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INTRODUCTION

Down to Gehenna or up to the throne,
He travels the fastest who travels alone.

HE vast regions of Russian Central Asia are

comparatively little known to the outside world,

chiefly from the difficulty of persuadlng those in
authority to grant the necessary permission to see any of
their Asiatic possessions south of the Siberian Railway.
Members of frontier commissions have doubtless crossed
it, commercial houses have sent their representatives to
the markets of Bokhara, while secret service agents have
not been unknown, but the ordinary traveller has seldom
been encountered, and since the revolution the isolation
has been complete.

My reasons for making the journey were twofold : first,
the extreme desire to see for myself what lay on that com-
paratively bare spot on the map east of the Caspian Sea,
a stretch of some 1200 miles to the Chinese frontier ; and
secondly, the lure of those magic names, Bokhara and
Samarkand, renowned in history as well as in the pages
of classic tales and poetic fiction for chivalry and romance

—a romance which constrained even Milton himself to
strike sonorous chords:

““His eye might there command, wherever stood
City, of old or modcrn fame, the seat
Of mightiest empire, from the destined walls
Of Cambula, seat of Cathaian Can,
And Samarkand by Oxus, Temir’s throne.”

5



6 Introduction

The dreary stretches of desert to be traversed might
have deterred some, as well as the necessity of having to
obtain not only a passport, but also a special permit from
the Russian Government. In making application for this
much information had to be supplied: the object of the
journey, the exact route to be followed, the stopping-places,
and general details, not omitting a certain amount of family
history.

These having proved satisfactory, I was told that I might
start, though no visible sign or seal was ever put into my
hands. The only official paper I had with me was my pass-
port, which had to be given up to the police of the district
on arrival at any place in which I intended to pass the night :
it could only be reclaimed on the day of departure, and I
lived in perpetual dread of having to leave a town without
it. All these precautions were in order that the military
police might be duly notified, and of course necessitated
much time: for my application six weeks were required,
and this was considered a record in speed. Whether
successful or not, a check is thus supposed to be kept
upon the intrusion of undesirable aliens. In my own case,
as a woman travelling alone, I almost ranked in that
category, as the Russian secret service is so largely re-
cruited from our sex, and officials, wherever met with,
never failed to ask: * Why should you wish to go there?
You will have no one to talk to ”’ (an important item in the
daily life of a Russian), ‘ there is nothing to see, travelling
is difficult,” and many other such-like trivial suggestions.

Even our own officials did not altogether welcome the
idea. I was begged not to get them into any trouble, while
the Foreign Office very kindly warned me in the following
letter of the risks I was about to incur were I to persevere
in my intention of setting foot in Central Asia. Looking at
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it in the most favourable light one can hardly say it offered
encouragement :

“The sanitary condition of Russian Central Asia and
Bokhara is not satisfactory at this moment. There is
some plague and much small-pox (both the ordinary and
the black variety), scarlet and typhus fevers, and diph-
theria. There is also a dearth of vaccine and competent
vaccinators.”’

I pondered over this, not with the idea of its acting as
a deterrent, but merely to determine against which of the
various diseases mentioned I should take precautions.
Finally I decided on small-pox, as it appeared in duplicated
form. I was vaccinated in Constantinople, and thought
with partial gratitude of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu
and her heroic conduct. I suffered tortures for a week,
discomfort for much longer, and sympathized with con-
scientious vaccination objectors. Apropos of this, among
the many parting instructions given me was the following :
“Be sure if you take small-pox, at once hang red cloth
over the window.” No thought was given as to where red
cloth was to be obtained, or if there would be any windows
over which to hang it! Having guarded so far against
illness, I had to find an interpreter speaking some European
language besides Russian. The belief, so current in our
country, that all Russians speak French is quickly dis-
pelled in such a search. It is most difficult to get any
information on the other side of the Caspian Sea unless
one has a knowledge of Russian.

In my two journeys to Central Asia I had experience of
two interpreters. One was a Lett who spoke a certain
amount of German, had already knocked about the world
in the capacity of a seaman, and who proved to be all that
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was required. He will be known in these pages under the
name of Fritz. The other was a converted Jew, who spoke
very ‘‘bookish ” English, and who once told me that
bishops had sat at his feet, but in what capacity he refrained
from divulging. He was far from welcome to officials;
indeed, on one occasion, being a Jew, he was forbidden
to enter the house of a local governor, and on arrival at
Moscow he was ordered to clear out almost as soon as we
had arrived. He will be mentioned as the Interpreter.

The question of luggage had next to be thought of;
this was necessarily limited as to personal belongings, for
I had to take a camp-bed for such occasions when no bed-
stead was provided, and bed-linen and towels, these not
being supplied in hotels, lodgings, or in trains. Sometimes
sheets can be obtained by a special arrangement with the
landlady, but *‘sheets” are usually little better than
glorified dusters bordered in red. I had further to provide
myself with a Jaeger rug, and a cotton padded quilt to
serve as a mattress, and so help to relieve the unevenness
of a Central Asian hotel bedstead.

A spirit-lamp with small frying-pan and saucepan proved
on many an occasion to be invaluable, and for provisions
I had a bag of oatmeal, biscuits, and butter, butter being
almost unobtainable throughout Turkestan. The absorbing
problem, however, was how to wrestle with the invading
hordes of insect life. In an interview that I had with the
late Sir Donald Mackenzie Wallace, with reference to
travelling in Central Asia, I was warned by him that the
ordinary Keating’s powder, efficacious in most circum-
stances, was in these countries of no more use than so
much flour, and that a much more powerful destroyer called
Aragatz must find a top corner in my packing arrangements,
as nowhere could one escape from the terror by night |
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He also enjoined me, as I valued my life, not to wash
even my hands in unboiled water owing to the risk of con-
tracting disease germs. A rubber basin was included, in
spite of the further warning of a Russian doctor—" as to
washing the hands, that might be considered, but a wipe
of the face with eau-de-Cologne is all I should attempt
before returning to the shores of England.” “Theeyes?”
“Yes, a little boric rose water might be thought of.”
But, cost what it might, I could not resign myself to this
modicum of washing, and realizing the truth of his advice
I had to adopt the plan of boiling every drop of water I
used all the time I was in Turkestan.

Central Asia may be reached in two ways: either by the
Moscow-Orenburg-Tashkent Railway, which takes about
five days, or across the Caspian Sea from Baku to Krasno-
vodsk. In my first journey to Central Asia I chose this
latter route, and shall begin the description of my journey
on leaving Baku, which is situated on the western side of
the Caspian Sea.

The Caspian Sea offers to students of geology many
points of interest. At one time, they tell us, it was linked
up with the Arctic Ocean by way of the Aral Sea and the
River Obi, and in the course of countless ages this vast
body of water has gradually diminished till only the Aral
Sea and some other desert salt lakes are left. This fact
is borne out by innumerable lines and markings along the
coast which to the scientist mean the unwritten records of
its history. The present level is eighty-four feet below
the Black Sea, and is at its highest in the month of July.
From the north are poured enormous volumes of water
from the two great Russian rivers, the Volga and the Ural,
while on the east side practically the only river is the Atrek,
which rises in the Kopet Dagh Mountains and skirts the
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Persian frontier. The immense quantity of fresh water
flowing in is diluting by degrees the salt properties; this
is especially noticeable in the vicinity of the larger rivers,
where the water is salt only to the extent of one per cent.,
but on the eastern coast it holds a much heavier saline
deposit.

The shallower portions are frozen over from November
to March, chiefly at the northern end. Navigation then
ceases, while in summer on the south end it is also sus-
pended for days at a time from another cause—namely,
the violent storms that rage between July and September.
The length of the Caspian Sea is 740 miles, and its greatest
breadth 300 miles. There is no outlet, and the balance of
water is maintained entirely by evaporation.

The salt industry is an important one at various places
along the coast, something like 400,000 tons of salt being
taken out every year. Krasnovodsk, the chief port on the
eastern side, is dependent on the Caspian for its water
supply, which is utilized by means of distillation, though
some small rain tanks were made by the Russians, and
much talk was heard in 1910 of a scheme whereby an
improved water supply might be introduced.

Perhaps the most interesting feature of the Caspian is
the mysterious current which flows through it, much like
the Gulf Stream. It is about 150 feet wide, and runs
at the rate of three to five miles an hour. Scientists are
not quite agreed as to the cause of this phenomenon.
Some maintain that the excess of evaporation on the
extensive bay called Karaboghaz, on the east coast,
produces an indraught and attracts a larger supply of
water to that portion of the sea which rushes through the
extremely narrow channel by which the bay is entered.
Fishing forms an important industry, especially in the north,
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where sturgeon, sterlet, and salmon abound, and supply
the caviare for which Russia is famed. Seal and porpoises
are also inhabitants of the Caspian, and help to bear out
the theory that at one time it was joined to the Arctic
Ocean.

Antony Jenkinson on his journey to the Court of Samar-
kand in the sixteenth century thus reports his knowledge
of the Caspian Sea:

““This sea is fresh water in many places, and in other
laces as salt as our great ocean. It hath many goodly
rivers falling into it, and it avoideth not itselfe except it
bee underground. During the time of our navigation wee
sett up the redd crosse of S. George in our flagges, for
honour of the Christians, which I suppose was never seen
in the Caspian Sea before.”

At Baku I was warned that it was dangerous to eat fish
caught near there, even salmon having been known to pro-
duce blood poisoning, although no reason could be given for
the cause of such unpleasant consequences.

Having been seen safely on board by the police at Baku,
I watched the shores of Europe disappear in a cloud of
lights as we sailed off about eight p.M. The steamer was
crowded with Asiatic natives of all kinds, who sprawled
all over the deck and found accommodation for the night
?\mid bundles of a most miscellaneous description, my
introduction to the travelling impedimenta of that part of
the East. The cabin was quite comfortable though the
berth was unfurnished, and having unpacked and spread
out my quilt and sheets, I made the best of a somewhat
“roll-y " passage till, after a twelve hours’ voyage, calm
was reached in the harbour of Krasnovodsk next morning.
There I was again met by the police, a somewhat novel
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attention, and one to which I was hitherto unaccustomed.
The necessary formalities of examining my passport had
to be gone through, objections raised in hope of a stray
rouble, much talk to be listened to and interpreted, until
finally I was allowed ashore to enjoy my first sight of
Central Asia.

