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PREFACE.

As I send these notes of last summer’s journey out into
the world for better or for worse, he whose protection we
enjoyed for many months lies silent and cold in death
within the cathedral fortress of Peter and Paul.

From our entrance into his dominions at Wirballen
to our departure at Irkeshtan the power and protection of
the Czar were forever around us, and though at times it
seemed to one from America .irksome to be so eternally
watched, yet I could not but feel with it all a sense of
security utterly impossiblé under any other power. The
face of Alexander III.,, as it smiled down upon us at
every point or post, through the Caucasus and Georgia,
over the Caspian Sea and Black Desert, at Bokhara the
Noble and fair Samarkand, at Tashkend and Osh, or in
some lonely outpost of the “Valley of Paradise,” was for-
ever that of a friend.

The mere mention of the name of the ¢ Little Father”
insured us protection in city or hamlet, on the steppes or

)



vi Preface.

the mountains; and when I wandered back from the deserts
of Western China, sick and weary, his painted semblance
banished a world of trouble. The journey was long and
full of interest, amongst people and cities but little known
to our western world. I yjenture,' therefore, to hope that
these notes may afford, to those whose travels must be by
books alone, some small portion of the pleasure that my
wanderings have given to me.

M. M. S.

CINCINNATI, December 25, 1894.
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TRANS-CASPIA:

THE SEALED PROVINCES OF THE CZAR.

CHAPTER L

Dost thou see on the rampart’s hight
That wreath of mist, in the light

Of the midnight moon? O, hist!

It is not a wreath of mist; '
It is the Czar, the White Czar -
Batyushka! Gosudar!

BerLIN, May, 1804.

ECURING the proper document this morn-

ing at the consulate of our country, I pro-
ceeded therewith to that of his Majesty, the
Czar, in order to assure my entrance at Wir-
ballen into Holy Russia. I had fully expected—
as of old—to be closely questioned as to whether
or no I was a Jew—whether my parents were
Jews, and if so, why so—but the fact that my
passport already bore the visa of the Russian
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consul in New York caused its representative
here to arise and salute most profoundly, assur-
ing me that Holy Russia was as an open book
to me, and strongly hinting that our consul here
knew these facts when he made out my docu-
ments; knew them when he demanded my fee—
16 marks; also suggesting that I return and de-
mand restitution. However, knowing that our
consul-general was at the time lying dead,
poor man, and that his ‘“ understudies” had done
their best, I pocketed my loss and moved on to
the frontier. There are two of us,‘and we are
bound for the ridge-pole of the roof of the
world,” the distant and gigantic Himalayas. It
is our intention—Russia and England consent-
ing—to pass, zza Samarkand and Osh, to Gil-
git, in Cashmere. The way is long, and may
be hot and may be cold, but we shall go forward.
I carry with me letters from the Marquis of
Ripon to the Viceroy of India, and am assured,
also, of all the assistance I desire when I reach
St. Petersburg. De B. has gone forward, and I
must take the long ride to that city alone ; there-
fore, I decide for a two nights’ journey instead
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of two days. I can always sleep in a train, and
the way is deadly uninteresting. Though pass-
port restrictions are very great in Russia, I can
not but feel that I am well taken care of, and
that it would be impossible to ‘disappear”
unless the authorities desired it. I am also
impressed with the knowledge that, if they so
desired, my disappearance would be most com-
plete—<gone” would be an excellent epitaph,
after which it would be well to place an interro-
gation mark. On setting out on a tour like this
in Central Asia, one can not but wonder what the
end will be. If you have ever gazed upon the
Himalayas, you will understand what it means to
penetrate those solitudes, and the place toward
which we are moving is beyond those solitudes.
The “Pamirs.” Our route lies over the Cau-
casus and Caspian Sea—through Merve and
Bokhara to Samarkand, and thence into the
wilderness of plains and mountains to the south-
east, until the mountains be past and the roses
of Cashmere breathe us a welcome.

“ Guide Abbas available for two months and
perhaps longer by arrangement.” That is the
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answer to our telegram sent from the chief city
of Holy Russia to the English consul at Odessa.
Abbas is a guide of experience, such as we will
need to pilot us through the vast solitudes of
the Pamirs and on downward into Cashmere.
We wire him to hold himself in readiness to
move at a moment’s notice, though according to
the usual slowness of Russian officials Abbas
will have to possess his soul in patience for some
days at least. Russia is not anxious to have
even such disinterested persons as a Dutchman
and an American penetrate into those lands of
great and constant debate between herself and
the English Lion. However, we mean to go,
and have therefore moved on the powers that be
with all the collected artillery of the Holland
and American legations and embassies, both
here, in England, and in Holland. I am sorry
to say that my own government appeared, until
I reached our embassy at London, both ignorant
and helpless. The honorable secretary of state
insisted upon it that no extra passport was nec-
essary, and I truiy believe that such names as
Samarkand, Osh, Merve, Bokhara, Gilgit, Tash-
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kend, and Kashgar, conveyed no meaning to his
mind. So, aside from the visa of the Russian
consul at New York, my passport left our
country without indorsement. Our ambassador
in London fully understood all the difficulties
and rendered me most useful assistance by pro-
curing letters to the Viceroy of India from those
high in authority in her majesty’s government,
securing a passport from the Chinese minister,
and in many other ways. Our minister here in
Russia had already put the wheels in motion,
and I found on arriving that every thing would
be granted—at least that is the hope and belief
at present; and as B. has received every neces-
sary permit, there is no reason to imagine that I
shall be refused. At any rate, we have tele-
graphed Abbas to meet us at Tiflis, while we
shall go by rail to Vladikavkas, some seventy-
six hours to the southward—no very charming
prospect. There we shall take stage over the
mountains of the Caucasus to Tiflis. That will
be something grand! From Tiflis we take the
train—seventeen more hours—to Baku, where
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we cross the Caspian. But let us leave further
“itinerary ” for the present.

We look forward to pleasant weather over the
Dariel Pass, as the spring here in Russia is a
month ahead of its usual time. The changes of
the seasons are very rapid in this land of the
north. To-day is, at noon, warm and balmy,
and yet but three weeks back snow lay thick on
the ““Islands ”—St. Petersburg’s great pleasure
park, around which flows the majestic Neva, and
on one side of which the delicate spire of the
Cathedral of Peter and Paul rises from the
center of the terrible fortress prison of that
name. Under its shadow sleep the royal dead
of Russia from Peter down to Alexander II.
As we sit in the legation to-day, discussing
coffee and cigars with Mr. White, a brilliant
sun lights up the gold on the delicate spire of
the royal sepulcher, the green woods of the
and dancing waters of this grand

)

“Islands’
river, shines over a scene of most entrancing
beauty—so beautiful that one forgets that those
low red walls surround the suffering living
dead as well as the silent emperors. Those
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walls of Peter and Paul encompass and entomb
more horrors than the Bastille ever did, and to-
gether with that other prison, the Scilisselburg,
some two hours away on the banks of Lake
Ladoga, constitute Russia’s greatest fortresses.
To them the poor wretches are carried first, and
on any, and sometimes every, night while we are
sleeping, the midnight requisitions are going on,
separating dear ones, plunging them forever in
those great bastions, only to pass thence to the
grave, or worse than the grave—the mines of far -
Siberia.

Some of the members of the diplomatic circle
claim that Russia is charming—in fact, the most
charming place in Europe for those of their rank
to live in. One man, from Switzerland, whose
duties are over, avows his intention of living
here the remainder of his life. That is as it may
be. Of course, I can not contradict him; but
when I ask of the ¢ people,” he shrugs his
shoulders and claims that they are too debased,
too ignorant, and too stupid to care for advance-
ment, too sodden to be able to use greater
privileges if granted unto them. A century or
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so may change this; but now, knowing not of
their own misery, they have no desire for, nor
could they utilize, any greater freedom. “And
what of those who have reduced them to this?”
“One must not criticize the Czar.” The people
must not praise him, for that would imply a right
to blame him. The people must say nothing
and do nothing, otherwise the Schlisselburg,
Peter and Paul, the mines, and Siberia, death
having long since ceased to be a terror in
Russia. Yet it struck me upon my entrance at
Wirballan on Saturday, that the espionage and
restrictions were not nearly so great as a few
years since. My luggage was scarcely examined
at all, and I noticed that it was likewise with
crowds of the most suspicious-looking characters.
I could have smuggled no end of Nihilist litera-
ture and other contraband articles, and perhaps
the very fact that less attention is paid to such
things makes their authors less anxious to
introduce them. A constitution for Russia
was signed by the late Czar, and was to have
been promulgated in April, but his murder on
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the 1st of March, 1881, ended all that. An-
archists, Nihilists, and their like will never suc-
ceed until they acknowledge that no good ever
comes from evil. Alexander was a noble, pro-
gressive ruler, and the people in Russia mur-
dered their own cause when they blew him to
atoms. Poor man! He rests over there in
Peter and Paul near his broken-hearted father,
the great Emperor Nicholas; while not far off
Catherine sleeps, dreaming somewhat of her
little German home, but more often of her many
lovers. On the tomb of the late Czar, Dolgo-
rouke keeps fresh flowers always, but his wife,
the lonely Empress, is remembered by none.
Apropos of this same Empress, there is a
story told by the guides of St. Petersburg—all
idle talk, perhaps, and almost too sad to repeat.
She was, as the world knows, a victim of con-
sumption, and had been exiled to Italy by her
physicians; but her homesickness became so
great that she prayed hourly to be allowed to
return to Russia. Finally the Czar asked if it
were possible, and was told that, if a suite of
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apartments could be arranged so that the tem-
perature would stand always as it did in Italy,
she might be taken home and might live there
for some months. So it was done. Rooms in
~the “Winter Palace” were provided with triple
windows to keep out the cold, and the sufferer
was taken back. For a little while she was
happy, and then the terrible disease, stayed
apparently for a season, asserted itself, and her
sufferings became so great that her prayers for
death drove the Emperor to inquire how long
she would live if the cold were allowed to enter.
“Twenty minutes,” was the reply; and the cold
was allowed to enter, and she died “in twenty
minutes,” ¢ utterly alone”—so the story runs.
The old guide babbled on as we wandered from
room to room of the vast pile, now into the
golden drawing-room, now into the vast white
throne-room, near which is that strange bust
of the great Peter. Finally he led us into a
small apartment, furnished like a soldier’s tent,
while every here and there lay folded hand-
kerchiefs, on which I read in faded ink the
name “ Nicholas.” The garrulous old custodian
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droned on and on, telling a story of how the
great Emperor, broken-hearted over the Crimean
War, had one day summoned to his presence an ‘
obscure chemist of the city, and commanded him
to “furnish the Czar with a potion that would
end life quickly and painlessly.” At first the
man refused absolutely, but he was told that the
«“ Czar” commanded it, and his life would be the
forfeit of a refusal. So it was given, and ‘the
chemist, guaranteed safety, was conducted over
the border into Germany, where he shortly was
found “dead in his bed;”’ but in the meantime
“Nicholas” had been found dead, here on this
simple cot before us. Truth or fiction, I know
not, but such is the story. There is no fiction,
however, about that other terrible bed in the
room below it, where Alexander the Second was
laid after the explosion in 1881, and there he
died, and the traveler of to-day shrinks with
shuddering away from the blood-stained mat-
tresses. The gorgeous fétes and splendid court
functions pass away and are forgotten, but these
« shadows” forever abide amidst the gloomy
splendors of the Winter Palace.
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Funeral ceremonies are something terrible in
this Greek Church. They buried on Friday last
a grand duchess. The diplomatic corps were
summoned at 10, and from 11 A. M. until 2 p. M.,
all, from the Emperor to the lowest, stood on
the cold floors of Peter and Paul. One strong
soldier near the catafalque grew suddenly white
and rolled over. The Czar himself, and he only,
retired for an hour. No one ever sits in a
Russian church, so you can fancy the fatigue.
It is, however, a great sight to go, for instance,
to St. Isaac’s, which to my mind is the grandest
church in Europe, and see the thousands of
worshipers, the large majority of whom are men,
standing or kneeling in silent prayer. I notice
that the people crowd up around the priests,
seeming to take actual part in the conducting of
the services. Off to one side a choir of magnifi-
cent voices roll out grand music, for no tone
save that of the human voice—God’s instru-
ment—ever awakens the echoes of a Russian
church. The shadows were very thick in St.
Isaac’s yesterday. Long rifts of sunshine lit up
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here and there some jeweled shrine or malachite
column. Tapers glimmered faintly before the
numerous Icons. Gold and silver, marble,
bronze, and lapis lazuli, glowed faintly or slum-
bered in darkness. The air was heavy with the
odor of incense, while over the thousands pros-
trate in prayer,one deep grand voice breathed a
benediction: ‘Peace be unto you; peace be
unto you.” Verily one could almost fancy that
peace had come unto Russia, until, turning, they
caught through an open doorway a glimpse of
the distant *“ Peter and Paul.”

