Rio Magoary, and this
again joins the Amazon. To my surprise, 1 found that I was
described by my entertainer’s letter as a naturalist, who would
spend three or four days there; and, to my amusement,
discovered that, not reckoning on an English appetite, he had
empowered his factor to procure, for my sustenance, “three
rolls, three eggs, and a fowl—with beans, butter, tea, and
sugar—e o senhor sera bem servido.” What can the factor have
thought of me for despatching this on the first afternoon—or
the black rider, who rode so often to the city for more?

On the following day, with the negro from the city, and
another, as guide, from the mill, T mounted a little rickety
pony, and went in search of large trees: a humming-bird
flew on before. I found the highest tree I had yet seen,
about 250 feet. Whilst attempting to sketch it, my sable
attendants held a gloomy conference, the burden of which
seemed to be that 1 was a pagan, and that when I was dead
I should go “ao inferno.”

Next dawn, the factor took me in a small montaria, with a
negro and half-breed to row us, down the igaripé to the entrance
of the Rio Magoary. The glassy stream wound and turned
incessantly ; acacias dipped over it; and there were water-
plants, bearing a large flower, six inches long, like a passion-
flower with white radii tipped with crimson. At one of the
bends of the stream, we met the large galliota of the mill,
advancing with ghostly stillness, and propelled by copper-
coloured Indians, who stood in the bows, and gazed listlessly
upon us. Now we passed through low, sedgy banks; now
they heightened again. A brawny, good-humoured Indian
woman, paddling along, directed at us a deprecating look,
and shrugged her shoulders, as if she begged to be excused
for her existence ; then shyly turned her canoe to the bank,
and with one vigorous stroke of the paddle, which seemed to
send the little bark almost out of the water, vanished in a
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creck. Indian casas appeared among palms, and the trees
which bear yellow flowers ; the Rio Magoary opened beyond.
Under one of these casas I paunsed and sketched, while the
factor gossipped with the old Indian dame, and returned
laden with fruit of the ingd. This tree bears a white flower,
of which the humming-birds are fond, and a pod, about a
foot long and an inch wide, of which the Indians are as fond.
The pod contains sweet, creamy pulp, of a white colour and
viscous consisteney, enveloping large, bean-like seeds, which,
after stripping, you reject.

On reaching the mill again, I was introduced to a new
delicacy. This was assal. It is made from the fruit of the
assai-palm, a kind of purple cream not unlike raspberry-
cream. It is thickened with farinha (which is the flour of
the country, prepared from the manioc-root), and is both
refreshing and strengthening, food and drink in one.

Being anxious to witness the festa on the 14th, I returned
in the afternoon to Pard; and found out what a heavy
tropical rain is. Yet this was the only rain by which I was
incommoded during the whole time I was on the river. It
came down like a shower-bath, and in a very few minutes
changed the pleasant forest-glade into a pestilential drain,
making one pale with the stench. 'We waded along ankle-
deep.

On the morning of the 15th my host took me to the
house of an Irish merchant, to see the procession of the Virgin
go to Nazaré. On our way we ecalled at the house of two
German merchants; they had just had a visit from cupim
(white ants), who had eaten up breeches, coats, shirts, the
whole contents of a wardrobe,

From a summer-house over the road we witnessed the
procession. dJavelin-men and soldiers on horseback preceded ;
then followed the judge of the feast, in his carriage; next
followed the prettiest part of the spectacle—little children
decked out in fairy style, with blue gauze wings, as guardian
angels.  But it was a singular thing to see guardian angels
conducted by men in top-boots! On a large car, Nossa
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Senhora succeeded, represented on a gigantic scale, in wax
and tinsel, with the stag and its hunter, whom she had saved
from following his chace over a precipice. After these, the
identical boat was borne on the shoulders of the identical
crew, which were saved in it about fifteen years ago from
shipwreck, after prayers to the Lady of Nazaré. Besides
this large figure, which was intended to be widely seen, there
was also carried, in a glass case, the small figure of the
Virgin which belongs to the shrine itself. This is taken
back secretly to the shrine at night, where they say it appears
by miracle next morning! A long line of carriages closed
the procession. The festa lasts nine days, and an astonishing
sum of money is expended in the time. It is a saturnalia,
but a very orderly one. Amongst the vast crowds not a
brawl occurs, not a soldier or policeman is required.