A KirgHese Woman’s ForeHEAD ORNAMENT
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THROUGH KHIVA
TO GOLDEN SAMARKAND

CHAPTER 1

MY FIRST SIGHT OF CENTRAL ASIA

A Dreary Settlement—Turcoman Tribes—A Military Line—Russian
Characteristics—Refreshment Arrangements
Y first sight of Central Asia is a memory of
temporary-looking houses and clouds of sandy
dust, known under the name of Krasnovodsk.
The situation of the town somewhat resembles Aden,
with its bare brown rocks and the same guarding line of
rocky islands in the mouth of the harbour. On its quays
may be seen mountainous bales of raw cotton ready for
shipment to the mills of Moscow and other manufactur-
ing towns in Russia, while European goods of all kinds
supply the requirements and gratify the tastes of ten to
twelve million inhabitants of Central Asia, who, year by
year, are discarding their native-made articles in favour
of Western goods, which in many cases is to be deplored.
As regards dwellings, nothing of a more permanent
nature is to be seen than the station buildings, substanti-
ally built of stone, where I managed to obtain quite a
good meal of roast meat and stewed dried apricots before
starting on the journey to Ashkabad at four p.M. The
officials in charge of the station have the air of men under-
going a term of banishment, anxious to learn *‘how
B 17



18 My First Sight of Central Asia

soon can we be out of this? ” The answer to this query
for the traveller means some hours, as there is only one
train each way in the twelve hours. The railway was
constructed in 1880 by General Skobelof, the conqueror
of Turkestan, as a military one, and as a military one it is
still maintained. Originally it was intended to go only
as far as Ashkabad, but the rapid development of cotton-
growing led to its extension eastwards to the more fertile
province of Ferghana, and the terminus is now reached at
Andigan, a distance of nearlya thousand miles from Kras-
novodsk, and about ninety from the frontier of Chinese
Turkestan. The war of 1881 secured this stretch of
country for Russia, and at Geok Teppe was fought the last
battle with the Tekke Turcomans, the native inhabitants
of that part of the country west of the Oxus. Thousands
of them were slaughtered, and their fort, formerly a
Persian one, was razed to the ground. Fragments of the
surrounding mud wall testify to its size, and to its in-
adequacy to cope with modern implements of war. As
a testimony to the administrative qualities of the con-
querors, squadrons of native cavalry, officered by them,
may be seen exercising in the vicinity, an arrangement which
still allows scope for the fighting instincts of a fine people.

The railway line is suitable for a certain amount of
heavy traffic, and the engines are powerful ones, built
chiefly in Moscow. They are in most cases petrol-driven,
and in order to maintain the supply, pipes of oil are
laid on from wells along the railway track to reservoirs at
certain stations; in some cases it is even carried in boiler-
like receptacles on wagons.
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The line is not ballasted, but simply levelled up, and the
rails are spiked on to the sleepers, which last are chiefly
made of pinewood from the Volga district. Wood for that
purpose is unobtainable nearer at hand, and even for fuel
for stoking the engines, where petrol is not employed, the
roots and branches of an insignificant-looking shrub called
saxaul is the only kind available throughout Turkestan.

The trains are usually made up of first, second, third
and fourth class carriages; these last are practically no
better than horse-boxes. The railway gauge is eight inches
wider than that of Europe, which allows of wider carriages,
and they are consequently built higher in proportion.

The first and second class, which are corridor carriages,
are not uncomfortable ; the seats, covered in red-and-white-
striped cotton material, form beds during the night, and
there is a curb chain which secures the door firmly inside.
By a small payment the compartment can be reserved.
Heating is arranged for by a stove at the end of the car-
riage, which keeps it suffocatingly hot; added to which—
as the windows of the carriages are often double—it is
almost impossible to obtain fresh air. There is economy of
light both by day and night, for the windows are small,
high up, and on one side of the carriage only, that on the
corridor side being entirely panelled in wood, so that it is
difficult to see the scenery except when it is occasionally
reflected by a mirror in the door. Above the door is a tin
lamp in which is a candle, the only means of dispelling the
darkness when night falls,

This is typical of Russian methods, for sometimes
elaborately built stations have nothing more than a tin
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lantern to light them, as if the energy that started building
them had given out. ‘Russia is so prone to lose heart, to
fluctuate in her desires, and grow weary of her dreams,”
and the same falling off from big beginnings applied to
requests for information and plans., For example, in
referring to officials I would state what was required, and
in the most courteous manner would be told nothing could
be easier than to carry out my wishes, but when it came to
details all the fine ideas vanished like mist. Again and
again this happened, and I cannot but feel that something
—1I do not know whether to call it practicality or per-
severance—is greatly lacking in the Russian character.

My experience in reference to this point coincides with
that of Monsieur Paléologue, who in his Memoirs recently
published thus describes this aspect of the Russian char-
acter as he found it:

“I put him [M. Dormer] on his guard against the
facility with which Russians seem to acquiesce straight
off in everything proposed to them. It is not duplicity
on their part. Far from it] But their first impressions are
usually inspired by their feelings of sympathy, a desire to
please, the fact that they hardly ever have a strong sense
of reality, and the receptitude of their minds which make
them extremely impressionable.”’

The trains are run by Petrograd time, so each station
clock has two pointers, one painted black to indicate rail
time, while local time is shown by the pointer painted red.
Three men are employed to check the tickets and, I sup-
pose, each other’s dishonesty. At every stopping-place
a table is set out on the platform on which are steaming
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samovars (the well-known Russian brass tea urn), and
piles of excellent white bread, eggs and bottles of milk.
Superior tables can sometimes offer &/inskys, which are
thin pancakes enclosing minced meat. These when hot
are not unpalatable, but when half cold the mutton fat,
in which they are cooked, makes itself too pronounced.
Tumblers of pale-coloured tea are welcomed on these long
dusty journeys, especially by the native travellers, to allay
the thirst produced by the constant eating of sunflower
seeds. This is almost the equivalent of the chewing-
gum of America, being more used as a means of passing
the time than as an actual food. I tasted the seeds and
found them uninteresting. Their husks bestrew the
floor of every carriage (laid with linoleum or wax-cloth),
and every few hours an official goes round with a hard
whisk to clear away all debris. The more important
stations have buffets, which also serve as waiting-rooms,
and the station is used as a meeting-place of the whole
district on the arrival and departure of trains, the chief
event in the twenty-four hours in these remote regions.
This description applies to the arrangements regarding
trains and travelling before the revolution.

The Russians are said to pride themselves on mixing
with the natives, a laudable idea if only a little more space
at the stations were given to do so. My thoughts conjure
up a crowded junction when all and sundry were packed
into the one room, and particularly a lively experience at
Tchernaivo, the hour two-thirty a.m., the room filled with
piles of bundles—Iluggage in Central Asia does not run to
boxes, and only to an occasional carpet bag or suit-case—
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tired Russian mothers with an air of resignation equally
shared by their children, even including the inevitable
infant, trying to find a corner for repose among their
belongings. Each girl’s head is tied up in a handkerchief,
the counterpart of her mother’s, but boys are in strange
loofah helmets. The group is composed of various nation-
alities, some drinking tea and some trying to sleep, while
in the corner is ranged the never-failing bookstall for the
sale of post-cards, chiefly those of an objectionable kind.
At the fly-covered bar, adorned with bottles and &/nskys,
are groups of men indulging in vodka and endless talk.
Struggling through the semi-darkness to find one’s train,
one stumbles across strange white-sheeted figures, their
faces turned towards Mecca, kneeling on some vestige of a
sacred rug, faithful to the forms of their religion as first

inculcated by Mahomet on Arab plains so far removed by
space and centuries.



CHAPTER 1II

THE JOURNEY ACROSS THE DESERT TO ASHKABAD

Patient Travellers—Dunes and Deserts— Russian Forestry—Irrigation
Work—George IV, Guns— Khalats—Native Bazaars—Promiscuous
¢ Smokes ”’

One Moment in Annihilation’s Waste,
One Moment, of the Well of Life to taste—
The Stars are setting and the Caravan
Starts for the Dawn of Nothing—Oh, make haste !

FTER unrolling one’s bundles and settling one-
self as comfortably as circumstances permitted in
the somewhat restricted space of a Central Asian

railway carriage, on the ringing of the last of the three
warning bells, the train glided out of Krasnovodsk at
eight p.M. At stopping-places by the way these bells were
a constant source of anxiety, it was so easy to miss one.
Ashkabad was reached next day at midday; not a very
rapid transit considering the distance, which is 220 miles;
but I found on long journeys this slower mode of progres-
sion to be much less tiring than are our express trains,
and besides I do not suppose the line as laid would stand
their vibration.

The stations along the route are well built of stone,
the platforms paved with brick, set edge up in herring-
bone pattern, and crowds are always assembled at them, as
the Russians encourage railway travel among the natives,
while they in turn think nothing of waiting for hours, or even

23



24  Across the Desert to Ashkabad

days if need be, and happily camp on the platform during
the enforced delay. Their name for the railway train is
‘“ Sheitan Arba,” or the devil’s coach !