St. Petersburg is a grand city as to distances
and general effect. Her river is superb, her
squares immense, her churches and monuments
surpass any in Europe; but the architecture of
her houses and palacés strikes me as most in-
ferior. The Winter Palace is simply immense,
but neither grand nor beautiful inside or out.
The « Hermitage " presents a notable exception,
and is certainly a very pleasing structure, while
its portico stands unrivaled in Europe. The
caryatides thereon are colossal, and were carved,
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I believe, by an uneducated Finn. If so, he
could give lessons to most of his craft on this
globe. I do not know their equal. But, how-
ever, as this is to be a journal of Asia, I will say
no more about this city of the North.
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CHAPTER IL
May 22d.
HAD a sample of Russian red tape and
slowness to-day. My application for per-
mission to pass the Pamirs went in on Saturday
last. This is Tuesday. Yesterday was féte
day, Sunday ditto, to-morrow ditto. I went this
morning, with our military attaché—a very nice
fellow, by the way—to General , to see
whether the permission could not be hurried

somewhat, as the weather here is nasty and we
want to get into the sunshine, of which we will
probably have more than enough before we

reach the Vale of Roses. General was

only approached after much formality and the
passing in review of many aide-de-camps.
However, we reached him at last—reached him
in his inner sanctum, surrounded by numerous
war maps of this terrible empire, conspicuous
among which were those of Turkistan and the
Pamirs. Of course, Russia absolutely controls
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all that section, and the desired permit could be
given in five minutes and with few strokes of
the pen. Yet this comfortable official looked us
calmly in the eyes, knowing that he was deliver-
ing himself of nonsense, and knowing that we
were fully aware of that fact, and assured us
that the minister of war would be most happy to
ask the Governor-General of Turkistan for our
permission, but that it must be done by numer-
ous telegrams to that distant region, all of which
would take some days, and they had only been
at work on it “four.”” He would be happy to
do all he could, but we must await the pleasure
of those rulers of the Far East.* So we bowed
deeply and departed. _

I know of no more dreary place for tourists
than St. Petersburg in bad weather, when the
rain is coming down in torrents. After one has
done the sights of the town, there is nothing for
it but to retire to one’s hotel, which is far from
good, but good as Russian hotels go. I was
told by a foreign secretary, whom I met at

* The Governor-General at Tashkend, the Ameer of Bokhara, the
Governor of Askerbad, gnd the Governor of Osh.
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dinner last night, that it was for strangers in
winter most desolate. If you do not possess
your own home and do not care for society, you
are dreary, indeed. The <“Islands” are, of
course, closed, most of the bridges over the
Neva being taken away until the ice goes out in
April. There are but few cafés in the town.
The Opera and French theater form the stock
of play-houses, to get into either of which you
must be “booked” weeks ahead. Day com-
mences at 11 A.M. and ends at 2 P.m., when
darkness and the snows come down over Russia.
The rich who live here make life gay, but God
keep the poor! One can not but contrast these
wretched peoples with the happy, free-from-care
darkies of our Southern States. There is never
any music or banjo playing here. One never
sees a dancing bear surrounded by dancing
people. It is all sodden wretchedness for the
poor of Russia. ’

The authorities have delivered their ultimatum
as to an Englishman whom we still had hopes
of getting through. They will not allow him to
go under any circumstances. We had hoped
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that he might be allowed to pass as a servant or
secretary; but no, it must be given up, and
to-day’s mail carries two letters to London that
will make him blue as indigo. It would have
been an excellent thing for one in his position,
an officer, to make the tour; and then again, he
must be back at his Indian post in August, and
must now go vza the oft-traveled route of the
Red Sea. I am warned by the authorities to be
‘careful and state upon every occasion that I am
an American; and to-day I spent an hour plod-
ding the streets in a pouring rain in a vain
search for an American flag, and very odd it
seemed not to be able to find that of which
every child at home has dozens.

Desiring to secure the visa of the Chinese
minister, I sent my passport there to-day, only
to have it returned with the information that the
entire embassy had gone for a several days’
picnic to Finland. To-morrow will be another
fete day, during which nothing will be done, but
we shall move southward on Thursday, and wait
on the other side of the Caucasus at Tiflis, which,
by the way, means ‘“ warm spring.” Even if one
misses the Pamirs, the Caucasus is well worth
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a journey of seventy-four hours by railway to
see, although a railway journey in Russia is flat,
stale, and most unprofitable.
May 25th.

News came last night from our legation that
Russia had granted my pass, but the same mes-
senger brought her final refusal to pass B., of
England. A telegram came from London that
my Chinese passport was also en route. So we
start to-morrow, and it rests now only with
myself and the good God as to whether I go
beyond Tiflis. We owe much to the kindness
of Prince G., who has given us several let-
ters and introductions that will prove of ines-
timable service, not the least being that to his
guide and servant near Osh, whose services he
has placed at our disposal, stipulating only that
we return him from Bombay to Prince G.’s
estate in Odessa, and not allow him to go to
America, that Mecca of all the world.* Prince
G. has made the tour both ways, and, knowing
the route, has given us a tracer. We learn
that near Hunza Naga, to the north of Gilgit, we

* On reaching Margeland, we discovered that the man was in
jail for robbing his master.
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may have some trouble. Therefore I purchase
another revolver, with which I have not the
slightest doubt I shall do myself more harm than
the enemy.

There is quite a discussion on between De B.
and myself concerning the time necessary to
make the passage from Osh to Gilgit. Prince
G. says ‘“one month,” De B. two and a half. -
The latter would bring our arrival about Novem-
ber 1st, or long after the snows had set in on the
mountains. If such is the case, I do not make
the trip. We are not explorers, and can not
give the world any information it does not
already possess. That being the case, I am
not disposed to risk a winter on the Himalayas.
On my part, this is supposed to be a pleasure
tour, and I do not think that could be called, by
the most enthusiastic traveler,  pleasure.” It
will take us some time to get up our train of
ponies, etc., at Samarcand, and we must make
a detour to Tashkend to visit the governor-
general, some two hundred miles of a detour.
But it must be done. . De B. dotes on governor-
generals, maharajas, and their kind.
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CHAPTER IIL

EN RrOUTE, June 25th.

T. PETERSBURG, with its rain and mists,

its stately churches, and its plaster palaces,
has vanished. Moscow, in all its oriental gor-
geousness, is on view from our railway carriage.
The gold domes of St. Savior’s, surrounded by
the many belfries of the Kremlin, and the vast
spread of the city, all red, green, and blue,
seems to float in a sea of emeralds. The view is
something like that over Delhi, yet how differ-
ent! Yonder is Sparrow Hill, from which Na-
poleon first saw the city, and just below one
catches a glimpse of the nunnery where Peter
the Great shut up his sister. As we passed
from one station to the other this morning, we
encountered one of those sad bands of prisoners
so common in Russia—two women and a man,
from whose faces all hope had long since died
out. They were bound to far Siberia, a journey
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as long as ours. We are also going by “ order
of the Czar,” but how different the modes of
travel! Guarded by five soldiers, they passed
on with downcast heads, while we, attended by
the same number of obsequious porters, went
merrily by them. They did not even look at us,
and their world paid no attention to them.
“Only some of the poor, and there are many
such.” This is ancient Russia, ruled aforetimes
by that suitor of the good Queen Bess of En-
gland, “Ivan the Terrible.” He sleeps under
one of those domes yonder, where daily thou-
sands of his subjects kiss his forehead, a spot of
which is shown through a hole in his coffin.

The winters are not quite so terrible here as
in St. Petersburg, and the pine trees are losing
a little of that sad droop, telling of the heavy
‘snows that bend them downward through so
many months. As I awakened this morning,
the sun was just rising from behind a forest of
thick pines, whose waving branches across his
red disk looked like the tails of many wolves.
One is gla& to be behind wooden walls, for it is
never quite certain there may not be wolves
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around at any time. Indeed, in winter they
penetrate to the suburbs of the greater cities,
and render it unsafe to be out alone in any
village of the empire. |

This land is the native spot for the lily of the
valley. At every station we are bombarded by
boys carrying high baskets of the lovely flowers,
and we are told that they grow luxuriantly all up
and down the Volga. It will take us forty hours
to make the journey from Moscow to Rostoff, but
we are comfortably settled in a compartment,
which we bid fair to keep to odrselves, SO we
shall not mind it greatly, and will be amply re-
paid for the hours spent therein if we only have
fine weather for the passage of the Caucasus.
Strange that those lilies should be here! One
associates them with France and the sunny
South, not with frozen Russia. Yet here they
are, and one bright-faced boy tosses a huge
bunch in at our window as the train moves off.