On the 16th the steamer was to start up the river. Itis
one of a new company which has only existed for four or five
years, but has now carried its vessels even to Yurimaguas, on
the Huallaga, about 2,500 miles from the Atlantic. (The
Amazon itself is 3,200 miles long.) From Yurimaguas the
passage of the Andes is made to Lima on the Pacific, a journey
on mules of about fifty or sixty days at the most as I am told,
including a break of a week at Barra, on the Rio Négro, and
another week at Tabatinga, on the frontier of Brazil. Thus
in about three months you may pass from ocean to ocean,
and see both the Amazon and the Cordilleras. Six months
would have been required formerly by the river craft to reach
Tabatinga alone. I imagine that it is owing to the increased
traffic on the river by this steam line, that a new province
has been formed round Barra do Rio Negro, with this town as
its centre. They call the province Amazonas, and prefer the
name of Mandos to the old name of the town,

The first 1,200 miles of the river, ¢ e. from Pard to Mandos,
are styled the “ Amazon ;” the next piece of the river as far as
Tatabinga, is called the Solimoéns, and the third and highest
waters bear the name of Maranon. I believe that each of
these stages of the river is served by a couple of steamers,
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which ply only upon that stage, and proceed no further.
“The service of the first line” is supplied by the vessels
Mandos and  Tapajoz.  The Mandos is the largest and
fastest of the two, and burns coal ; the other only wood. It
was the Mandos which was to sail that evening.

My acquaintance in Pard all came to wish me good-bye,
and made it something more than a visit of ceremony, by
furnishing me with letters of introduction. Mr. Campbell
furnished one to a friend of his up the river. Another was
given me to the captain of the steamer. Mr. Oreline, the
engineer of the company, did me the greatest service, without
which T could scarcely have proceeded. He made known my
wishes to Signor Henriquez Antonio, an Italian trader, who
has lived fifty years at Barra, and even now, in the improved
state of civilisation there, has more influence than the Govern-
ment itself amongst the Indians. I had heard of this gentle-
man before leaving England, and was very grateful to be
introduced to him by Mr. Oreline. The senhor regretted
that he would not be at DBarra himself, as he had visited
Pard with the intention of staying out the festa, but he gave
me a letter of introduction to his brother-in-law, the Portu-
guese vice-consul, and anthorized him to put his own body-
servant, a Tapuyos Indian, at my service, as guide, &e. while
I was up the country. And in an hour or two I received a
letter from the consul, saying that he had spoken of me to
the president, who herewith sent me a letter of introduction
to the vice-president at NMandos (the presidency being
vacant), and had been pleased to order me a free passage up
the river, with the exeception of my board, which T was to pay
for. And I must mention here, that on my return to Para, 1
discovered from Mr. Scully, a merchant of high position in Rio
Janeiro, and Government inspector of writing in the schools
of Brazil, that it was probably intended, that not only my
passage up the river, but down it again, as well as my travel-
ling expenses up the country, should have been presented me.
However this may be, I had been, of course, unwilling to
spur a free horse; and to this day remain astonished at the
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liberality and generosity of the Brazilians to an obscure and
solitary stranger. I am not a Freemason ; and I do not believe
that the letter from the Foreign Office reached the consul till
long afterwards. Indeed, when I told my host, he seemed
much surprised, and said, “Well, I'm glad all this has
happened, for people think we are half savages out here.”

‘With many kind wishes for my safe return from my friends
at Pard, and bearing two large hammocks which my host had
Ient me for use up the country, I put off to the vessel at
nine o’clock in the evening. It was to start at midnight. I
found it a large, roomy, and clean vessel, built of teak, to
resist the little horing insects which infest these waters, and
would soon destroy any other timber. There were two cabins
side by side, the chief one containing upwards of twenty
berths in double tier. Omne of them had been reserved for
me ; but I preferred to follow the prevailing fashion, and sleep
on the deck, over which an awning was stretched, on the top of
iron pillars; and from these pillars were already dangling
hammocks in all directions. I found a vacant space in a
corner, and with the assistance of the American mate, whose
acquaintance I had previously made, slung my hammock,
where in shirt, trousers, and poncho which guarded my head
from drafts, as the awning above from night-dew, I passed a
very good night.