For a considerable distance after leaving Krasnovodsk
the journey presents few features of interest, as about two-
thirds of the country of Turkestan is desert through which
oases are scattered. It is bounded on the south by a
continuous chain of mountains which contribute the water
supply of the five rivers by which the country is intersected.
Of these rivers the Amu Daria or Oxus and the Syr Daria
or Jaxartes, both falling into the Aral Sea, are the most
important, while the other three, the Mourghab, the Tedjen
and the Zerafshan, are lost in marshes or form small lakes.
The desert between the Caspian Sea and Amu Daria is
known as the Kara-Kum, but one must not imagine it as
all a flat plain, for in parts it rather resembles a troubled
sea of sand, whose dunes reach as high as sixty feet, their
crescent-shaped surface rippled as by a tidal wave. These
dunes are of so shifting a nature as to endanger the lives of
any who seek to find a track across these desolate wastes.
An interesting allusion to these sand-holes is to be found in
an account of his journey by an ambassador to the Court of
Tamerlane, in which he states that on the banks there were
great plains of sand, and the sand was mowed from one
spot to the other by wind, and was thrown up in curious
semicircular mounds, and the wind blew the sand from
one mound to another, for it was very light, and on the
ground where the wind had blown away the sand the marks
of the mounds were left.

In another description a Roman historian Quintus



1. Choosing December Melons in March, Ashkabad.
2. A hat stall, Ashkabad, in black, white and grey caracul,
3% Bread sellers, Samarkand. Flat sconelike bread, used as plates.



1, Bactrian camels, Novi Urgentsch,
2, Tomb of Sultan Sanjar, Old Merv,
3. Around a tank, the Club of Bokhara.
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Curtius (translated in 1553) notes: ““ To observe the starres
as they do, that sayle the seas, and by the course of them
direct their journey, wherefore in the daye time the country
is wild and impassable, when they can finde no track nor
waye to go in, nor marke or sign whereby to passe.”

These descriptions apply absolutely to the present-day
condition of that treeless waste, as well as to the time in
which they were written. At intervals, instead of sand-
dunes there are flatter stretches, whitened by saline
deposits, with but scanty signs of vegetation, and yet
amid this apparent desolation one knows that wherever
irrigation is introduced a Garden of Eden is sure to
follow.

In parts the railway has to be protected from sand-
blocks by thick fences of thorn and scrub planted at each
side, which somewhat check the inroads made by sand-
storms, especially at that part known as ‘‘the caravans’
graveyard,”’ a name that tells its own tale.

The Russians in laying out their new towns have made
the invariable rule of building them entirely apart from
the native ones; it might be two or it might be ten miles
off, according to circumstances. This has enabled them to
build unhampered by space, and regardless of the extent
of ground required for their laying out. Wide avenues of
trees in double and even treble rows, with rivulets trickling
between the rows, are much to be commended, the general
plan being not unlike that of our Indian cantonments,
while the railway station at Ashkabad was, like most of
those already passed, a well-built stone one, with quite a
pretentious fagade on the town side.
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Ashkabad boasts of avenues of poplars and acacias,
with one-storey bungalows buried in greenery, and rather
feeble attempts at gardens. Nasturtiums, stocks, and most
of our garden flowers would grow if encouraged, but the
average Russian officer’s wife either has other things of
more real importance to occupy her, or lacks a pride in
making her home look attractive,

In the town are various public buildings, such as schools
and technical colleges, and in the principal square there is
a Russian church, with its fine gilded domes; in front of
it in this square are some old brass guns, with the royal
monogram of our King George IV.—a strange place to
meet them, and evidently they must at some period have
been taken from the Afghans, to whom we had given
artillery.

There was also at the time of my visit a large temple in
process of erection by the sect of the Bahais, which has
many adherents among the Persians. There is a consider-
able trade with Persia, as the frontier is only a few miles
distant, and Mesched, 180 miles to the south, draws many
Mahometan pilgrims to its shrine.

The chief attraction of the native quarter is its market,
for there may be seen the many varieties of inhabitants of
the country; prominent among them are of course the
Tekke Turcomans, a fine-looking race in their dark-red-
striped kAalats, as their long robes are called, very similar
in shape to a dressing-gown, a gaily coloured sash-band
tied round their waists, on the head a huge fur cap of
either black or white astrakhan, and high soft leather boots.
'The market is a very extensive one, held on a large open
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place, where the more luxurious merchants erect sheds or
tents for themselves. One side of the square is devoted
to quadrupeds, of which the camels form the noisiest and
most noisome section. They are of the Bactrian breed,
larger and heavier than those of Arabia, and in winter are
covered with immensely thick brown wool, which as the
warmer weather approaches is shed in handfuls, leaving
large unsightly-looking bare patches. Their cast coats
are not, in another sense, thrown away, for the wool is
carefully collected and skilfully woven into the long
robes of their owners, or else it is used for stuffing
quilts, which are the native substitutes for blankets,
deliciously warm and light. This reminds one of the
thrifty days in Scotland long ago, when sheep’s wool was
carefully collected off hedges and bushes and spun into
material for household use.

In another part of the market is to be seen cotton in its
raw state, as well as cotton seed, both whole and crushed,
testifying to a growing industry, of which the climax
is reached in Ferghana, the most easterly province
of Russian Central Asia. A rather uncommon use is
made of the cotton seed, besides the ordinary one of
oil-cake. The seed is crushed and then moulded into
the form of a jug with a short spout, in which is con-
tained the oil which has been already expressed from
the small brown seeds.

Earthenware dishes for household use are displayed by
another dealer—the inside of the flat dishes are coloured
blue or green, with a fine glaze—while a collection of
unglazed water-jars, whose artistic forms are strongly
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reminiscent of the Greek occupation, stand on the ground.
A pile of rather squat ones, with a knob at the bottom, are
intended for use on irrigation wheels, and this projection
enables them to be securely tied on.

In a corner in a shed is found a copper mender, where
fluted copper and brass jugs, or perhaps more strictly
ewers, known as kungana by the natives, in every stage of
dilapidation have been entrusted to his repairing powers.
With the simplest of tools and means at his command, he
appears to be able to make every dent vanish; a hammer
and crooked stick seem to do the trick, while leakages are
stopped with equal success. The copper vessels, some-
times plated with zinc and ornamented with tracery, are
not unlike Kashmir work, the true Central Asian specimens
depending solely on form and fluting for decoration.
By way of additional adornment, jugs or ewers are
sometimes chased by modern workers to imitate Indian
work, which quite spoils the original design. So
attractive are the purely fluted ewers that one hopes
it may be long before the enamelled iron introduced by
the Russians takes possession of the homes of such an
artistic race.

In another corner of the mender’s shed I was suddenly
confronted with a sight that for a moment filled me with
horror. Tales of decapitation in public places flashed
into my mind as I seemed to see a place of execution.
Rows of astrakhan heads on poles turned out after all
to be nothing more alarming than a hat stall. It shows

what imagination can do, when I pictured a head inside
each one of them.
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The fruit stalls of the market offer immense choice in
raisins ; on one stall alone I counted seven varieties. Their
uses are many: they are sold mixed with parched peas,
which the natives crunch in handfuls; they are also cooked
in the national dish of pi//au, and further are employed in
making raisin wine, a somewhat sweet syrup. A fruit new
to me was the puchara, rather like an undersized Tunis
date, with a reddish yellow papery skin, the inside being of
a floury consistency and a pleasant acid flavour. The melon
stall has many customers: one cannot think of any market
in Turkestan without associating it with large rose-pink
slices whose black seeds give an accentuating note of colour.
By means of some secret of preserving them they can be
had in a fresh state all the year round. The process is said
to consist of burying them in the sand, and doubtless the
extreme dryness of the atmosphere assists to bring about
the result.

Seeing several stalls furnished with sacks of what at first
I took to be fragments of dark coloured cement bricks, I
asked what species of building material they represented,
and was told they were the refuse of black bread discarded
by the soldiers months previously, and sold in this state to
make kvass, a favourite Russian drink somewhat resembling
very light beer, but such previous treatment did not make
one specially anxious to sample it when occasion offered.

Strolling among the crowd is a prominent object, the
itinerant smoke vender, offering a smoke of his chilim or
native pipe for the fraction of a farthing, but how many
draws are allowed I never ascertained. The pipe itself is
a gourd of artificial shape, mounted in brass. On the top
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is fixed a terra-cotta receptacle to hold the ashes and
tobacco, or else it may be mahorka, a preparation of hemp
seed, somewhat narcotic in its effect. At the side is in-
serted a bamboo stem, and it is the business of the vender
to see that it is in proper working order, and if the smoke
be not to his satisfaction a customer may return the pipe
and ask him to make it draw. This indiscriminate use
of the same mouthpiece seems to offer no objections, and
these can hardly be raised when the price of a smoke is
less than a quarter of a farthing.

After all this was no worse than what was the practice in
my youth of the general ‘ merchant "’ of a certain country
village. Being of an obliging nature, when it came to sell-
ing tooth-brushes, he used to beg his customers: *Tak’
hame twa three o’ them an’ see which ye like, an gie me
back the rest |

Or again, I remember seeing in America a pawnshop
in whose window was a small tray laid out with plates of
false teeth with this tempting invitation on a large label:
“Try us |

Amid all the throng there are few foot-passengers. Like
the southern Irish, no self-respecting native would dream
of being seen otherwise than on the back of a quadruped;
even if only a donkey, and two and even three may be seen
riding an animal at the same time. How the third manages
to cling on to some diminutive pony’s back was at all times
a problem to me. One of the most remarkable features in
a native crowd is the almost total absence of women. A
figure swathed in a long cloak and peeping through a
horsehair face-covering may be noticed at rare intervals,
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but for the most part the women are never seen unless in
the tents of nomadic tribes.

Ashkabad has the advantage of a river near by, the
Mourghab, which the interpreter informed me was one of
the four that flowed out of the Garden of Eden!



CHAPTER II1

RAIDS & RAIDERS

First Invaders—The ¢ Valiant Lion”’—Early Art and Literature—
Prosperous Times—Sultan Sanjar—Fallen Grandeur

And fairest of all streams the Murga roves,
Among Merou’s bright palaces and groves.