As I gaze over these vast plains of the
empire, I can not but wonder where all the
millions of her people are keeping themselves.
The towns and villages appear to have many
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more buildings than are necessary. Few people
are seen at the stations, few seen over the
boundless green floor that stretches away to
the horizon, broken by scraggy trees and now
and then by green balloon-domed -churches.
The land seems rich, and under a progressive
rule should blossom like the rose, but what
incentive have these people to make more than
will keep body and soul together. We shall
cover some twelve hundred miles, a small frac-
tion of the empire, between the Capital and
Rostoff, near the Sea of Azov, all under the
absolute rule of one man, trembling for his
life in his guarded palace at Gatchine, forced
by fate into'a position terrible to think of, into
an existence certainly not much better worth
the living than are those of the wretchedly
poor throughout his, dominions. While in ad-
dition he is held personally responsible for
every. act of cruelty throughout all his vast
empire. Acts that he knows not of and is
powerless to prevent.

. Our third day southward brings a change
The air has suddenly become balmy and spring-
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like, and the grass is of a tender green. Over
the boundless floor dash companies of horse-
men—Cossacks. The country resembles por-
tions of the Holy Land. Suddenly, as if
by magic, five lofty mountains spring into
view, and there, away to the right, like a pile
of clouds, rises Mt. Elburz, Europe’s grandest
mountain, whose peak soars four thousand
feet higher than Mt. Blanc. From this point
it rises solitary and alone from the plains,
because of the distance, which so far render
its companions invisible. Here the watering
places begin, the one we are coming to being
guaranteed to make good and sound all dis-
eased livers, and solve Mallock’s problem.
This is the great granary of Europe. In fact,
the soil of the entire empire looks rich enough
to provide food for all the world, if only her
people were encouraged to cultivate it to its
full capacity. The country grows more pleas-
ing as we approach the mountains, while the
air comes ladened with the perfume of the
acacia tree, whose white blossoms brush our
carriage windows as we move onward. I am
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interrupted by the porter. His intense desire
to keep every atom of dust out of this car
makes us rather uncomfortable. These Euro-
peans, outside of England, have absolutely no
idea of real cleanliness or true sanitary arrange-
ments. Here is a new and very handsome
car, with roomy adjustable chairs, which make
it a very pleasant sitting-room. At one end
are three or four state-rooms, all one could
wish for. But there all semblance of comfort
or even decency ceases, and one comes to the
lavatories, etc., etc. The former possess a
faucet from which water will flow only when
you hold it tightly, and when it does come it
squirts up your sleeve, over your head, down
your back—any place, in fact, save in the basin,
which, by the way, is purposely so arranged
that the fluid immediately runs out. The closet
is simply vile, and it never enters the head
of the porter to in any way cleanse it, although
he will spend an hour on one window which
shows outside. So it is in all hotels. France,
Germany, and Italy in the larger cities have
much improved of late years, but as for the
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rest the less said about it the better. One
ceases to wonder that cholera has an abiding
place at all seasons in these countries.
Vladikavkas, “This side of the Caucasus,”
but to my mind very far the other side of all
the rest of the world, is a wide-streeted, sunny
town, overtowered by gigantic mountains and
surrounded by running streams and green
meadows; wretched hotels where not one word
of any thing save Russian is spoken or under-
stood. It is only after several trials that we
succeed in obtaining rooms for the night at a
hotel whose name I do not know and shall not
ask. We finally discover a man who speaks
German, and he is instantly dispatched to the
diligence office to pay for our seats to Tiflis.
They had been secured by telegraph from
Moscow, but because we did not appear within
half an hour of the arrival of our train, 11 P. M.,
they have been given to others, and we are
forced either to remain another twenty-four
hours here, or go to the expense of a separate
conveyance. This last is decided upon, and
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with strict orders to have it ready at 7 a. M.,
we depart to seek a little rest.

Seven A. M. brings a man who calmly informs
us that the horses can not be ready until ten
o'clock. No use swearing, though I am afraid
we did. One can not but think that stage
and hotel are in connivance to detain us here
and to force the separate conveyance, which.
is, of course, much more expensive (50 roubles
against 25), upon us. Perhaps they have also
had time to inform their friends the banditti
on the mountains. At any rate we hunt up
our revolvers, and I discover, after. conspicu-
ously displaying mine and sending off my
trunks, that the thing is not loaded, and my
ammunition is for the day quite beyond my
reach, all of which, I doubt not, is an in-
terposition of Divine Providence in our favor,
our danger being greater with than without
fire-arms. This is always so at such times.
Those who may attack us are of course better
armed, and would fire on our first movement,
life being nothing to them; whereas, otherwise,
I fancy they would simply rob us. Russian
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inspection is a blessing on this tour, as our
every step is followed, and we ean not *‘dis-
appear.” It is known at all times just where
we are and are going, and our arrival at the
next point is looked for; hence a delay here
of six hours even would send the forces of
the empire in search. So it will be in Turkis-
tan. We are not given a passport or any
sort of credentials to that land, but simply
notified that we are permitted to travel therein,
the notification coming in the shape of an in-
formal note to our legation, and we have been
asked by what route we desire to move.
Within twenty-four hours of the granting of
the permission every point in that vast and
lonely land, lonely to us because of our isola-
tion amongst thousands of natives, has been
advised and is looking for our coming. There-
fore, when one travels the unbeaten paths of
farther Asia, it is well to go with the benedic-
tion and under the eye of the Czar.

Ten o’clock finds us en route for Tiflis. Our
carriage, an ordinary victoria, being loaded with
luggage of all sorts and of the most ‘non-
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descript kind. Two huge rolls contain our beds
and bedding, four tin boxes our perishable
‘““togs’’ (one must have a dress coat even in the
Pamirs), two large kodaks, a rifle, a shot-gun,
four revolvers, numerous. hand-bags, Indian
hats, etc. De B. thinks so much of his tin
boxes that he has had them incased in wood, the
result being that they look like baby coffins, and
our arrest for infanticide has been imminent
several times. Mine are plain tin boxes, painted
black, the “U. S. A.” thereon having caused
me to be most profoundly saluted by all the
officers met with. However, all is at last tucked
away, and we are off to the mountains, bowled
along at a rapid rate by four horses abreast.
Every ten versts they are changed, so that a
smart trot, or, more often, a rapid gallop, is kept
up all day long, though we ascend to some
seven thousand feet. ’

The Caucasus are beautiful, and rise .like a
vast triangle, with the perpendicular toward
Europe. Therefore the view from the north is
much grander than from the south. Prominent
from amongst the great snow peaks soars,
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second only to Elburz, which I spoke of yes-
terday, the glittering cone of the Kasbec, where
the tortured Prometheus hung quivering. We
pass it to-day about 4 p.M., as we rattle along
over the superbly built military road, which our
country holds nothing of its kind to equal. All
along the pass rise towers, and in many in-
stances whole castles and towns, all in ruins
now, showing the work of the robbers of old;
and not so very old either, as this road ten years
back was not safe, nor can we rest assured that
we will not be robbed of our luggage even
now. It happened not long since to the Gov-
ernor of Tiflis, who, en route to greet the Czar
at Vladikavkas, had his entire luggage stolen
from the back of his carriage without being
aware thereof until he reached his destination.

This is the only portion of Europe where I
have found absolutely no English, French, Ger-
man, or Italian spoken. Nothing save Russian;
and when you are presented with a bill of fare it
is “ Greek "’ indeed, that language, as you know,
using the Greek letters. These hotels are of
the most primitive sort. You are charged extra
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for towels, though they do furnish you with a
small amount of water.

Snow peaks rise around you in bewildering
confusion on this Dariel Pass, and you drive
through miles of snow before you reach the
summit. The scenery reminds one of that of
the Engadine and the Stelvio, though I do not
- think the mountain of the Kasbec quite equals.
the «“ Ortler Spitz,” and all other mountains are
as nothing when once one has gazed on Kinchin-
jinga from Darjeeling. However, the Caucasus
have a beauty peculiarly their own, and every
peak and crag, every tower and castle, is cov-
ered with some legend of robbery and murder in
the old, free Georgian days. That is all over
now, and your aforetime robber drives your coach
most dextrously. They are a fine-looking race,
these drivers, very dark and stalwart. Our last
driver to-day was the very picture of ‘“ Darius
the King,” as one sees him in the carvings from
Babylon—tall and majestic, his fine dark face
and jet-black curly hair and beard surmounted
by one of these huge peaked turbans of Astra-
kan, his figure robed in the ulster-like garment
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common to his people, while his boots would
have done justice to Bond street. We rather
hesitated to offer him the usual fee when we
changed him. Twenty kopeks (ten cents) did
seem small payment to this Assyrian monarch.
He evidently thought so, too, for he swore at
us. Itis dark again ere we reach where we put
up for the night, leaving sixty miles more for
to-morrow.

The first signs that the manners and customs
of Asia were being gradually neared were at
Vladikavkas, where an ordinary Brussels rug
was nailed up on the wall as a thing of beauty.
Here, on the top of the range, the rugs are of
inferior workmanship, but are Turkish work;
and as I look from my window on arising, I am
convinced, by a lot of camels quietly browsing
near by, that this is Asia, and not Switzerland.
A few notes of barbaric music clash into sound
and sink into silence, and the dogs have that
wolfish look so common to those of the Far
East. From here onward until we descend into
India, we shall have to do with tribes, and not
nations, save where the leaven of Russia and
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England affects the whole. I trust that the
protection of those nations may preserve us
both, if not for our own sakes, at least for some
of those at home. We know that these
Caucasians are superb riders, and yet if we
were to attempt to ride so at home the result
would be disastrous. The knees are very much
drawn up, so much so that only the very tip of a
pointed shoe touches the stirrup-iron, and often
not even that. These horses keep up a con-
stant dancing motion, which would dismount us
with but such a hold on their backs. But these
men seem to be perched securely, and manage
to carry a gun or two, with several pistols and
dirks strung around their belts. Cartridges
are arranged across their breasts on their dark
coats, the skirts of which, spreading out far back
over their horses, produce, with the animals’
flowing manes and tails, a sweeping, graceful,
but rather funereal effect.

Our second day’s journey is entirely down the
southern slope of the mountains, where the
scenery loses nearly all its ruggedness, and be-
comes almost as ‘“ pastoral”’ as our Alleghanies.
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Not patriotic, that, but true. Our eastern hills-
do seem almost pasture lands by comparison
with the stupendous cliffs of Asia. The day’s
ride is very beautiful, and as we fortunately have
slight showers, there is no dust, while the air is
ladened with all the delicious fresh odors of
spring. A Vermont boy would be amused at
the attempts of these people toward tilling the
soil. The plow used is of the most primitive
description, and is drawn by ten yoke of young
steers, guarded and conducted by seven men.
The field that they are at work upon certainly is
not more than three acres in extent, and at their
rate of progress it should be ready for planting
about October 1st, this being only May. The
Vermont boy, with a good plow and stout pair
of horses, would do the whole thing between the
hours of milking and his noonday dinner, even
allowing time for the removal of the usual rocks
to be found on all New England farms. Nu-
merous ruined castles and towers are passed,
perched high up on the mountains or close to
the rushing river. The religion of the people
has changed to Mohammedan, and all Russian
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churches are now inclosed in high, strong,
fortress-like walls; otherwise such jewels as
adorn their shrines would prove too tempting
to the followers of the Prophet.

