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PREFACE.

— Qe

THE aim of this book is modest. It is rather
a record of travel and adventure than a re-
gular history of a military campaign. For the
most part, I simply describe what I myself saw
and heard. In doing this, I hope, however, to
have at the same time succeeded in producing
something like a picture of life and warfare in
Central Asia. And I have done my best to give
completeness to my narrative by describing not
merely the military operations against Khiva, but
also the physical features, the social life, and the
political condition of the country itself.

It may be objected that I have dwelt too much
—especially in my first chapters—on merely per-
sonal adventures. While pleading guilty in some
degree to the charge, I venture to offer two pleas
in extenuation. First, I travelled through a
strange country under very strange circumstances.
And, secondly, an account of my own adventures
may serve to give the reader some idea of the
manners, customs, and feelings of the almost

unknown people among whom I moved.
b
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The book is divided into three parts. In the
first part, I give an account of my life in the
desert of the Kyzil-Kum, while still in search of
Gen. Kaufmann’s army. The second describes the
march on Khiva, and the capture of the city;
and some chapters are devoted to a general
account of the Khanate. In the third part is
narrated the war with the Turcomans, which
followed the fall of Khiva.

I am deeply indebted to Mr. Schuyler, Secretary
of the American Legation at St. Petersburg, for
the assistance he rendered me, on the way to
Central Asia; but for his aid, I should probably
never have been able to reach Khiva. To Mr.
Robert Michell I also owe my thanks for many
valuable suggestions.

I should add a sentence of explanation as to the
method I have adopted in spelling the foreign
words introduced into the narrative. The vowels
are always to be pronounced as in Italian; the -
consonants as in English. In two cases, dj and
tch, it may seem that a superfluous letter is used.
This is done to prevent the possibility of error.
The pronunciation of the letter j varies so much
in foreign words, being sometimes y and some-
times zk, that I have thought it advisable to
use dj; and ch even in English has two sounds.
G is always to be pronounced hard, and k%4 has a
deep guttural sound.
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CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS,

AND

THE FALL OF KHIVA.

CHAPTER I

FROM THE VOLGA TO THE SYR.

A BriGHT sunny afternoon. A wide level expanse of plain,
cut up here and there by canals, and dotted with clumps
of brushwood ; on the south, extending to the horizon, a
sedgy marsh, over which flocks of waterfowl are careering
in swiftly changing clouds, that sometimes hide the sun;
to the west, a caravan with its string of camels, creeping
slowly along the horizon’s edge, like a mammoth snail;
to the east, the walls of a mud-built town, over which,
leaning up against the sky like spears, rise the tall slender
masts of ships.

The place is Central Asia, near the Syr-Darya River, or
Yaxartes; fifty miles east of the northern shores of the
Aral Sea; the time, the 19th of April, 1873.

In the foreground there is a tarantass—a long, low,
black vehicle—in the midst of a swiftly-running stream;
six or eight horses are splashing and plunging wildly
about in the water, systematically refusing, with exas-
perating persistence, to pull together; four or five Kirghiz

B 2



4 CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS.

postillions, some on the horses, some in the water up to
their waists, are pushing at the wheels, shouting with
savage energy, while the wheels sink deeper and deeper
at every movement of the maddened beasts. In the
tarantass two disconsolate-looking travellers, wrapped up
in rugs and sheepskins, who watch dejectedly but re-
signedly the downward tendency of the wheels, awaiting
despondently the moment when the water will be running
into the box, ever feet, rugs, arms, and provisions.

The two travellers are Mr. Eugene Schuyler, chargé
d’affaires of the United States at St. Petersburg, on a tour
of observation in Central Asia, and the writer of this
book, on his way to Khiva.

Time was when we were neither dejected nor resigned,
when our hopes were high and our anticipations bright, in
the expectation of novelty and adventure. A time there
was when we offered advice to the Kirghiz postillions,
and swore at them for not taking it; when, growing
impatient and then enraged, we stormed and beat the
drivers as well as the horses, and spent an amount of
superfluous energy in trying to get forward, that as-
tonished those easy-going Orientals, but, as far as could
be observed, produced no other appreciable effect.

That was, however, long since. To our benumbed
memories it seemed some few years ago. We now sat
resignedly in the farantass, and let the horses plunge and
splash, and the drivers shriek and howl in their own way,
while the wheels steadily settled in the mud; never
offering to lift a hand or proffer a word of advice. Four
weeks of travel, day and night, across the level frozen
steppes of Russia, and the broad snowy plains of Asia,
with the thermometer ranging from 30° to 50° below
zero; of struggle with the exasperating perversity of -
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Russian Yamstchiks, the wearing, patience-trying sto-
lidity of Kirghiz djigits, the weakness of enfeebled,
half-starved horses, that were scarcely able to drag them-
selves along; the obstinacy of refractory camels, that
tortured us for hours at a time with their dismal half-
human howls, had reduced us to this dejected state of
apathetic resignation.

Travelling in Central Asia at this season is a never-
ceasing, never-ending struggle against difficulties. The
distance from Saratof or Samara on the Volga to Tash-
kent, the capital of Turkistan, is about 2000 miles,
a distance which in Europe and America would be
nothing, but which in Asia is a mighty undertaking, re-
quiring weeks, and, under unfavourable circumstances,
even months, for its accomplishment. The Russians have
established a line of communication by means of post-
horses; and in the autumn, when the horses are still
fresh from the summer pastures, and the roads good, or
in the beginning of winter, after the first snow, the
journey may be made in three weeks—that is, if you
travel night and day. At this season, when the horses
are enfeebled by several months of starvation, you are
lucky if you reach your destination in three months.

Your first care upon starting is to buy a vehicle known
a8 a flarantass, the fore and after wheels of which are
united together by two long springy poles, the only
springs with which it is provided. On these is placed the
body of the carriage, a stout box, with a stout leather
hood and curtain, absolutely necessary to protect you from
the cutting blasts of the steppe. The wheels are taken
off, to be put on again when the snow disappears; and
the whole equipage is mounted mupon a sledge. The
box is then filled with straw, a mattress is put in, and,
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having procured a podorozhnata, or government order for
horses, you roll yourself up in sheepskins, and start. For
days, even weeks, you eat, drink, sleep—literally live in
this vehicle.

I interrupt the narrative for a moment to give an
account of our progress from Saratof, on the Volga, to
Kazala, near where the beginning of this chapter found us.

For the first day our course lay along the left bank of
the Volga, through the German settlements established
there by Catherine II. in 1769. Pleasant enough was our
progress through the little old-fashioned villages, with
their snug, comfortable wooden houses, half buried in
the snow, and squat brick churches, and tall spires. The
post-houses are clean and tidy; good coffee and bread
and butter everywhere to be had ; the people quick and
obliging, the horses excellent, and we go dashing at a
swinging gallop over the glittering snow. The sharp
wintry air, resplendent with particles of flying frost that
sparkle in the cold sunshine, the gusts of sleet and snow
that beat in one’s face like a shower of needles, only add
zest to what is simply a prolonged sleigh ride. QOut of
one village into another, from station to station, we fly
with almost the speed of a railway train. Arrived at one
of these villages, we tumble out of our sheepskins, rush
into the hot sitting-room of the post-house, and by the
time we have warmed ourselves and swallowed a hasty
cup of tea or coffee, the horses are ready, and we are off
again, flying merrily over the snow to the sound of bells.
Day and night we continue our flight; sleeping as best
we can in our larantass, and only stopping at distant in-
tervals to bolt a hasty meal; until at last Nicolaievsk is
reached. And herc we bid farewell to the German colo-
nists, and our own peace and comfort in travelling.
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FAREWELL TO THE GERMANS. 7

From Nicolaievsk we struck across the country to
Uralsk, and here we began to experience a change. We
were on the free-post road, that is, a line of post commu-
nication not established by government, but by private
enterprise. There were no regular post-houses, and we
stopped at the end of each stage at the house of the
peasant who happened to furnish the horses. These were
usually poor, lean, half-starved, woolly-looking beasts,
very unlike the sleek, well-fed animals that galloped us
through the German colony; and were often scarcely able
to drag us along. The stages, too, were longer, and in
the houses neither milk nor butter could be obtained.

The Russian peasants do not seem to have learned any-
thing from their thrifty German neighbours, in spite of
their proximity. This is partly on account of the bigotry
of the German and Russian priests alike, who vie with
each other in their. efforts to prevent any intercourse
between the two people; and partly because the Russian
peasant is not a very progressive being. At every
stopping-place we had occasion to observe their way of
life, and to contrast it very unfavourably indeed with that
of the German colonists.

Arriving at one of these peasant stations, you enter first
a kind of outer room, cold and dark, which is used as a
store-room, and likewise serves to shelter the entrance of
the main apartment from the penetrating wind. Groping
through this room, you come to a large heavy door, lined
with felt, which opens outward, and immediately behind
it another of the same description, opening inward. You
pull one and push the other, and step into a room so hot,
that for a moment you feel that some extraordinary and
untoward accident has precipitated you into a place popu-
larly believed to be the hottest in the universe. The
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atmosphere strikes your face like a hot pillow, and you
are almost suffocated ; while your eyes, accustomed to the
glare of the snow, can make nothing of the semi-obscurity.
In a moment, however, you recover your breath and your
eyesight, and you find yourself in a small room, ten feet
by twelve, about one-fourth of which is taken up by a
huge stove or mud furnace, from which comes the over-
powering heat. There are one or two small windows
with double sashes, the glass dim with ice; benches all
around the walls, a rough table of undressed boards, two
or three stools of the same material; in one corner of
the ceiling an obraz of *“Mikola,” a gilded picture of
St. Nicholas, or perhaps of the Virging in another an
earthen pitcher half full of water, suspended by a string
from the ceiling, from which you pour water over
your hands when you wish to wash, and—that is all.
Dresser there is none : no such accommodation being re-
quired when the house has but a knife or two, a couple
of plates, and three or four wooden spoons. There is no
bed, for the whole family sleep on the top of the large
furnace, among a heap of sheepskins and old clothes ;
there is no wardrobe, for they keep their clothes in a
more convenient place—on their backs, never taking them
off. even to sleep. The samovar, the Russian tea-urn, )
which we always found at the stations, is seen rarely
in a Russian peasant’s house. That is an article of
luxury much beyond the means of a single peasant; two
or three doing duty for a whole village.

The first thing is to make a bargain for the horses.
That done, we bring in our tea-things, the children gather
around us in expectation of lumps of sugar; the samovar
is instantly heated, we pour down incredible quantities
of boiling tea, as a means of laying in a supply of heat




A DRIVER TRANSFORMED. 9

for our battle with the fierce chilling winds, and again
we are out on the wide, snowy, cheerless plains, plodding
slowly forward.

One night, almost the coldest I think I ever passed,
we were very much astonished at the end of a long stage,
during which we had been assailed by a furious snow-storm,
to see our giant driver—four feet across the shoulders,
wrapped up to the point of his nose in sheepskins—climb
down from his seat, and resolve himself into a heap of
sheepskins, and a bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked little girl of
twelve. We were, however, relieved to find that we had
not been intrusted to her safe keeping only on the steppe,
her father having driven the sledge before us containing
our baggage.

From the land of the Russian peasants we come into
a settlement of Bashkir Tartars, where we nearly stuck
for the rest of the winter, owing to the contumacy of the
Bashkirs in refusing to give us horses, except at rates
that would have impoverished us long before reaching
our destination. After infinite trouble, however, and an
expenditure of diplomacy that would have astonished
Gortchakoff himself, we succeeded in worrying through,
and, crossing a southern spur of the Ural Mountains,
found ourselves in the country of the Ural Cossacks.

From Uralsk, the capital of the Cossacks, along the
banks of the Ural to Orenburg, our progress was some-
thing like what it was through the German colony. The
horses were good, the station-houses clean, and but for
the broken roads, which were worn into holes and gutters,
our journey would have been a pleasant one, in spite of
the bitter cold.

At Orenburg we stopped only long enough to get our
outfit ; and crossing the Ural on the ice, we leave Europe
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behind us, and are soon far out on the broad, level, almost
boundless plains of Central Asia.

Here the post-horses are furnished by the Kirghiz,
who have thousands running wild over the steppe. But
at this season of the year, enfeebled by a long course of
starvation, the poor animals are scarcely able to walk.
Sometimes we have as many as fifteen or twenty starving
brutes attached to our vehicle, yoked three and four
abreast, who go shambling along before us like a flock of
sheep, unable to raise the ghost of a trot. The camels,
which were often furnished us instead, were just as bad,
with the difference that some one or other of the lot
usually set up a howl by way of protest against the whole
proceeding, which he would keep up for hours without
intermission. The stages were from twenty to thirty
miles in length, so that we were oftén out in the cold for
hours at a time. And then, arrived at the station-house,
benumbed with cold, we find nothing but a hole in the
ground covered with reeds and earth. But for the black
and white post planted in the earth, you might easily pass
one of these stations, never suspecting its presence, so
completely is it hidden beneath the level floor of the
plain. Admittance into this cheerful habitation is gained
through a long underground passage. The horses are
always far away at some distant aul, and have to be
found and fetched after our arrival—a task sometimes
requiring hours. At one place they flatly refuse to give
us horses; averring there are none.

“ When will there be any?” we ask the Kirghiz
whose duty it is to supply the horses.

“ He does not know.”

“ Does he think we are going to stay in the steppe all
the winter ?”
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This is a question he declares beyond the sphere of his
prophetic vision.

The last answer proves too much for Ak-Mamatoff,
our Tartar servant, who, flying into a rage, draws an
old iron sword, with which we had provided ourselves,
and thrashes the Kirghiz soundly.

This stroke of diplomacy results in the production of
a number of starving skeletons, which too plainly cor-
roborated the assertions of the Kirghiz that there were
no horses. There is nothing better to be obtained, how-
ever, and we take them at the risk of breaking down
halfway to the next station.

And so we get slowly forward. The days pass—some in
wild fierce storms of snow and sleet, that howl around us
as though all the demons of the steppe were up in arms,
- some in bright sunshine, whose intolerable glare blinds
us and blisters our faces. From time to time we drive
down into darksome underground holes, hot and reeking,
hover around the steaming samovar, pouring down oceans
of boiling tea; then out on the silent steppe again to con-
tinue the weary struggle.

There are nights when we awaken from a half-frozen
sleep, and remember we are in the heart of the mysterious
regions of Asia, and see nothing but the wide snowy
steppe, silent and ghostly in the spectral moonlight. For
miles and miles there is no human habitation, but the
burrow-like stations somewhere far ahead, buried under
the snow, as though crushed into flatness by the grim
uniformity above.

There is something strangely oppressive and awful in
the changeless monotony of these wide, snowy plains,
level as a floor, where for days and weeks you see nothing
but snow and sky; where you are the moving centre of a
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horizon-bounded plain that seems to move with you, and
hang upon you, and weigh you down like a monstrous
millstone. There is the breadth and loneliness of the
ocean without its movement, the cold and icy silence of
the arctic regions, without the glory of arctic nights or
the grandeur of the arctic mountains—the silent desola-
tion of an unpeopled world.

Those broad, level, snowy plains, over which the icy
winds from Northern Siberia come rushing down in furi-
ous blasts with an uninterrupted sweep of a thousand
miles, and drive the snow about in whirlwinds that go
scudding over the plain like giant spectres; the short
days of sunshine, when the glare on the snow dazzles
and burns; the long cold nights passed in a half-frozen,
half-somnolent state, with the tired beasts trudging
wearily forward ;—I shiver now at the bare remem-
brance of it all. ’

Day after day, night after night, week after week, finds
us on the road, gliding silently forward ; changing horses
at stations so much alike, that we seem to be arriving
at the same place over and over again ; the same endless
plain, the same ever-receding horizon, until the steppe
becomes to our benumbed imaginations a kind of mon-
strous treadmill on which, no matter how fast we travel,
we always remain in exactly the same place.

As we approach the River Syr-Darya the weather begins
to grow warmer. The snow gradually disappears, and
then we have to struggle through long watery tracts of
country where the mud is knee-deep, and we stick every
few minutes, apparently without hope of rescue. Then
‘the plain changes its snowy mantle for one of de-
licious green; the air grows soft and balmy with the
breath of spring, and begins to be laden with the odour
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of wild flowers. We meet everywhere the Kirghiz with
their tents and camels, out already from their winter
quarters, on their annual migration northwards, and the
plain is dotted with their flocks and herds. For us the
winter is over, although in the steppe we have left
behind us the snow is still many feet deep. Then we
come into the desert of the Kara-Kum, through which
we plod slowly; and at last, one bright, sunny afternoon,
we ascend a sandy dune, at whose foot stands the next
station, and hail with delight the dark-blue waters of the
Aral Ses, lying in the midst of the waste of yellow sands,
and glimmering in the sunlight like a turquoise set in
gold.

Darkly calm and silent it lies in the midst of the sandy
desolation that surrounds it. Here its banks are rolling
hillocks covered with brushwood, but far away can be
seen rising, abrupt and precipitous, the western shore,
in a serrated, mountainous range, and standing out in
the evening sunshine bare and bleak, like mountains
of rugged brass. It is a picture of strange and weird
loneliness, according well with the sinister desolation of
the surrounding waste.

After a two hours’ halt we resume our journey. One
day more brings the town of Kazala, or Fort No. 1,
on the Syr-Darya, within view ; and here in sight of the
unknown town, which has been the goal of all our hopes
and the object of all our anticipations for so long, the
beginning of this chapter finds us.

For hours we sit patiently in the farantass in the
middle of the stream. We know by experience how any
suggestion on our part as to the advisability of sending
on to the town for fresh horses would be a good and
sufficient reason to our postillions for not' doing so. We
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watch with some interest their futile attempts to extricate
us, but feel that it is no affair of ours.

At length, after what seems to us an age of vain
attempts to drag us through; after employing a number
of expedients for raising the farantass, which expedients
seem to produce the contrary effect with a certainty and
exactitude that are remarkable; after a series of angry
altercations between the postilions, in the course of
which they treat each other to a variety of disagreeable
names as well as blows,—they at last decide to send on
to the town for more horses.

After long waiting, the horses appear, we are finally
extricated from our insular position in the middle of
the stream, and in another half hour drive gaily into
the wide unpaved streets of Kazala on the banks of the
ancient Yaxartes.
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CHAPTER II.

KAZALA.

Kazara, or Fort No. 1, was the entering wedge of the
Russians into Central Asia. The fort was first con-
structed by General Perovsky, in 1847, forty miles lower
down, at the mouth of the Syr, and called Fort Aralsk.
In the course of time that position was found so unsuit-
able, on account of the surrounding marshes, that the fort
was moved up the river to its present position. Situated
on the banks of the Byr, the first strategic point occupied
east of Orsk, it was soon followed by the construction of
Fort No. 2. The capture in 1853 of Ak-Mesdjid, 250
miles farther up the river—now called Fort Perovsky—
assured the safety of the Russian position on the Syr.