HUS sang Tom Moore of the Garden of Eden

river, but I fear if he had seen the reality his song

would have been less tuneful. Merv, or known
by the more musical form of Merou in Persian, once the
“Queen of the World,” is now a vast plain of shapeless
mounds, an occasional remnant of a building rising out of
the debris. Its modern counterpart is called Bairam Al
and New Merv is a separate town seventeen miles distant,
487 miles south of the Caspian Sea. The si.tuajltion of
Old Merv on the Mourghab river offered the most ample
facilities for commerce, while its system of irrigation from
the same source was taken full advantage of from very
early times and reckoned one of the wonders of the world.
Its foundation is lost in the mists of antiquity, but it already
ranked as an important town when the province was under
the sway of the Parthians,

Then a dazzling procession of conquerors tramped
through its borders, Darius the Persian, Alexander the
Great, the Roman Emperors, the Caliphs of Mahomet,
Ginghiz Khan, Tamerlane, and finally the overwhelming

32
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hosts of Russia, from first to last all telling the same tale
of slaughter and spoliation, destruction and death. In the
fifth century a less belligerent spirit was abroad, and before
the sixth century was reached Merv and Samarkand were
both the sees of bishops of the Nestorian Church. Within
a few years of the death of Mahomet his followers had
overrun Persia preparatory to seizing on the town of
Merv. ‘“The Caliph Othman promised the government
of Khorasan to the first general who should enter that
large and populous country, the kingdom of the ancient
Bactrians. The condition was accepted, the prize was
won ; the standard of Mahomet was planted on the walls of
Herat, Merou, and Balkh; and the successful leader neither
halted nor reposed till his foaming cavalry had tasted the
waters of the Oxus.”

In 705 Kutayba, the camel-driver, made a triumphal
entry into Merv as governor of Khorasan, and the city
then served as the headquarters from which he carried
hostilities into the neighbouring provinces. We are not
told if the merciful instructions as issued by Abu Beker,
father-in-law of Mahomet, were followed on those ex-
peditions, but they cast a ray of humanity down the ages
and serve to lighten a dark page of history. * Remember,”
said the successor of the Prophet, * that you are always in
the presence of God, on the verge of death, in the assur-
ance of judgment, and in the hope of Paradise avoid in-
justice and oppression ; consult.-with your brethren, and
study to preserve the love and confidence of your troops.
When you fight the battles of the Lord, acquit yourselves
like men, without turning your backs; but let not your
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victory be stained with the blood of women or children.
Destroy no palm-trees, nor burn any fields of corn. Cut
down no fruit trees, nor do any mischief to cattle, only
such as you kill to eat. When you make any covenant or
article, stand to it, and be as good as your word.” Do not
these instructions show the decadence of civilization, when
one pictures the onslaught of the Germans on the innocent
inhabitants of Belgium and the endless laying waste of the
orchards and vineyards of France?

The spirit of the Prophet’s words pervaded the conduct
of Alp Arslan, the * valiant lion,” as his name implies, the
victorious conqueror of the Roman Empire in Asia in 1072.
His equanimity and generosity to his foes show the highest
type of valour, and indeed were the indirect cause of his
death. After a triumphant march from Bagdad, during
which he crossed the Oxus with an army of 200,000 men,
taking twenty days in the passage, he was about to deal
leniently with the captive general at his feet, who instead of
appreciating such generosity drew a dagger and mortally
wounded him. His dying words were a humble testimony
to his character. *‘In my youth,” said Alp Arslan, “1 was
advised by a sage to humble myself before God ; to dis-
trust my own strength; and never to despise the most
contemptible foe. 1 have neglected these lessons; every
neglect has been deservedly punished. Yesterday as from
an eminence I beheld the numbers, the discipline and the
spirit of my armies the earth seemed to tremble under my
feet; and I said in my heart, Surely thou art the king of
the world, the greatest and most invincible of warriors.
These armies are no longer mine; and, in the confidence
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of my personal strength, I now fall by the hand of an
assassin.” 'The remains of the Sultan were deposited in
the tomb of the Seljukian dynasty, and the passenger might
read and meditate this inscription: ““ ‘O ye who have seen
the glory of Alp Arslan exalted to the heavens, repair to
Meru, and you will behold it buried in the dust.” The
annihilation of the inscription, and the tomb itself, more
forcibly proclaims the unstability of human greatness”
(Gibbon).

This golden period of material prosperity, literature,
and the fine arts extended until the rising of nomadic
tribes brought grief to the heart of Sultan Sanjar, the
grandson of Alp Arslan, through the treachery of Atziz,
‘““Grand Ewer-Bearer ” to the Sultan. The nomadic tribes
of the Khanates of Khiva rose in revolt and, after various
reverses, finally defeated Sultan Sanjar and his army of
100,000 men. This opened the way to the capital, Merv,
and left that opulent city as the prey of the invaders.
“The greedy nomads, spurred to madness by the sight
of so much wealth, seized all that met their eyes, and
then tortured the inhabitants till they revealed their hidden
treasures.”’

Sanjar remained four years a captive, during which time
his wife acted as queen regent. After her death in 1156,
seizing a favourable moment to escape, he reached his
capital, only to die of a broken heart at the desolation that
met his eyes. He was revered as a second Alexander the
Great, and carned the love of his subjects to such a degree
that they prayed for him for long after his decease. He
was a special patron of Persian poetry. His tomb at Merv,
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built by himself, is now one of the most important ruins,
and so enduring was it believed to be that he called it
the Abode of Eternity. Sixty years after his death it was
destroyed by Ginghiz Khan, and earthquakes have not
spared it, but the memory of the Sultan saint still lives in
the hearts of the people, as testified by the numerous
offerings still laid upon his shrine.

The next overwhelming disaster that overtook Merv was
the incursion of the Mongol hordes led by Ginghiz Khan.
Of insignificant origin, born of the tribe of black Tatars in
the region of Mongolia in 1162, this remarkable man rapidly
rose to fame. When little more than a youth he assembled
a diet of the nobles, constituted himself their leader, and
assumed the title of Ginghiz Khan, which means ““ the very
mighty king.” He captured Merv and, it is said, put over
a million of the inhabitants to death. This may possibly be
an exaggeration, though the Mongol method of number-
ing the slain should have made for accuracy—every thou-
sandth corpse was buried head downwards, with the feet
sticking up. He burned and looted to such an extent that
it was long before the city even partially recovered in the
one hundred and fifty years of Mongol rule.

A similar scene reopens with the ravages of Timur or
Tamerlane. A scion of a noble family in the village of
Shakr-i-sabz, forty miles south of Samarkand, in the year
1336, at the age of twelve, he was already dreaming of
conquests, and at the age of twenty-five was regarded as
the saviour of his country. Success followed his arms,
but nothing short of the conquest of the world could
appease such ambitions as possessed him, not even the
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twenty-seven crowns which he had himself placed upon
his head. It is said that “the power of his civil as well
as military government consisted in a deep knowledge of
other countries, which he acquired by his interviews with
travellers and dervishes, so that he was fully acquainted
with all the plans, manceuvres, and political movements
of foreign courts and armies.” ‘“‘His successors reigned
but they did not govern,” and consequently the Central
Asia possessions fell into the hands of the Uzbegs, and
subsequently into those of the Persians.

In the fifteenth century Merv was rebuilt, and its pos-
session alternated between those two peoples until 1795,
when the Emir of Bokhara killed the Persian governor of
Merv, and once more the Uzbegs were in the ascendant.
They utterly demolished the town, and destroyed the dam
at Sultan Beim which helped to fill the canals and streams,
hoping thereby to turn the fertile lands into a desert, as a
defence against the Persians, as well as deporting 40,000
of the inhabitants to Bokhara. Later the Bokhariots used
it for what could now be called a convict settlement. Local
raids disturbed the country at intervals until the final
annexation by Russia in 1881.

The ruins cover a space of about thirty square miles,
surrounded by remnants of the walls, and a towered gate-
way gives access to a large square with fragments of build-
ings, the remains of the fortress destroyed by the Emir of
Bokhara. A still larger space is known as Abdullah Khan
Kalah. The Nestorians lived in the part known as Giaour
Kalat. Little has been done in the matter of excavation,
and it is questionable whether such would repay the time
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and trouble of such a work. The houses, being probably
built of sun-dried bricks, would contain no durable qualities,
and when one thinks of the thoroughness with which towns
were sacked and burned by these far-off conquerors the
chances are exceedingly small that anything of interest
would be left.

“’The pestilence, the desert spear
Smote them ; they passed with none to tell
The names of them that laboured here;
Stark walls and crumbling crucible,
Strait gates, and graves, and ruined well,
Abide, dumb monuments of old,
We know but that men fought and fell,
Like us—like us—for love of gold.”
Anprew Laxa.



CHAPTER IV

THE OASIS OF MERV

Agricultural Encouragement—Tekke Turcoman—Huts—The Tsar’s Farm
—A Day in the Country—High Life—Modern Merv

EAVING the desolation of Old Merv, we come to

the oasis of Merv, which has about 16,000 square

miles under cultivation, but outlines of canals show
to what a much larger extent the land was developed in
former days. The chief crops raised are wheat, rice, cotton,
barley, sesame (an oil-producing seed), and sorghum, which
is a species of millet; while the fruits are famed: grapes,
peaches, apricots, and melons, these last naturally forming
a large proportion of the food of the population.

In the matter of forestry the Russian Government has
done much for the country, planting vast quantities of
poplars and willows that find their natural soil by the
water-courses, and mulberries, whose leaves are employed
to feed the silkworms, in order to develop still further the
silk trade. Large quantities of the raw silk are exported
to France, and when I asked the reason why factories were
not established in Turkestan, to thus save the freight, I
was told it cost less in the end, as labour was so much
cheaper in France, and women could be employed there
in the factories.

The Tekke Turcomans, who are the dominating race in
Turkestan, have vast herds of camels, horses, cattle, sheep,
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and goats. The horses are wonderfully strong, well-bred
little animals, and their endurance on long journeys is
proverbial, travelling sixty to seventy miles a day for
several days on end, fortified, it is often said, by the balls
of barley meal and sheep’s-tail fat given them on such
occasions. As a rule their feeding consists of barley and
chopped straw, but, if necessary, they have even been
known to share their master’s meal of pi/lau. They are
never stabled, but merely picketed in the open, covered
with layers of felt clothing, the number of rugs increasing
according to the age of the horse.