Down at last into the valley of Tiflis! To our
amazement, the heat is not great, and the valley
reminds us of many in France. Hedges of

RussiAN CHURCH AND FORTRESS IN THE CAUCASUS.

primrose, poppies, and corn flowers, roses and
cherries; yet with all its resemblance to France,
there is a certain indescribable something that
recalls the “Land of the Vulture,” and we
should not be surprised to see the minarets of
Cairo rise from the valley before us. The
resemblance is even stronger when Tiflis comes
in sight. The ancient capital of Georgia looks
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very eastern, very oriental, in the evening sun-
light. But the first entrance into her streets
convinces us that we are still under the dominion
of the Czar. Russian police stand here, there,
and every-where, and the wide berth that is
given them demonstrates better than words the
control that government exercises over this
southern possession. There is a monument
near the western entrance of the town, on the
spot where the Czar Paul nearly lost his life
through a runaway team. It would not have
been a bad thing if the accident had succeeded
in ridding Russia of that licentious monarch.
I fancy that the Empress Catherine imported
her “particular friends” from this section. The
men are very handsome, but of the far-famed
Georgian women I can say very little. From
here the Turks of old procured their beauties,
and the types which pleased them are still
plentiful in the streets of Tiflis—huge in size,
flabby, chalky skins, faces with no ray of feeling
or intelligence. That was their idea of beauty,
and they could not have come to a better
market.



42 Trans-Caspia:

CHAPTER 1IV.
TIFLIS.

T is a vast comfort after the inferior hotels

of Russia—inferior not so much in the
structure as in the management—to land at the
very clean and delightful Hotel De Londres
here. Mine host and his mother are Ger-
mans, hence the cleanliness. It gives one a
homelike feeling to be so welcomed, con-
vinces one that after all the traveler *finds
his warmest welcome in an inn.” How that
quotation recalls the splendors of the Ponce
de Leon, and the senseless, useless life one
leads therein. But let us come back six thou-
sand miles or more to Tiflis, the last few miles
of which have been very dusty and we descend
from our carriage a sight to behold, and in no
very good humor. Cross? Yes, somewhat!
Even I have been known to be cross now and
then. Nor is my temper—our tempers I should
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say on this occasion—improved by having a
porter drop our medicine chest and smash
several bottles therein, thereby soaking the
whole with their contents. However, the ac-
cident is not without its good side, as the
broken bottles contained cholera mixture, so
no matter what we take it will contain some-
thing useful for our perhaps unknown disease.
We can not, therefore, go far wrong in the
administration of drugs. B. knows absolutely
nothing about drugs. I am somewhat better
informed, through sad experiences, so that un-
less I am insensible I can keep an eye on him,
otherwise he would be apt to administer flea
powder for a cold, give me a bath in pure am-
monia, or perhaps recklessly administer all the
contents of the case at once.

How dirty we are, how delicious the huge
baths of the town feel to our tired bodies.
The water is naturally hot and I sit for half an
hour under a strong spout. There is abso-
lutely nothing that they will not furnish you
at these bath houses, if you pay for it. But
all things are very expensive at Tiflis, as I
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discover this morning when I desire to cable
home—six roubles per word ($3.00); more
than from Calcutta. I know it is wrong, pure
robbery, in fact, but I must send .the cable.
As the rates from London are only one shilling
per word to New York, all the rest, with the
exception of our inland rate at home, goes to
the lines between here and England, or to the
operator’s pocket here, which is much more
likely. I think from B.’s actions last night that
he must have partaken of some of the mixed
contents of that medicine chest—flea powder, I
fear.

By the way, concerning the ride from Vla-
dikavkas to Tiflis, I would recommend every
one to take a carriage. It costs more, fifty-two
roubles, but will amply repay. The stage is
always slow and most wearisome. The one we
missed, and which started three hours before
us, reached here four hours after we did.
There are but three good seats, all in the
second class. The arrivals at the stations are
very late and the departures correspondingly
early, and you will be worn out, whereas we
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traveled at a rapid pace and had all the horses
we wanted at every station; never less than
four. He who travels in his own conveyances
is, in all lands and especially here, an English
“Milord.” The stage even, as it does not
carry the mails, gives place to him, and at his
disposal are the best rooms and horses. The
mail goes in a separate well-guarded convey-
ance, traveling night and day.

As is the case with so much in the East,
Tiflis does not bear close inspection. It is
picturesque from a distance and its situation
is beautiful, but the town in its interior is
neither one nor the other, and there is not
an interesting mosque or building in the place.
Its bazaars are common-place, and, like most
bazaars, dirty—but not picturesque in their
dirt. In addition they are absolutely wanting
in all that peculiar charm which makes those
of Cairo and Tunis so delightful to wander
through and linger in; nor does one find here
displayed all the thousands of attractive articles
which in those. other cities cause him to return
ladened to his hotel. Through the center of
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the town between deep walls of rock, down
which pours the sewage of the place, sweeps
the river, as repulsive looking a stream as I
have ever seen. This hotel is an oasis amongst
eastern hotels and renders Tiflis bearable; other-
wise the three days I am forced to spend here
would hang heavy on my hands, though I
pass much time in wandering alone through
the town. Fortunately it is a cool season;
one could not desire more magnificent weather
than that of yesterday and -to-day.

Abbas, the guide, arrived from Odessa this
morning. He is better than I expected, and
has crossed the Pamirs several times, as well as
other out-of-the-way routes in Asia. I sincerely
hope he will turn out well. Littledale, the
traveler, gives him a good reputation, though he
does say that the man is lazy. His ideas as to
time are mixed, to say the least. This morning
he told me that it would take us until December
1st to reach Cashmere, and an hour later that
the 15th of September would see us in India.
We shall see what we shall see.

B. insists that I do not do justice to Tiflis.
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He knows ndthing of the other oriental cities—
hence his feelings, which are deep, very deep.
I might have described this river and the cliffs
as possessed of the beauty of Eden, but it would
have been somewhat wide of the truth; I might
have filled these bazaars with old silver, antique
fire-arms and swords, and fairy stuffs of all
sorts ; ladened their air with the perfume of the
roses and lilies ; made you drink delicious coffee
and eat “Turkish delight” therein, while you
stared at the veiled women and gorgeously
costumed eunuchs; I might have described a
mosque that would surpass that of ¢ Sultan
Hassan.” But I fear, had you come here and
found the river and its cliffs repulsive, the ba-
zaars full of all that is unattractive, the coffee
and Turkish delight entirely lacking, ditto the
mosque, you might have voted me a fraud. It
will surely be better to find this capital of the
Georgians better than you had expected, and
if you pass her by, contenting yourself with
the panorama she displays, you will vote her
enchanting; for the world, I think, holds no
more superb view than that presented by
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this city of Tiflis” approached from the great
Dariel Pass over the Caucasus.
The Queen Tamara—she of fame and ro-

mance—reigned in rose-ladened Tiflis some
eight hundred years ago. She was wisé"as
she was beautiful, and during her time the
city reached its greatest height of prosperity.
Then, all the known arts and sciences flourished
in this ancient kingdom; but after her death,
“ Tchinghiz Khan” * swept like a black cloud
over the valley, leaving such desolation and
destruction that Tiflis has never recovered her
ancient glory. ) :

I met this morning in the court of the hotel
an Englishman, who has been living here for
five years—at least he has lived in the country
that length of time; and when I questioned him
as to the climate, he replied that to those who
lived here hell possessed no further terrors, that
is, in the matter of heat. We certainly have
been most fortunate. It is quite cool to-day,
the rain having refreshed every thing. Trees
of any size are unknown in Georgia. I noticed

* Hereafter I shall use the simpler form of that name.
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in crossing the Caucasus that nothing larger
than a scrub was to be seen: no forests of
stately pines near the summits, no dense groves
of majestic trees lower down, no ‘“isles of the
forest”’ spreading around one; plenty of green,
but all so diminutive that even the telegraph
wires are supported on rails from the railroad,
to which are bound sticks of timber certainly
not iore than ten feet long, but quite as long as
can be found here, or anywhere around here.
The result is that refuse petroleum is the usual
fuel.

To-morrow we start for Baku, from which
Russia draws those vast stores of that fluid
which enables her to rival our * Standard oil.”
Baku is on the Caspian, and there we certainly
should find it hot, the level of that inland sea
being some eighty-five feet lower than the
Black.

The Standard of the 22d arrived from London
this morning with almost one-third of its princi-
pal page blotted out by the authorities. 1
wonder how long Russia expects that such
childish treatment of people in this nineteenth



52 Trans-Caspia -

century will be allowed to continue. Surely, a
nation whose actions will not stand the light of
day through a free press is in a strange position,
and yet her people submit, and have long
ceased to care for what may go on in the outside
world. :

Abbas has just returned from an errand of
mine concerning some lotion for the hair, for
which I had given him the prescription. One
of the ingredients is cantharides. These chem-
ists refused to make it up without a Russian
doctor’s prescription, and sent me word that «I
might want to poison some one.”

TirFLis, June 2, 1894.

[ am awakened this morning by a burst of
martial music, and find that the town is all alive
with soldiers. It does not take long for a trav-
eler to don his clothes, and I am soon in the
public square, toward which the military are
wending their way from all directions. At its
entrance stands a small Russian church, and the
music of the many bands becomes reverential
and tender as they pass the holy Icons, although
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their selections are somewhat singular, “ Ta ra
ra boom da ah” being most conspicuous. I
confess to being somewhat shocked, and al-
most look to see one particular saint in a long
purple garment strike into a skirt dance. But

no; neither does he drift into a waltz as the
tender notes of ‘“Auf Weidersehen’ are wafted
on the air. This is the anniversary of the day
when Russia finally settled, in the conquest of
Schamyl, the Caucasus question, in which she
employed 180,000 men to conquer the 15,000
of that robber chieftain. Chief of Daghestan
was Schamyl, and as Russia has obliterated that
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country, its very whereabouts will soon be for-
gotten. It included these mountains and the
land to the north-east thereof as far as the
mouth of the Volga. Schamyl was taken first to
St. Petersburg, and then allowed to retire to
Mecca, Russia knowing that the holy well in
that city would finish him off, as it very promptly
did, and has done for so many thousands. To-
day his conquerors celebrate all this by holding
high mass in the gardens here. The soldiers
are arranged in a huge square, and stand at
attention as the general passes around in in-
spection. Suddenly he stops and stares with
apparent horror, and one fancies, not only by

his expression, but by the anxiety depicted on |
the faces:of his staff, that at least a plot against
the entire empire has been unearthed. I con-
fess I laughed aloud when I saw one of the staff
rush forward and straighten the white cap of a
soldier, it having become cocked over his left
eye as he was ‘presenting arms,” so that he
could not arrange it himself. I fancy that he
will spend the night in the guard-house, and I
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know the empire must shake to its base with
such a terrible matter.