The fort, a small earthwork about 200 yards square,
surrounded by a ditch, defended by a few light pieces
of cannon, and garrisoned by about 1000 men, is a fair
specimen of all the Russian forts in this part of the
world. A single battery of modern field artillery would
render it untenable in half an hour, but in Central Asia,
with such fortresses, the Russians hold an empire in sub-
jection. Between it and the river is the navy yard, and
on the land side has sprung up the flourishing town of
Kazala, which numbers about 5000 inhabitants.
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With the exception of the military, there are few Rus-
sians in the place. The greater part of the population are
Sarts, or Tadjiks, Bokhariots, Kirghiz, and Kara Kalpaks,
all speaking a dialect of Tartar, and all Tartar tribes, in
whom the Mongolian type has been more or less modified
by an infusion of Aryan blood.

The first view of Kazala is sufficient to show you, in
spite of its broad streets, that you are in Central Asia.
The low mud houses with flat roofs, without windows, and
almost without doors; the bazaar with its rows of little
shops or stalls, where long-bearded men, in gay bright-
coloured robes, gravely sit, taking tea, among their wares
‘the strings of laden camels that come trooping in, the
crowds of wild-visaged men, the heaps of strange-looking
merchandise, all remind you that you are in the wild and
legendary regions of the East.

It was with a feeling of lazy satisfaction, only known
by those who have posted a journey of 2000 miles, that we
at last drew up before the door of the only hotel of the
place. The hotel accommodation, to be sure, was not of the
most luxurious. A large room—with a table, a few chairs,
a wooden sofa, and a bed to which are wanting sheets,
coverlets, pillows, and mattresses—is not all that could
be required in the way of luxury, if one were disposed to
be exacting. But that we were not. Besides, we were
provided ourselves with leather-covered pillows, mat-
tresses, and sheepskins. So, after a Russian bath, which
we obtained in a little mud out-house, fitted up for the
purpose, we stretched ourselves out for one good quiet
nap, the first for many days, and then awoke to a royal
dinner of wild duck, brown and juicy, done to a turn by
our Tartar servant, Ak-Mamatoff. Then we sally out to
get a view of the famous Yaxartes of ancient history.
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Leaving the town and fortress behind us, we are soon
standing on the banks of the river. It is here about
a quarter of a mile wide; its waters, brown and muddy,
rush by with a sullen murmur between low sharp
banks, sometimes covered with a rich sward, sometimes
with forests of tangled brushwood; and tall reeds and
jungle, the hiding-place of tigers; while beyond, away
to the south, in the direction of the Oxus, are the yellow
sands of the Kyzil-Kum melting into the hazy sky.

One of the first things that attracted our attention was
the Aral flotilla. There were three good-sized side-wheel
steamers, the ‘Samarcand,” ¢ Perovsky,” and ¢ Tashkent’;
two stern-wheelers, the ‘ Aral’ and ‘ Syr-Darya’; a steam-
launch, the ¢ Obruchef,’ and many barges, of which three
were schooner-rigged. We saw, besides, two new barges,
one of which had just been launched, while the other was
still on the stocks. Two or three of these vessels were
built in Sweden, but the rest were all constracted in Liver-
pool or London. They are all of iron, and were brought
here in pieces, and put together. When it is remembered
that these boats had to be carried on the backs of camels,
in pieces whose weight could not exceed 300 pounds, and
through the steppe I have just described, the difficulties of
the undertaking will be understood. The ‘Samarcand,’
which was built, I believe, in 1870, is by far the best of the
fleet, and is an exceedingly pretty and comfortable craft.
They are none of them well fitted for the shallows of the
Syr-Darya, as they draw too much water to run on the
river, except in the high water of spring and midsummer,
when the snow melts in the mountain ranges. Here the
Syr-Darya is deep enough; but near Fort No. 2 there
are many shallows, which are constantly changing. A
few weeks ago, in coming down the Yaman-Darya from

c
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Fort Perovsky, the ‘Samarcand’ anchored for the night
in deep water, but the next morning was on dry ground,
and it required the labour of 500 men for a week to cut
a channel and bring her off. The models for the Russian
steamers on the Yaxartes should be sought, not on the
Thames, but on those American rivers where vessels are
constructed to draw no more than six inches of water.

Though it was Easter Sunday—the greatest holiday in
the Russian calendar—the river bank presented a busy
sight. The barges and steamers were being loaded as
fast as possible with provisions, stores, and ammunition ;
for Lieutenant Sitnikoff, the commandant, expected to
sail for the mouth of the Oxus in three or four days, to
go up the river and meet the expedition of General
Kaufmann as near as possible to Khiva.

We were now very anxious to hear something of the
campaign against Khiva; we had learned nothing since
leaving Orenburg, and, for all we knew to the contrary,
the place might already have fallen.

When I left St. Petersburg, it was with the expectation
of reaching this place before the departure of the column
led by the Grand Duke, Nicolas Constantinovitch, which
I knew was to start from here. I had long since given
up that hope. I knew the column must have already
taken up its march for Khiva. The only question now
was, how far it had reached, and what were the chances
for overtaking it. Intent upon obtaining information, we
called, in the course of the day, upon the commandant
of the fortress, Colonel Kozyreff. We found him a genial,
hospitable old gentleman, and were only too rejoiced to
accept his ready invitation to dinner.

From him we soon learned that the campaign against
Khiva was already far advanced. There were in all five
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columns directed against the Khanate. The Kazala
column, under the command of Colonel Goloff, with the
Grand Duke Nicholas leading the vanguard, had left here
on the 21st of March, had reached a place called Irkibai
on the Yani-Darya, on the 6th of April, and had there
constructed the fort Blagovestchensk. When last heard
from, some ten days previously, they were at the wells
of Bukali, in the Bukan-Tau mountains, not more than
a hundred miles from the Oxus, where they were to
await the arrival of General Kaufmann, leading the
Tashkent detachment in person. No news had been
received from Kaufmann since the departure of his troops
from Tashkent. Nothing was known of his exact where-
abouts, but it was supposed that he must, by this time,
have united his forces with those of the Kazala column,
and he might even have already reached the Oxus.

It was not encouraging news for me to find that 300
miles of desert lay still between me and the column which,
when leaving St. Petersburg, I expected to meet here in
Kazala, especially as the greater part of the distance
would have to be considered the enemy’s country.

A courier, who had just arrived on his way from the
Orenburg expedition, reported that the forces under the
command of General Verévkin had already crossed the
Emba, and were well on their way south. This column
was due by the 13th of May on the southern shores of
the Aral, where it was to be joined by the expedition,
under Colonel Lamakin, from Kinderly Bay, on the
north-east shore of the Caspian, an expedition, by the
way, of which we had not heard before. Of the detach-
ment under Colonel Markosoff, starting from the southern
shores of the Caspian, nothing had been heard.

But perhaps the most important news we obtained

c2
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was that, three weeks before, an ambassador from the
Khan of Khiva, the Bii Murtaza-Khodja-Abaskhodjin,
had arrived with a letter from the Khan to General
Kaufmann, and with the Russian captives. The am-
bassador had a suite of twenty-five persons, among
whom were a Divan-Beg and an Ishan. The Khan, we
were told, had ordered the embassy to comply in every
respect with General Kaufmann’s demands. At the time
when the embassy was sent out, nothing was known at
Khiva of the movement of the Russian troops; and, as it
took the road close to the Aral, it did not meet the
expeditionary forces. The embassy was a month on the
road, and found snow enough to supply them with water.
General Kaufmann had ordered the ambassador to be
forwarded to his camp, and also those of the Russian
captives who could stand the journey. The released
Russians numbered but twenty-one, eleven of whom are
Cossacks. They were all captured in 1869 and 1870 by
the Kirghiz and delivered to the Khivans. It was said
that these were all the Russians held as slaves in Khiva
that could be found, with the exception of one old man
taken in Perovsky’s disastrous expedition, who, having
become a Mussulman, married there, and preferred to
remain.

The next day we called on Admiral Sitnikoff, who
likewise received us with great cordiality, and entertained
us handsomely, giving us every facility for a closer
inspection of the fleet. _

Having duly reflected on the matter, I determined to
attempt crossing the Kyzil-Kum alone, on the trail of
the Kazala detachment. I thought that, with swift
horses and a good guide, I could reach the Oxus in seven
or eight days, before Kaufmann would have passed it.
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Once there, I would trust to my star, if the army had
crossed, for getting over somehow, and evading the
Khivan cavalry that would probably be hanging on its
rear. This course was a dangerous one, and was regarded,
as I soon learned, by the Russians as not only dangerous,
but simply impossible. The Kirghiz of the Kyzil-Kum
were hostile to the Russians, and had besides the repu-
tation of being robbers and marauders, who would regard
a small party, during these war times, as a lawful prize.
Nevertheless, to cross the desert inhabited by them was
the only plan that seemed to be left open to me. Re-
maining here, or going on to Tashkent, was equivalent to
staying in St. Petersburg. I had already spent so much
of the ‘New York Herald’s’ money, that I felt morally
obliged to push forward; and I was very certain that
anything less than my entry into Khiva would not be a
satisfactory conclusion of my undertaking. The position
of a correspondent is often a very embarrassing one. He
embarks, perhaps, on an enterprise without fully counting
the cost, or foreseeing or appreciating half the difficulties
to be encountered in its accomplishment, and then feels
obliged to put on a brave face and carry it out at
whatever risk, when in his inmost self he knows that if
he were a free agent, he would be among the very last to
undertake it. In this way he often gets a reputation for
foolhardiness, or pluck, or perseverance, or “ cheek,” which
he really does not merit.

Isoon found that it was easier to resolve upon this course
than to carry it out. I was casting about for horses, and
a guide with which to perform the journey, when Captain
Verestchagin, Colonel Goloff’s successor, called upon us,
and informed me that he could not take the responsibility
of allowing me to start mpon so dangerous a journey
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without the sanction of the Governor-General. He
remained unmoved in this opinion in spite of all our
argumernts, and, as General Kaufmann was in the heart
of the Kyzil-Kum, nobody knew where, and it might
take weeks to communicate with him, this determination
on his part was an insurmountable barrier to carrying
out my plan. A moment’s reflection served to convince
me that a half-formed design I had conceived of escaping
across the Syr in the night was impracticable. Besides
the difficulty of crossing the river, there was the necessity
of buying horses, finding-a guide, and making other
needful preparations, which could not be done in a small
place like this under the watchful eyes of Captain Verest-
chagin without his finding it out. I determined, how-
ever, to make an attempt to carry out my original
design from Fort No. 2, or from Fort Perovsky. Captain
Verestchagin did not oppose our proceeding to Tash-
kent, and I hoped to find an officer at one of these
places who would not have such exaggerated fears for
my personal safety. Captain Verestchagin was very
polite, nevertheless, and readily agreed to despatch any
letters we might wish to write to General Kaufmann
by a special courier.  Accordingly we wrote, asking
permission to go to Khiva, and requesting an answer
to be sent to Tashkent.

I may as well forestall my story here by saying that
Kaufmann had no sooner received our letters, than he sent
a courier with an invitation for us to come on, accom-
panied by & map and instructions for the road. Had I
waited for this answer, however, I should have only'
reached Khiva several days after its fall.
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CHAPTER IIL

FORT PEROVBKY.

As Mr. Schuyler, on his way to Tashkent, had no business
in Kazala, and as I was only too anxious to get on to
Fort Perovsky to try my fortune there, we hurried our
departure, and after a halt of only three days, replaced
our baggage in the waggon, took our seats in the tarantass,
and were once again on the weary post-road.

Our course now lay along the banks of the erratic Syr,
whose vagaries we had plenty of time to observe and
study.

The Syr is the most eccentric of rivers, as change-
able as the moon, without the regularity of that planet.
It is a very vagabond of & river, and thinks no more of
changing its course, of picking up its bed and walking
off eight or ten miles with it, than does one of the
Kirghiz, who inhabit its banks. The Russians have never
been able to do anything with it, and I have serious
doubts of its ever being turned to any account for pur-
poses of navigation. If the country through which it
flows were thickly populated, means, it is true, might be
found to navigate it. But before that can come to pass
the greater part of its waters will probably have been
absorbed in irrigating the thirsty sands of the Kyzil-
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Kum, the most useful purpose to which they can be
applied.

We were four days reaching Fort Perovsky, which four
days were to me days of intolerable anxiety and suspense.
If Kaufmann had advanced as far as was supposed, it would
require the utmost despatch to overtake him before the
fall of Khiva, and here I was plodding along at a very
snail’s pace, without even the certainty of being allowed
to go on at all.

At length we arrived at Perovsky in the middle of the
night, to find the whole of the only hotel in the place
occupied by a Russian officer. We were offered, however,
a small room, five feet by eight, without a stick of furni-
ture, dusty and dirty, into which we were fain to bring
our mattresses and camp for the night.

Early the next morning I sent Ak-Mamatoff out to
find a guide and horses. In spite of all remonstrances,
I was fully determined to attempt crossing the Kyazil-
Kum to the Oxus, whether the district superintendent
should oppose me or not; and spent the day in filling
cartridges, and making other needful preparations. Ak-
Mamatoff returned in the evening, saying he had not been
able to find a guide, and that no horses were to be
obtained in Perovsky.

I was completely dumbfounded by this announcement.
I should have been disposed to attempt the journey
without a guide; but without horses, of course, this was
impossible. I then asked him if any camels could be
procured. He thought they could, and without any diffi-
culty. But it was now already night, and nothing
further could be done that day. The next morning
he started out early in search of camels and of a guide,
promising to return soon.
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We spent the day in looking about the town. It was
just such another place as Kazala. The same mud
houses, the same little shops and bazaars, the same
bright costumes and dark swarthy faces, the same array
of strange outlandish wares, the same little fortress,
with its guns peering over the walls, and the same broad
river rushing by. It was here that the Russians met
with the first serious resistance offered them in Central
Asia.

The place was defended by Yakub Bek, then in the
service of the Khan of Kokand, with a skill, courage, and
daring rarely equalled. After a siege of several days,
it was at last taken by storm with a great loss of life
on both sides. Yakub Bek escaped, and has since made
himself Emir of Kashgar, the most flourishing and
prosperous country of Central Asia. The place was
then called Ak-Mesdjid, but the name has since been
changed to Perovsky, from a mania the Russians have of
changing names, often hundreds of years old, to flatter
the vanity of some military chief.

Ak-Mamatoff did not return until evening, and then
came with the same story; neither guide, camels, nor
horses to'be found. It appeared to me very strange that
camels and horses should not be found in a place like this,
where three-fourths of the property of the inhabitants
consists in these animals. Ak-Mamatoff was evidently
lying for some purpose of his own, and a moment’s
reflection served to show me what that purpose was.
When, just before arriving at Kazala, we disclosed to him
my intention of going to Khiva, and asked him if he
would come along with me, he entered into the plan with
great zest and heartiness, and appeared anxious to under-
take it. Since then, however, he had spoken of it with
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great despondency, having probably heard at Kazala
something of the difficulty of the proposed undertaking,
and had changed his mind. He had evidently adopted
the ingenious device of telling me there were no horses or
camels to be had here, in order to convince me of the
impossibility of attempting the expedition. There may
have been likewise behind this some intention of so in-
creasing the obstacles to my starting, as to induce me to
pay liberally in case he should find himself obliged to
go in the end.

When I arrived at this conviction, and remembered that
he had thus detained me two days, I felt a strong inward
temptation to send him at once to his Muslim Paradise.
By the application of some very forcible arguments,
however, I succeeded- in convincing him that any more
lies on the subject of horses would result in very dis-
agreeable consequences to himself, and he started out
next morning faithfully promising to do his best.

I may as well state here that Mamatoff was a Tartar
from Orenburg, who had been recommended to us by
Bekchurin, a civilised Tartar in that place in service
of the government. He was about fifty-five years old,
spoke all the Central Asian languages as well as Russian,
but proved to be the most worthless, lazy, thieving,
contrary old idiot I could possibly have found. In spite
of his being a Mohamedhan, he used to get drunk, and
was continually finding pretexts for thwarting my wishes
and disobeying my orders, as in the present case.

He returned in the course of the forenoon with a kind
of renegade Jew, whom he proposed for a guide, and who
said he had been in the Bukan-Tau mountains, where I
expected to find Kaufmann, and knew the way there very
well.
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After having concluded & bargain with this individual,
and agreed upon the number of horses that would be
required, he suddenly disappeared, and we never saw him
again—a flat, and somewhat unexpected ending to a long
and satisfactory negotiation.

Another day was thus lost, and the result proved so
exceedingly disagreeable to Ak-Mamatoff, that he started
off next morning more than ever impressed with the ex-
pediency of fulfilling our commands. This time he
brought us a Kara-Kalpak, named Mustruf, who had
just returned from Irkibai, where he had gone as djigst
or guide to a small detachment, which left this place to
unite with the Kazala column. As this man talked as
though he really meant business, and evidently knew the
country, I engaged him at his own price, which proved
to be an outrageously high one, a fact with which I duly
credited Ak-Mamatoff. It only remained to obtain the
permission of Colonel Rodionoff, the district governor,
for the guide to accompany us, without which he would
not go, however much I might have been disposed to
start without complying with that formality. We called
on Colonel Rodionoff, who so far from offering any
objections to my departure, as had done Captain
Verestchagin, gave the guide a passport, myself per-
misgion to depart, and rendered me every assistance in
his power.

As soon as it became known that I wanted horses, at
least a hundred were offered me. The street, in fact,
around our door was soon full of them, thus giving the
lie direct to Ak-Mamatoff. This he bore with great.
equanimity, however, not seeming in the least discon-
certed at such overwhelming proof of his own duplicity.
I bought six at prices varying from six to ten pounds,
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four for the saddle for myself, Ak-Mamatoff, Mustruf,
the guide, and a young Kirghiz, whom I had employed at
Mustruf’s suggestion to help to take care of the horses,
the other two for the baggage and a little forage, as well
as the water, we would have to carry with us in many
places.

Camels would have been far better as beasts of burden.
With them I might have taken a tent, carpets, camp-stool,
and table, and a supply of clothing as well as provisions,
which would have rendered my sojourn in the desert
comparatively pleasant. By taking horses only, I should,
I knew, be deprived of even the comforts of the nomads;
but with horses I hoped to make the distance in just half
the time, and time was with me the great consideration.
Had I known how long I was doomed to wander about
in the desert, I would never have undertaken the journey
with horses only.
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CHAPTER IV.

AMONG THE ROBBERS.

It was three o’clock on the afternoon of the 30th of April,
when I bade farewell to Mr. Schuyler, and stepped into the
ferry-boat which was to carry me over the Syr-Darya.
Three of my little Kirghiz horses had already scrambled
in along with Mustruf, while Ak-Mamatoff was pre-
paring to embark with the rest of the horses and baggage
in a second boat.

The Syr here was about a mile wide, and the shore, with
the fort, over which some pieces of twelve were peering,
and the little mud-built town, with the natives who had
assembled to see me off, fast receded and grew dim. I
was soon obliged to take my field-glass to distinguish
Mr. Schuyler from the crowd, where I easily made him out,
giving old Ak-Mamatoff his last orders preparatory to
sending him off with the rest of the baggage and horses.