The Tekke Turcomans live in huts of tent shape, kibitka
as they are called. The process of their erection is very
simple. A framework is first made of poplar poles; this
is covered with felt and reed mats, while inside the huts
are lined with carpets, in the making of which the Tur-
comans are famed, though Russian taste and aniline dyes
are fast destroying the native colouring. The food of the
people consists chiefly of mutton, fruit, and vegetables;
butter is unknown, but milk of various animals in the form
of a kind of Devonshire cream, or cream cheese, is much
used. Their women are not *‘ purdah,” and are even un-
veiled, though a coquettish jewelled fringe surrounds their
foreheads, partially concealing their eyes.

The women’s robes in shape much resemble those of
the men, and are made of sheep or camel wool. The men
invariably wear the kkalar and sheepskin head-coverings,
and full trousers tucked into long boots, with the strange
appendage of high heels—patches of shagreen are added
for smart effect. The mountain boots have turned-up toes
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and high pointed heels, to which are added spikes to give
additional foothold on precipitous paths, and must be most
uncomfortable wear. Worn with those boots are chamois-
leather trousers, of ample volume, elaborately embroidered
in red and green silk—the work of the women.

After the annexation by Russia the first thing done was
to try to improve the irrigation works in order to increase
the wealth of the country, and for this purpose the services
of the late Sir Colin Scott-Moncrieff were placed at the
disposal of the Russian Government, with gratifying re-
sults, for something like 200,000 acres were thereby gained
and handed over to the Tsar Alexander II. in order that
experiments of all kinds might be tried in agriculture and
fruit-growing. This tract of land is near Old Merv, or
Bairam Ali, as it is now called, and the T'sar settled some
three hundred emancipated serfs to help to colonize it.
Fruit trees of all kinds were planted ; the results exceeded
the highest anticipation, the pears even surpassing the
finest French ones. Vines were grown in order that their
produce might supply the great demand for raisins, and
also as a means of helping the wine trade, while other fruits
were canned and made into preserves. I spent a most
interesting day among ancient ruins and modern cultiva-
tion. Having wired to the manager of the estate, who lived
at the Tsar’s residence, much to the perturbation of the
interpreter, who tried to emphasize his social standing by
explaining: * But you see he is a great man ' (the manager).
“Never mind,” I said, “ put it as politely as you can, and
say I was told by the Petrograd authorities to address my-
self to the officials.” But receiving no reply from them,
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owing no doubt to Russian dilatory habits, I went on my
way.

For those desiring to visit Old Merv, or Bairam Ali—so
named after a Persian chief who protected the people of
Merv from marauding bands in the eighteenth century—it
13 necessary to stay at the Russian town of New Merv, about
seventeen miles distant, in order to find accommodation.
In about an hour by train we reached our objective, and
at the station a smart #ro/ka was waiting, in response to my
appeal. Three fine horses formed the team ; the two outer
ones galloped along, their necks curved outwards, while the
middle one trotted for all he was worth in order to keep
pace with the other two. The coachman was of portly build,
in a scarlet shirt, while on his head he wore a low-crowned
white beaver hat with a mother-of-pearl buckle in front.

Inside the troika was seated a female, her head rolled in
a white scarf, who hailed me in English. She proved to be
the gouvernante, or lady housekeeper, sent to meet me.
We drove to the palace, where I was received by the
manager, General Alexander Mikhailov, who apologized for
the absence of his wife, who was spending the day in Merv.

A handsome stone residence had been built for the
manager, or possibly it was erected -on such a scale on the
off chance of a visit from the Tsar himself, and it was even
provided with marble baths, which were proudly displayed
to me.

How little could any of us have then guessed that within
five years British troops would find accommodation beneath
its roof. 'The rooms were large and lofty ; an icon, with its
little red lamp burning in front of it, hung in the corner of
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each one, but otherwise there was no attempt at furnishing
as we know it in our homes.

I was given déjeuner while the General sat by playing
patience and chewing dried apricots, which seemed rather
odd behaviour at lunch. At the conclusion of the repast a
samovar was brought in and tea was served, accompanied
by an excellent liqueur neither strong nor sweet, after which
the sroika was again ordered to take me round Old Merv.

Mrs Snowden, the lady housekeeper, was my escort, and
talked all the time, pouring out the entire family history
like the pages of a Russian novel, which enabled me to
glean who everyone was and the history of those carrying
on this work, while we galloped along on our way to Old
Merv. She herself was half Italian and half German, and
was married to an Englishman, which qualified her on his
death for coming to Russia as an English governess. She
remained on in the General’s household as gouvernante,
and had a board hung on the wall of her room on which
were suspended all the palace keys—rather a confiding way
of guarding them.

We careered wildly over fallen grandeurs, the outside
horses leaping over every obstacle, and every bell jingling
on the gaily decorated harness. The coachman apparently
had every reliance on himself, driving with a rein in each
hand as is the Russian custom. I remarked to Mrs Snowden,
in order to gain, if possible, something of confidence, that
he seemed a careful driver, when my fears were far from
being allayed by her saying: *“ Yes, he has been seventeen
years with us, but he still has accidents ; last week he stuck
in a hole and upset the carriage !’ Of course if one could
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have seen the track, the mounds, the crevasses we cleared,
such a statement would have caused no surprise. Through
it all the old lady sat unmoved, but surreptitiously I had
to grasp the low side of the sroika.

At length we arrived without accident at the orchards,
which were over a thousand acres in extent, and were
impressed with all the Russians had done. Everywhere
wells were being bored—one had to be sunk 700 feet
deep before reaching water—and an American company
were devising pumps by which to get the water raised.

After our perilous drive we returned to the palace, where
hospitality was again offered in the shape of tea, and then I
was pressed to join in a game of tennis with the house party
and a few of their friends.

Without disgracing myself 1 might have taken part, for
what kind of play can be expected of officers in full uniform
and military caps on their heads? For I found that it was
considered quite unpermissible for an officer to appear
without his coat in the company of ladies.

The following day as I passed through Bairam Ali the
General’s wife and Mrs Snowden came to the train to see
me, bearing an offering of a bunch of mauve irises and
lilac stuck in a mushroom-pickle bottle with the label still
intact! So characteristically Russian-like |

New Merv is laid out on the usual lines which I have
described in speaking of Ashkabad, much like an Indian
station. Fine avenues are planted of double rows of trees,
chiefly silver poplars and acacias, with a ditch of running
water between, giving a cool effect which is very grateful
in the sweltering months of summer when there is little to
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mitigate the heat. There are no punkahs, so the doors and
windows of the bungalows have to be closed from eight a.m.
till sunset to keep out the burning air. Ice, too, is almost
unknown ; indeed I have heard that its use is forbidden
for fear of producing fever. Like all Russian military
stations, there are no health-giving forms of exercise;
drink, dancing, and card-playing seem the only diversions
in vogue, and for these a casino is provided, hung with
portraits of the Russian crowned heads.

A large church, with the usual five domes, ministers to
their religious necessities, and a school not far off attends
to the educational wants of the community. It is quite a
feature in the life of Merv to see every morning bands of
girls, neatly dressed with white pinafores to protect their
frocks, and handkerchiefs tied over their heads, all on their
way to school.

'The hotel was a small one, on a scale that is known as a
nomer, with one girl in attendance, who long before 1 was
dressed in the morning used to dash like a whirlwind into
my room, pour out showers of questions in Russian, though
I was unable to reply, and swish about with a damp cloth.
She surprised me one day when I paid her my washing bill
by displaying a stout limb and thrusting the money into her
stocking, explaining as she did so that she had no pockets.

There are no basins to empty, as throughout Central
Asia in ordinary houses and inns the only washing arrange-
ments provided are a diminutive fixed-in basin with a hole
and no plug. The tiny trickle of water from a brass-spouted
can hung on the wall can be turned on to spout up or to
spout down, but in any case, with all one’s skill, much must
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escape before doing more than moistening the face and
hands. There are no sitting-rooms in these smaller hotels,
and food is served in the bedrooms. An eatable meal was
provided once a day, about noon, and to supplement this
for supper I had cheese and fruit, and eggs cooked by
means of a spirit-lamp—a necessary part of one’s luggage.
Good white bread was nearly always obtainable, and when
fresh the native flat scones, called Jepeshki, were not to be
despised. Nor was even the Persian bread of muffin-like
consistency (made in lengths of six or eight inches wide and
sold by the yard) to be disregarded. This is an especially
convenient form for such provender, as it can be rolled
up and thrust into the saddle-bags in universal use on every
camel, horse, or donkey back. After a few days of such
treatment the teeth are to be envied that can masticate it |
The town of Merv is of importance as being the junction
of a narrow-gauge railway to Khusk, on the Afghan frontier,
the making of which caused some agitation in Great Britain
and India, and fears were openly expressed of what Russia’s
further intentions might be. Lord Salisbury wrote in 1874:
““Russia must advance to Merv ultimately, and we have
no power or interest to prevent it ’’; and again in 1880:
““Russia will be entirely unable to attack Herat until she
has got the railway at least as far as Mesched ; and I think
I may safely put that day beyond the lifetime of this genera-
tion ”—a far-seeing vision, and one that may still hold
good. Peter the Great with not less astuteness records
in his will: * We must progress as much as possible in the
direction of Constantinople and India. He who can once get
possession of these places is the real ruler of the world.”