Russia does not neglect the religious welfare
of her troops. Daily attendance at mass is
required, and to-day her priests, gorgeous in
green and gold and purple, hold high celebra-
tion of the sacred rite. Then one and all are
blessed, and with a fanfare of trumpets the
troops move off to their barracks, and we re-
tire to pack up, as we leave at noon for Baku.
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CHAPTER V.

AILROADS here are conducted in a some-

what unusual manner. It is always neces-
sary to go to the station at least half an hour
before the time of starting, and even then you
will be hurried at the last. I fear Abbas is little
better, if any, than old Thomas, my Indian
servant. At least, he completely loses his wits
in the station at Tiflis, and I am forced literally
to shake him once or twice as he insists upon
running after every one’s luggage save ours.
The confusion is enormous, and ¢ worse con-
founded” every moment, while the waiting-
rooms look like a city camping out. We are
just one hour getting booked and seated, having
had in that time the usual number of rows with
people who tried to impose upon us. = Settled at
last, Abbas informs us with an injured air that
he has no seat. That is a little too much. We
have waited on him, though we pay for the
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contrary. Now he may stand if he can not
get seated. We tell him so promptly and he
departs. A white-haired, pleasant-faced old
gentleman enters our compartment with his arms
ladened with roses, of which he presents us with
a handful. His smiles and his flowers come like
a rift of sunshine through the clouds.

I am told that this company is systematically
robbed by its employees. It is a constant oc-
currence for the conductors to waylay people as
they approach the booking office. After assur-
ing them it is unnecessary to purchase tickets,
he hustles them into the cars. For a rouble or
so, which, of course, the company never receives,
they travel as far as they like. All goes well
unless an inspector happens to board the train
and demand a look at the tickets. Then the
dead-beats without them are hustled onto the
roofs of the cars and told to “lay low.” This
happened not long since, but, unfortunately for
the conspirators, one of the road guards, seeing
the roof travelers, imagined that something was
wrong, and flagged the train. The sudden
stoppage rolled the wretches pell-mell to the



58 Trans-Caspia -

ground, broken legs, arms, and many bruises
being the result. That stopped the nefarious
traffic for a time, but it is in full swing once
more.

I should like to send these notes home as I
write them, but I fear they would not be
allowed to pass through the mails, though 1
have said comparatively little about subjects that
have been so exhaustively treated by other
travelers. Russia is very sore over what has
been written, and does not mean to permit any
more such works if she can prevent it. But can
she prevent it? People from afar will come to
Russia and will exercise that freedom of speech
to which they have been born. Therefore, so
long as they write the truth, Russia must expect
much from their pens that will not meet with her
approval. Those who come from progressive
nations to this absolute monarchy of the Middle
Ages must be struck with surprise and horror
at the state of affairs here displayed. Dazzled
they will be by the splendor of the rich, and
horrified by the condition of the people; and so
it will be, and will be written of, until the empire
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throws off her chains and swings into line with
progressive Europe. I was asked yesterday
whether 1 did not see a great resemblance be-
tween the ¢ Steppes” and our western plains.
Yes, certainly, so far as the part which nature
has to play; but over those western plains the
very winds seem to sweep ladened with life and
hope and progress, while the faces of our people
are happy and contented; but here, the resigna-
tion of despair throws a mantle of hopelessness
over empire and people. With no future, no
past, these millions rise with the sun, toil under
its passage, and go to bed when it does, having
no hope or desire save to eat and sleep. They
will not awaken to help themselves, because they
do not know that they are badly off; and so it is
policy to keep them ignorant, lest with greater
enlightenment other desires might come not
consistent in an empire, where seventy millions
must bow to the will and caprices of the few
who rule. Therefore, the students are kept at
Latin and Greek, lest they yearn for forbidden
fruit. But it can not last, this being the nine-
teenth century.
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Order is evolved out of the confusion, and
we get under way on time, only to be delayed
an hour just outside of Tiflis. This entire valley
- between the two seas seems constantly wind-
swept. To-day it almost blows a hurricane. The
country is not tropical, possessing much such a
climate as Ohio, until the greater heat comes,
later on. At Akstafa one is on holy ground, that
being the station for Ararat. Over this valley
drifted the ark, and into this valley descended the
inhabitants thereof. Mt. Ararat rears its snowy
crest one hundred versts (seventy-five miles) to
the southward. It is believed by the natives to
be haunted by Genii. No man has ever
ascended it, so tkey say, though the contrary
is well known. The overland telegraph from
London to Teheran leaves us here and starts
south-eastward across the mountains; but the
easiest road to that city of the Shah is vze Baku,
and thence by boat to the southern end of the
Caspian, where you commence a three days’
journey overland and directly southward.

Abbas has wonderful tales to relate concern-
ing his prowess with the wild men of the moun-
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tains, amongst whom we are to pass. Perhaps
it is all true, but one certainly has little to fear
from any thing, man or beast, that could be
intimidated by Abbas. I think we shall get an
extra guide in Samarkand. Huge trains of oil
tanks pass us constantly, showing our approach
to that great source of Russia’s wealth. The
night turns cold and the winds rise almost to a
tempest. When morning comes, we are run-
ning along the shores of the Caspian, which,
strange to say, after the commotion of the ele-
ments last night, is as placid and peaceful as a
mill pond in August.
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CHAPTER VI.

Baku, June 3, 1894.

IL, oil, every-where! in the gutters, in the

mud of the streets, in the food one eats,
and in the air one breathes! It would also be in
the milk one drinks, but for the fact that it has
been boiled out. ‘“We dare not drink raw milk
here.” Even the dogs, cats, and hogs running
wild in the streets are streaked with the grease
that oozes out of the pores of the earth. In
places it spouts forth in such quantities and with
such force that it has never been possible to
utilize the entire production of Mother Earth.
The great structures, or ‘Blacktown,” as the
localities are called, are a mile or so out of the
city, and loom darkly on the horizon—as one
approaches from Tiflis—a mass of towers, scaf-
folding, and dense black smoke. We have just
returned from a visit to one of them (having
seen one you have seen them all), and for half
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an hour use our utmost endeavors to shake or
brush off the fine, oily, and yellow powder
with which our clothes are saturated. There
is little satisfaction, save to one particularly_
interested, in visits to such places—huge masses
of machinery, vast lakes of oil, grease and dirt
saturating every thing. Here and there is a
spouting oil fountain, almost equal to «Old
Faithful,” in our Yellowstone Park. Over all
hangs the dense pall of smoke. How the people
manage to live is hard to understand. Baku
proper consists of an old Tartar town surrounded
by a still perfect wall, which is something more
than nine hundred years of age. Inside thereof
we found the usual picturesque tangle of houses
and mosques. Turbaned men and veiled
women, Astrakans, Turks, Kirghiz, Turkistans,
Daghestans, Persians, Russians, dogs, dirt, one
American, and one Dutchman crowded the
streets. With our departure, the latter nations
lost their representatives in the ancient capital.
Dirt is here, dirt is there, dirt is every-where ;
and one would not enjoy it in the least were it
otherwise.
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We are, for a time, much disheartened to
learn that three Americans, Robinson, Thurston,
and Watterman; who desired to enter Turkistan,
have been turned back from Usin-ada. I had -
heard of them in our legation at St. Petersburg.
It seems that they had been waiting at Batoum
for the necessary permit, which had been tele-
graphed them. But they had nothing to show
at Usin-ada save Mr. White’s telegram, which
the authorities refused to honor. Therefore,
they have recrossed the Caspian and are now
en route to Ararat. The question arises as to
whether we are much better off. We hold
personal letters from the authorities in the
capital to Mr. White, stating that permission
has been granted and the military authorities
advised of our coming. Will they do? If not,
what will do? Have you ever butted against a
stone wall? Then, come on this tour and battle
with the underlings of the Czar. The further
down they are, the tougher will be your expe-
rience. | immediately wire our legation, and
ask for help; and then, at the suggestion of
an American here, who goes with me, hunt up
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a Russian, who, in Russian, writes a telegram
for me to ‘“ Kuropatkine,” the military governor
at Askhabad, asking whether he has given per-
mission to pass me. After paying triple for the
message and answer, I am informed that the
latter “will come to-night.” Most un-Russian
if it does! However, it does. About mid-
night, I am knocked out of bed, so to speak,
to receive the assurance that all is well. 1
am no sooner asleep than I am aroused once
more—this time to receive the most welcome
news that all goes well at home. What blessed
things cables are! So I go forward, with the
assurance of good-will from all directions. B.
has declined to do any of this work, trusting
that he may be allowed to enter the promised
land.

The steamer hence for Usin-ada leaves at ten
A. M., or thereabouts. We board her about
nine, fighting our way through the motley gang
that always attends the advent or departure of a
ship in these seas. Not one-fifth are going on
her, but all push and crowd as though life de-
pended upon their getting on board. She
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proves to be quite a comfortable side-wheel
craft, and we are soon settled. The sea looks
blue and beautiful beyond the capes, as the sun
lights up the glittering surface; but around us it
is covered with a scum of oil, and nearer to
Blacktown it is one of the show sights to light
up this floating petroleum, thereby causing the
waters to blaze for miles in fierce conflagration.
At night such a sight would be grand and
peculiar. We are blessed, as we have been
throughout this entire tour, with beautiful
weather. I sincerely hope it will continue
throughout the railway ride to Samarkand.
The Caspian is a stormy sea, and when you
think of the countries which surround it, you are
not surprised. Winds that blow over the one-
time kingdom of Tamerlane and Jenghiz Kahn,
over Persia and down the Caucasus, from frozen
Siberia and tempestuous Daghestan, can scarce
be peaceful summer zephyrs. So the Caspian
is stormy, though it is smiling on us to-day.
There is a volcanic island just outside the
harbor of Baku, from which steam rises in
clouds, and around which millions of sea birds
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circle. It is not explained why they select,
especially in summer, such a spot, unless they
have discovered the edibility of boiled eggs.
What a convenient arrangement! Is it not?
We have just had a good luncheon on beefsteak.
It is not the first, nor will it be our last, meal on
beefsteak. That, at least, is the same, or nearly
the same, in all languages. Our supply of
Russian is limited, and we hesitate to branch out
in the bills of fare, having come to grief once or
twice already for so doing. Therefore, we have
rather more of beefsteak than our taste dictates.
When we once leave civilization, it will be
mutton, mutton, mutton.