On the other side of the river I found a small village
of Kirghiz, consisting of five or six tents. The in-
habitants gathered on the shore as we landed, and very
good-naturedly helped us to unload our boat. Ak-Mamatoff
soon arrived in the second boat, with the two horses. Of
these, one was loaded with the barley we had provided as
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fodder, the other with about 100 pounds of biscuit, sugar,
tea, a tea-pot, and tea-kettle, hogskins for carrying water,
called fursuks, leather buckets with long ropes attached
for drawing water from wells, and my own scanty ward-
robe. A hundred rounds for each of my guns and revolver
were equally divided, with many other little traps, among
the four saddle-horses.

The baggage having been all packed on the two horses,
and everything being ready, I slung my Winchester rifle
across my shoulder, mounted my little Kirghiz saddle-
horse, and waving an adieu to Mr. Schuyler, whom I
made out far away on the other shore watching our
proceedings through his glass, turned my horse’s head
to the south and plunged into the desert.

My little party consisted of the Tartar, old Ak-Ma-
matoff, employed as servant and interpreter; the guide,
Mustruf, a Kara-Kalpak from Fort Perovsky, and a young
Kirghiz, named Tangerberkhen, from the same place,
whose duty it was to look after the baggage and the six
horses. Being a man of peace, I went but lightly armed.
A heavy double-barrelled English hunting rifle, a double-
barrelled shot gun, both of which pieces were breech-
loading, an eighteen-shooter Winchester rifle, three heavy
revolvers, and one ordinary muzzleloading shot gun
throwing slugs, besides a few knives and sabres, formed a
light and unpretentious equipment. Nothing was farther
from my thoughts than fighting. I only encumbered
myself with these things in order to be able to discuss
with becoming dignity questions relating to the rights of
way and of property with inhabitants of the desert, whose
opinions on these subjects are sometimes peculiar.

My only thought now was to get away as fast as possible
from Fort Perovsky, lest Colonel Rodionoff might change
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his mind and “send for” me. Once out of sight of the fort,
with a few miles of desert behind me, I knew I should be
safe from pursuit. Our departure, therefore, bore a strong
resemblance to a hurried flight. My plan was to follow
the course of the Yani-Darya, a small stream which flows
out of the Syr in a south-westerly direction, to the springs
of Irkibai, where, as has already been stated, the Grand
Duke had constructed a fort. From that point I would
follow his trail, and overtake the detachment.

Mustruf took the lead, myself, Ak-Mamatoff, and the
young Kirghiz following, each of the two latter leading a
horse. Our course lay to the south-west, and we left the
river almost directly behind us. Its valley here was very
sandy, and covered with tufts of coarse tall grass. Reeds
and tangled masses of a fine wiry thornbush, that some-
times attained a height of twenty feet, formed a dense
impenetrable jungle, in which the tigers of the Yaxartes
find a safe retreat. There were occasionally small patches
of fine green grass, and little groves of a kind of thorny,
scrubby tree, resembling the wild plum of America.
None of these were out in leaf as yet, but the singing
of birds, and the scent of early flowers betokened the
approach of spring.

We occasionally met & Kirghiz horseman, with his old
matchlock slung across his shoulders, who looked at me
curiously as he rode by, but always saluted me with a
respectful salaam. Of course my people had to stop and
have a talk upon these occasions, and each man received
a full account of me; where I was from, where going to,
who I was, and what was my business, as far as old Ak-
Mamatoff knew it, probably with the addition of a good
deal he did not know.

We continued our march till about sunset, when we
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entered a dense thicket of the thornbush before mentioned.
Through this a bridle path had been worn, which led us
out into a delightful little glade, covered with a carpet of
rich green grass. This glade was surrounded on three
sides by the jungle through which we had just passed,
while on the fourth it ran down to the edge of a broad
river, which I was very much surprised to see was the
- Syr. Isoon learned that the river made a broad sweep to
the south, and at this point our path again approached
its banks. In the middle of this little glade was a
Kirghiz aul, consisting of four or five kibitkas or tents.
An aul, it should be observed, is the Tartar word for
village, but means here a nomadic or wandering village,
because among the Kirghiz there are no other kind.
Mustruf rode up to one of the tents, from which two or
three women and several children had emerged, and asked
something in Kirghiz. A larger tent farther on was
indicated. Ak-Mamatoff then proposed stopping here for
the night. Being now fairly started, and quite out of
the reach of the Russian police, and as it was, besides,
about sunset, I consented. So we rode up to the large
tent, the owner of which had made his appearance at the
door. He and Mustruf shook hands, stroking their beards
and exchanging salutations, being, as it turned out,
old friends. After a moment’s conversation, of which I
could see I was the subject, the Kirghiz motioned me to
dismount ; I complied, and he then shook hands with me,
stroking his beard, and pronouncing a salaam. I was
next led into the kibitka with the gravest politeness,
and invited to seat myself on sundry bright-coloured rugs
and carpets, which were spread across one half the tent
for my reception.

I was now for the first time in the midst of the Kirghiz
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of the Kyzil-Kum, and beyond the protection of the
Russians. These people, as I have already said, have
the reputation of being robbers and murderers; and I
had sufficient property to make a rich prize for even
the richest amongst them. When starting into the
desert I knew I must adopt one of two systems in dealing
with such a people. Either fight them, or throw myself
entirely upon their hospitality and generosity; I chose
the latter system.

80, now, on entering the tent, I unslung my Winchester
and handed it, along with my belt and revolver, to my
host. Then throwing myself on the ground, I enjoyed,
tired as I was, the soft rugs and bright fire, which burnt
in the middle and sent up a column of blue smoke
through a hole in the top. My host hung my arms up
in the tent, and then went out to see what my people
were doing with the horses, leaving me to the care of two
very ragged, high-cheeked, small-eyed women, who, going
about their household duties, cast on me from time to
time a curious, but discreet glance.

The scene was a pretty one. Through the open side of
the tent I could see the horses cropping the rich grass,
the children playing about the green, the smoke curling
over the kibitkas in a cozy way, and the river rushing by
with a subdued murmur. The children of these nomads,
so far from being shy of strangers, as is usually the case
among savages, were not in the least afraid of me, and one
half-naked, black-eyed little fellow came tumbling into
my arms, when I held them out to him, with a childish
trust that was captivating.

On Ak-Mamatoff’s suggestion, I went out to a neigh-
bouring pond, and soon brought down four or five ducks.

It was now nearly dark, and the Syr was rushing by

D
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with a low threatening murmaur, broken occasionally by a
heavy startling splash, as its banks tumbled in. The
other side lay buried in obscurity, out of which the tops
of the trees defined themselves dimly against the sky.
Judging by the time we had been on the march, I cen-
cluded that Perovsky was about fifteen miles distant.
I returned along the bank to the aul, where I found
that my ducks had created quite a sensation. The
Kirghiz have such poor arms that they are rarely able
to shoot anything; and to have brought down five was in
their eyes a great feat.

The ducks were already roasted when I entered the
kibitka, and inviting my host, as well as everybody else who
happened to be present, to take part, we gathered around the
cheerful fire in the middle of the kibitka, and made our
supper on wild ducks, together with biscuits and some cold
meat I had brought with me, the latter from Perovsky, the
former from Orenburg. My host was delighted with the
biscuit, it probably being the first time he had ever eaten
white bread. Even black bread is a luxury among the
Kirghiz, who live on milk and mutton. I now learned
for the first time that in the hurry of my departure from
Perovsky I had forgotten to take the knife, fork, tin
plates, and teaspoon I had provided for the trip; I was
obliged to eat with a jack-knife, like the Kirghiz, and stir
my tea with a twig, hastily cut from a thornbush. The
Kirghiz, as well as my own people, made their tea by the
simple and primitive process of boiling it in a large iron
pot, like soup, and drank it out of small porcelain bowls
of Russian make, nibbling a lump of sugar the while.
They do not indulge in the extravagance of putting sugar
in the tea itself.

. The fire having now burnt down low, a piece of felt was
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drawn over the opening in the top by means of a rope,
making everything snug and cozy for the night. We
rolled ourselves up in sheep-skins, stretched ourselves out
on a rug, and soon fell asleep. Thus pleasantly ended
my first day in the dreaded desert of Kyzil-Kum.
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CHAPTER V.

ON THE MARCH.

TrE next morning we were in the saddle by sunrise, "and
after & kindly farewell to our host, we took up our line of
march in the same order as the day before. Our course
lay to the south-west across the country, where there
was neither road nor bridle-path. We pushed straight
forward, sometimes through tangled brushwood, sometimes
through tall reeds in which we were completely lost;
over low sandy dunes, and again across the bare plain,
where there was only a little furze or coarse grass.

I soon remarked the cry of some bird, which seemed to
be very plentiful in the reeds and bushes, as we heard it
around us at every moment. It was a sharp discordant
cry, resembling that of the peacock, and was always
instantly followed by a rustling of wings as if the bird
had flown. I was very much surprised to learn that this
was the far-famed golden pheasant of Turkistan, and
became anxious to have a shot at one. This, however, I
found was no easy matter in the tall reeds. They seem
to possess a remarkable facility for hiding, in spite of
their brilliant plumage ; and although I often heard their
cries within fifty feet of me, I could never succeed in
starting one, however much I beat the bushes. This was
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all the more provoking, as I had no sooner left the place
than the cry would be repeated, apparently on the very
spot where I had been standing. It was only after I got
into more open ground that I succeeded in bagging one.

At last we fell into a beaten path, which led across the
plain, and which made our progress through reeds and
brushwood easier and more rapid. We passed many flocks
and herds of cattle, sheep, and horses, that were quietly
grazing in the open glades. They were always guarded
by a Kirghiz on horseback, who usually came forward and
accosted us; and then there was always a short halt and
mutual exchange of questions. These shepherds were
armed ordinarily with a curved sabre or a matchlock, some-
times with both, and would often accompany us a short
distance on our way. The valley of the Syr is very thickly
inhabited by these nomads, and many thousand sheep,
cattle, and horses, are annually reared on its banks.

About ten o’clock we came upon an aul of four kibit-
kas, and, as we had not yet eaten anything, we halted to
make a light breakfast. The aul was situated in a little
thicket of thornbushes, which shut it in on all sides, and
we might easily have missed it had not Mustruf, knowing
there was one here, been on the look-out. We -found
our way into it by a circuitous path cut through the
brushwood. I was glad to take shelter in the shade of a
tent from the sun, which was already growing hot. This
was a very poor aul. The felt of the kibitka was old,
ragged, and full of holes, and there were no pretty rugs
or carpets to be seen, as in the one where I had passed
the night. The other kibitkas I perceived, upon visiting
them, were no richer.

While preparations were going on for breakfast, I took
my rifle and sallied forth in search of a pheasant, whose
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cry I had remarked just before arriving at the aul. The
plain here was covered for the most part with a short
kind of furze, a few low shrubs, with here and there a
dense thicket of thornbushes, like that in which was
situated the aul, and I concluded I would have a better
chance than among the tall reeds. I soon perceived
a beautiful cock emerging from a thicket, with his golden
wings, green neck, and long tail, almost equalling in
beauty the rainbow tints of the peacock. He stepped
proudly forth from the thicket and took his way leisurely
towards another, occasionally stopping to pick up a worm
or insect, apparently unaware or unmindful of my presence.
Slowly raising my rifle so as not to frighten him, I took
as accurate aim as I could with the sun in my eyes, and
succeeded in breaking his wings. He ran into the thicket,
but I got him out and brought him into camp, where he
was soon stripped of his brilliant plumage and roasted for
breakfast.

Observing that I had lost a button from my cap, I
asked Ak-Mamatoff if he could not sew it on for me. He
resented doing a woman’s work with indignation, and
went and brought me a young and rather pretty Kirghiz
girl, and informed me, in an angry and aggressive manner,
that she would do it, if I would find button, needle and
thread. The necessary articles were soon produced, and
she sat down on the ground beside me, amid the giggles of
three or four friends who had come to see the stranger,
and now stood around the door of the kibitka, looking
in. She was a girl of about sixteen, very poorly
dressed, for which, however, her long black hair, hanging
over her shoulders in several braids, and her gleaming
black eyes made ample amends. She handled the needle
with a good deul of dexterity, without the aid of a
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thimble. Her comrades seemed to think it very funny,
laughed, and made signs to me to kiss her, which hint
of course I was not slow to act upon, she submitting with
a very demure grace. Igave her some needles and thread,
and a little present besides, and was somewhat surprised
to learn that she was the sister of my young Kirghiz
Tangerberkhen, who was an inhabitant of this aul.

After a nap of about an hour, and another cup of tea,
which, by-the-way, tasted very strongly of mud, the water
being far from good here, we were once again in the
saddle. It was now about one o’clock, and the sun was
fearfully hot. We were, however, on a very good bridle-
path, and our horses went forward at a gentle, steady, but
rapid pace. My horses were of the Kirghiz breed—a
small, but hardy race. They all have, either by nature
or training, the gait called the amble, which, as is well
known, is a very easy one for both horse and rider, and
this they will keep up from dawn until dark, getting
over an amount of ground in a day that is astonishing.
Their endurance is such that they will travel fifty miles
a day for a month at a time, with nothing to eat but what
they can pick up in the desert and an occasional handful
of barley.

As has already been stated, I had six horses. Only
four of these, however, were pure Kirghiz, the other two
having a mixture of Cossack or mongrel blood. One of
these, I have reason to believe, belonged to Mustruf, as
he was very officious in urging me to buy him at a round
price, assuring me that he was an excellent horse, and,
what was of more importance to me, would perform the
journey well. I took him against my own judgment, as,
although a fine-looking beast, with heavy black mane and
tail, he was rather lean to undertake a long journey. For
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a distance that can be made in three or four days a lean
horse is best, but for a month’s steady marching a fat one
is absolutely necessary; and I soon had reason to regret
not having had the courage of my own opinion, as this
animal became food for the jackals long before I reached
the Oxus.

The Kirghiz, unlike the Turcomans, take no care of their
horses. They never clean or groom them, nor stable
them, except in the very coldest weather, and they rarely
feed them with grain. In winter they give them a little
hay, if they have it, and if not, they clear the snow from
the ground, and let them take their chances along with the
sheep and cattle. In summer they live on what they can
pick up in the desert, just as do the camels; and although
on the Syr here the pasture is good, a little farther south
in the Kyzil-Kum it is very different. The result is,
that they are probably the hardiest race of horses in the
world, can live anywhere a camel can, and they will
travel as far without water, but not for as many days.
They have neither the speed nor the size of the Turco-
man horses, however. ’

In a half an hour from this aul we approached and
crossed for the first time the Yani-Darya, along which
our course lay. It is very small and crooked, and was
almost dry. We did not follow its circuitous windings,
but continued our course straight to the south-west,
crossing and recrossing it several times before reaching
Irkibai We now found ourselves in a country broken
up by canals for irrigation, which were for the most part
dry, owing to the fact that the Syr had not overflown this
year. The soil appeared rich enough, but was dry and
parched already, with great cracks running through
it, showing how hot it was here, although it was only
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the first of May. There were no habitations, but many
little enclosures, some of brush simply stuck in the
ground, only sufficient to mark a boundary, and incapable
of preventing animals from passing, others simply formed
by the narrow banks of the canals. There was little
vegetation, as the extreme dryness of the ground seemed
to have soaked up the snow as fast as it melted, but the
ground was covered in many places with the dry stalks
of last year’s weeds.

A few miles further on we left these signs of irrigation,
and came upon a rolling sandy country with here and
there a little lake or pond shut in by the small sand-
hills, and almost hid from view by the tall reeds. Two
or three of these were covered with duck, and I soon
succeeded in obtaining enough for dinner for the whole
party. The sun grew very hot in the afternoon, and
I could scarcely have believed that the difference in
the temperature could have been so great in a few
days. We even commenced to suffer from thirst, as we had
tasted no good water since morning.

We were now in the desert, or rather we commenced
crossing wide stretches of sand, varied by occasional
streaks of ground that had lately been under cultivation ;
and it was curious to observe the difference between the
desert and these spots, the former having by far the
advantage. The land that had been irrigated only the
year before was parched and dry, seamed and cracked by
the sun, with not the slightest vestige of vegetation, while
the desert was almost green with the budding brushwood
and thin grass, which always shoots upimmediately after the
snow melts, and flourishes until the summer heat scorches
it to death. There were plenty of wild tulips already in
bloom, as well as a good many other flowers, of which
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I made a collection as I passed along. The tulips were
very pretty, the calyxes about the size of a small wineglass,
the petals a pale yellow, and the bottom a deep purple.
I observed that they seemed to have a very formidable
enemy in a small brown animal about the size of a rat,
called by the Russians suzlik, which digs down to the
bulbs and completely hollows them out, leaving only a
thin rind.

Towards evening we came upon a Kirghiz burying-
ground, consisting of several tombs and one tall hollow
tower of mud, with a winding stairway inside. Near
it was a well, the water of which was very warm, and
tasted besides so strong of something like straw, that
it was almost impossible to drink it. We slaked our
thirst as best we could, however, and, having watered our
horses and taken a short look at the graveyard, continued
our march.

The plain was almost level, so that we could see for
miles in every direction, but no sign of life greeted our
eyes. We had left the populous lands of the Syr behind
us. In another hour we came upon a well, the water
of which was deliciously cool and sweet; and before
proceeding farther we filled our leathern bottles, warned
by the day’s experience not to trust too confidently to
the plain.

At sunset Mustruf began to look about for an
aul, which he thought must be somewhere in our
vicinity. We pushed on until dark, however, without
finding one, and were about casting around for a good
spot to camp, when a broad blaze of light lit up the
western sky two miles to the right of our path. We
immediately started in that direction, and in a few
minutes Mustruf and myself, who had put our steeds
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to the gallop, reached an aul of some dozen kibitkas,
situated near a little pond whose banks were fringed with
a rich greensward, affording delicious pasturage for our
horses.

We had come to a fertile spot, a kind of oasis apparently,
where there was plenty of grass and water, which I ac-
counted for by supposing we had again approached the
Yani-Darya.

This was my first day’s ride, and as I had been in the
saddle altogether about eleven hours, I was pretty tired ;
and no sooner had Mustruf led the way to the kibitka
whose owner was to entertain us, than I alighted, and
taking my saddle-blanket, stretched myself out on the
ground. Our host first invited me into the tent—an in-
vitation which I declined, preferring to enjoy the cool
evening air before the door. Immediately he brought out
a carpet, which he spread on the ground, and requested
me to take a place on it, seating himself at the same time
in order to engage me in a conversation.