The cool morning air awoke me about four o'clock ; I rose
and threaded my way through the hammocks and their sleep-
ing occupants, to the outside of the awning. “The maiden
splendours ” (not “of the morning star,” but) of the Southern
Cross “shook in the steadfast blue.” It was too early to
discern the objects about us, and I slept again till dawn.
When I opened my eyes again, I thought I must be still
dreaming, and lay entranced in my hammock, with fixed eyes
drinking in the endless variety of the leafage, rapidly chang-
ing with the movement of the steamer. The sun was
gradually lighting wp the lovely islands which lay on every
side of us, and scemed to float upon the water. Our vessel
dashed among them, often approaching within a hundred
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yards of the shore. Although the river was from ten to
twenty miles broad in this part, yet one never saw this
breadth uninterrupted, because of the numerous islands.
Their shores were low, and utterly without undulation, but
covered with flowering trees. Tea and coffee were brought to
our hammocks by the boys of the steamer ; breakfast, as usual,
was not till ten o’'clock. It happened that there was a French
Creole on board, who spoke English admirably ; some of the
Brazilians too spoke French, so that 1 was able to hold con-
versations with them. The captain observed that it was a
great voyage for “ Padres.” We had already three or four on
board, and others got in at the stoppages on the river; beside
which there was myself, a puzzle to them, as a solitary
traveller, who had no object but big trees, and was, never-
theless, a Padre. One or two, I fancy, had suspicions that
some political or religious purpose must be hidden behind
this excuse. However, I found great liberality of sentiment
amongst them, my plea of, “ Anglo-Catholico, non Romano-
Catholico,” was accepted, and they asked me if T was Episcopal,
and at dinner the first dish was offered to the Padre Inglez.
An old gentleman something like a friendly baboon, inquired
if I would vote for priests marrying. “Certainly.” He said
they were going to petition the Pope for it. In the afternoon
we touched at Draves, on the island of Marajéo; a small
village with a few general shops, or stores as they call them.
There were folk here with their teeth chippedand filed to a point.

Next day we reached the fort of Gurupd, after which the
vessel put on full speed, about ten miles an hour. About
dinner-time we were passing the Arayayates, low hills upon
the northern bank, the sight of which was refreshing after
so much low country. We were now passing the mouth
of the river Xingu, which flows in here from the south.
After this I had been given to understand that the mos-
quitoes of the country, called cdrapands, would be “as mais
feroces.” 1 was presently reminded of this by hearing on
all sides (and with reason, as I felt) first one man, and
then another, and each as if he alone had just discovered it,
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give vent to their surprise and wrath in rapid succession and
in varying tones. “Cédrapand!” observed the first. “Ah!
cdrapand !” said the next with equal surprise. “Muito de
cdrapands !” said a third. “Ah, bah, cdrapand |” complained
another. “Agoa sta bod, agoa !” cried several at once; and
whilst they ran to the water-jars to thin their blood, the
secure occupant of another hammock whom evil had at
last found, roared out, “Cdrapand! oh, dia-bo!” These
little pests are the bane of enjoyment on these rivers while
they last. They come on in troops at certain hours, and
draw off again for a while. They are, of course, worst in
shore, and least troublesome in the centre of the stream.
At Villa Nova the vessel stopped all night, which is more
than the carapanas did, and we were glad enough to leave in
the morning. Noon found us at Santarem, once the largest
town on the Amazon, after Pard, but now rivalled by Mandos
the new capital of Amazonas.

The Tapajoz, which is one of the black-water rivers, pours
itself at this point into the yellow flood of the Amazon,
producing a neutral green tint. We were to stay a couple
of hours here, so I visited the place in the boat of the
steamer along with the mate, who went to buy wine for the
vessel. There was nothing to be seen, but I heard that seven
hundred people had just died there of the low fever which
infests the mouth of the river at this season of year.
Fruit here was plentiful and cheap; a large pine-apple was
only threepence, and an alligator pear one halfpenny. I was
like to have been left behind again, for I had broken my
watch so that I could not tell the time, and missed seeing
the mate return to his boat; but thinking it unsafe to wait
longer, I had come off in another boat, and looking round
at a sound from the vessel, found that they were already
tripping the anchor.