CHAPTER V

THE TOWN OF CHAR]JUI

Captain Burnaby—Boats on the Amu Daria—Religious Devotees—
Oriental Law Court—Prison Conditions—Pleasures and Palaces

HEN the mention of Khiva is made to me it
§ ;‘ ; is almost invariably followed by two questions:
Where is it, and Why did you wish to go there?
To the first I can best reply by saying that it is that
district of Turkestan lying to the south of the Aral Sea,
and bounded on the west by the Caspian, on the east
by the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand, with Persia
lying far to the south. To the second question, I saw a
more or less blank space on the map and was filled with
a desire to see what lay on this seemingly nameless tract.
Captain Burnaby’s famous Ride t0 Khiva, in 1876, a
book which made a great sensation in its day, though
but little known at the present time, gives one some idea
of what it is like. The knowledge of the country through
which he passed has been but little increased, a country
which in size is double that of Great Britain, with a
native population of about a million in the Khanate.
There are three ways by which the town of Khiva can be
reached. First, by riding, or driving in a camel-cart called
a telega, across the desert from a station on the Tashkent-
Orenburg Railway called Kasalinsk, where there is a ferry
across the Syr Daria. Second, by following the course of
47
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the River Amu Daria on camel-back or cart from Charjui,
a station on the Transcaspian Railway, some 450 miles
from Khiva. Third, by boat from the same starting-point;
which route I selected, as I heard that a small paddle
steamer sailed once a fortnight for the convenience of those
stationed at the military post of Petro Alexandrovsk, and
there might be a chance of my being granted accommodation
on board, and so achieving the joutney in a space of time
varying from five to twenty days. However, even with this
uncertainty, it was preferable to a desert journey, with all
the attendant discomforts of possible sandstorms, and no
shelter by night except such as is afforded by the back of 2
recumbent camel or an upturned cart. Made roads are
non-existent, as are post-houses of any kind. A railway is
in contemplation on the left bank of the river. Knowing
the dilatoriness of all officials in those regions in making
arrangements, I decided to spend a few days in Charjui
before starting for Khiva, and, at the same time, to see
what there was of interest in the old town, distant about
seven miles from the modern Russian one. This last has a
certain amount of trading traffic on the River Amu Daria,
near which it is built, and native boats are paddled ot
towed up and tap the resources of even Afghanistan, of
which, in the higher reaches, it forms the frontier.

The native boats, or cajougues as they are called, are often
of primitive construction, literally dug-outs, or else they
are made of wood hollowed out by hand and caulked with
mud and cotton. These are made for 100 roubles, but 2
Russian one costs as much as 1000 roubles. They can
carry a cargo of 1000 poods, a pood being about equal to
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forty English pounds. They are worked by a paddle, a
long-handled implement terminating in a flat heart-shaped
end, which, one would imagine, could not be a very power-
ful means of propelling such heavy boats; but as in all
Eastern doings, time is of no consideration.

Old Charjui, similar to all native towns of Central Asia,
is walled round, and dominated by a citadel, which is still
further protected by a wall and gates (rigidly closed at
eight p.M.), and to it the inhabitants used to fly for refuge
on warning being given of Turcoman raids. It is now the
peaceful residence of a Beg, or governor, who administers
justice in accordance with native laws and customs, and he
is the chief Beg of Bokhara district. The laws the Russians
have not altered, nor do they proselytize in matters of
religion, After passing through one of the gates in the
outer wall I met a crowd of religious devotees who, like
Tommy Tucker, were busy singing for their supper, in
nasal tones which reverberated through the narrow streets,
and were not unlike some old Scotch psalm tune. The
streets are roofed over, with the usual open-fronted shops,
where eggs could be purchased for three shillings a hun-
dred, and a special kind of marmalade made of finely
chopped carrots in honey. Here and there were groves
of white mulberries, whose fruit was then ripe and lay in
luscious heaps all around : a superstitious fear that they
cause fever forbids their consumption by the natives, but I
ate freely and suffered no ill effects. '

We mounted an easy flight of steps to the great door of
the citadel and inside found a row of old, grey-bearded,
turbaned retainers, all more or less decrepit, and in keeping
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with their weapons of the most primitive description which
hung behind them on the wall. Such a picture might have
been seen three hundred years ago, the flintlocks ending in
a species of pitchfork, all interspersed with curved swords
and scimitars. Having been passed on by the guard, the
Beg’s interpreter next appeared, a young man, a native,
speaking Russian, Arabic, Afghanisky, Persian, and Sart
dialects.

The day of my visit happened to fall on market day, and
consequently all who had petitions to present or griev-
ances to right swarmed up in crowds to see the Beg. I
accompanied them until we reached the courtyard of the
citadel, where we found the Beg seated on the floor at
an open window about to open a case of horse-stealing.
Grouped in front of him were the accused, the witnesses,
and the owners of the horse. Officials with long wands of
office made all kneel down, and showed undue partiality by
cuffing the thief more than once, and violently shaking his
abettor. Witnesses were encouraged to tell all they knew,
and in twenty minutes the case was proved, and the owner
was asked whether he would have the value of the horse or
the man imprisoned. Needless to say he chose the former,
and the thief was led off by the jailer to receive thirty-nine
strokes with the birch-rod, or its equivalent, and be im-
prisoned until the sum was paid. The regulation scale is
as follows: for the first theft without murder, thirty-nine
strokes with the rod; for the second, seventy-five strokes
and imprisonment ; and for the third, the culprit is hung
on market day on a gibbet, and the body left hanging for
two or three days as a warning to others. By payment for
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the article stolen, and expenses, a thief can escape im-
prisonment, provided the injured party is satisfied, but he
does not escape the beating. The prison is just outside
the entrance to the citadel, and on entering one is led back
to the Middle Ages to find men with iron collars padlocked
to chains fastened to a long beam on the stone floor, and
hanging outside are more chains and a heavy pointed
hammer to hammer on the collars. The more unruly have,
in addition, their feet in the stocks; mats are given them
to sleep on, but they are not allowed out except for neces-
sary purposes, and the only ventilation and light are from
narrow slits in the wall just beneath the roof. Food is
supplied by their relatives or charitably disposed persons,
as none is provided, and for a small gift the prisoners
bowed low and stroked down their beards, which is their
polite form of expressing thanks. In the case of murder
there is a regulated scale of value, 800 to 1000 roubles for
a man, and about half that sum for a woman.

Turning from low to high life, I was presented to the
Beg, who shook hands, and then I was ushered into a long
room in the centre of which was a table laid with eighteen
dishes of sweets and fancy biscuits, a special light meal,
intended to do honour to a guest, called dasturkhan. This
consisted of some sweets made of fruit, which were most
acceptable, after a sketchy meal in the early morning, and
even a dish of rather shrivelled Caucasus oranges was not
to be despised, nor were the tumblers of pale-coloured tea.
The rooms of the palace were purely Oriental in style and
decoration. The walls were lined with carved and gilt wall
niches like pigeon-holes, to serve the purpose of drawers
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or cupboards, while the floors were spread with rugs of
native manufacture. The interpreter took us to his room,
truly a prophet’s chamber, overlooking the entrance gate,
with a fine view of the city from the window, and on the low
table was set a dish of pi//au, the national food, rice cooked
in mutton fat through which were scattered shreds of meat
and raisins. The bowl was shared by the interpreter and
my Russian servant, who scooped up balls of the mixture
in their fingers with amazing rapidity. I saw there would
be small chance of my getting any without the help of
something more than fingers, so a battered teaspoon was
found which greatly assisted, and I kept a corner of the
dish to myself and partook only of the dry rice, as the
bottom layer so reeked of mutton fat.

The Beg then said he would like to be photographed, and
for this purpose attired himself in his best kkalat, made
of a pink and black European brocade; but not wishing
this touch of vanity to be made public, he seated himself
in-no greater prominence than at the window of his room,
and I fear the result hardly did justice to the benevolent-
looking old gentleman. He has also a summer palace in
the town, which is a one-storey pavilion-like building, with
delightful gardens and small lakes, and groves of white
mulberries, the fruit of which was lying in golden heaps on
the ground. Vines were rampant over the trees and pet-
golas, and flitting about were green parakeets and bright
blue birds, said to be the blue crow, while in the evening
nightingales were to be heard everywhere. Apricot-trees
line the streets and the fruit is plucked for jam when about
the size of a cherry, and very delicious it is.
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On his victorious campaign Alexander the Great crossed
the Oxus at Charjui, where is now an iron-girder railway
bridge over a mile in length, which forms an imposing
feature in the landscape, and of which I was to get a still
better idea on the day that I left in the steamer for Khiva.



CHAPTER VI

THE JOURNEY TO KHIVA FROM CHAR]JUI

Woashing Arrangements—Life on the Amu Daria—Sandstorm—
Mennonites— Caiougues and Carts—Bahai Disciples
HE day of departure for Khiva at length
arrived, and as the boat left at eight am. I
spent the previous night on board: a cabin
had been reserved for me, thanks to the kindness of
Romanoffsky of the Russian agency at Bokhara. The
starting-point of the boat is about one and a half miles
from the railway station of Charjui, and to reach it one
had to plough through an expanse of dust.

The steamers are entirely military ones, and the officers
have a prior claim to the five cabins, which offer no luxuries,
and in which there are no berths, merely a broad shelf on
which to lay one’s rug and cushion ; while washing arrange-
ments are confined to a small metal can with a spout at the
bottom which hangs outside the saloon and allows water to
escape almost drop by drop into the palms of one’s hands.
One morning [ asked for a pail of the river water, but had
one used it one might as well have taken a mud-bath. There
was a small saloon, or “* cuddy,” for that just describes it,
which was overcrowded with twelve passengers, and at
times it was suffocatingly hot. A meal was usually served
about twelve a.M. and another at seven-thirty p.M., while
the hours between were occupied by the Russians in drink-
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ing countless tumblers of tea and in endless talk. I used
to wonder if their own proverb ever came into their minds :
“The tongue has no bones yet it can break bones.” The
menu for the first day’s dinner was as follows: mutton
broth, boiled sturgeon with pickles, and a so-called plum
pudding ; while the supper consisted of sausages and
apples.