As my knowledge of Tartar was, however, confined to
a very few words, and as Mustruf knew no Russian, he
was obliged to await the arrival of Ak-Mamatoff for more
than an exchange of civilities. He greeted me gravely
and politely, however, stroking his beard and bowing low.
He was a large, finely-built man, and had a heavy beard
‘a thing very unusual among the Kirghiz. Indeed, I
learned upon the arrival of Ak-Mamatoff that he was
not a Kirghiz, but a brother of Mustruf’s, and a Kara-
Kalpak, which accounted for the beard. The Kara-Kalpaks,
although nomadic in their habits like the Kirghiz, living
side by side with them, and often intermarrying, seem to
belong to an entirely different race of men. They are
generally well-formed, much taller than the Kirghiz; and
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instead of the small eyes, high cheek-bones, flat noses,
thick lips, and round beardless faces of the latter, they
have large open eyes, long faces, high noses, and heavy
black beards, and their skin, when not exposed to the sun,
is almost as white as that of Europeans.

Who they are, how they came here, where they came
from, is one of those historical, ethnological questions
which will probably long remain unsolved. That they
are not of the Mongolian race is very evident, but what
they really are it would be difficult to say.

By this time supper and tea were ready; the ducks
were roasted, and we all gathered around the cheerful
blaze in the kibitka to partake of the meal.

After supper, I stepped outside the tent to take a look
on the surrounding scene and enjoy the cool air of the
evening. The new moon was just setting, lights were
gleaming in every direction over the plain, showing that
ours was not the only aul in the vicinity. The bleating
of sheep and the lowing of cattle could be heard, mingled
with the playful bark of dogs and the laughing voices of
children, which came to us on the still evening air like
mausic.

In places the weeds and grass of last year had been
fired to clear the ground for the new growth, and broad
sheets of fire crawled slowly forward over the plain,
while huge volumes of dense smoke, that caught the light
of the flames below, rolled along the sky in grotesque
fantastic shapes like clouds of fire.
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CHAPTER VI.

A KIRGHIZ CHIEF.

Duriva the next day I began to observe a kind of
plant that gave out a very fragrant aromatic odour when
trampled under the horses’ feet. This I soon discovered
to be absinth. The plain was in some places covered
with it, and I observed that the horses ate it with
pleasure. .

Here also were from time to time thickets of a kind
of low scraggy, gnarly, bush, varying from a foot to
six feet high. The wood is very hard and brittle, so that
it is more easily broken than cut, and it is so hardy,
that it flourishes even in the bleakest and most desolate
places. It is called by the Kirghiz saz-aul, a name
they give, however, to any kind of wood serving for
fuel.

In the course of the morning we saw four or five
“saigaks,” a kind of desert antelope, resembling some-
what both the antelope and the goat. I tried to get a
shot at them, but my peoplé, who had not the most
elementary notions of stalking, made so much noise that
they soon took the alarm and were off like the wind. I
gave chase, and followed them to a place where the stunted
bushwood took the dimensions of small trees, ten or fifteen
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feet high, but it was all in vain. Nothing can overtake
these animals but the fleet-footed greyhound of the Turco-
mans. While riding back to the path we were following, I
remarked that the sax-aul here, although so large, owing
probably to the greater richness and humidity of the soil
or sand, still maintained its peculiar characteristics—
hard, dry, knotty, scrubby, gnarly and twisted as a ram’s
horn. Half of it seemed to be dead or dying, and as the
- spring leaves had not yet come out, the whole presented a
bleak forbidding aspect, like a goblin forest that had been
scorched and withered by some terrible curse.

This morning’s ride was delicious. The cool air,
laden with the aromatic fragrance of the wild absinth
that was crushed beneath our horses’ feet, was a very
delight to breathe.

At noon, however, the sun began to grow very hot and
observing a horseman a mile or two away to the north
watching us, Mustruf galloped off to see him, suspecting
the presence of water there. After a moment’s con-
versation with the stranger we saw him making signs to
us to advance, and leaving our path we struck across the
plain, and soon rejoined him. We found not only one
strange horseman, but four or five. They were Kara-
Kalpaks, as their stalwart forms and heavy beards indicated,
and they manifested their hospitality by taking charge of
my horse immediately and offering me a cup of tea they
had just made. I soon learned that they had chosen this
spot for the noon halt of their aul, which was on its way,
and which in fact soon arrived.

The work of breaking up camp, taking down the kibitkas,
and packing them with the household goods on the backs
of the camels, and driving forward the flocks and herds,
devolves upon the women and boys; the men in the mean-
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‘time mount their horses and ride forward to find a place
for the next encampment. The men we now spoke to had
chosen this spot on account of a pond, or puddle rather,
of muddy water in the vicinity, and the grass, which was
reasonably good for the desert.

The aul soon arrived; the camels with the women and
children came trooping in in a long line, followed by the
flocks of sheep and of cattle, which immediately scattered
themselves over the plain in search of pasture; the camels
were made to kneel by a jerk of the cord around the
muzzle or through the nostrils,in guise of bridle; the
women descended, and immediately commenced setting
up the kibitkas and unpacking the household goods, in
which task they were little helped by the men ; fires were
lit, kettles put on, and everything was bustle, life, and
animation.

I was very much interested in watching the women set up
the tents, and the speed with which they accomplished it.

The framework of the kibitka, or Central Asian tent, is
composed of a number of thin strips of wood six feet long,
loosely fastened together in the form of a vine-trellis;
this frame opens out and folds up compactly, so that it
may be placed on a camel. The sticks forming this frame
are slightly curved in the middle, so that upon opening
out it naturally takes the form of a segment of a circle.
Four of these frames complete the skeleton sides of the
tent. On the top of this are placed some twenty-five
or thirty rafters, curved to the proper shape, the upper
ends of which are placed in a hoop, three or four feet in
diameter, serving as a roof-tree.

As soon as the camel carrying the felt and framework
of a kibitka arrived, he was made to kneel down, two
women seized the framework, set it up on end, and
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stretched it out in form of a circle, one holding it while
the other fastened the different parts together. Then the
doorposts were set up, and a camel’s-hair rope drawn
around the whole, to bind it tightly together. One of
them then took the wooden hoop, which serves as roof-
tree, and elevated it inside the tent by means of a stick
inserted in one of the many holes with which it is per-
- forated, while the other immediately commenced inserting
the rafters, some twenty or thirty in number, the bases of
which are fastened to the lower framework by means of
loops. The heavy rolls of felt are then drawn over this
skeleton, and the kibitka is complete. It is about fifteen
feet in diameter and eight feet high, and in shape not
unlike an old-fashioned straw beehive. The whole opera-
tion only requires about ten minutes, and it is so solid
that any wind short of a tornado will not budge it.

Upon returning from a short and unsuccessful search
for game, I was surprised and pleased to learn that my
comfort had not been forgotten in the general bustle and
confusion. The chief of the aul had ordered a small
kibitka to be set up for my own especial use, to which
he now led me with grave politeness. I found it nicely
carpeted and provided with several soft, bright-coloured
coverlets and cushions, which were deliciously luxurious to
my weary limbs.

I invited my kind host to share a pheasant I had killed
in the morning and to take tea with me, which invitation
he accepted. I was very much surprised to see him
arrive shortly afterwards with a Russian samovar hot and
steaming, all ready to make tea. And when he observed
that I had no teaspoon, and that I was stirring my tea
with a twig of sax-aul, he sent for one, and presented
it to me. This, together with the offer of the nicely fur-
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nished kibitka as a shelter against the scorching noonday
heat, was such a piece of real kindness and hospitality as
is rarely met with except in the desert.

For my own part, I made a display of all my wealth in
provisions. I had some of Liebig’s extract of meat—
by-the-way, about the most villainous compound I have
ever tasted—which, with some dried vegetables, I had
made into a soup; also some pité de foie gras, that
pleased my Kirghiz friend immensely, and a quantity
of dried fruit, known in Central Asia as kishmish.
Kishmish, which consists of raisins, dried apricots, and
peaches, is considered a great delicacy in the desert. I
had besides some chocolate, which so pleased my guest
that he sent off some to his wife and daughters. Ithen had
some fresh sweet milk boiled, into which I broke a quan-
tity of biscuit. This was the great triumph of the meal,
and gave immense satisfaction. Then we drank our tea
from large bowls, which was the only thing I had in the
way of dishes. These bowls, enclosed in a lightly orna-
mented leather case, are attached to the saddle, and form a
part of the accoutrement of every horseman in the desert.

While taking tea, I offered him a cigar, which he at
first refused. When he saw me light one, he changed
his mind and followed my example with great zest, thus
showing that he first refused because he did not know
what the cigar was. He then showed me some paper
and tobacco for cigarettes, as well as a pipe, the use of
which he had learned from the Russians. He assured
me, however, that the cigar was better.

While smoking our cigars, I opened through Ak-Mamatoff
a general conversation with him, our few and desultory
remarks up to that moment having been confined to the
necessary questions and answers relating to the meal.

E



50 CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS.

He informed me he was a chief, that his name was
Dowlat, and that he governed under the Russians two
thousand kibitkas. Each kibitka paid three roubles a
year taxes to the Russians—that is, about nine shillings
of English money. When I asked him if they were satis-
fied with the Russian rule, he said “ Yes,” but at the same
time significantly shook his head. He added that they
very often had to pay tribute to the Khan of Khiva, who
likewise claimed as his subjects all the Kirghiz living
between the Amu and the Syr.

Itold him that when the Russians would have conquered
the Khan and brought him to terms, this state of things
would be put an end to; but he shook his head sadly, as
though the prospect were anything but pleasing. Pro-
bably he did not look with any great pleasure at the
prospect of the last stronghold of his religion being
sabjected to & Christian power.

The mode of life of the Kirghiz is very peculiar.
The three winter months are passed in mud habita-
tions on the banks of some river or small stream.
When the snow begins to melt, they start out on their
yearly migrations. For nine months they never stop
in one spot more than three days, and all the time
live in tents. They continue their march often until
they have travelled three or four hundred miles; then
they turn around and go back exactly the same route,
reaching their winter quarters again when the snow begins
to fall. It is hard to find what motive guides their
selection of places beyond the respect for tradition. A
spot which one aul deserts, another is glad to occupy:
and often a body of Kirghiz leaves good grazing ground
behind to travel hundreds of miles away to far inferior
pasturage.
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For instance, the Kirghiz, who winter on the Oxus,
migrate in the spring to the Syr and even farther north ;
while some of those on the Syr go south to the Oxus, and
others north to the Irghiz. Many of those on the
Irghiz migrate either still farther north or take a
southerly direction to the Syr. To anybody unacquainted
with their habits of life, there does not seem to be the
slightest system in their movements. They have a system
nevertheless. Every tribe and every aul follows year
after year exactly the same itinerary, pursuing the same
paths, stopping at the same wells as their ancestors did a
thousand years ago; and thus many auls whose inha-
bitants winter together, are hundreds of miles apart in
the summer. The regularity and exactitude of their
movements is such that you can predict to a day where,
in a circuit of several hundred miles, any aul will be at
any season of the year. A map of the desert, showing all
the routes of the different auls, if it could be made,
would present a network of paths meeting, crossing, in-
tersecting each other in every coneeivable direction,
forming apparently a most inextricable entanglement and
confusion.

Yet no aul ever mistakes its own way, or allows another
to trespass upon its itinerary. One aul may at any point
cross the path of another, but it is not allowed to proceed
for any distance upon it. Any deviation of an aul or
tribe from the path which their ancestors have trodden is
a cause for war, and, in fact, nearly all the internecine
struggles among the Kirghiz have resulted from the en-
croachment of some tribe, not upon the pasture grounds,
as might be supposed, but upon the itinerary of another.

The inhabitants of an aul are almost always relations.
In many cases they seem to have been founded by two or

E 2
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three brothers, who, with their wives and children and
grandchildren, make up a little community, oceupying
usually from five to ten kibitkas.

The Russians, when they first conquered the Kirghiz,
found this system very embarrassing; and thinking it
would be impossible to keep any account or control of the
people while thus wandering from department to depart-
ment, tried to make territorial divisions among them and
to confine each tribe to a certain section of country. As
might have been foreseen, the attempt was a failure.
Besides the impossibility of enforcing the order, it was
found that it resulted in continual warfare among the
Kirghiz themselves, as they could not be made to under-
stand what their rights really were.

Accordingly they soon returned to the old order of
things ; and the governors of the departments of Orenburg
and Turkistan agreed to consider the winter quarters of the
Kirghiz as their residence, regardless of their migrations,
in order to determine which department should have juris-
diction over them.

I took occasion now to ask my friend why his people
did not stay in the same spot, instead of continually
wandering from place to place. The pasture, he said, was
not sufficient in one place to sustain their flocks and
herds.

“ But why do those who live on the Syr in the winter
not stay there in the summer, where the pasture is good,
instead of wandering off into the desert, where it is thin
and scarce ?” I ask.

¢ Because other auls come ; and if they all stayed, they
would soon eat it all bare.”

“ But why do not the other auls stay at home on the
Amu and the Irghiz, instead of coming ?”
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‘“ Because other auls come there too,” he replied.

 But why do not they all stay at home ?”

“ Well, our fathers never did so, and why should we not
do as they have always done?” he replied. And Isuppose
this is about as near the true reason of their migration
as any other.

To tell the truth, this nomadic mode of life is, probably,
better adapted to the desert than any other.

I was further informed by my friend, that the Kirghiz
live principally on milk, and sometimes a little- flour,
with an occasional piece of mutton. He himself, he said,
had mutton or bread as well as tea and sugar every
day. After an hour’s talk my host left me, and, as the
kibitka was delightfully cool, I stretched myself for a nap.
When I awoke, I found the horses saddled and everything
ready for starting. Swallowing a cup of tea, I mounted
my horse and started, first giving a hearty shake of the
hand and a half-dozen cigars to my kind entertainer.

Towards evening, we seemed to approach the Yani-
Darya. Here there was a little forest of some kind of
wood different from the sax-aul, and not unlike the
American burr-oak ; many of the trees being twenty-five
or thirty feet high. In the middle of this wood was a low
mound, partly surrounded by what appeared to have been
a very deep ditch, and which looked like the remains of
some ancient earthwork. I asked Mustruf about it, but
he was unable at the time to give any satisfactory answer.
I afterwards learned that it was the site of an ancient
town, which had been abandoned on account of the drying
up of the waters of the Yani-Darya.

Although there was plenty of grass and water here,
Mustruf preferred pushing forward in search of an aul
to camping. We accordingly continued our march until



54 CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS.

long after dark. Leaving the Yani-Darya behind us,
we entered upon a dry, open, level plain, where there was
very little vegetation of any kind. Our horses trotted
silently along, their hoofs touching the soft, yielding,
dusty ground as lightly as though they had been muffled.
After hours of travelling, when I began to think we would
probably have to pass the night on the open plain, without
shelter, I was startled to hear the voice of a child. We
turned in that direction from which I had heard the voice,
and, after going half a mile, caught a gleam of light and
the glimmer of water in the spectral moonlight.

At the prospect of food and rest, our horses broke into
a joyful neigh, and after a few minutes’ gallop brought us
within the precincts of a small aul.
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CHAPTER VII.

A KIRGHIZ LOVE STORY.

A prierT fire flashing up out of the darkmess, and
throwing a ruddy light over bright-coloured carpets, rugs,
and cushions; around and above a light trellis-work of
wood, covered by thick white felt, against which are
hanging cooking utensils and various articles of house-
hold use, a sword and gun, saddles and bridles, a three-
stringed Tartar guitar, thrown carelessly aside, was the
scene that greeted me on stepping out of the desert into
the tent.

The kibitka was the largest I had ever seen, being fully
twenty feet in diameter; and the felt, with which it was
covered, was clean and new, and of almost a snowy white-
ness. It was easy to perceive that the young Kirghiz
who had offered me his hospitality was one of the richer
class. At a word from him, two young girls, evidently
sisters, and probably twins, came forward with downcast
eyes, and saluted me each in her turn by taking my hand
between both hers, and then laying it on her heart with
a pretty modest meekness that was perfectly bewitching.
This is the manner, as I afterwards observed, in which
the women always salute husbands, brothers, fathers, and
lovers, and, judging by myself, guests also. It was done
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with such a simple pretty grace, accompanied by a timid
glance of the dark eyes, that I thought I had never in my
life seen prettier or more interesting faces. And, in truth,
they were very pretty. Round, fresh faces, in which the
Mongolian type had entirely disappeared ; rich olive com-
plexions that were perfectly transparent ; their hair, black
as night, hung down over their backs in two rich heavy
braids, reaching almost to the feet, and their dark soft eyes
were fringed with long heavy lashes, such as are rarely
seen except among the Cauncasians. They were dressed in
khalats, or tunics of red silk, ornamented on the sleeves
and around the edges with a kind of embroidery in
various colours, and covered with a number of broad thin
silver buttons. The khalats were fastened at the throat
with a coral button, but hung loosely open in front, ex-
posing a chemise of white silk, reaching to the knee, and
worn carelessly open on the bosom in a very piquant
manner. White trowsers of the same material, with red
boots, completed a very simple, but, for the desert, very
becoming costume.

The brother wore a short, tight-fitting jacket of some
red stuff, half silk, half wool, likewise ornamented with
silver buttons; wide leather trowsers of a bright yellow,
and embroidered nearly all over in a variety of curious
patterns; a sash of yellow silk, in which were stuck a
knife and an old flint-lock pistol very prettily inlaid with
gilver, a light jaunty cap made of the fur of some animal,
and loosely-fitted boots of unblacked leather.

" Handing my rifle and revolver to him, I threw myself

on the rugs before the fire with a delicious sense of
repose, while Ak-Mamatoff drew off my heavy riding-boots
and replaced them with a pair of slippers my host had
instantly provided.
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There is always a small” space in the kibitka un-
carpeted. When making your toilet you simply kneel
down on the edge of this spot, while water is poured over
your head and hands from a tea-kettle, or a leather pail or
bottle, and sometimes from a copper ewer of a very elegant
shape, often met with among the Kirghiz—from what-
ever vessel, in short, comes first to hand: The dry sand
drinks up the water instantly, and in a moment all trace
of it has disappeared.

A large iron pot was set over the fire on a big iron
ring. This ring had legs attached, and when afterwards
set up on its edge, did duty as a crane to hang the tea-
kettle on. My people soon came in, and, together with
three or four neighbours, squatted down around the fire
and set up a lively chattering. The Kirghiz do not sit
down cross-legged like the Turks, but go down on their
knee with their weight thrown down back on their feet,
- which are twisted and pressed down flat, with the heels
outward. However natural and easy an attitude to the
Kirghiz, a European, who ever hopes to walk again,
should never attempt it. I was the subject of the conver-
sation, as I could easily see from their occasional glances
towards me, and I inferred, from certain bursts of as-
tonishment and other signs of surprise, that Ak-Mamatoff
was indulging his imagination by drawing the long bow
to its utmost tension about myself. The Kirghiz, unlike
the Turks and Arabs, are very loquacious and fond of
gossip. The whole evening passed in a continual flow of
conversation, in which there was much mirth and laughter.