‘We kept now along the southern bank of the river, which
heightened now and then into cliffs of sand and coloured
loams; the trees flowered with yellow, orange, brown,
crimson, and white flowers, like autumn embracing spring.
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High up, and perched like nests among the branches, sitios,
as they call the dwellings, appeared; and bhetween the tall
stems the naked forms of Indians sauntered along a wide
path, and descended the alluvial terraces to the brink, over
which tall ferns nodded and tamarisks waved, and lush green
grasses changed the water there into a sheet of green, broken
by the reflection of a canoce, with the searlet bundle and
white dresses of two small half-bred imps. 'We lay all night
at Obidos, on the northern shore. It is at the mouth of the
river Trombetas, from which is brought a great deal of fine
timber. It was here that the Amazons were supposed to
dwell.  The bend of the river showed a semieircle of hills
clad with forests, and along the water cacao plantations.

The next day was Sunday. As I sat reading my DBible,
a young abbé, a much more intelligent and educated priest
than I had yet met with, came up and examined e in
French on the differences between the Lnglish and Roman
Catholic Church., A military officer joined us at the close
of the discussion, and on hearing me repudiate what were
so many eardinal points of faith in his eyes, the worship of
saints, &e. he asked anxiously, “Mas creias im Deo?” (but
you believe in God? and on hearing “Yes” seemed to
think that that made all right.

A heavy squall set the Amazon boiling and foaming in
the afternoon. At eleven at night we reached Mandos.
There, the next day, I presented my letters of introductioun.
The Portuguese viee-consul was moving his quarters, but
directed me to a house where I could swing my hammock
at night, and received me during the day at his table. By
the good offices of the Irench Creole, who was waiting
here for a weck wntil the departure of the Inca steamer
to Pery, I spoke with Senhor Brandda (the father-in-law of
Senhor Henriquez Antonio before mentioned). He knows
the whole country thoroughly well; but on hearing my
ohject, he said that the largest trees were to be found by
following up the igaripés in a canoe, and that the igaripés
were at present all dry.  This was a very great misfortune, as
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they ave the only roads through the forests. He discouraged
me from going any higher up the Amazon, saying that 1
should find it all the same, and that I was as likely to find
large trees here as anywhere else. The Tapuyos Indian
Casimir was then placed at my orders. This man was not
of pure Indian blood. He was middle-aged, about five feet
eight or nine, and robust, brown rather than copper-coloured,
with small features and a sleepy air, good-humouved, and
perfectly honest. e could speak a little more Portuguese
than he would allow, and I had little difficulty in making
my wants known to him. But he could not realize the size
which T sought in trees. I think he had seen some larger
than those to which he conducted me, but could not find his
way to them again.

The town of Mandos (i.q. Barra) stands on the eastern
bank of the Rio Négro, a few miles from the mouth. The
Négro here is about four miles, the Amazon about six miles
broad. The town stands on a series of undulations, which
continue along the water's edge. Between these undulations
igaripés draining the country run into the Négro; but inland,
at the back of the town and above it, rises a table-land,
cleared of trees for some distance, and giving a wide view to
the north.

It was pleasant to snuff some fresh air here after the close
heat of the river. At my feet was a steep descent to an
igaripé below. The ground here was covered with a tall
shrub of a bright yellow-green, bearing what resembled
brilliant scarlet flowers, so abrupt was the transition of colour,
but which proved on nearer inspection to be leaves, which at
this season turn to this hue. I did not see any at various
stages of change, but they were all of oune uniform tint,
whether green or scarlet. Lower down were bowers of feathery
foliage, of an emerald green. At the bottom Indians were
squatting in the pools and splashing water over their heads.
On the opposite ascent stood the tamarisk, and the dark
sensitive plant, hecome a tree. A fine rolling country suc-
ceeded, covered with trees of infinite variety in shape and
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colour. Over the first ridge lay the Lago Casuéris. There
are two streams from one source, which flow out to the north
and south of the town, which are called the Casuéris, and
Casuerinha (or little Casuéris) ; both are favourite resorts for
bathing ; for though the Rio Négro is cool at sunrise, yet it
cannot boast the well-like coolness of these. The streams
and pools of Scotland are winning in the heats of August,
but the greatest luxury I ever enjoyed in the way of a bath
was in the Casuerinha. All the water everywhere else, even
the Rio Négro in which I had dipped before the morning star
was gone in, seemed even at that hour to retain something of
yesterday’s warmth. But on the same morning, just as I was
returning from the river, Doctor Duarte, the juiz de paz, and
his wife with bare head and hair streaming to her waist, came
up, and went off in a boat to this same stream for a bath.
They offered the boat to me for the next morning, at the same
hour. Drawing its waters from profound shades, and trans-
parent as glass, it babbles now over a gravelly bottom, and
now widens into crystal pools, into which the traveller,
fevered by the heat of the day and the mosquitoes of the
night, may cast himself with equal gratitude and surprise at
the icy coolness of the Casuerinha.