I was early awakened by the tramp of what seemed
regiments of men; in reality I suppose there was only
one. Each spare inch of the boat was occupied ; there was
no steerage provision, so the natives lay on every vacant
corner, a double row of them round the outside of the
saloon, while on both paddle-boxes there was a fine encamp-
ment of Turcomans, Kirghiz, and Sarts; some of them
had bundles and felt rugs—these last stamped in patterns
of red, blue, and brown—while others were the proud pos-
sessors of pushtins or Afghan fur-lined coats, and enviable
rugs and saddle-bags, not omitting to mention the native
pipe or chillim, one of which had the ashes retained by a bit
of old chain armour. The deck was laid with metal plates
nailed down, so no scrubbing was necessary; indeed it
would have been impossible owing to the crowded state of
the boat. We started off in fine style, but in a quarter of an
hour the bow was firmly wedged into the bank. I should
have thought that in spite of a strong current this could
have been avoided, and it took us two hours to get off,
thanks to poling and punting and shoving by the soldiers.
I afterwards found this was our daily rate of progression,
as we seldom did more than ten minutes to half-an-hour
without this happening. The river is nevertheless worthy
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of the encomium passed upon it by the late Lord Curzon
in his book on Central Asia. He says:

“’The Gihon of Eden, that encompasseth the whole land
of Ethiopia, the Vak-Shu of Sanscrit literature, the Oxus of
the Greeks, the Amu Daria, or River Sen of the Tatars, no
river, not even the Nile, can claim a nobler tradition or
a more illustrious history. Descending from the hidden
Roof of the World, its waters tell of forgotten peoples and
whisper secrets of unknown lands. They are believed to have
reached the cradle of our race. Long the legendary water-
mark between Iran and Turan, they have worn a channel
deep into the fate of humanity. World-wide conquerors,
an Alexander and a Tamerlane, slaked their horses’ thirst in
the Oxus stream ; Eastern poets drank inspiration from its
fountains ; Arab geographers boasted of it as superior in
volume, in depth, and in breadth toall the rivers of the earth.”

The River Amu Daria, or ancient Oxus, rises in the
Pamirs, and after a course of 1500 miles is discharged by
several mouths into the Aral Sea. The water begins to rise
in April and is at its lowest in November. In parts it is
wide, almost like an inland sea, but without enormous
expense will never be of much use for navigation because
of the heavy deposit which is carried down. In some
winters it is frozen as far south as Charjui, the ice melting
by the end of January. The water was so shallow that
constant soundings with a pole had to be taken. The boat
could draw 34 feet of water, but as a rule the pole showed
4 feet; 140 feet is its greatest depth.

Matthew Arnold in his inimitable language thus describes
the course of the Oxus:
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““ But the majestic river floated on
Out of the mist and hum of the lowland,
Into the frosty starlight, and there moved
Rejoicing, through the hushed Chorasmian waste
Under the solitary moon : he flow’d
Right for the Polar Star, past Orinje,
Brimming, and bright, and large : then sands begin
To hem his watery march, and dam his streams,
And split his currents; that for many a league,
The shorn and parcell’d Oxus strains along
Through beds of sand and matted rushy isles—
Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he had
In his high mountain cradle in Pamere,
A foil'd circuitous wanderer: till at last
The long’d for dash of waves is heard, and wide
His luminous home of waters opens, bright
And tranquil, from whose floor the new bath’d stars
Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea.”

We had on board the new commandant of the district of
Khiva and his wife, going to Petro Alexandrovsk, he much
medalled, and speaking a little French, but his wife Russian
only. We tied up every evening about seven-thirty, owing
to navigation difficulties, and in my mind one unforgettable
picture remains of a village with its lights twinkling like
glow-worms and a fleet of boats resting on the water like
giant white moths. A sandstorm was a less pleasant experi-
ence. One calm sunny morning I saw in the distance what
looked like a genuine Scotch mist; suddenly it was upon
us, and for hours a hot wind blew, carrying with it a
suffocating cloud of sand. We had to tie up, every crevice
was closed that was possible; the steerage passengers lay
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face downwards as flat on the deck as space would permit,
their bodies and even.their heads rolled in &kalats and
blankets to try to keep out the atmosphere that would
choke them if breathed directly. Towards evening it was
past, but I thought we should never get rid of the sand
that lay thick in the closed cabins.

Soon after leaving Charjui we passed a range of square-
looking, flat-topped hills, or perhaps they are better de-
scribed as high mounds, which tradition declares to be the
bones of the horse of the prophet Elijah. The prophet
leaped on horseback across the river to convert the natives
to Mohammedanism, and as he did so the dust rose on
the opposite side where he landed and left a permanent
memorial of his missionary journey.

“ Away from earth he travelled ; yet he somehow seemed
to know

The road, as if his weary steps had trod it long ago:

And was not that the wilderness, to which he once had fled?

And that the lonely juniper where he had wished him dead?

And was not that the cave where he had sat in sullen mood,

Until he heard the still small voice that touched his heart
with good ?

And was not that the road by which from Carmel he had
run

Before the chariot of the king about the set of sun? ”

There is not much cultivation until reaching Tonya
Myonu, meaning * the camel’s rest,” and at that spot the
telegraph wire crosses the river. On the left bank there is
a thick scrub of willow, poplar, birch, prickly acacia with
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thorns five to six inches long, tamarisk, and a willow-
looking silvery leafed tree known as the djidda, that gives
out an aromatic perfume when crushed, tall reeds and
grasses with an undergrowth of liquorice. In this jungle
may be found wild boar, deer of various species, wolves,
and, farther east, leopards and tigers. The shores are the
home of countless varieties of birds: wild geese, black
eagle, wagtails of different kinds, pigeons, blue crow, yellow
oriole, and many others. The right bank is an absolute
desert, though remnants of mud-houses are still to be seen,
bearing out the tradition that before the devastating raids
of Ginghiz Khan took place, that side was so thickly popu-
lated that a cat could leap from house to house along that
now desolate shore.

When we stopped, all the steerage passengers swarmed
out to cook their evening meal; several seemed to club
together in order to prepare it and then consume the large
bowls of pillau, while also sharing a chillim, and these little
chattering groups round the fire seemed to eat half the
night.

A halt of two hours made a little diversion at a place
called Darganata, some three miles off, but one could see
its old walls rising above the thickets of willows and tall
reeds. The paddle steamer was hauled up on to the edge of
the bank and tethered in the jungle, where there was not
even a sign of any landing-place. A lighter was there to
pump in oil, and it took off a sack of meat and a heap of
what I thought were patent bricks, till I was told they were
bread for the military | No attempt was made to keep them
free of dust or dirt: Later in my journey I met them again
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in the form of crusts being taken in truckloads to make
kvass, the favourite Russian drink.

We had on board two Mennonites who belonged to a
colony near Khiva, Christians of a very austere kind. 1 do
not know if they approved of conversation or not, but one
said he would answer any questions I liked to ask him,
but in the way of conversation one could go little further.
They are German-speaking in the form of Plattdeutsch, and
the sect is called Mennonite after Simon Menno, the founder
of the later school of Anabaptists in Holland. He was born
in 1496, and officiated for some years as a priest, but
finally from conviction left the Romish church : he gathered
a considerable following, who settled first in Russia, and
their chief tenets now appear to be—objection to military
service, refusal to serve in any capacity under any govern-
ment they consider non-Christian, and the practice of adult
baptism. They are opposed to vaccination. They have
no ordained clergy, but a leader is chosen in a colony to
direct spiritual and temporal matters.

When military service was made compulsory in Prussia
they migrated to the Crimea and districts near the Volga.
In 1880 some Mennonites of the latter colonies got carried
away by the fanaticism of one of their number, who vowed
that he had received orders from on high to proceed to
Turkestan. The party disagreed as to the ultimate destina-
tion, and so divided, one going to Aulieata, and the other
to a spot nine miles from Khiva ; in both places they have
prosperous colonies, and in the latter district have re-

claimed from the salt marshes large tracts of land now well
cultivated.
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Before leaving the boat the captain tried to make diffi-
culties about my permit; luckily I had a letter from the
British Embassy, but as he knew no English the General’s
card commending me to the kind offices of the Russians
in Khiva had more weight, and for two roubles he agreed
to give me a paper duly filled up. The General’s French
acquired greater fluency on the voyage as at our table of
six I sat on one side of him and he daily limped along in
his halting speech. His wife sat on his other side, and
with three officers who talked Russian all the time our
number was complete. The other tables were reserved for
Urgentsch commercial travellers, who listened with bated
breath to the words that dropped from the Aauz ton, but
they did not venture to join in the conversation. The
manners of all left much to be desired, salt was scooped
up with their knives and bread speared on their forks, while
the General and his wife shared each other’s dishes and
tumbler.

The journey was accomplished well within a week, but
never was an arrival less welcomed. At six-thirty p.m. the
boat drew up on the blank shore of a vast desert expanse,
without a stick or stone to mark the landing. A native
cafouque, or boat, was in waiting, with two or three natives
ready to take off the passengers. The General remarked :
“ C'est comme Paradis.”” Anything more unlike what one
has been taught to imagine Paradise to be, it would be
hard to find. 1 suppose I looked for an explanation, for he
said slowly : *“ Parce gu'il n’y a pas des maisons.” The natives
all swarmed out with their bundles into the caiougue, but I
felt that if I had to remain for ever nothing would induce
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me to go with that crowd, and night approaching. I was
further discouraged, if that was possible, by the General
pointing out the chef des caiougues, a wild-looking Khivan,
who volunteered the information that another caiougue
could come the following morning. I was thus left with
the Mennonites and commercials, who all wished to start
at three a.M. in order to reach Novi Urgentsch, our first
stopping-place, before twelve, but I shall always feel glad
to have seen the picturesque departure of the first caiougue
sailing off into the sunset not unlike some Viking ship of old.