In about half an hour the contents of the great pot
were turned out into a large wooden dish ; wooden spoons
were provided, and I was invited to take my place with
the others around it. Our meal consisted of a kind of
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mutton broth, thickened with somefhing like wheaten -
grits, and very palatable. We all ate from the same dish
in the most amicable manner, but there was unfortunately
not enough, and I had seen that afternoon neither duck
nor pheasant. There was plenty of good fresh milk,
however, and ordering a quantity of it to be boiled, I
broke some of my biscuits into it. My Kirghiz friends,
who had probably never tasted such a dish before, were
delighted beyond measure, and by the time we had con-
cluded the meal with a little chocolate and kishmish,
we were all in the merriest possible humour, and had
forgotten the howling waste outside. All this time the
two girls kept in the background, and it was only on my
repeatedly insisting, that they came forward and took
their share of the meal.

Our supper over, I asked my young friend for some music,
pointing at the same time to the guitar. He complied
very readily, and sung three or four songs, accompanying
himself on the instrument. One or two of the songs were
hailed with shouts of laughter and merriment. He also
sung one or two war songs, in which he celebrated the
feats of some Kirghiz hero against the Turcomans, and
these also were greeted with applause.

The guitar was & small instrument, with a body in
shape something like a pear cut in two lengthwise, and
about a foot long, while the neck was three feet. It was
made of some dark wood resembling walnut, and had one
brass and two catgut strings. The frets were not arranged
so as to produce the chromatic scale. The airs of the
songs would, I think, have been pretty, though very
peculiar, but for the shrill high key and disagreeable long
nasal whine in which they were sung. This manner of
singing is universal in Central Asia; I remarked the




A PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE. 59

same thing at Khiva, and among the Bokhariots who
accompanied the Russian expedition. This, however, did
not prevent the singing from being very amusing, and,
taken together with the surroundings, very interesting.
The place, the wide desert without, the cheerful fire within,
throwing a ruddy light over the wild faces and strange
costumes, the arms, saddles, bridles, and accoutrements,
and the two young girls with their wild beauty, made up
a very pretty picture. I tried to get the girls to sing, but
they modestly declined, and no inducement could prevail
on them to do so. Then I laughingly got Ak-Mamatoff
to make one of them a proposition of marriage for me,
which they heard with many blushes and much laughing.
Ak-Mamatoff told me, however, that I would have to
make the proposition to the brother, who had the right to
give them away if he wished ; and that hesides I should
bestow on him a present, and on the girl a dower in ad-
vance. I accordingly offered the brother one of my rifles,
and the girl a horse, a camel, and a kibitka furnished, and
twenty sheep. This proposition was received with grave
faces by the girls, who began to look upon it as serious.
But they told Ak-Mamatoff to inform me that I would
have to marry them both, as they would not separate
from each other. It was not for me to object to so
agreeable an arrangement, and of course I readily con-
sented. It would have been a pity to separate them.
I may as well add here, that upon starting away next
morning the brother told Ak-Mamatoff to tell me that he
had talked the matter over with his sisters, and that when
I came back that way they would give me an answer.
The Kirghiz may have more than one wife, as all
Mohamedhan peoples, but they rarely avail themselves of
the privilege. Marriage among them is looked upon as
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any other business transaction, and is not a religious
ceremony at all. The man buys the girl from her father
with a present or presents, in proportion to the
wealth of the parties concerned. It is a fact worth
stating, that this sum is not usually retained by
the father, but returned to the young couple, and
thus becomes the wife’s dower. It is sometimes, how-
ever, held in trust by the father, as a protection to the
wife in case her husband should send her back; for a
husband has a right to put away his wife at any time,
though the right is rarely exercised. If this has not been
done, however, the wife, upon being sent back to her
father, can take with her all the property originally given
by the husband.

In other words, the husband, instead of seizing the
wife’s property upon marriage, as is the law in civilised
countries, actually protects her against future want. This
barbarous custom will no doubt be abolished with the
advent of modern civilisation and enlightenment.

In case the husband dies, it is the custom, as in the old
Jewish dispensation, for his brother, if he have one, to
marry the widow—a custom which probably arose from a
desire to keep the property in the family.

In eliciting this information, I drew out a story from
the young Kirghiz, which shows that human nature is
very much the same in all places, and that love rules
supreme as well in the desert of the Kyzil-Kum as else-
where. Polat, a young Kirghiz, was affianced to Muna
Aim, the most beautiful maiden of the aul of Tugluk. The
Kalym or wedding present had been given to Ish Djan, her
father, and the day was fixed for the marriage. Before it
arrived Polat died, and Muna Aim was freed from her
promise. Then Suluk, the brother of Polat, came forward
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and claimed her as his wife. He wanted to get back his
brother’s property, which the girl had received as a dower,
and her father said she must marry him. But she considered
herself a widow now, and had enough to live on. 8o she
thought she had a right to do as she pleased, and refused
to marry. Her father drove her out of his kibitka. Then
she took her camel, her sheep and goats, her clothes and
carpets, and went out from her father's kibitka. She
bought a little kibitka, and lived all alone by herself, and
milked her own sheep and goats, and drove them to pas-
ture, and drew water for them from the well. And when
the aul moved, she moved with the rest, and set up her
kibitka not far from the others. Then all the old women
got very angry with her. “ What is the matter with
Muna Aim ?” they said. * 8he will not go to her husband,
but lives all alone like an outlaw. Let us go and reason
with her.” And so they went, and scratched her face, and
pulled her hair; but Muna Aim only cried, and wrung her
hands, and would not go. And they used to gather
around her tent every day, and call her bad names, and
torment her until she nearly cried her eyes out. But
all the same; she would not yield. Then Suluk took
the matter in his own hands, and went with three or
four friends one night to her kibitka, and broke it open to
carry her off to his tent, and make her his wife by force.
But she fought like a wild cat, so that they all together
could not succeed. When they dragged her to the door,
she caught the door-posts with her hands, and held so fast
" that they had to take their knives and cut her fingers to
make her let go. When they at last got her out of the
tent, she had not a rag of clothes left, and was covered
with blood from head to foot. But she still fought; and
Suluk got on his horse and caught her by the hair,
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and dragged her until it came out by the roots, when he
rode off, and left her on the ground, naked and half-dead.

“But why wouldn’t she marry him ?” I asked.

“Because she loved Azim.”

“ And where was he ?”

“ Away off in another aul, which wintered in the same
place as this one, but went a different way in the summer.
You see she never loved her intended husband, and only
consented to marry him because her father told her to.”

“ But how did it all end ?”

“ Why, the Yarim Padshah heard the story, and sent
some Cossacks for Suluk, and took him, and he was
never seen afterwards.”

“ What became of him ?”

“I don’t know. They say he was sent so far away he
will never come back again.”

“ And the girl, did she die ?”

“ No ; she got well, and when she came back to the winter
camp she met her old lover, and they were married.”

“ And did not the old women interfere ?”

“No; they were afraid of the Yarim Padshah.”

The“ Yarim Padshah,” the half-emperor, is the name by
which General Kaufmann is known all over Central Asia.

Iafterwards asked Kaufmann if the story were true. He
corroborated it in every particular, adding the important
detail that Suluk, the would-be lover, had been sent to
Siberia.

About ten o'clock the girls retired to one side of the
tent, drew a red curtain, which I had not observed before,
across, and were soon fast asleep in each other’s arms.
After a look at the horses I threw myself on the ground
before the fire, and watched its flickering, dying flame
until I went to sleep.
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CHAPTER VIIL.'

A GLOOMY NIGHT.

I wourp here remark that my sojourn with the Kirghiz
left & most favourable impression upon me. I have always
found them kind, hospitable, and honest. I spent a whole
month amongst them; travelling with them, eating with
them, and sleeping in their tents. And I had along
with me all this time horses, arms, and equipments,
which would be to them a prize of considerable value.
Yet never did I meet anything but kindness ; I never lost
a pin’s worth; and often a Kirghiz has galloped four or
five miles after me to restore some little thing I had left
behind. Why talk of the necessity of civilising such
people? What is the good of discussing, as Mr. Vimbéry
does, the comparative merits of Russian and English
civilisation for them? The Kirghiz possess to a re-
markable degree the qualities of honesty, virtue, and
hospitality—virtues which our civilisation seems to have
& remarkable power of extinguishing among primitive
people. I should be sorry indeed ever to see these simple,
happy people inoculated with our civilisation and its
attendant vices.

Next morning, I bade my host and his pretty sister
farewell, not without some feeling of sadness. To each I
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gave as a parting gift what I thought would be most ac-
ceptable: to the brother a pocket-knife; and to the
sisters, earrings and other little articles of jewelry.

In the course of this day’s journey we passed several
Kirghiz tombs. These tombs are very large; consisting
of a central dome, thirty or forty feet high, and enclosed
by a high wall, forty or fifty feet square; and, in fact,
could easily be turned into a formidable fortress for a
small party.

Passing through a small forest of sax-aul, eight or ten
feet high, we came out on a very poor aul, consisting of
three kibitkas, which, covered with ragged felt and without
rugs and carpets, presented a very miserable appearance.
Here I tasted for the first time the well-known airan
of the Kirghiz. This is made from the milk of camels,
sheep, and goats, mixed together; which being set,
while still warm from the animals, over a slow fire until it
turns, takes a sharp acrid taste. It thus becomes a very
agreeable and palatable drink in hot weather, and pos-
sesses the advantage of always tasting cold, even on the
warmest day. In summer it forms almost the entire
food of the Kirghiz. They have another kind of drink
made of mares’ milk fermented, which they call kumiss.
It foams and sparkles, and has a taste slightly resembling
champagne, very refreshing in hot weather.

As night approached, the wind rose until it'.became a
regular hurricane. The air grew thick with dust, and
the sun itself was hidden, so that night came on an hour
earlier than usual. In such circumstances we thought it
high time to look for an aul. On and on, however, we
went until long after dark, scanning the horizon in every
direction without success. At last we sent off Tanger-
berkhen to scour the country, as Mustruf thought there



w1 Ivyopsa4s 4 kg u1sop v wodf "GWOL ZIHOUIA



Digitized by (;00816



THE DESERT FOR BED. 65

must be an” ayl somewhere in the vicinity. The wind,
rising every moment, was making a deafening noise, and
we could at times scarcely see ten yards before us, while
the dust arose in tall whirlwinds, that went scudding
along in the pale moonlight like desert spectres.

At last we heard Tangerberkhen calling to us, and his
voice, borne, through the obscurity, on the gusty wind, had
a strange unearthly sound. After some difficulty we
made out the direction whence it eame, and started
towards him, hoping the longed-for aul had been found.
But no sounds of welcome greeted us here, nor bleating
of flocks, nor lowing herds, nor merry voiees of children,
nor the thousand pleasant sounds of aul life. Only
blasts of wind, and clouds of whirling dust, through which
the moon’s pale light struggled feebly, casting dim
spectral shadows over the desert. -‘We found Tanger-
berkhen by the side of a puddle of muddy water, about
ten feet in diameter, near a clump of sax-aul bushes.
What was to be done? To go foerward against this
beating wind was impossible; to find an aul in this
darkness hopeless. Plainly we saw that there was nothing
for it but to camp in the open desert for the night,
with the sand for a bed, and unsheltered by a friendly
tent from the cold, the wind, and the dust.

We accordingly dismounted: Mustruf and Tanger-
berkhen fed and watered the horses, while Ak-Mamatoff
gathered fuel. In a few minutes a large bright fire was
blazing, casting a ruddy glow over the desert. We bent
together a few low bushes, and covering them with our
saddle-cloths and horse-blankets, soon had a kind of half
tent, affording us a little shelter from the wind.

Tea was soon made with the water we had fortunately
brought with us, and our supper of a little cold mutton

F
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soon despatched. Then wrapping ourselves up in our
sheepskin overcoats, we threw ourselves into the im-
provised tent. Our heads in our saddles, our faces to
the moon, and our feet to the fire, with the wind still
blowing a hurricane, we sink into a dreamless sleep.

After a hard day’s ride in the desert, sleep comes easy,
but the waking is bitter. At this season, the nights are
a8 cold as the days are hot; and the hour before dawn
is almost freezing. As you awake, you find your limbs
stiff, sore, and benumbed ; every movement is a painful
effort, and your little hollow in the sand is a bed of
thorns. A drowsy stupor hangs over your whole frame ;
and it is almost agony to think of the long, weary journey
that must be commenced.

During the whole of the next day we continued our
journey over rolling ridges of sand, entirely destitute of
vegetation and of any track of the feet of men or animals.
In the course of the afternoon Ikilled a saigak. Later on
we came to a newly-dug well at the foot of a stunted
tree in the dreariest little valley I ever saw. Nothing
was to be seen but the yellow sandy dunes and the
gravel-filled valley, upon which the sun poured down
its hottest afternoon rays. A crow, that had built its
nest in the topmost branch of the tree, which cawed
hoarsely as it made vicious darts at us, was the only
living thing visible. The ground was strewn with the
shells of turtles which had been sacrificed to the appetite
of the young crows.

Once during the day we lost our way. Upon consult-
ing my compass, I found we were going towards Kazala ;
that is to say, in the very opposite direction to our des-
tination ; and for a while I suspected Mustruf of treachery.
He explained the matter by saying that we would reach
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the road from Kazala to Irkibai by going a short
distance in this direction.

The few hours that followed this discovery were the
most painful I had yet passed in the desert. First, we
wandered about without knowing the way, and apparently
without any prospect of ever reaching it. And then, to
add to our misfortunes, we had to undergo all the agonies
of thirst. Owing to the negligence of Mustruf, we had
brought no water with us. I had drunk nothing since
the evening before but a little muddy tea ; and the long,
hot march of the day, together with the extreme heat, had
utterly undone me. My exhaustion was not to be wondered
at; for I was still fresh from the snows of Siberia. I
had only been four days in the desert, and during each of
these days I had ridden nearly fifty miles. My throat
seemed to be on fire, and the fever commenced mounting to
my head; my eyes grew inflamed and unsteady, in spite
of all I could do. I began to fear seriously an attack of
brain-fever. For miles around the desert presented the
same bleak, parched appearance. And then, as we had lost
our way, there was no knowing when we could quench
our thirst; the thought of going another day or even
passing that night without water was almost maddening.
At length, after hours of intense suffering, just as the
sun was setting, we struck the road from Kazala to
Irkibai, over which the Grand Duke had passed. After
some anxious searching we found near here a shallow
pool of slimy water. It was thick with mud; and after
drinking it my mouth, throat, and stomach were coated
with slime, the taste of which remained for days. A
hasty meal, and we threw ourselves in utter exhaustion
on the sand.

When I awoke it was three o’clock in the morning,
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and the stars were still shining. My people were saddling
the horses preparatory to an early start; and long before
the first streaks of day had begun to light up the eastern
sky we were advancing on the trail of the Grand Duke’s
army towards Irkibai, which we hoped to reach before
the heat became oppressive.

At nine o’clock we came to a spot where the country fell
away in a kind of lower terrace, over which we could see
for miles. It was thickly covered with a growth of sax-
aul just coming out in leaf. This, though only four
or five feet high, seen in the vast valley from our
elevated position, had all the grandeur of an oak forest. .
In the middle of this plain was some kind of a fortress,
which, in the distance, I at first took for the fort of
Irkibai. We reached it after an hour’s ride, and then
found it to be an old ruin. To approach, we had to
cross the dry bed of a very large canal and to ascend
a little hill. We then discovered the crumbling founda-
tions of an outer wall, and, mounting still higher, found
ourselves among the ruins of an ancient city.
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CHAPTER IX.
AN ANCIENT CITY.

Tee ruin was all covered over with brushwood, but
fragments of wall fast crumbling away appeared in every
direction, and on the summit of the hill were two very
large towers. Built of sun-burned bricks, they had
crumbled away under the action of the atmosphere, and
might easily have been mistaken for large mounds of earth,
but for the fact that one side was pretty well preserved.
The position of the gate was still distinguishable, and
the rubbish filling it up might easily have been cleared
away. Mounting to the top of one of the towers, which
was about thirty feet high, I found it sunk in places, and
giving forth a hollow sound to our feet, showing that
beneath there was a very large cavity.

The city was about a mile in diameter, and completely
surrounded on three sides by a wide, deep canal, now dry,
while the Yani-Darya bounded the place on the north-west,
and completed the circle. Inside the canal, at the distance
of fifty feet, and extending entirely around the city, were
the remains of a wall fifteen or twenty feet high in some
places, with occasional watch-towers of greater height
and in a better state of preservation than the rest. The
whole place was built of the same sun-dried brick.
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The side next the river was still good enough to make
the use of a ladder necessary to get over the walls from
the outside. The Yani seems to have been 100 yards
wide here, judging from its ancient bed.

I was told by Mustruf that this city had been built by
the Kara-Kalpaks, who, driven from the banks of the Syr,
had settled here in 1760. They had not only built a town,
but had brought the water all the way from the Syr, a
distance of 200 miles, by excavating the bed of the
Yani-Darya, thus actually making a new river. The
name “Yani-Darya” signifies “ new river,” which gives
some show of reason to Mustruf’s story.

I have heard, however, from other sources that the bed
of the Yani-Darya is of much more ancient date. Late
investigations prove that it was once a great stream, and
it is even supposed that it is no less than the ancient bed
of the mighty Syr. It is a strange circumstance that
there should be found indications tending to prove that
the Syr, as well as the Oxus, formerly flowed in a different
channel from its present one, and that the ancient
courses ascribed to both rivers should be nearly parallel
to each other, and should both run south to the Caspian
Sea. Has some mighty convulsion, some volcanic upheaval
of the country thus changed in a single movement the
oourse of two great rivers, or have more simple means, -
working uniformly over the whole country, produced the
strange coincidence ?

However that may be, the banks of the Yani were evi-
dently at no remote period teeming with life and covered
with populous villages, instead of the few wandering
tribes that now haunt them. This accounts for the works
of irrigation, which so-much excited my curiosity all the
way from Peroveky. What causes have led to the sudden
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abandonment of the formerly productive oasis is not clearly
known ; but the drying up of the Yani-Darya is the direct
one. Mustruf told me that it had only been abandoned
since the arrival of the Russians, who had cut off the water
in order to make the Syr navigable for their steamboats.
This statement, however, I do not credit, as these ruins
evidently date further back than fifteen years ago, when
for the first time the Russians occupied this part of the
Syr. It is nevertheless true that the ruins are not very
ancient, as it does not take long for mud-walls to crumble
and disappear when deserted by man, and left to the
summer heat and winter snows to work their will upon.

The Yani formerly continued its course some fifty
miles farther, and then formed a kind of shallow marsh,
where it was lost. Now, marsh and river have alike
disappeared. The fact, however, of the river having been
made by the people is one of considerable importance,
as showing the capability of the Kyzil-Kum for irri-
gation and cultivation. TheSyr affords probably a supply
of water sufficient to irrigate the desert between it and the
Oxus, and the fact of the desert sloping off to the latter river,
with a decline of 100 to 200 feet, makes it a comparatively
easy process. It is true that there would be no water left
in the Syr for the purposes of navigation unless, indeed, it
were turned into a large canal. But even were that
river made navigable, as it might be, it would be of little
use while it flows through a desert only inhabited by a
few wandering nomads. I believe that, with the progress
of the Russians in Central Asia, the whole country
between the Syr and the Amu will one day blossom as
the rose.