I searched the banks of these streams in vain under the
guidance of the Tapuyos, for large trees. I found a singular
insect here, hardly distinguishable from the plant to which it
clung. It was two or three inches in length, and it had a
long neck resembling a twig, from which two bright green
wings, in the shape of leaves, bifurcated, and concealed the
body from its foes. Omne would think it some relation of the
leaf butterfly, which, if pursued by a bird, darts to the
nearest tree, and when it finds dtself on a leaf, dons a great-
coat, which makes it seem a dead leaf, and in that character
it drops to the ground.

One day we made a long journey toward the north-east, in
a direction suggested by Silva, a handsome Indian hunter,
whom we met in the forest. Ilis naked chest matched well
with the copper horn of powder slung across it; a shot
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monkey dangled from his hand. After many ascents and
descents, we at length descended into a hollow, and found
there a tree which measured twenty-three feet round at the
greatest height which I could reach from the ground, and this
girth continued almost undiminished for a height of forty
feet ; but there some accident had happened to the giant,
which was broken short off, yet had thrown out a large limb
on one side, and continued its life through that. Once it
must have been a splendid sight. Whilst here we saw the
tops of some palm-trees violently swung to and fro, and heard
a chattering sound ; the guide told me it was a large monkey,
but we were unable to get a sight of him. Shortly afterwards
I was startled by the heavy rush of some animal through the
bushes, everything breaking and giving way before him. I
asked Casimir if it was a jaguar. ‘ No,” he said, “a tapir.”
Then stooping down, he said that he saw an ant-bear. We
had no firearms with us that day, and my object was not sport,
but large trees. After sketching the tree through a camera
lucida which I had with me, I returned to the town, and
dined off one of the river turtles for the first time. Tt is
cooked in a savoury manner, but the meat itself is tough and
insipid.

My time was slipping away, and I did not find the big
trees which I had hoped for at Barra, so I determined to look
elsewhere. I had already made the acquaintance of Doctor
Duarte, the juiz de paiz, to whom the consul had given me a
letter. 1le told me very decidedly that I must not think of
going up the Rio Négro, as it was very unhealthy. Now the
works that I had read made out just the opposite. However,
he went with me to the captain of the Ince, which was on
the point of ascending the second stage of the river, and this
gentleman did not encourage me to believe that I should be
any better suited by going with himself. Senhor Duarte
then advised that I should procure from the vice-president a
galliota and search the banks of the river in the neighbour-
hood. He kindly accompanied me for this purpose, and the
result was, that the vice-president informed us that a galliota

L
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should be at my serviee, to go where I pleased, and whenever
I pleased to apply for it through the Doctor.

I now went to the Secretario da Policia, and had my pass-
port viséd for travelling in the district of Amazonas ; and he,
discovering my object, proposed to introduce me to Senhor
Brumaire, a French naturalist in the employ of the Drazi-
lian Government, which gives him what is equivalent to
£600 sterling per annum. Rejoiced at so good an offer,
I repaived thither with the secretary. All these gentle-
men to whom I have alluded, spoke French, but Senhor
Brumaire did better, he spoke English. A spare form, above
the middle height, a gaunt but handsome face, with a grave
expression, grizzled hair and beard, shaggy eyebrows, but
vivacious and keen eyes, and a Frenchman’s blithe springy
step.  Whilst dining at his table, a message came that a little
tiger, which was to have been delivered to him for a consi-
deration that evening, had made his escape from his captor ;
and then an invitation from a neighbour, who was going to an
island at the mouth of the viver to fish, for Senhor Brumaire
to go with him and shoot. I was asked to join the party, and
within an hour found myself lyiug side by side with the
naturalist at the end of a crowded boat. One of the crew was
overjoyous with drink, and the dog entertained us by the
droll howling songs with which he bayed the moon, until,
feeling sleepy, I told the senhor that I had heard it was dan-
gerous to sleep exposed to the moonlight, and asked him if
there was truth in the opinion. IIe replied, that there was no
danger in the influence of the moonlight itself, but in the
dews with which it might be accompanied, and that if travel-
lers protected themselves from the dews, they would suffer
nothing from the light.