How beautiful the water looks! The coast
has sunken to that low, yellow line so familiar to
you who have sailed these eastern seas. There
are many sails in sight, “ gliding to the distant
fisheries.” Yet the prospect is a lonely one—
perhaps because of our knowledge of the fact
that those same sails have not the freedom of
the world, but must forever glide up and down,
ghost-like, upon the bosom of this inland sea.
A ship should, like a bird, be free; but these are
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imprisoned in the Caspian. Given a love of
history and geography, what can be more
charming than this drifting over the world?
The former peoples all countries with almost
personal friends, while the latter enables one to
place them properly upon the map and to fully
comprehend the surrounding countries. For-
ever hereafter, when even casual mention is
made of the Caspian, I shall see in my mind
this fair, blue, inland ocean, and almost feel the
presence of adjacent Persia, Turkistan, Georgia,
Russia, and Siberia, while the forms and histo-
ries of those who have made them famous will
come trooping over the bridges of the years in
stately armies. Believe me, you can not really
enjoy travel until you get beyond and away from
the influence of the world’s great centers of
population; until you can leave the rush and
unrest entirely out of your days, and allow
them to glide onward, living only in the present
moment. We are so far from all, and getting
daily so much farther, that such things as
stocks and bonds, Parliament and Congress,
the repeal of the tariff, Baby Ruth and Queen
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Victoria, have ceased utterly to interest us.
The latter may even omit to “drive out at-
tended by the Princess Beatrice,” and we
would not care. Sorry, of course, but it would
soon cease to grieve us. Apropos of that same
princess, I noticed not long ago some entries
from her journal, as follows: * Breakfasted with
Mamma; lunched with Mamma; drove out with
Mamma; dined with Mamma.” So it continued,
day in and day out, until, toward the close of a
month’s record of the same monotony, came the
cry: ‘“Really, there is such a thing as having
too much of Mamma,”

I have just returned from an exploring expe-
dition, down below on this good S. S. “Alixis,”
which nearly created a riot. Well, when one
can not read the names, how is one to know
what is behind closed doors until he opens
them. I opened indiscriminately, and, as I said
before, nearly created a riot. A single volley
of Russian is quite sufficient to knock down a
stranger without using weapons. It is, indeed,
a terrible language, and seems shot out of the
mouth in squares, triangles, and parallelograms.
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We are in the habit of classing it among those
of little use, as being spoken only in an out-of-
the-way country; but when, after much strug-
gling, you have forced your way into the heart
of a nation of seventy millions of people who
speak that and little else, you can not but regret
that it has not been considered of enough im-
portance in the western nations to at least teach
the rudiments thereof. In the greater cities,
French is spoken by the upper classes; but out
here, not one word of any thing save Russian;
and the signs and motions that have been such
an assistance in other tongues, and that we had
hoped were common to all, are dead failures
here. Even “pidjin” English won’'t work, so
you may understand how hopeless and lost we
feel. It is very odd, but true, that two Chinese,
coming from different sections of the Celestial
Empire, and speaking different dialects, can
communicate perfectly by the use of pidjin En-
glish, whereas pure English and the dialects
of their own language are as Greek to them.
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CHAPTER VIL

“ Where a silent ocean always broke on a silent shore.”

UsIN-ADA,* June 5, 1804.

T has taken us twenty-two hours to run the

width of this sea, one hundred and ninety-
two miles, and now we rest some two miles from
- land, safely stuck in the mud. If that is land, I
doubt my desire to leave the ship. How hot
and how torrid it looks! Vast stretches of low
sand dunes glow bright and yellow under a hot
sun; a few oil tanks, some lonely-looking ships,
and a dozen or more wretched houses, with the
inevitable green domes of a Russian church
rising in their midst. That is Usin-ada, where
we hope to enter Asia. If all the tales are true,
we shall wish we had never attempted it. This
is cool weather, and we are assured that it will
not be more than one hundred degrees Fahren-
heit in the train. Next month and the month

* “Long Island.”



The Sealed Provinces of the Czar. 75

after, the heat mounts to one hundred and forty-
five and one hundred and fifty degrees. If we
have even one hundred, how we shall long for a
sight of these dancing, fresh-looking waters!
How we shall dream, if sleep be possible, of the
numerous springs and creeks under shady forest
trees, in which we have bathed as children! -
You must come to these places to appreciate the
terrible longing that the soldiers possess for the
green lanes and shady nooks of old England,
and the wide, pleasant valleys of beautiful
France. If you were asked the locality of the
desert you would immediately point to the
great Sahara; but that is but a fragment of the
mighty whole. To that must be added all of
Arabia, all of Persia, Beloochistan, Afghanistan,
and, stretching northward, the yellow waves of
sand cover all of Turkistan, and stretch far into
Siberia, only to change their desolation for that
of the Steppes, which in their turn give place to
a frozen ocean. The fertile and inhabitable
portions form merely an oasis now and then, or
fringe the banks of some river. All the rest,
illimitable and vast, is sand—fine, yellow, drift-
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ing sand, changing every hour with the passing
winds, so that the very features of a district
familiar to you to-day are so utterly altered
by the morrow that you know it not. Over
these Russia, England, and France pour the
life-blood of their best and bravest, battling ever
with each other for the possession of countries
over which wild nature does not intend that
other than herself shall hold dominion; and their
combined forces can not wrest this land from her
unwilling hand. In all the nine hundred miles
between here and Samarkand, there are but two
or three towns of any size; the rest is desolation
most profound; and yet Russia claims to have
conquered it. Perhaps so, so far as the few
wandering tribes are concerned; but the drifting
waves of sand, the heat, and the cholera are the
true monarchs of these desolate regions.

As the result of our running aground, we shall
be detained and have luncheon aboard. Not a
bad arrangement, as there is no good place, I
am told, in that town yonder. The two hundred
army recruits have already departed. The old
Turk on the forward deck has gathered his
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harem into a dark corner, to seclude it from our
prying eye§ and cameras. According to the
captain, these Persians are men of marvelous
strength; not in the arms, but in the back. It
is a common thing for one of them to carry
thirty pouds—a Russian “poud’ being equal to
forty pounds English. Over one thousand
pounds is certainly a good load. Our captain is
a blonde, with blue eyes and a quick temper,
and is rather indignant that we venture to doubt
the statement. Abbas says it is all nonsense;
that a horse could not do it. Yet Sandow
lifted three hundred and twenty pounds and
raised it over his head by one arm. A Turk is
supposed to be able to carry a piano on his
head, when once it is placed there. Take it for
what it is worth. I certainly shall not try the
experiment.

Freed from the mud at last, our ship steamed
slowly over the shallow waters and tied up
alongside the wharf. After luncheon, we started
out for custom and passport inspections. The
former bothered us not at all; but when we
came to the latter, it was discovered that B.



78 Trans-Caspia :

could pass, permission having arrived for him,
but I ““must return on the steamer.” The pros-
pect outside was not such as to make me greatly
regret it, but opposition to further progress had
swept aside all feelings save an intense desire to
enter this land if I died'for.it. I was told flatly
to return. There were many consultations with
white-capped, ceremonious officials, much bow-
ing and scraping, much intercession by an officer
we had met on the ship. I showed my numer-
ous papers: first, my own American passport;
second, my Chinese pass; third, my letter of ad-

mission from the officials at St. Petersburg; and

fourth, my telegram from the governor, Kuro-
patkine, at Askhabad, stating that I was to be
admitted. “No, it must be an error.” At last,
it was arranged that the chief here wire to the
governor at Askhabad, and make inquiries in
my behalf. So they vanished, and left B. and I
looking each other blankly in the face.

“ What shall you do?” he asked.

“Go back, I fancy.”

“You might wait here three days?”
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“Yes, and sleep on that stove in the waiting-
room. It is the coolest thing in sight.”

“Oh, well; you may go on. You have six
hours in which to hear from Askhabad.”

“Yes, I think I shall go. But out of abun-
dance of precaution, we had better arrange
matters about the things we own in common.”

So we reckoned and settled up. I bestowed
my new bed and cork mattress upon him as a
gift, with my benediction; and just as he was
about to pay me for my half in our other belong-
ings, in came the same official, and, with the
deepest salaam, informed me. that it was his
pleasure to allow me to pass; that the telegram
had arrived this morning, but his gens-d’armes
had secreted it. I bowed with the greatest
ceremony, as though I believed the statement,
and he retired. The whole thing was simply
either a bit of blackmail or a bluff to try and
scare me off, as they had done Thurston’s party
last week; but my insisting upon a telegram to
Askhabad forced them to show their hands.
How small and contemptible! How can a na-
tion expect to be great or retain greatness that
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resorts to such subterfuges? I am somewhat
surprised that they gave in at last. Had they
kept up their usual “stone-wall”’ policy until
night, I should certainly have returned as I
came. I must, however, add, in justice to
Russia, that in the Thurston matter, I have
since been told that the person whom our min-
ister instructed to apply for their permission
simply “forgot to do so.” (?)

There is not a place in which one can sleep
here, and the town stands in imminent danger
of being buried in the sand before night. I
never knew such desolation anywhere as meets
the eye on all sides. I wanted to stop at the
old city of Merve, but am told that it has
quite disappeared under the terrible sands.
The heat is not unbearable if one stays out
of the sun. Such winds must sweep away
part of it. Our fate is settled now, and whether
we cross the Pamirs or not, we shall go some-
where in the mountain and remain until autumn.
It would not do to come over this railway in
July, with the heat up to one hundred and thxrty
and one hundred and forty.
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CHAPTER VIIL
7:30 P. M.

FF at last! The officials give me a linger-

ing glance as the train rolls away, but I
am beyond their power to recall; that, if done at
all, must be done by higher authorities. Trains
on this Trans-Caspian Railway run three times
a week only, and between here and Samarkand
manage on nine hundred miles to consume
sixty hours, during which time ten hours are
spent in long stoppages of ten, fifteen, twenty-
five, and forty minutes, sometimes at stations
where no life exists and no trains are looked for,
sometimes in the midst of the desert, to enable
the track to be cleared of the shifting sands.

6 A. M.
Midnight was rather warm, but as the sun
rose a strong wind came from the mountains of
Persia; and now, at 7 A. M., it is very pleasant.
I do trust that the good God will continue his
blessing of fine weather—* fine weather” here
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means clouds and some rain.. It would seem
so far that we are especially blessed as to the
clouds, though I scarcely fancy there has been
any special order sent out in our behalf. As
Abbas expressed it, there is “no proper first
class in this country,” so the railways have abol-
ished that class, and we ride second ; and but for
the fact that the seats are cushioned and leather-
covered, there is not an emigrant car in our own
land that is not more luxurious. It is not my
habit to flaunt the American Eagle cons'tantly
when away from home. In fact, to me, that
seems the acme of bad taste and provincialism.
But these notes are written for Americans, and,
if ever read at all, will be read by them; there-
fore I shall use “comparisons”’ more than usual,
in order that my own countrymen may under-
stand more clearly this far-off land.