General Kaufmann has already undertaken extensive
works for irrigation near Samarcand, which, although
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interrupted by the expedition against Khiva, will be
resumed this year. He proposes assembling 50,000
Kirghiz on the line of the projected canal, providing
them with implements and provisions, and hopes thus
to finish the work in a single season. The Kirghiz under-
stand thoroughly the importance of a work which will
enable them to become proprietors of a rich piece of land,
and enter into it with enthusiasm. Once the practicability
of the plan is demonstrated, there is little doubt that, with
an increasing population, many parts of Central Asia, now
arid wastes, will become as rich in soil and productions as
Khiva and Bokhara.

Resuming our march after a short halt here, and still
proceeding along the valley of the river, we met in about
half an hour two Russian soldiers coming along the well-
beaten road. This told me that we were not far from the
Russian fort. So we urged our horses forward, and emerg-
ing from a little forest of sax-aul, espied at a short distance
an earthwork on the edge of a dry arid plain, before which
stood a crowd of Russian soldiers and officers watching
our approach.
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CHAPTER X.

IRKIBAI

“ WHAT has kept you so long?”’ was the first question
asked me upon riding up to the group of officers. -

“I do not think I have been very long,” Ireplied; ¢ less
than four and a half days.”

“Four and a half days,” exclaimed the officer who had
addressed me; “why you left Kazala thirteen days ago.”

I was considerably alarmed to find my interrogator so
familiar with my movements, and began to fear that the
same authority which had refused me permission to leave
Kazala had sent forward orders to stop at this point my
further advance. It was with a good deal of trepidation
therefore that I replied :

“ Yes, but I was detained four days at Perovsky.”

“ Perovsky!” said he, in astonishment.

“Why, yes,” I replied, deprecatingly ; ““1left there only
four days ago.”

“ Are you not with the Khivan ambassador, and is that
caravan not yours?” he asked, pointing in the direction
whence I had come. Ilooked back, and beheld immediately
following Ak-Mamatoff, Tangerberkhen, and my pack-
horses, a long line of camels, which moved forward with
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their slow, steady tread. This was the caravan of the
Khivan ambassador.

It was now my turn to be astonished ; for the embassy,
leaving Kazala at the same time as myself, had been
able to take a direct route, and had, unlike me, been
subjected to no delays on the way. I had at one time
even thought of accompanying the ambassador, had
not my plans been frustrated by my friend, Captain
Verestchagin, at Kazala.

“Who in the name of all the devils are you, then ?”
my interrogator next asked, finding I was not part of the
Khivan party.

I explained that I was an American on my way to join
General Kaufmann’s army.

“Well this is the most extraordinary thing I ever
heard of ; I can hardly believe it. I suppose your papers
are all right though, so get down from your horse and
come in; you look tired.”

In a few minutes the officer who had addressed me had
a kibitka set up for my accommodation, into which he now
kindly led me. His name was Captain Hiezing, and he
proved to be the commandant of the post. During the
short period of my acquaintance this officer treated me
with a kindness and a hospitality I shall not readily
forget. He invited me to dine with him, an invitation
I was only too glad to accept, as I had not yet broken
my fast; and afterwards showed me over the little
fort. It was a simple earthwork, with two corner
bastions, surrounded by a shallow dry ditch, and de-
fended by two pieces of cannon. I did not wonder at the
small size of the work when I learned that it had been
constructed by the Grand Duke Nicholas on his passage,
in twenty-four hours. The garrison consisted of two com-
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panies of infantry, with a few Cossacks. Soldiers as well
as officers were supplied with kibitkas, and there was a
large store of barley. The water was excellent and
plentiful, but the position was exceedingly unpleasant.
There was little sand here, and the hard dry soil was soon
trampled into dust by the soldiers, and blown about by a
strong wind in clouds that were at times almost suffo-
cating; and this combined with the heat, which had
become- excessive, made my short stay here exceedingly
disagreeable, in spite of the kindness of the Russian
officers. . v

Upon inquiry I learned that nobody knew anything of
Kaufmann, and that no news had been received of the
Kazala column since its departure two weeks ago. From
the fact of the Khivan ambassador having been sent on
from Kazala, the commandant inferred that Kaufmann was
awaiting his arrival somewhere or other in the desert.
To this supposition I gave little weight. An army was
by no means likely to remain in the desert, awaiting the
snail-like pace of the Khivans. I had no doubt that
Kaufmann was continuing his march to the Oxus with all
despatch, and-I resolved to start early next morning on
the trail of the Grand Duke.

The commandant offered no objections to my departure,
except upon the score of danger. He thought the way very
unsafe, and advised me to go with the Khivan ambassador,
who was provided with an escort of twenty-five Cossacks,
besides his own followers. This proposal, however, I
declined.

I paid a visit to the Khivan ambassador, who was not
allowed to enter the fort, but camped outside at a short
distance from it. He had some twenty-five or thirty
camels to carry his provisions and baggage, and was what
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would be considered in Central Asia a very great ambas-
sador. Greatness here as elsewhere has its drawbacks. He
was such a very great man that he could not compromise
his dignity by any unseemly haste in his movements.
Thus he had left Khiva with orders to meet Kaufmann
at Kazala, but his motions had been so leisurely that he
reached that place some days after Kaufmann had passed
through. '

After a halt sufficiently long to demonstrate to the
Russian general how mistaken he was if he supposed the
representative of Khiva in a hurry to treat, he started
back with the intention of meeting General Kaufmann
in the desert. But here again his greatness so retarded
his movements that he only reached the Russian general
several days after Khiva had fallen. By that time the
importance of his mission had somewhat diminished.

The Khivan ambassador started early on the morning
of the Tth of May, but I did not get off till the afternoon.
Kind old Captain Hiezing had insisted on my breakfasting
with him, and then made me stay and take coffee after
my little caravan had already started. He had given me
ten bushels of barley for my horses, for which he refused
to take gny pay, saying he would report the matter to
General Kaufmann’s quarter-master, who might charge if
he thought fit. He likewise gave me several introductions
to officers of his acquaintance, and altogether treated me
like & long-lost prodigal son.

At last I mounted my horse, and shaking hands with all
the officers for the last time, I galloped away from the
little fort with Mustruf, who had been waiting impatiently
for me more than two hours.
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CHAPTER XI.

THE THIRSTY DESERT.

Tre road we were following was broad and well beaten.
It was a regular caravan route, and bore many marks of
the passage of the Grand Duke Nicholas; amongst the
rest were prominent the bodies of dead camels that had
fallen by the wayside from exhaustion. An hour’s gallop
brought us up to my caravan, which was plodding lazily
along. It had been augmented by the addition of two
horses and a Kirghiz carrier, with the mail which Captain
Hiezing had entrusted to my care.

Now we enter for the first time that part of the desert
which offers the greatest danger to the traveller, and
surrounds him with the greatest horrors. The friendly
rivers and the frequent wells and pools of water have
been left behind. Yet the face of the country is fair.
Gentle elevations roll off in every direction, covered with
masses of verdure of a dark rich green, that rival in
dxuberance the luxuriant carpet of an American prairie;
and the sun, shining down from an unclouded sky, turns
the spots of yellow sand, seen here and there into patches
of glorious golden light.

But all this beauty is deceptive. These gentle hills
are only sand, and the verdure which clothe them hides
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horrors as great as those covered by the roses that twine
themselves over sepulchres. Blossoms shoot up, ripen, die,
and rot, in the course of a few days. The verdure consists
of but a rank soft weed that breaks out into an eruptive
kind of flower, which, dropping off at the slightest touch,
emits & most offensive odour. Beneath the broad leaves
lurk scorpions, tarantulas, immense lizards, often five
or six feet long, turtles and serpents, and the putrifying
bodies of dead camels. Once lost in this desert ocean,
without guide or water, you may wander for days, until
you and your horse sink exhausted to die of thirst,
with the noxious weed for bed, winding-sheet, and grave.

Upon this world of desolate life, this plain of charnel-
house vegetation, we enter with a sickening feeling of
depression: Kyzil-Kak is the first well we can meet ; and
between this and us lie sixty miles of desert. For all
this way we have but two hogskins of water—about eight
gallons—which are to be divided among five men and eight
horses. We urge our horses forward at a rapid pace.
The angry sun sinks slowly down the western sky, as
though loth to leave us, and then suddenly drops below
the horizon. The shades of evening gather, the desert
fades into the gloom of night, and then suddenly reappears
again, weird and spectral in the shadowy light of the
rising moon. The hours slip by ; we pass the silent tents,
and smouldering fires, and crouching camels of the Khivan
ambassador, who has camped here hours before; and
though the moon has now mounted to the meridian, we
still continue our rapid course.

A hurried nap, and again we are on our way. The red
sun flashes angrily upon the eastern horizon, and now
there is scarcely any vegetation—not even the poisonous
upas-like weed. Hotter the sun grows as we advance,
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and more fiery, until he reaches the zenith, and glares
fiercely down on us from the pitiless sky. The sands
gleam and burn under the scorching heat like glowing
cinders; the atmosphere turns to a misty fiery glare, that
dazzles the eye and burns the brain like the glow from a
seven times heated furnace; low down on the horizon the
mirage plays us fantastic tricks with its spectrum-like
reflections of trees and water—shadows, perhaps, of the
far-off gardens of Khiva and the distant Oxus; our horses
plod wearily forward through the yielding sand with
drooping head and ears, until at last I find myself, as
evening approaches, lying exhausted on the sand by the
well of Kyzil-Kak.

Three or four Kirghiz, with their camels and horses,
had already watered their animals at the well, and were
just going away. When they saw us arrive, tired and
exhausted, they immediately stopped, and began to draw
water for us and our horses in the kindest manner. The
well was about sixty feet deep, and was walled up with
the hard, gnarly, crooked trunks of the sax-aul. Near the
mouth, which was very narrow, was a little basin eight
or ten feet in diameter, formed in the earth with the aid
of the same desert tree. Into this the water was emptied
for the animals to drink. The labour of drawing water
from deep wells for flocks and herds is no inconsiderable
one, and the Kirghiz always employ the aid of a horse.

These wells are very curious. Nobody ever saw them
dry, nobody knows by whom they were dug, and they
are now in exactly the same state as when, centuries ago,
the hosts of Tamerlane slaked their thirst at them.
Centuries have gone by, and generations, and even races
of men have passed away, the. world has grown old, but
the pure, sweet waters are as fresh and sparkling as ever.
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After a short halt to feed our horses, and a light meal
of biscuit, fresh milk, and airan obtained from the
Kirghiz, we resumed our saddles a little before sunset.
We were scarcely on the road before we met a caravan.
Each camel, as he passes, turns his head and stares at
you with his great intelligent eyes as though he would
speak. The Caravan Bashi—or leader of the caravan
—at last comes up; we halt, and there is an exchange
of news.

After the usual salutation, we inquired if they had seen
anything of the Russian army.

“Oh, yes!” was the reply, “at Tamdy.”

“Where is Tamdy?” I ask, getting down from my
horse and proceeding to look at my map.

“Ten days from here,” was the reply.

“Ten days? Impossible !”

The map, however, showed that the place was about a
hundred and sixty miles distant, in a straight line from
Kyzil-Kak—probably two hundred miles by the road.
And it would take, at the ordinary caravan’s pace, the
time mentioned by the Bashi.

It will be remembered that, when I started from Kazala,
I was under the impression that Kaufmann, int going to
Khiva from Tashkent, would first march in a north-
westerly direction from Djizak to the Bukan-Tau moun-
tains; there form his junction with the Kazala column;
and then march south to the Oxus. As I was now within
a day’s march of the Bukan-Tau mountains, I had reason
to hope that I was on the heels of the army.

Imagine my state of mind on learning that I was almost
as far from Kaufmann, after seven days’ march through
the desert, as I thought I was when I started from Perov-
sky. Perhaps, however, I began to think, he had not
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yet reached the Bukan-Tan mountains, and had not yet
begun his march to the Oxus. And if he was marching
from the south towards the mountains, I, proceeding from
the north to the same point, would undoubtedly meet him.
Must he not be there now, as the caravan had passed him
ten days ago?

“ Which way was he going ?” I asked.

“South.”

“South? Why, Kaufmann is coming north-west to-
wards the mountains here.” I began to believe that they
had not seen the Russians at all.

“No. He had just marched for Aristan-Bel-Kuduk,
which was south.” That was a name Commandant Hiezing
had spoken of, and this statement was therefore probably
true. Where was Aristan-Bel-Kuduk.

“Two days’ march south from Tamdy.”

I began to grow uneasy. Aristan-Bel-Kuduk was
not on the map; but I had naturally supposed it to be
in the Bukan-Tau mountains. If it was therefore two
days’ march south of Tamdy, and not west, Kaufmann
must have taken an entirely different route from the one
originally intended. He must have decided to march
due south to the Oxus more than ten days ago, instead
of to the Bukan-Tau mountains, and I was completely
astray. Instead of overtaking him in one or more days,
as I had fondly hoped, I might now be weeks. The
success of my undertaking seemed hopeless.

What was I to do? Go back? That was almost
as difficult as going forward. With many misgivings
I resolved to go on; and we resumed our march.
We travelled nearly all night, and at half-past five
o'clock next morning, just after sunrise, we first came
in sight of the Bukan-Tau mountains, still about

G
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twenty-five miles distant. The country here changed
its rolling character, and sloped off in an even slightly-
ascending plain, while the mountains themselves pre-
sented a dark grey united front, bare and barren, treeless
and lifeless.

While halting here to admire the scene, we were over-
taken by an aul of fifteen or twenty camels and kibitkas
on its march towards the Bukan-Tau. The camels were
heavily laden, and it was curious enough to see a whole
family, with all its household goods, stowed away on the
back of one of these patient, gentle beasts. Often a
single camel bears not only a kibitka with all its fur-
niture on its back, but also two women with three or four
children, the women as snugly seated as though in a
carriage ; the children as soundly asleep as if in the
most fashionable baby-cart.

By nine o’clock we had reached the foot of the moun-
tains. Here we found an aul or two, near a spring of
excellent water. We camped, and in a few minutes my
travelling friends had set me up a kibitka, into which I
threw myself, more utterly exhausted than ever before
in my life. Although it was still early in the day,
the sun shone down upon us with such terrible violence
that it was almost insupportable, and the shade fur-
nished by the tent was a delicious haven of refuge.
Besides, with the exception of a little tea, biscuit, and
airan, I had eaten nothing since leaving Irkibai, fifty
hours previously, and in that time I had travelled about
one hundred miles. After a cup of tea, that was speedily
prepared for me, and instructions to Ak-Mamatoff to buy,
if possible, a sheep, I threw myself on the rugs that had
been placed beneath the friendly shade of the kibitka, and
instantly fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE BUKAN-TATU.

Tre Bukan-Tau mountains are not more than a thousand
feet high ; are bare of vegetation ; not even a shrub nor a
blade of grass relieves their desolation. Their formation
- i8 of a very rotten kind of sandstone, which seems to be
crumbling continually away. We were camped at the
northern end of the range, and it was at Myn-Bulak,
only some forty miles distant, that I expected to overtake
Kaufmann when I left Fort Perovsky. Although so small,
these heights presented all the characteristics of great
mountains, in their miniature peaks, cone-like summits,
deep valleys, and awful precipices.

We halted here the rest of the day; and next morning
we took up our line of march around the northern slope
of the Bukan-Tau. They fell off here into a gentle
descent blending gradually with the plain. Once we had
a slight scare, which served to awaken us to the reality of
the danger to which we might at any moment be exposed.
Mustruf and myself had left the rest of the party far
behind, and ascended a‘low eminence to await their coming
up. While here we beheld about a dozen horsemen
approaching by the road before us. They had no camels
with them, and therefore could not be an aul, and were

G 2
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all armed with .guns slung to their backs. Mustruf
looked frightened, for the Turcomans often make raids
upon the Kirghiz as far north as the Bukan-Tau, and
this might very easily be a party of marauders. As I
afterwards learned, there actually was a party prowling
about in the mountains at this very time.

We prepared our arms, and looked around anxiously
for Ak-Mamatoff, whom we descried far away on the edge
of the plain. Upon nearing us, however, we perceived
they were Kirghiz, and Mustruf was soon among them
shaking hands. We halted for a talk and an exchange
of news. They gave information of the Grand Duke
Nicholas, whose detachment they had accompanied from
Kazala in the capacity of guides.

The Grand Duke, they said, had formed his junction
with Kaufmann at Aristan-Bel-Kuduk ten days ago, and
the two detachments had taken up their march for Karak-
Aty. Here was more discouraging news. I looked upon
the map, and found Karak-Aty about forty miles south of
Tamdy, and if Kaufmann had marched from Aristan-Bel-
Kuduk ten days ago, he must have already passed Karak-
Aty on his way to the river. Iobserved that the latter point
was no farther than Tamdy, from where we now were,
and that a caravan route branching off to the south at a
well a few miles ahead seemed to lead to it. This road,
therefore, I determined to take.

At noon we descended suddenly into a little valley
which came down out of the mountains. This was the
valley of Yuz-Kuduk, or the hundred wells. It was
completely bare of vegetation, except a very little thin
grass, but there was a small stream of water trickling
down through it which gladdened our eyes. It was very
narrow, a mere gully coming down between two bare,



THE SWEET COOL WATER. 85

gravelly, sandy mountains. Following it up about a
quarter of a mile we came to the water. There were
distributed along the valley about twenty-five or thirty
wells or springs, in some of which the water came out at
the surface, in others stood at a depth of from five to ten
feet. In the latter it was deliciously sweet and cold,
and quickly dismounting, we let down our tea-kettle by
a rope. Ah! the sweet, cool water, how refreshing it was
to our parched throats and swollen lips and sunburnt,
grimy faces.

From here to the next well, a distance of twenty-five
miles, the country, although still sandy, was high and
broken up with occasional hollows and gullies, and I
observed to the left a low range of mountains parallel to
our route, extending north-east and south-west. This
range is not down on any map yet published, but it seems
to be the continuation of the Urta-Tau mountains, which
are marked on the latest map of Khiva published by
the Russian Staff. I found them here fully a hundred
miles farther west than they are marked on that map.
They rose to the north-west in a succession of long slopes,
each of which broke off suddenly and presented a bold
declivity to the west. There were three of these between
Yuz-Kuduk and Tandjarik, a distance, perhaps, of fifty
miles. ,

After travelling the greater part of the night, we
reached about noon next day the well of Tandjarik. It
was situated a mile from the road, and we only discovered
it by perceiving some Kirghiz in the distance watering
their sheep and horses. We found them, upon ap-
proaching, gathered around a low mud-wall, which served
as the well-curb. They immediately gave places to us
and helped us to water our horses. Afterwards one of
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them, better dressed than the ordinary Kirghiz, invited us
to his aul, and offered me the hospitality of his kibitka.
As the sun was at its hottest, and we were entirely with-
out shelter, I accepted gladly, and after watering our
horses, we mounted again, and followed our hospitable
acquaintance. The aul was fully three miles distant, and
after wandering through an interminable path, among the
low sand-hills and sax-aul, we came unexpectedly upon it,
snugly hid in a little hollow in the sand. It consisted of
ten or twelve kibitkas placed without any regard to order
or regularity.