At midnight we arrived at a cluster of islands at the june-
tion of the rivers. Here we landed, and the boat was secured.
An Indian in the crew, being asked by the senhor whether
there were birds here, “Si—grande passaros,” and so waggled
his head and flapped his arms, as to look very much like a
bird himself. e added that we could not sling our ham-
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mocks from the trees about 300 yards off, because there were
“tigres,” as they call the jagnars. Therefore a fire was lit
upon the sands ; and after the fire-arms had been set in order
for the night, we lay down to sleep. Besides my hammock, T
had brought with me Mr. Levinge’s contrivance for protection
of travellers in the East from mosquitoes, for a full description
of which I must refer the reader to Murray’s “ Guide to the
Fast” T had never used it before. Suffice it to say, that
when it dangled from a pole erected in the sand, it resembled
a crinoline of muslin roofed in at the top, and at the bottom
sewn on to a linen bag nine feet long, which lay upon the
sand at right angles to the crinoline, and had a kind of coffee-
bag on one side of it, which opened so as to admit yourself,
and then could be rapidly drawn together by tapes, so as to
exclude the mosquitoes. I was well pleased with it that
night, for the muslin swelled with the dews, and answered the
purpose of a tent. It was about to become a really invaluable
servant, as will be seen. I was awaked by the shouts and
laughter of the crew, who were taking their morning bath, and
screaming real or pretended alarms of “ Jacaré ! Jacaré !” as they
call the alligators. As yet I had seen none of these animals ;
they congregate about the mouth of the Amazon, but are rarely
seen at this season higher up the river. A bowl of coffee was
being prepared in gipsy fashion in one spot, in another strips
of fish fastened into the cleft ends of long pieces of wood in-
clined over a fire were being cooked. As we sat talking after
breakfast, I told Senhor Brumaire of my ill-suceess in finding
trees of large girth, and asked his advice. He knew the pro-
vince of Pernambuco well, but had not been long in the pro-
vince of Amazonas. However he invited me to go on with
him up the Amazon to Alvellos on the Rio Coary, where he
was going to remain for two months’ hunting in the forests.
I was obliged to refuse this tempting offer, from want of time.
Hearing how little time I had to spend, he then suggested as
the most probable way of finding large trees, that I should
avail myself of the vice-president’s offer of a galliota, descend
the Amazon again to Mura, opposite the mouth of the Madeira
L2
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(which is the largest tributary of the Amazon, and flows into
it from the south), and that I should ascend the Madeira as
far as the Furo di Canoma, and pursue that channel till it
brought me out into the Amazon again at Villa Nova, where
I might meet the steamer for Pard. 1 deeply regret not
having followed this advice, instead of continuing up the Ma-
deira to Borba; but I rejected it because I considered it would
take a longer time, and that the risk of missing the steamer
was too great. But I believe now, that I might have done it,
and I mention it for the sake of any future traveller.

If the reader looks at the map, he will see that this furo or
canal is a natural one, passing from the Madeira into the
Amazon, and thus forming the long island of Tupinambaramas.
Eight small rivers flow into it from the south, which are not
represented, for want of space. A tract so abundantly broken
up by watery paths would, I suppose, give nature a fair chance
to produce here and there a monster tree upon the banks, for
the great obstacle to girth in the timber is of course the
crowded state of the trees, exeept at such openings. The Furo
of Canomad is a natural channel of considerable breadth, but I
am told that there are many artificial canals cut to join the
rivers in various parts of the country, and these are described
as being exceedingly narrow, so that you may travel for days
together under a dense canopy of leaves, which sowmetimes
seareely allows room for the boat to pass beneath.

However, as it was, I told Senhor Brumaire that T feared I
should have no time for more than to go to Borba, which he
said I had better do under the cireumstances, since the river
Madeira would show me, at all events, a different vegetation
from the Amazon, and I should probably find some large
timber.

I then followed him round the island. Amongst other birds
which he shot, were five or six huge fowls, very handsomely
marked with blue and chestnut feathers. They saw each other
dro