As I look out over the world this morning,
the desert spreads away to the westward, a dead
level of sand and sage brush; and across the
great red disk of the rising sun slowly pass a
long string of camels, led by a man on a small
donkey. Horses have disappeared. These
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plains of Trans-Caspia are traversed by the
camel only. Out of the other window one
catches a glimpse of the mountains of Persia.
B. remarks that the thermometer registers
eighty-two—not bad for early morning, and yet
it is very comfortable. ‘More anon,” Sol seems
to say, as he rises higher and higher over this
kingdom where he reigns supreme. High noon,
with the thermometer showing ninety-four; yet
the strong wind which sweeps through the car
not only makes us comfortable, but has carried
off my white umbrella—no small loss in such a
land of fire. Over all the stretches of the desert
‘outside hangs a hot haze, through which a cross
on a lonely grave looms ghost-like; majestic
dust spouts travel swiftly along, while here and
there a deserted village shows where man has
given up the struggle. Nothing living in view,
except one lonely camel! From now until four
o’clock will be the hottest time of the day; but
if this wind keeps up, we can easily bear it.
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CHAPTER IX.

“ GOEK TEPE.”

“ There the traveler meets aghast
Sheeted memories of the past.”

¢ OEK TEPE.” The heart of a once

war-swept country ; silent and deserted
now, save for our slowly crawling train and
some floating vultures. Desolation reigns ab-
solute monarch around the ruins of the fort
rising yonder. Its irregular walls were de-
prived of half their height by Skobeleff to
cover the dead—twenty thousand and more—
that he slaughtered here in 1881. None were
spared save the women and children and the
chained Persian prisoners. Russia advanced
with flying colors and triumphant music to the
attack of Goek Tepe, and with flying colors and
triumphant music pursued the people in their
mad flight over this awful desert, hacking and
hewing until twenty thousand dead told the tale
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of another victory for the Czar. So to this day
music strikes terror to the hearts of the few who
survived; and when, on the occasion of the
opening of the railway, a sudden burst of melody
was heard, men and women went down in the
desert praying for mercy and life, so convinced
were they that the sound meant death. As far
as the eye can reach, rise the small clay watch-
towers of the Turkomans, and the rectangular
walled forts with towers at the corners; but no
life or movement anywhere, save it be some
moving column of dust or some wolfish-looking
dogs. For nearly a week the Russian soldiers
were allowed to loot this captured fortress, and
three million roubles worth of plunder were car-
ried off. These plains had been accustomed to
sights of horror—]Jenghiz Kahn had passed this
way—but it remained for Christian Russia to
eclipse all that had gone before.

Askhabad is passed at 2 p. M. The train
stops there for forty minutes, for no apparent
reason, unless it be an unwillingness on the
part of the engine to start again over the sultry
plains. Askhabad is a town of about fifteen
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thousand inhabitants, and is the place where five
thousand of them died from cholera two years
ago. There are no reports of that terrible
scourge as yet, but it may come later, by which
time we shall be well on into the mountains.
B. has just fished the thermometer out of his
bag, and reads with great gusto, *ninety-eight
degrees;” but it is not uncomfortable. The sun
has been hazy all day, and now has retired
behind clouds of sand for good. So our dread
is over for a time. To-morrow promises a
scorcher. .
June 6th.
A terrific wind, which invades and sobs
around the train all night, as we enter the
Black Desert, fills every corner of the car
with sand. Still 1 decline to allow my win-
dow to be closed, preferring burial alive to
suffocation by heat. The night, after all, has
not been an uncomfortable one. Abbas arrives
back from some forward part of the train, asking
whether we want tea; also informing us that the
kitchen is on fire. Tough work for us, if it is
so. There are no eating-houses in all these
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nine hundred miles. We carry a dining and
a kitchen car with us. You would smile at the
former, though it seems fine to us here—a
freight car painted white, with a bench down
the center, around which are some chairs.
The messes served are something terrible.
We confine our orders, perforce, to beefsteak,
which is well cooked. The tea and bread are
good, and we drink the milk, but have long
since ceased to discuss as to what kind of animal
it comes from—an oil tank, I should say, from
the taste. The thermometer can not rise very
high if the wind keeps up. One can not see fifty
yards intc_) the desolation that surrounds him,
and does not desire to. I do not believe that
without shelter human life could endure for a
day. There is no water in all the distance from
Merve to the Oxsus. In our whole land, from
the Elano Estacado to the Bad Lands, from
Maine to California, we have nothing so terrible
as this Black Desert. As I look from my win-
dow, about noon, it reminds me of the ocean in
its wildest moments of tempest, when the spray
blows high over the masts. Yet that seems all
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life and freshness; this is death. A terrible sun
vainly tries to banish the whirlwinds of sand that
blow furiously along, making the waves with
their crest of sage brush appear indistinct. Our
carriage is choked with sand; and yet we have
to thank it and the winds for a temperature
amounting only to ninety degrees. It would
have been terrible had our train been destroyed
last night by the fire which attacked the kitchen.

What does Russia make by the possession of
a land like this? Simply, I fancy, the holding of
a watch-tower in the direction of India and the
English, with, perhaps, an eye to China. There
is not a bit of cultivation in all the distance
traversed; no green, save in patches, on which
the few miserable natives cower shudderingly.
The great Trans-Asian Railway, which is to be
completed in 1904, passes just north of the
southern line of Siberia, and is within the
Russian dominions its entire course, until it
comes out on the Pacific Ocean at Vladevastock.
Traveling in India is luxury itself in comparison
to this. There the cars are roomy and pos-
sessed of quite decent toilet-rooms. Every

4
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window has its stained glass to protect one from
the glare of the sun. There are also the
“tatties,” or curtains of straw, over which water
runs, and through which the hot air in passing
is changed to a cool, refreshing breeze. Here
nothing is done to make travel other than
most uncomfortable, the cars possessing abso-
lutely no pretense of comfort. The fruits are
not yet ripe, and I can not imagine how the
Russians endure the messes upon which they
" live, and upon which they pour quantities of
liquors of all sorts, until their skins look ready
to burst. )

 Nature remains kindly disposed in our case,
as the sun keeps hidden most of the time;
otherwise I do not think we could endure the
heat. One poor German looked up at me
this morning and congratulated me upon the
weather. Then, dropping his head, he moaned
out: “But I must return next month, when it
will be hell, hell.” So, if you must come here,
select your seasons. It is too late even now;
but as I have said, we are favored with a
clouded sun.
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“TcHarjuL"”

We have just crossed the Oxsus, which here
is about two miles wide. It is divided into
several streams, and its waters are as muddy as
those of the Missouri. At one time in its history
it flowed into the Caspian near ¢ Usin-ada,” but
now it flows into the Sea of Aral. What con-
vulsions of nature must have been necessary to
effect such a change! 1 had hoped that the
influence of the great river would banish this
terrible desert ; but even before our nostrils have
lost the pleasant fresh smell of its mighty current,
our eyes are blinded by the sand clouds, and
the waves of the desert have closed in around
us once more, blacker and more terrible than
before, if that be possible, for now not even the
sage brush breaks the dreary monotony. We
are on time, however, and three hours more will
land us at Bokhara. One thing is certain: it
wili take most serious reasons to force me to
return this way. I would rather spend six
months amidst the snows and in charge of the
Afghans than pass over this route again. It
has been without exception the worst railway
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ride I have ever taken, and yet we have seen it
under its most favorable aspects. God help
those who pass by here in summer!

The winds are rising to almost a hurricane,
and we are in the midst of one of those terrible
sand-storms that one associates with the great
Sahara. Our engine labors as though in pain,
and comes ever and anon to a standstill, until
we are dug out. I think six hours’ halt would
find a train almost buried out of sight; but we
do manage to creep on now and then. Every
moment or so, some louder shrieking of the
elements or rattle of sand against the train
causes the Russians to look up and dismally
shake their heads. The sun has been hidden
all day, and now all is gray and gloomy. Still,
as I have said before, this is called an excep-
tionally good trip.



94 Trans-Caspia.

CHAPTER X.

BOKHARA, ‘‘ THE NOBLE.”

“ Where are the kings and where the rest
Of those who once this world possessed.”

June 8, 1894.

HE name of this ancient metropolis is

derived from the Sanskrit  Vihara,” a
monastery, showing that even across the Kara
Kum desert the shadow of Buddha had fallen
and rested on this far northern city. Bokhara
stands in a veritable paradise compared to the
desert, and all the valley around it shows the
exuberant richness of long cultivation. Here
again are trees of some size, and the multitude
of fruit trees show what a feast the traveler
may expect next month. As one approaches
the city from the Amu-Daria (Oxus), one first
notices a stately minaret, or rather a column
more like the Kutub-Minar at Delhi than
the usual minarets of the Orient. Soon two
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stately domes appear in sight, and one col-
lects rugs and belongings in order to be ready
to leave the stuffy dirty car, but the train rushes,
onward past minarets and domes, past houses

A ¢“GoOoD MORNING” AT BOKHARA.

and gardens, until one feels that some mistake
has been made and that that was not after all
Bokhara, ‘“the Noble,” yet what other place
exists hereabouts? Some ten miles east of the
city the station is reached. It was placed at
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that distance because of the distrust of the
railway always exhibited by Orientals until they
*see the cars, when childlike suspicion is over-
come by curiosity, and from the starting of the
first train until to-day, every third class carriage
has been crowded, as in India, with a motley
assemblage of natives wholly delighted with
the motion. The “invention of the devil” has
ceased to alarm, has greatly decreased the
power of the Amir, and increased that of
Russia. The Amir is prevented by dignity
from gratifying his curiosity, which is as great
as the lowest in his realm.

Bokhara maintains a semblance of independ-
ence and is allowed to do so through the policy
of Russia, whose representative, Baron Wrevfsky,
the governor-general at Tashkend, told us that
he never had and never could visit Bokhara until
Russia assumed in name the control thereof.
Were he to go now it would be most embarrass-
ing, for were the Amir to receive him as became
his state and the glory of the Czar, the people
of Bokhara would at once say, “Here is one
greater than our ruler,” and would cease to
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respect or obey the latter; while if the atten-
tion paid were less than that the Amir receives,
they would at once cease to fear Russia and
there would be trouble; therefore it is best to
stay away.

As long ago as the tenth century this city of
Central Asia was spoken of by travelers, and
it was old, very old even then. Here “in the
winter of B. c. 328, in the ‘Royal Chase,’” un-
disturbed fof generations, Alexander the Great
and his officers, slew four thousand animals,
and here Alexander himself overcame a lion,
Samson-like, in single combat.” Not until 700
A. p. did Bokhara emerge from the darkness,
since which time it has been conquered and
reconquered so many times that any thing like
a permanent rule was impossible. In 1400,
. Timur—Tamerlane—established a Tartar dy-
nasty lasting one hundred years, after which
tribe after tribe conquered Bokhara down to
the present day, when, under Russian rule,
she is more prosperous than she has been
for centuries. But I am not going to write a
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history of Bokhara. Schuyler and Cruzon have
done and well done all that.