We descended, and he led me in and presented me, as it
seemed, to his wife and daughter-in-law, the first rather
old and ugly, the latter young and pretty. They took
my hand in both of theirs, and pressed it, and then laid it
upon their hearts in sign of welcome. I threw myself
down on the mats which the two women spread for me,
and proceeded to get off a three days’ accumulation of
dust from my face, hands, and boots, and was just making
myself comfortable for an afternoon nap, when an old
woman came rushing in and stood before me, crying,
wringing her hands, and pouring forth a torrent of words
of which I could only distinguish the one word * Turkmen.”
I looked at my host for an explanation, but as we could
not talk to each other without the help of Ak-Mamatoff,
who was engaged somewhere about the horses, he only
shrugged his shoulders; but I thought he looked as
though it were an old story. The old woman, having
finished her tale, sat down next the door, and watched
me with eager eyes that made me uncomfortable.

When Ak-Mamatoff came in, she told the story over
again, and he then gave it to me bit by bit. Some six weeks
previously the aul had been in the Bukan-Tau mountains,
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near Yuz-Kuduk, pasturing their flocks. She was an
old woman, and had an only son, she said, who took
care of her, and was the staff of her old days. They
had a tent and a camel, a horse and thirty sheep, and
were happy. One day when her son, who was.a fine
young man, had wandered off among the mountains with
his flock, a party of Turcomans, who had been prowling
about, fell upon him, captured, and carried him off to Khiva,
together with his horse and sheep. She had nothing left
but her tent, and, worst of all, her son would be sold into
slavery, and she would never see him again. Here she
burst into tears again, weeping in a dreary, desolate sort
of way, that was very affecting. I told Ak-Mamatoff to
ask her what she expected of me. She replied, that I
looked like a great man, and perhaps I would be kind
enough to do something to help her to find her son, or
get him set at liberty. I told Ak-Mamatoff to tell her
that all the slaves would be liberated upon the arrival of
the Russians at Khiva, and that I and my people would
not only take particular pains to find her son, and have
him set at liberty, but I would see that he had his
horse, or a better one, back again, together with the same
number of sheep, or their value. So she might expect to
see him back, gaily mounted on a good horse, in two
months at the most. When this was told her, she
manifested her joy in a very vehement manner, and went
off perfectly happy.

I then turned to my host, and asked him if the story
were true. He said it was; that such things happened
every year, and that there was the most deadly hatred
between the Kirghiz and Turcomans in consequence. I
agsked him if the Turcomans were very terrible, and he
said, no. They never attacked except in superior
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numbers, as in the present case, when there was little or
no risk, and that the Kirghiz could always beat them in
an equal fight.

My host, I soon learned, was a subject of Bokhara,
and not of Russia; his name was Bii Tabuk, and he was
the chief of a tribe, which accounted for the superior
elegance of his dress and the wealth displayed in the
size and furniture of his kibitka. Naturally, my first
question was for news of General Kaufmann. Kaufmann,
he said, had indeed been at Karak-Aty, but was now at
Khala-Ata. He himself had just come from there, where
he had seen the Whole army, and therefore he did not
speak from hearsay.

After a variety of questions concerning the distance to
Bokhara, I concluded that Khala-Ata must be about one
hundred miles south of Karak-Aty; one hundred miles
from the river, and the same distance from Bokhara ;
and that instead of continuing on to Karak-Aty, the
nearest route would be right across the desert towards
the river, a little west of south. In this supposition I
was confirmed by Bii Tabuk, who said that would be
the shortest way, although there was no road, not even a
sheep path.

This way then I determined, if possible, to take, but I
foresaw that Mustruf would not be able to pilot me. I
asked Bii Tabuk if he could not find me a guide.
“Oh, yes, he would go himself; but he had to buy sheep
for the army, and he did not like to return without
them.” “Very good ; buy your sheep, have them driven
after, and we will go on together.” “ But they had given
him no money to buy the sheep, and he could not get any.”
“(Can you not trust the Russians so far as that?” “ Oh
yes, but the Kirghiz won’t let their sheep go without the
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money.” ‘“How many sheep do you want to buy?”
* About fifty,” “Very good; I will buy the sheep, if you
will come with me as guide.”

To this proposal he readily consented, and, after some

A KTRGHIZ.

more talk, it was arranged that he should go along with me

and find somebody to drive the sheep to Khala-Ata.
Towards evening, when the sun was getting low, we

mounted our horses and started forth in search of sheep.
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We rode about over the desert, coming upon auls here
and there in the most unexpected manner, hid away in
little hollows in the sand. How we ever found them was
a marvel to me, as you could never see one until you were
right on it. We found plenty of sheep. They were all of
the fat-tailed species, and generally in very good condition.
We visited half a dozen auls, in all of which we were
more or less civilly received. In one place, however, an
old woman objected most decidedly to my presence ; and
although I did not descend from my horse, rated me
soundly, if I could judge by her angry voice and energetic
gesticulation. A bright pair of mischievous-looking eyes,
which I saw peering through an opening in the kibitka
before which the old hag was posted, disclosed to me at
once the cause of her anger and her fears.
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CHAPTER XIII

KIRGHIZ HOME LIFE.

OBsERVING in the course of the evening that Ak-Mamatoff
seemed to be very much interested in something Bii
Tabuk was telling him, I asked what it was about, when
he told me the following story, which illustrates some
of the workings of the Mohamedhan law relating to
murder.

Among the Kirghiz, as among many other Mohamedhan
people, murder is not punished with death, but the
murderer is condemned to pay a fine to the relatives
of the murdered man, proportionate to his wealth. And
in case he is not able to pay the sum fixed upon, he is
obliged to serve them as a slave until the debt is paid.
An old man, or woman, or a child—especially a female
child—is esteemed at less than a man or woman in the
prime of life.

This was the story :—Two brothers who had quarrelled
entertained a deadly hatred of each other. One determined
to berevenged. He, therefore, one night murdered a little
orphan niece—a deformed child left to his care by a dying
sister—and placed the dead body at the door of his bro-
ther’s tent, where it was found. The circumstantial evidence
was considered sufficient to convict the innocent brother of
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the crime, and he was condemned to pay a heavy fine to
the real murderer, as the only surviving relation. The
injured man, however, cast around awhile, and at last
found in another aul a great-aunt, about eighty years
old, whom he murdered, and placed at the other’s door.
The first murderer was condemned in his turn to pay a
fine to the second murderer; and as the old woman and
crippled child were considered of about equal value, their
accounts were squared. .

The Kirghiz are generally allowed to arrange their
quarrels in their own way, but among those who are
Russian subjects General Kaufmann has established courts
of appeal, composed of Russian officers. These courts do
not, however, take cognisance of cases, except at the re-
quest of one of the parties to a suit, or for the punishment
of certain very flagrant crimes, which would otherwise
escape unpunished, and for the protection of women, as
in the story I have related in a previous chapter.

The next morning I gave Bii Tabuk enough money to
buy fifty sheep, and he and Ak-Mamatoff went off early,
promising to have them all assembled, and ready to
start by noon. While they were gone, I lay lazily in the
tent and amused myself by watching the women going
about their household work; I thus learned something
of the daily routine of the interior of a Kirghiz family.

First, the sheep, goats, and camels were milked before
being sent off to the desert to pasture. Then the carpets
and felts were taken out and beaten, and re-arranged in
their places, together with the other household imple-
ments. Two children, about as naked as robins, to whom
belonging I could mnot quite make out, were fed with
airan, and then sent out of doors to tumble about in
the sand. A young camel that was tied just outside the
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tent, and which kept up a dismal howling, was likewise
fed on the same nourishing food. Next, a sick ewe and a
sick colt were doctored, which operation was the cause of
much clamouring and chattering; and fuel was gathered
for the day. Suddenly there was a great commotion in
the aul. The women all rushed to a tent, chattering
in an excited manner. Something very extraordinary
seemed to have taken place, which I soon learned was the
birth of a child. - In an hour the happy event was over,
and quiet was restored. The father came to me with
a broad smile on his face, and received my congratulations
and a present for the little stranger.

This episode over, the old woman, mounting a horse
which she bestrode like a man, took a tursook, or hogskin,
and went off to the well, some two miles distant, in search
of water, leaving me alone with the pretty young wife.
The latter soon came in, and sat quietly down without even
looking towards me; and taking out a bunch of wool and a
wooden spindle, on which a quantity of thread was already
wound, proceeded to spin, with a pretty, modest, house-
wifely air, that was charming. She had large black eyes,
fringed by long heavy lashes, a round face, to which the
Mongolian type, although very marked, only served to give
something of wild and interesting beauty. She wore the
high white turban of all the Kirghiz married women, and
a kind of short vest of red silk, embroidered with yellow—
worn provokingly open before—and upon the whole made
so pretty a picture, as she sat there twirling her spindle,
that I could not help envying with all my heart young
Bii Tabuk, and wondering whether he appreciated her
at her proper value. Was it not for such a woman as
this that a lover once served fourteen long years,  which
seemed unto him’but a few days, for the love he had to
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her?”” Was not this the life they led? Was it not thus
they toiled, and lived, and loved? I lie on my soft felts
in the deep shade of the kibitka and gaze dreamily
through the trellis-work, and, passing back over some
thousands of years, see the flocks and herds of Abraham,
and Isaac, and Jacob, and behold around me the living
forms of Sara, and Rebecca, and Rachel, and Hagar, and
Rauth.

The spindle with which she was working was made of
some kind of hard wood, worn very smooth, and I watched
the way in which she made that little bit of wood do duty
for our steam-engines, power-wheels, and spinning-jennies,
with a lively interest. Stretching out a little wool at the
point of the spindle, and slightly twisting it, she would
give the latter a twirl, and holding her hand high above
her head, allow it to whirl until it drew the wool out into
a fine long thread; then it was wound on to the back
part of the spindle, and the operation repeated. It was
very simple, and not by any means as slow as might at
first be supposed. The spindle was rapidly filled up, and,
curiously enough, took exactly the same form as that of
the thousands that may be seen in any great cotton
factory.

Bii Tabuk and Ak-Mamatoff, instead of returning at
noon, as had been promised, did not show themselves
until evening, and then they arrived without a single sheep.
. Their story was that, although they might have brought
plenty of sheep, they could find nobody to help to drive
them to Khala-Ata. “ But,” said I, “I see plenty of young
men and horses, will none of them go for pay ?”

Ak-Mamatoff answered that they could not be induced
to do it, and Bii Tabuk returned me my money. I did
not believe this story, as there was really no reason,
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judging by what I had seen, why men should not be
found to help to drive the sheep, if I paid them well ;. and
immediately attributed the difficulty to Ak-Mamatoff. I
felt almost sure that he was thwarting me in this, as in
everything else, for some inscrutable reason of his own;
but as I could not communicate with Bii Tabuk without
his aid, it was of course impossible to satisfy myself on
the subject.

There was nothing more to be done; and as it was
now too late to start that day, I unwillingly decided
to stay here another night. I asked Bii Tabuk if he
could not find me a guide. He said he thought he
could, and, going off, soon returned with a young Kirghiz,
who agreed to take me across the desert the nearest way
to Khala-Ata for twenty-five roubles, or about three
pounds. Although the price was exorbitant, I closed
with him at once, as I was too much pressed for time to
haggle. He promised to be ready early next morning,
and with this understanding we separated. It was now
sunset ; the sheep and goats came trooping home, attended
by their shepherds, enlivening the aul with their bleating
and the movement and excitement they caused. The
camels, too, came stalking in, some carrying water,
others without any burden at all; with their beautiful,
intelligent eyes they seemed to look around contentedly,
as though recognising home. The ewes and goats were
milked and watched until they lay down for the night;
and the lambs and kids were all tied to a rope.

We passed a merry evening around the fire in the tent
of Bii Tabuk, for although the day was excessively hot,
the nights were cool enough to make a cheerful blaze a
not unpleasant sight. This succession of hot days and
cold nights is one of the most unhealthy characteristics of
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the desert in this season of the year. I had made great
progress in the good graces of the two women, by several
little presents judiciously bestowed ; and when I at last
withdrew to my side of the tent, I found a wide soft
carpet spread for me, with plenty of coverlets and rugs—
a very bed of roses after the sand I had been sleeping on
for several nights.

We were ‘up next morning before sunrise, getting
ready for the march. I soon perceived that Bii Tabuk,
with the whole aul, was moving farther on, for the women
were taking down the kibitkas, loading them on the
camels, packing up their goods, and making rapid pre-
parations for the march. For half an hour everything
was bustle and confusion. The camels commenced filing
slowly off in a long line, and soon the village had dis-
appeared. I was astonished to see the woman whose
youngster was born the day before mount sturdily on her
camel with the brat in her drms, as though the birth of a
child were to her a matter of everyday occurrence.

I took an affectionate farewell of my hostesses, but
Bii Tabuk accompanied us a short distance on our way
before finally saying adieu. We shook hands upon sepa-
rating, not without a feeling of sadness on my part. I
had been most kindly treated by him; and I had greatly
enjoyed my stay in his tent and the simple happy
life of the desert. Turning my horse’s head to the south,
I was once more in chase of General Kaufmann. We
had not gone more than a mile when we stopped at a
well, where there were already three or four Kirghiz, to
water our horses. But when this task was accomplished,
we still lingered about; Mustruf, Ak-Mamatofi, and the
new guide, carrying on apparently an interesting and
pleasing conversation with our new acquaintances, with-
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out any regard to the necessity of starting. I at last
grew impatient, and ordered them to proceed, when
Ak-Mamatoff coolly informed me that the guide refused to
go unless I would, in addition to the twenty-five roubles,
give him a horse, or the money to buy one. This demand
I also attributed to the duplicity of Ak-Mamatoff, for the
horse was evidently an afterthought.

I was determined not to be swindled in this way,
however, as there was no telling when the demands of my
new guide would stop, if encouraged. I told Ak-Mamatoff
80 in no very measured terms, giving him to understand
that I held him responsible for the whole difficulty. I
told him to ask the guide once more if he would go for the
price agreed upon, and when he declined, I informed my
own people that we would proceed without a guide.
Instead of cutting across country, as had been originally
intended, we would go by way of Karak-Aty. This way
was much longer, but we should have the advantage of
a broad caravan route which could not be easily lost. At
this they raised a clamour of opposition. They did not
know the way; there was no water; we should be lost
in the desert; it would be impossible to go without
a guide. And this, although there had been no question
of a guide as long as it had been our intention to go
straight to Karak-Aty, now only distant a day’s march.
Arrived there, of course we should strike Kaufmann’s
trail, which could be easily followed. As the only
objection to this route had been its length, this sudden
opposition I considered a preconcerted thing. Deter-
mined to be trifled with no longer, I drew my revolver,
and sternly ordered Ak-Mamatoff to mount and proceed.
I had resolved first to reduce him to submission, and
then to disarm Mustruf, take the horse he was riding,

H
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and proceed with Ak-Mamatoff and Tangerberkhen,
who, I thought, showed a disposition to follow me at
all hazards. I had no particular ill-will against
Mustruf, for I knew very well that Ak-Mamatoff had
been tampering with him in some way. But ‘the arms
and the horse were mine, and I was entitled to take
them whenever he declined to go any farther. Ak-
Mamatoff, who had probably not looked for any such
energetic measures on my part, instantly submitted,
and in a few minutes we were once more ready to start.
He then humbly proposed another plan for my approba-
tion, namely, to go to an aul which, he said, was not
far off, and try to get another guide. To this I consented,
telling him, however, that we must be ready in any case
—guide or no guide—to start in an hour; and that I
would not give a kopek more than the amount originally
agreed upon. He assured me there would be no difficulty
in procuring another guide, and accordingly we proceeded
to the aul.

This aul consisted of but three or four kibitkas, and
the inhabitants seemed to be far less prosperous than
those who followed Bii Tabuk. We soon found an old
man, who readily agreed to conduct us at the stipulated
price, a sufficient proof to my mind that the other guide
had been trying—at the instigation of Ak-Mamatoff—to
cheat me. He invited us all into his tent to eat with him,
and instantly set about killing & sheep. In the course of
the meal I heard, to my astonishment, that my host was
the brother of Bii Tabuk. He had a horrible scar across
his face, which, I learned, he had received forty years
ago in a fight with a Turcoman, who was trying to carry
off his wife. “This one ?” I asked, pointing to a very ugly
old woman, who seemed to be mistress of the kibitka.
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“Yes.” '

She certainly did not look much like a prize that would
be worth fighting for. But then that was forty years
ago. '

Two girls came in from a neighbouring kibitka, and
breakfasted apart with two or three other women. They
were not very pretty, but they seemed to be exceedingly
merry and good-humoured, and kept up an amount of
chattering among themselves that would have done
honour to a bevy of the most civilised school-girls.
I watched them narrowly, without seeming to do so.
I observed in them a peculiarity, which I have remarked
is common to all Tartar women : that is, the wonderful
expressiveness of their faces, when animated. In repose,
when not interested, they have a hard, stolid, wooden
look, like the carved face of some old heathen image ;
but interested, pleased, or amused, they light up as with
a ray of sunshine, their eyes sparkle, and the whole face
seems to be aglow with some strange radiance from within.

Breakfast over, we set out for Khala-ata. Instead of the
broad caravan route, we were now following a very little
sheep-path, which in places might have been hard to find,
but for the sagacity of the guide. No white man had
ever been over this way before me.

The country presented the same general characteristics
as heretofore, with the exception that the sand, instead of
being disposed in little hillocks, covered with brushwood,
lay in huge drifts as though heaped up and blown about
by the wind ; and the earth in many places was bare and
baked as hard almost as a rock.

Here, as in many other parts of the desert, were a great
number of lizards, varying in size from two inches to a
foot in length, which, together with an occasional little

H 2
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land turtle, about six inches long, were the only speci-
mens of animal life we saw. It is true there were said to
be plenty of scorpions and tarantulas, but although I had
come in the expectation of finding myself environed by
the deadly little monsters, and armed myself with all
kinds of antidotes to their stings, hardly hoping to
escape them, I never even saw one, nor did I do so much
as think of them while sleeping in the sand completely
exposed to their attacks. Several Russian officers were,
however, stung by them. The lizards were very in-
quisitive little animals. One day, while lying under the
thin shade of a brush, I observed one, whose curiosity I
had evidently excited. With his head up in the air, and
his tail curled up over his back like a dog’s, in the most
comical way, he walked around me twice, and then, as
though satisfied of my peaceful disposition, crawled on
my foot, and perched himself there in triumph. They
sometimes attain an immense size, and I saw one that
had been captured at Khala-ata which measured nearly
five feet in length. They appear to be perfectly harm-
less, however, and the slightest blow kills them.