Good Queen Bess had an embassador out
here in 1572 named Jenkenson. The eight-
eenth century held the names of but two travel-
ers who had penetrated to this remote city.
In our century they have increased somewhat,
but still travelers are few and far between, and
their movements are known and watched. We
two are, I think, the only strangers, and I
know that I am the only American in all the
land from the Caspian to the China frontier,
from which we hear rumors of the approach
via Kashgar, hearing even their names, of two
Englishmen. Can you imagine such a state
of affairs in America, where all the peoples
of the earth pour in as free as the waters
of the ocean, though much to our discom-
fort and sometimes almost to our undoing.
Two men in the early part of this century
reached Bokhara after six years wandering
from India. Here they remained some five
months, and departed only to die in the desert
beyond. Cruzon tells of the horrible tragedy
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in 1842 of Stoddart and. Conolly. “Sent in
1838 and 1840 upon a mission of diplomatic
negotiations to the Khanatis of Central Asia,
whose sympathies Great Britain desired to en-
list in consequence of her advance into Afgha-
nistan, they were thrown by the monster Nas-
rullah into a foul subterranean pit infested with
vermin, were subjected to abominable torture,
and finally publicly beheaded in 1842.” Dr.
Wolff barely escaped with his life while en-
devoring to clear up their fates. For centuries
Bokhara has been hidden as in the depths of
midnight, coming distinctly into view only now
and then as though in a blaze of lightning, dur-
ing which has been seen the shadowy forms of
Jenghiz Kahn and his savage hordes appearing
on the horizon, passing with sword and flame
over the ancient city, and vanishing, phantom-
like, in the desert to the westward; then the city
again has sunk into darkness, mysterious, roman-
tic, and impenetrable. Our own Dr. Eugene
Schuyler—he who afterward died in Egypt—
visited it in 1873, under the protection of
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Russia; but travelers even now are few and far
between.

We were two very dusty, tired men as we
descended last night from the cars at this
station—descended from the comparative quiet
of our compartment to the midst of such a
throng as can only be found at a railway station
or river bank in the Orient; a sea of black faces
topped by gigantic white turbans, thousands of
glittering eyes and chattering tongues, thou-
sands of hands eager to take possession of one’s
luggage. No chance of hearing, no chance of
progress in such cases, until you lay about you
with your stick, utterly regardless of what you
hit and utterly forgetful of your early religious
training. You must count your packages before
you leave the car, and count them every five
minutes thereafter; and last night a Russian po-
liceman came all the way to our hotel with us and
counted them after we were settled. We were
marked down for lunatics when we asked for
baths, and were informed that here the people
bathed once a week, and that we had just missed
the day. They did finally find what would pass
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for a tub, and we were cleansed in due course of
time. B. had telegraphed to an acquaiatance in
the town before we left ““Usin-ada,” but the
message did not reach here until about the time
we did, so there was nothing for it but to come
to this house. Bokhara station is twelve versts
from the city; but one must stop near the sta-
tion and visit the city by carriage, as it is purely
Sart, and it would be difficult to pass a night in
it or get any thing to eat there.

I have to be very careful to let it be known
that I am an American, and not English—that
is, so far as the Russians are concerned; and I
know, were it not for the strong arm of the
Czar, we should not dare to enter the city. We
do dare, however; and our only concern is in
the choice of carriages, none of which look as
though they would hold together for a ten-mile
ride; and in the one we finally settle there is so
strong a suspicion of bugs that we sit on the
back of the seat as the safest place. So we
journey onward, past orchards and meadows,
down long avenues of mulberry trees, whose
branches shake their berries into our laps;
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through clouds of dust and hosts of natives,
some riding, many taking their noonday tea and
smoke at the numerous khans or cafés, where,
amongst other refreshments, I see a small boy
gravely carrying a pipe from one to another
of the customers, each of whom as gravely
takes a puff or two.

A Sart café looks like a huge, old-fashioned
trundle-bed, sometimes fifteen feet square. It
generally stands at the corners of the streets,
and is always carpeted with fine rugs, while in
one corner stands a huge smoking samovar,
with its stacks of dainty teacups and pots—an
Oriental never makes his tea in a metal vessel.
There you may see at times crowds of men se-
dately drinking the dainty beverage. Whether
or not tea was introduced from China or Russia,
it is now the main drink of these people. 1
have never known them to drink any thing
stronger; and I know that in the case of my
guide, Rachmed, I was obliged to order him to
drink cognac when he had been drenched and I
feared a cold for him. These cafés are the most
characteristic sight of these far eastern towns,
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and are utterly unlike those of the more westerly
Orient. But we are moving onward, past Arrab
Kahns, Indian mud-houses, fields of waving
grain, bowers of acacia trees, flocks of sheep,
and droves of donkeys bearing stately Sarts in
gorgeous colors. Dirt and dust every-where.
Away to the westward, a haze near the horizon
shows where lies the desert, which, thank God,
is left behind for good. The walls of a mud
palace, twenty-five feet high; the minarets of a
mud mosque; the towers of a mud gateway,
with mud walls stretching away on either hand,
and through whose archway a long, dim vista of
bazaars are to be seen—that is Bokhara, as we
first see it. Through the crowds of people,
strings of camels, and droves of donkeys, our
carriage makes slow progress. There to our
right is one of those huge tanks responsible for
most of the epidemics that visit this place, chol-
era preferred. Into its waters are thrown every
thing, in its waters the people bathe, and these
waters the people drink ; so, when this has been
going on for three hundred years, its waters are
ripe for most any thing. To-day they look par-
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ticularly green and slimy. Crowds of curious
people surround us, and near by one old man
holds his particular audience spellbound as he
recites in a high, shrill voice, some wonderful
legend. Numerous are the vendors of fruit and
rvendors of sweetmeats; numerous, also, are the

A BokliARA HEN.

turbaned Sarts, smoking or sleeping in the sun-
shine. As we pass down the bazaar, we are
either in an intense shadow or in intense sun-
light. From their little booths on either side,
the solemn-faced merchants regard us earnestly ;
but their wares are not tempting, and there is no
odor ot coffee or attar of roses to induce us to
tarry. and purchase, as we have done through so
many years and in so many bazaars throughout
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the Orient. The great mosque claims our at-
tention for a time, and as we enter the solemn
silence of its cloisters, ushered thereto by a ma-
jestic Musselman, the noise of the city falls away
into silence. Sedate storks, that have been com-
ing here from one generation to another, look
gravely down upon us. I think I have seen that
old fellow, up there on that great dome, on the
roof of an ancient gabled house in Strasburg.
He has a look of recognition in his eye. This
mosque is old, very old. Its spacious courts
and airy arches sprang into existence long cen-
turies ago. Those bright blue tiles in the Holy
of Holies and that glistening blue dome re-
flected the sunlight for the first time more than
eleven hundred years ago, when England was
ruled by the Saxons, France by Charlemagne;
when Russia and America were solitudes most
profound.

The great minaret—* Minari Katian”’—which
towers above the grand mosque, is still used as
a place of public execution on great bazaar
days, when the criminals are thrown from its
summit; and I doubt if the event causes these
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calm Orientals to do more than glance up as
the wretches come hurtling downward, or the
numerous story-tellers to do more than raise
their voices a little to recall the wandering
attention of their audiences. Human life is
nothing in the Orient; and when one reaches
China, one finds the condemned going to execu-
tion with a feeling more of curiosity than of fear,
of which they seem utterly devoid. Barbarous
tortures still exist in Bokhara. A criminal is
beaten with sticks, stabbed with knives, has his
eyelids cut off and eyes gouged out, is dragged
at the tails of horses, and finally either tossed
from this great minaret or quartered and then
thrown to the dogs.

Speaking of the waters in these ancient cis-
terns, Anthony Jenkenson wrote three centuries
ago as follows: * There is a little river running
through the middle of the saide citie, but the
water thereof is most unwholesome, for it
breedeth sometimes in men that drinke thereof,
and especially in them that be not there born, a
worme of an ell long, which lieth commonly in
the legge betwixt the flesh and the skinne, and
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is pluckt out about the ancle with great art and
cunning ; the surgeons being much practiced
therein, and if shee breake in plucking out, the
partie dieth, and every day shee commeth out
about an inche, which is rolled up, and so
worketh until shee be all out.”

The horrible things are sometimes two and
three feet long, and look like vermicelli; so
Cruzon tells us. He also declares that “the
most minute examination of the water under the
microscope has never revealed the germ.” He
has a lot more to say on the subject; but
it is certainly not a pleasant topic, so we will
leave it.

Outside the gates are the abodes of the
dead; thousands of oven-shaped mud tombs
crowded one on top of the other. If the dead
are so near the surface one need no more
wonder that cholera—and of old the plague—is
supposed to have its birth and eternal abiding
place here and in Samarkand. The construc-
tion of mud walls and houses has reached perfec-
tion in Trans-Caspia. A photograph of Bokhara
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would impress one with the idea that it is sur-
rounded with a massive stone wall. The towers,
turrets, and high walls, thirty feet in some
places, are all there, but are all composcd
of mud, built up by the spadeful. I watched
the modus operand: to-day with considerable
interest. When a wall is to be built water
is conducted to the spot in ditches, earth is
carried there, and work commences. Several
men below in the ditch stir up the mud and
water and throw it into a pile above them.
Then a man with a long-handled spade or shovel
gouges out a spadeful and passes it upward,
where another “artist,” receiving it in his hands,
deposits it in its final resting-place. So the wall
is built, shovelful by shovelful; and while the
soil is damp, it is fashioned into towers and
turrets, and sometimes ornamented into all sorts
of fanciful designs. A wall will be six feet
thick at the base and rise thirty feet to a width
of six inches. The intense sun of summer
hardens the work until it feels to the touch
like stone, and is almost as enduring."
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All the ancient forts were built of such mate-
rials, and the Amir’s palace of to-day, a very
large structure, is entirely composed thereof.
His highness was away on a visit, but through
the kindness of Mr. L. the palace was thrown
open for our inspection. It consisted of the
usual number of courts, arcades, Turkish bath-
rooms, and numerous small rooms, all deco-
rated in the usual gay taste of the Sarts of
to-day, who seem to me to have entirely lost the
taste and talent that produced such peerless
structures as the Taj Mahal, the Delhi Mosque,
the Alhambra, and the beautiful Medressés of
Samarkand. The same holds true of the mod-
ern architecture in India. Bokhara carpets of
rare quality and great value were tossed here
and there, while some absurd French glass, a
brass chandelier, or some cheap English furni-
ture, were kept -carefully covered and only
exposed for our admiration.

Passing finally into one of the arcades, an at-
tendant in gorgeous robes and a magnificent tur-
ban waved us toward a table set for ten or twelve
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persons, and covered with fifteen different kinds
of various colored sugars, in balls and squares,
cones and triangles; a plate of cherries and
apricots occupied the center, and was flanked
by some stale English biscuits. We scarcely
knew what to do. B. took one end of the
festive board and I the other; Abbas, our guide,
cooly seated himself in the center, while around
about us stood some fifteen or twenty gor-
geously costumed figures. Were they servants
or guests?  We wished to do the correct thing,
but if we blundered it would be worse than a
crime; so, being in doubt, we did nothin'g. I
tried to swallow some of the ‘ greenery,
pinkery” stuff, and choked in the effort. On
recovering, I found that tea had bee