We passed another night in the sand without shelter,
and next morning changed our course from a little
west-south to south-west, and plunged into a desert
where there was not even a sheep-path to guide us—
the dreariest and wildest place I have ever seen. It
looked like a level plain, covered with a light spare growth
of brushwood, through which the sand was always visible;
but it was broken up into an infinite number of hollows
or cavities, from fifty to a hundred feet deep, and scarcely
more than that in diameter, resembling the crater of a
volcano. We were continually climbing out of these
little cavities, and descending into them again, while the
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horses often sank into the sand up to their kuees, making
the march exceedingly slow and toilsome.

At noon we reached the well of Midyat-Kuz-ran, the
water of which, in spite of its depth of eighty feet, was
very warm— eighty degrees, I should say— and slightly
brackish. It was impossible to drink it, but it made
very good tea, which answered the purpose just as
well. It is a fact not generally known, that hot tea
slakes the thirst better than cold water. I could not
believe this at first, and could scarcely bring myself
to drink it, with throat and lips already parched with
heat and thirst. Having been obliged to try it once,
I found that it was much more effective than water. In
a few minutes the sensation of thirst had entirely passed, -
and it did not return nearly so soon as after drinking
water. ’

The road became very bad. The sand was heaped up
across it in huge drifts, through which the horses struggled
with difficulty. The little black horse, which Mustruf
had particularly recommended to me for a saddle-horse,
but which I had not ridden, had been showing signs of
great fatigue during the past two days. We had re-
moved his load, and distributed it among the other horses,
leaving him only his light wooden pack-saddle to carry.
It was all in vain. About nine o’clock at night he gave
it up completely, and stumbling, fell his length in the
sand with a groan. The poor beast was completely
knocked up; I saw it was useless to urge him further,
and taking off his saddle and bridle, we left him alone
in the gloom of the desert.

Sadly we continued our march through the thickening
gloom. Blacker grew the night, and more oppressive the
darkness and silence. The loss of our horse cast a shadow
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over us. Here, in the heart of the wide dreary desert,
there was something fearful in the necessity which com-
pelled us to work a poor willing beast to death, and leave
him alone to die.

How much longer was this tolast? We had now been
fifteen days in the desert, and were apparently as far from
our journey’s end as ever. Our horses had eaten nothing
but what they could pick up in the desert for several
days. How long before the others would fall like
this one, from exhaustion, and leave us to continue
our march on foot? It was evident that this phantom
chase could not last much longer. Besides, although
Bii Tabuk assured me I should find Kaufmann at
Khala-ata, I did not expect it. Long ere this he must
have reached the river. The savage Turcomans would
be hanging on his flanks, harassing his march, and
how should I with my tired horses escape their fleet-
footed steeds, break through their lines, and reach the
army ? The death of our horse seemed but the harbinger
of our own doom—the beginning of the end.

‘We persevere forward, stumbling through the low
scrubby brushwood, sliding down into deep sandy hol-
lows, almost slipping over our horses’ heads; then again
up steep ascents, where our horses pant and struggle, and
wrestle with the heavy inexorable sand; over the hard
earth where their hoofs clatter as over a stone pavement,
until, late in the night, we throw ourselves in the sand to
snatch a moment’s repose. )

We have scarcely shut our eyes, when we are called
by the guide to renew the march. It is still night,
but the desert is visible, dim and ghostly under the
cold pale light of the rising moon. Vegetation has
entirely disappeared, there is scarcely a twig even
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of the hardy sax-aul. Side by side with us move
our own shadows, projected long and black over the
moonlit sand, like fearful spectres pursuing us to our
doom.

Then streaks of light begin to shoot up the eastern sky.
The moon grows pale, the shadows fade out, and at
last the sun, red and angry, rises once more above the
horizon. After the sharp cold of the night its rays strike
us agreeably, suffusing a pleasant sensation of warmth
over our benumbed limbs. Then it grows uncomfortably
warm, then hot, and soon we are again suffering the
pangs of heat and thirst; our eyes are again blinded
by the fiery glare, and our lungs scorched by the stifling
noonday atmosphere.

At noon we have reached the summit of an eastern spur
of a low range of mountains, which we have seen on our
right nearly all the way from Tandjarik, and which here
crosses our path. Although in reality nothing more
than hills, they, like the Bukan-Tau, present, with their
miniature peaks, deep gorges, and rugged crags and cliffs,
all the characteristics of great mountains. Of a reddish,
rotten sandstone formation, they lay barren, black, and
bare under the burning sun, with no leaf, or blade of
grass, or sign of life—unvisited by man or beast—the
very picture of lonely desolation.

From the summit we stand gazing across a low level
arid plain, beyond which, blue and misty on the horizon,
rise the mountains of the Urta-Tau which had appeared
on our left ever since Yuz-Kuduk. They sweep around
to the west in & grand and noble curve, and are lost in the
plain, far away in the golden light of the setting sun.
Just beyond this range, the guide says, is Khala-ata,
twenty-five miles distant.
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Down the southern slope we plunge. It is very rugged
and steep, and our horses’ feet dislodge large masses of
sand and gravel, which go rolling down before us in minia-
ture avalanches. Half an hour brings us to the bottom,
and we are again dragging over the weary desolate plain—
a plain not of sand, but of dust.

Wherever there is sand, there is always at this time of
the year a little wormwood, and here and there, perbaps, a
spear of brown desert grass, as red as the sand itself. But
nothing will grow in dust, and this plain was bare of vege-
table life.

Long after dark we continue our march, in hopes of
finding a spot where the horses can get something to
nibble at. The guide gets down from time to time to feel
the ground, in hopes of finding a little grass, but in vain.
One might as well look for grass in a heap of newly-burned
ashes. We camp at last, and make our tea with a bottle of
water we have brought with us; carefully screening our
fire from observation lest any parties of Turcomans that
may be wandering about should see it; but our poor
horses, after a march of fifty miles over a bad road, are
obliged to go without food and water.

It is very evident that this cannot last much longer, and
the night is one of intense anxiety.

At sunrise next morning we find a well of good water,
and half an hour later we have reached the summit of the
range behind which lies Khala-ata. The magnificent
mountain chain, which looked so grand in the distance,
has dwindled here into a low ridge.

The guide advances to the top, which is very sharp, and
having peered cautiously over, motions me to advance. I
do not know whether there is any necessity for this
caution or not, but we are as silent and stealthy as if we
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expected to see, not the Russian, but the Turcoman camp
in the distance. I advance my horse, and survey the
scene with my field-glass.

A bleak arid plain, like the one we have just crossed,
stretching away for miles to the south, and lost in the
direction of Bokhara; in the middle, at the distance of
eight miles, a dome-like mound, which I at first take
for a monster kibitka, surrounded by small tents, that
shine white in the morning sunlight; and finally, here
and there, white masses of soldiers, and the glitter of
bayonets. )

Surely it is Kaufmann this time.
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IN

CHAPTER XIV.

KHALA-ATA.

It was about six o’clock on the morning of the 16th of
May when I rode into the camp and fortress of Khala-ata,
dust-covered and weary after my seventeen days’ ride
through the desert. The camp was situated in the middle
of a level plain, bounded on the north by the low range of
mountains I had just crossed, and stretching away to the
south and east in the direction of Bokhara; without .one
tree, without even the friendly sax-aul, which I had
seen everywhere, to relieve its dreary, soul-sickening
aspect—a wide expanse of sand that lost itself in the
distant horizon, and blended with the yellow, brazen
sky. I was at first astonished that General Kaufmann
should have chosen such a spot to pitch his camp, but my
astonishment soon ceased when I beheld a spring of pure,
sweet water, gushing forth in a stream of six inches
thick, and affording a supply sufficient for an army of
many thousands.

The camp itself was composed of tents and kibitkas, of
all sizes, shapes, and colours, scattered about irregularly
over a space of perhaps 200 yarde square. The large
dome-like structure which, in the distance, I had taken
for an enormous kibitka, proved to be an ancient mound
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of earth, which, surmounted by a newly-constructed
watch-tower of stone, now served as a corner bastion to
the little. fort which had just been constructed by
General Kaufmann. Mud tombs, such as I had seen
all the way through the desert, were scattered about
here and there, some solid and well preserved, others
broken and crumbling away; groups of soldiers gathered
around the pools of water formed by the ever-gushing
fountains, watering their horses; long lines of camels,
starting out into the desert to hunt a scanty repast of
sax-aul and wild absinth; a general appearance of dust,
and heat, and discomfort—such was Khala-ata, the place
where I first struck Kaufmann’s trail, after a chase of
seventeen days, and a ride of 500 miles.

It was with no little trepidation that I rode up to the
young officer on duty, followed by my little caravan, and
asked him where was General Kaufmann. The answer
dashed my hopes to the ground. General Kaufmann
had marched from Khala-ata five days ago, and was now
certainly on the Amu-Darya. Five days! And by the
time I could reach the river he would have crossed it,
and taken Khiva. For a moment I was the prey to the
most overwhelming disappointment, and mentally con-
signed old Ak-Mamatoff and Bii Tabuk to the lowest
regions of the Inferno, for the three days they had
detained me in the desert waiting for a guide and sheep.

I swallowed my chagrin as best I could, and informed
the officer that I was an American on my way to see
General Kaufmann, for whom, as well as for the Grand
Duke Nicholas, I had letters of introduction. Would he
kindly inform the offieer in command of the detachment
that I had arrived, and that I would like to call and pay
my respects ? ' ’
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As soon as my informant learned that I was an
American, he evinced the greatest cordiality, invited me
into his tent, ordered tea to be made instantly, and told
me Colonel Weimarn, the officer in command, was still
asleep, but that he would soon be up, and would, he
thought, be delighted to see me. He further informed
me that Colonel Weimarn intended moving forward next

KHALA-ATA.

day with two companies of infantry, 100 Cossacks, and
two field-pieces of nine, and that I could, of course, go
with him. This suited me exactly, and I began to think
that after all I might yet arrive in time. No news had
been received from Kaufmann since his departure, except
an order for the cavalry to advance, from which they
inferred he had met the enemy; but further than this
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they knew nothing. They had already had one brush with
the troops of the Khan, on the 9th of May, at the next
well, the Adam-Kurulgan visited by Vambéry. General
Kaufmann had, as usual, sent forward a small detachment
to reconnoitre the ground, find wells, see if the water was
good and in sufficient quantity, before advancing with
the main body of the army. This detachment, under
Colonel Ivanoff, a young and intelligent officer, approached
Adam-Kurulgan a little after dark; but the Colonel
himself, with four Cossacks and four Kirghiz guides,
advanced rather imprudently a mile or two ahead of the
column, and before he had even suspected the presence of
the enemy in the neighbourhood, he suddenly fell on a
body of Turkomens, 200 or 300 strong, camped near the
well.

Both sides were about equally astonished, this being
their first encounter. Before the Russians could retreat,
they were surrounded and attacked on all sides. ~Quick
as thought the Colonel dismounted his little force (it
would have been folly to attempt running away from the
swift-footed Turkoman horses), and made a most deter-
mined and resolute resistance. A desperate fight ensued,
in which two of the little party were killed, and all the
rest wounded, including the Colonel himself, who received
a shot in the arm, and another in the leg. The fight
lasted several minutes ; and the Russians would have been
certainly overpowered in a moment more, had not the
troops in the rear, who rushed forward upon hearing the
firing, arrived upon the scene in the nick of time. The
Khivans, although still double the number of their
opponents, immediately took to flight, and the gallant
Colonel remained victor of a small but hard-fought
battle.



110 CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS.

I was very curious to learn the exact geographical
position of Khala-ata, as it was not on my map, and how
fur we were still from the Amu-Darya. My informant,
however, could give me no information on this subject,
further than that Khala-ata was about 100 miles west
of Bokhara, and the distance to the Amu was only a
matter of conjecture even to General Kaufmann himself—
it might be seventy-five or it might be 150 miles. He
thought, however, that Colonel Weimarn might be able to
give me the position as determined by the astronomers of
the expedition. Its position, as I learned upon arriving at
Khiva, is latitude 40 deg. 52 min. 52 sec. north, and
longitude 33 deg. 10 min. east, from the Imperial Ob-
servatory of Pulkovo, near St. Petersburg, and 4 hours
13 min. 59 sec., Greenwich time.

I began to be reminded now, that although the forenoon
was far advanced, Colonel Weimarn had not intimated to
me that my presence was known to him—a circumstance
which was far from reassuring.

The forenoon wears away. The soldiers crowd be-
neath their tents, or other improvised shade, to get a little
shelter from the scorching heat ; the camels come trooping
home in long lines from their morning repast of sax-aul
and wild absinth ; the braying of donkeys, the neighing
of horses, and the bleating of sheep become hushed in the
overpowering heat, and the poor animals stand drooping
in the sun, sweltering under its scorching rays; silence
reigns throughout the camp; only the sentinel on the
tower can be seen keeping his lonely watch. The
sun rises to the meridian, and then slowly commences
sinking towards the west, glowing in the brazen sky like
a ball of fire, heating the atmosphere until it grows visible,
and dances in misty waves over the sands of Khala-ata,
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like a phantom ocean. But I receive no intimation from
Colonel Weimarn that he is ready to receive me. I
grow impatient, and at last uneasy, at being treated in
a way which I cannot help observing to myself is about
as far removed from the polite as it well could be. I
had brought the mail from Irkibai with no little trouble
and difficulty; and Colonel Weimarn had not so much as
thanked me yet. Thus far he had entirely ignored my
existence. It was the first time I had ever been treated
rudely by a Russian, although I had travelled about
through the dominions of the Tsar for the last two years,
and I concluded that this exceptional case boded no good.

At last I determined to put an end to my suspense,
and see what kind of a man I had to deal with, by going
direct to Colonel Weimarn himself, without invitation
or announcement. After a while he was pointed out to
" me, walking leisurely about the camp, with nothing
farther from his thoughts, apparently, than my request
for an interview. I went straight to him, and having
presented myself, the following colloquy occurred :—

“I owe you an apology, Colonel, for not calling on
you sooner to present my respects; but the fact is they
told me you were asleep.”

“ Well, what do you want ?”

“ As I before remarked, I wish to pay my respects.”

“I am much obliged ; but I do not suppose you have
come all the way from New York to pay me your
respects.”

“ Why, no, Colonel ; my business here is with General
Kaufmann.”

““Oh, you have business with Geeneral Kaufmann, have
you?” incredulously. “How are you going to get to
him ?”
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“I'm going to ride.”

“ What is your business with General Kaufmann ?”

“ That I can only tell to General Kaufmann himself.”

“ Have you the written permission of General Kauf-
mann ?”

“ No,” said I, proceeding to show him my papers, * but
I have the permission of—"

“It makes no difference whose permission you have
got; without the written permission of the Governor-
General you can’t go. And as to your papers, I won't
look at them.” .

“ How can I obtain that permission ?”" I asked.

“I do not know. You may send on your papers if you
wish, but I am almost sure you will not be able to obtain
it without a personal interview. He is too busy to answer
letters.”

“ I beg your pardon, Colonel,” I said. * His Excellency
General Kaufmann seems to be a man very difficult of
access indeed. I cannot see him without his permission,
it would appear, and I cannot get his permission without
seeing him. How do people who have business with him
usually proceed ?”’

“ Dass geht mir Nichts an” (“ That’s your business, not
mine "), he replied, turning on his heel and walking off,
leaving me to my reflections, which, as may be readily
supposed, were not of the most agreeable kind. Had I
come all the way from St. Petersburg to Khala-ata,
struggling forward sixty days against all sorts of diffi-
culties, only to be stopped on the very banks of the Amu-
Darya, the far-famed Oxus, and turned back in the middle
of the desert by a military despot, without having caught
one glimpse of its darkly-rolling waters ?

True I had the resource left of forwarding my letters to
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General Kaufmann, and awaiting his answer (in case
Colonel Weimarn did not take it into his head to turn me
back in the meantime—a probability not to be over-
looked); but I could not expect any reply under ten
or twelve days, and in the meantime the Oxus would
be crossed, Khiva taken, and I would be too late.

As to breaking through the lines and escaping, the
attempt would have been folly, at least until I should see
what measures would be taken regarding me. If I was
to be held as a prisoner, either guarded or on parole, this
attempt would be simply impossible; and even if Colonel
Weimarn only proposed detaining me until he should
receive orders from Kaufmann, escape would  present
difficulties of an almost insurmountable nature. It would
be dangerous as well as difficult, on account of the fleet-
footed Turcoman cavalry, that was probably hanging on
General Kaufmann’s rear. Even if I succeeded in getting
away from the Russian camp, would I be able to elude the
vigilance of the restless and savage Turcomans ?

As T had no desire for a personal explanation with
these latter regarding my business in their territory, I had
laid all my hopes on reaching Kaufmann before his
arrival in the enemy’s country. This hope had now

_vanished for ever. I must reach Kaufmann, if I reached
him at all, by passing through the enemy’s country, or
the country claimed by him, either alone or with a
detachment of Russian troops. The unaccountable
conduct of Colonel Weimarn made it very evident that
I could not count upon a Russian escort, and the more I
reflected the more it became apparent that I would have
to try it, not only without an escort, but probably with
twenty-five Cossacks giving me chase. This perspective
was 80 disagreeable that I at first refused to consider it

I
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for a moment. A few minutes’ reflection, however,
sufficed to convince me that there was no other means of
reaching Kaufmann.

Visions of a picture I had seen in Vambéry’s book,
with accompanying description, began to float in a
shadowy way through my imagination; of a Turcoman
emptying human heads out of a sack on the grand square
before the Khan’s police at Khiva, surrounded by the
admiring and approving crowd ; of an untold number of
human heads piled up in regular heaps like cannon balls
in the same place. I saw in my mind’s eye the horrid pit
of Bokhara, where prisoners were thrown to be devoured
alive by millions of sheep-ticks, fed and kept alive by
that disgusting monster, Nasrullah Khan; every un-
pleasant story, in short, illustrative of Central Asian life,
recounted by Burnes, Wood, Vambéry, and others, recurred
to my memory.

My position was not an agreeable one. I had reduced
my baggage to the minimum; I was entirely without
provisions for myself and people, and forage for my horses ;
- and I had been living for the last two days on sour
milk, the airan of the Kirghiz. Besides, I was without a
tent or shelter of any kind—a privation not much felt
when on the march, but which would become unendur-
able if I were to remain stationary under this scorching
sun.

I wandered about the camp awhile ; chewing the cud of
sweet and bitter fancy, in which the bitter chiefly
predominated ; trying to think of some plan by which I
might soften Colonel Weimarn, and occasionally calcu-
lating how many days it would take to starve to death;
for I was ravenously hungry.

After a while I was accosted by two or three officers,
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who, having heard of the arrival of an American, came to
welcome me, and offer me their hospitality. I could see
they were trying to make amends for the conduct of
Colonel Weimarn, of which it was very evident they did
not approve. Indeed, they expressed themselves to that
effect at last, and in no very measured terms either.

The Russian officers combine a very severe discipline
with a good deal of freedom of speech, and I was not a
little astonished to hear the term * canaille &’ Allemand ”
applied to Colonel Weimarn without the slightest com-
punction.

‘We were soon on the best of terms, and after having made
a ““ square meal,” for the first time for several days, I was
conducted to the kibitka of Colonel Ivanoff, the officer
who had been wou