The next excitement was the departure of the General,
Two amazing carriages, such as could only be produced
in Russia, dashed up with three mounted guards. The
General and his wife occupied one, which literally was
about the size of a modern perambulator, while the maid
and officer got into the other, and off they all galloped
across the reedy ground, which was destitute of even a
track. I still marvel how they escaped being thrown out,
as that species of carriage has neither sides nor back. No
one seemed to mind, not even the General’s wife, a lady of
a certain age, who wore a brown sailor hat and was said to
be a martyr to indigestion. Before starting next morning
at five-thirty the captain took a photograph of me as being
the first Englishwoman to go to Khiva. Along with us
on the cajougie were a few natives, a Tatar, two Russian
traders, the two Mennonites, and my servant. We left
before sunrise, *“ and the first grey of morning filled the
east, and the fog rose out of the Oxus stream.” That sight
I shall never forget—of a grey dusk, and then the sun as
it rose lighting up the faces of our strange Turcoman
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crew in their dark red kkalats and black sheepskin busbies.
Their robes were girdled by waist-belts of embroidered
bath towels and checked house dusters, while they re-
freshed themselves frequently with straw-coloured tea out
of handleless cups, which when empty they thrust into the
folds of their robes, and sucked green snuff out of their
gourd snuff bottles, which is the Turcoman form of enjoy-
ing tobacco. The caiougue, with its mascot of horsehair at
the prow, was not uncomfortable, though dusty to a degree,
owing to its being daubed inside with mud instead of pitch,
but rugs were spread and we sat upon our luggage. Three
men paddled with what I can only describe as long-handled
butter-pats, and a loop of rope was used instead of a row-
lock ; they may have tried to keep time but utterly failed
to do so, and it was thanks to the stream, which carried us
along at quite a fast rate, that after two hours on the river
we entered the canal which leads to Novi Urgentsch.

The canal was crossed at frequent intervals by trestle
bridges, devoid of parapets of any kind, of fragile con-
struction, which were never repaired till someone fell
through. Poplar sticks were laid along the supports, and
these were then covered over with stones and turf sods;
none too wide for wheeled traffic, they certainly did not
allow space for a skittish horse, so prudence always said to
me “ Get down " when on future occasions our road led us
by such danger tracks.

Along the sides of both river and canal are water-wheels,
called shigeer, for irrigation purposes. These are turned
by camels, oxen, horses, and donkeys blindfolded, as they
are driven round and round in a very narrow circle. The
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creak of the wheel and the swish of the water as each jar
empties itself into the ditch made to carry it to the land
are unforgettable sounds. Some wheels are of double con-
struction, and are driven in this case by the river current,
All this irrigation is native planned, but the Russian Govern-
ment had shortly before sent one of their officers to study
such work in India. Nothing can be grown in Turkestan
except by such artificial means, and where carried out the
desert can indeed be made to blossom as the rose.

The cajougue journey being ended, there still remained
some miles to be covered by cart before we reached Novi
Urgentsch. These native carts, or arbas, are strongly built,
and have enormous wheels, five to seven feet in diametet,
in order to negotiate mud-holes; they have broad wooden
spokes, and no iron rims, but instead are heavily iron-
studded, and of course there are no springs, so the jolting
sensation on these high raised studs may be better imagined
than described. In addition, a ladder is almost required
by which to ascend to the body of the cart, as the shaft is
set so high. I started by walking, but eventually dust and
distance overcame my decision to go on foot, and clamber-
ing up by the spokes I entered Novi Urgentsch in proper
style.

On arrival there I was told by the Russian authorities
to ask for the house of the Khan of Khiva’s Minister of
Finance, Buchaloff by name, who would provide accom-
modation, as there are no inns of any kind. Unfortunately
he was from home. His nephew and three or four other
natives were seated on the floor of a windowless room,
around a fire sunk in the floor, and waiting, like Micawber,
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1. Wall enclosing tombs of the Emirs of Khokand.
2. Kibitkas, Kirghiz huts, covered with mats and felt.
3» A cart disaster on the high road to Khiva, The boxes are ornamented with strips
coloured tin.
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1. Harrowing in Khiva. The harrow is a black of wood in which pegs of wood are
inserted, and is drawn by oxen. The driver stands on it to add weight.
2. The town walls of Rlbl\'h,zvll'rl, built of mud.

3. Weaving silk in Bokhara. Getting the web under white mulberry trees.

4. Water wheel, or Shigeer,
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for something to turn up. They had no power to grant
accommodation in the absence of the Minister at Khiva,
and darkness had nearly fallen before I at length found a
room in what was called the Cloob! This consisted of a
music hall; a room for meals, and a small room opening off
it stored with bottles and rubbish of all kinds. This was
cleared out (the footlights being left) and I installed my-
self and camp-bed, and a table and chair were provided.
Such a strange odour pervaded the place that I had to
send Fritz for a disinfectant and sprayed it all thoroughly.
There was no fastening of any kind to the door, so I insisted
on a nail and piece of string. Fritz got housed with a
Russian family, who obligingly shared their room with him.

The mud walls which once surrounded Novi Urgentsch
are now partially destroyed ; its native quarter consists of
the usual mud-built houses, with a raised platform in front,
upon which the owner spends the greater part of the day,
either for pleasure or business. The Russian quarter con-
sists of wooden houses, with a bank, the Russo-Asiatic
Bank, with its German manager, a post and telegraph office,
a church and European store.

Novi Urgentsch is the centre of the cotton trade, in the
district of Khiva, and has two market days in the week,
Sunday and Thursday, on which days only are the shops
open, when samples of most of the Khivan tribes are to be
met with, and strings of those imposing-looking Bactrian
camels, very often led by a diminutive donkey.

Whilst prowling round the town I came on a burying-
ground. Bodies are buried sitting, with gourds and such-
like personal possessions beside them; a small house of
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poplar sticks and mud is then built over them. This in
time, of course, disintegrates, and skulls and bones were
lying about in all directions, where animals had intruded.

One walk brought another strange experience, though
this time of a pleasanter nature. I found a group seated on
a rug playing cards; one of them was our Persian fellow-
passenger of the boat, and he explained his host was a
dealer in carpets and tea (but I found everyone in Novi
Urgentsch dealt in something, or else his house served
as a depot for stores). This led to some trivial conversa-
tion, and 1 left, to be overtaken by one of the group, who
begged me to come into his house, as he had some English
publications to show me. Curious to see what they were,
I found them to be The Star of the East, the American
publication of the sect of the Bahais. He was overjoyed
to find anyone who had ever heard of the name, wrung
my hand, and presented me with a charming little purse
of native make as a remembrance * from the East to the
West.” Curiously enough, the day happened to be the
birthday of Abdul Bahai, the leader of the sect, which 13
regarded as a festival, so the table was set out with tea
and sweetmeats, and the Persian and another Bahai were
celebrating it alone in that remote region.

As a further remembrance they gave me their rosaries,
made, they said, of jade from Afghanistan. Oneis curiously
like a yellow stone found in parts of Baltistan and there
made into bowls and cups; the other of a dark green
semi-opaque stone which was quite new to me.

Some of the houses have lovely old pillars carved at the
foot in an ascending design, supporting balconies; or, if
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the pillars be not carved, they are painted in red, blue,
green and white encircling lines.

Before leaving Novi Urgentsch I called on Buchaloff,
and found him to be an imposing-looking person, clad
in a dark-red-and-green-striped silk kkalat, with a mixed
yellow and purple shawl tied round his waist: he invited
me to share a seat on a tug, and offered hospitality on my
return journey from Khiva. Conversation flagged, and I
left after a mutual expression of hoping to meet there, for
which journey, he said, the Beg, the local governor, would
provide a carriage. I do not know whether indirectly the
Beg provided the droshky, but directly it was procured for
me by a trader who refused payment for the use of it. It
was literally a basket on wheels, and incapable of carrying
any luggage, so mine had to be sent off eatly in an aréa.
The forty versts were driven in four hours’ time across
desert strips, where, luckily, rain had fallen the previous
evening and freshened the wonderful colouring of the
oases through which we passed, till at length Khiva
appeared in sight.



CHAPTER VII

LIFE IN KHIVA

A Haven of Refuge—A Bad Stube—A Minister’s Reception—
Mennonite Colony—A Supper-Party—The Khan and his Cavalcade

INES of green and gold, and gold and green,

beyond which the walls and minarets of Khiva ap-

peared in sight. Can that be really Khiva? I was
forced to say. The scene filled one with a thrill of satisfac-
tion. All past difficulties and discomforts were forgotten,
and future ones unthought of—the goal was reached. As
we neared the town, a building, whose foundations were
little more than laid, showed itself just outside one of the
gates. Anything of 2 modern nature seemed so surprising
—its purpose, as I afterwards learned, not less so, being a
post office and fever hospital combined ; surelyan absolutely
unique arrangement either in the history of post offices or
hospitals. There were no postal arrangements of any kind,
nor of course a telegraph, yet that town of 60,000 inhabit-
ants seemed to have prospered notwithstanding its lack
of either. Letters, should anyone ever be seized with the
extraordinary desire to write, or to have recourse to the
professional letter-writers, must be handed over to the care
of someone attending the market at Novi Urgentsch. This
has to be done on Thursday for Sunday’s mail, with all the
accompanying risks of being lost en roure. If it did reach
Novi Urgentsch it might lie there, as the postman frequently

68
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laid letters aside from one mail to another, there being only
two in the week to Charjui. As to delivery, I imagine the
same course was followed, and a chance visitor to the post
office or town was entrusted with anything for Khiva. I had
a letter to Colonel Korniloff, the Russian advisor to the
Khan, so went first to his house to see about accommoda-
tion, as there was not even a possible inn or native serai.

Colonel Korniloff’s house, though mud-built, was on
European lines, and looked so clean and comfortable that
I longed to stay, but he said rooms for strangers were to
be had at the palace of the Khan, the native ruler of the
country, and he would go there in two hours, as the Khan
was then asleep, and ask permission for me to be enter-
tained. Meantime his hospitable wife bustled about for my
comfort, and having to deal with a lady who had come all
the way from Petrograd, she felt nothing less than scent
could be offered with which to wash her face. Two bottles,
one stronger in perfume than the other, were brought, as
well as a box of powder; then a meal, which was even more
acceptable, was served at four p.M., tea with rusks and
excellent ham and jam; and how good it all tasted after a
fast since breakfast at eight a.m.

About five .M. Korniloff said the Khan would now be
awake, so he clad himself in his becoming grey uniform,
medals and all, buckled on his sword and set off in his
droshky to ask the requisite permission of the Khan.
Apparently my arrival had caused some perturbation, as
never before had there been a woman traveller to cater for,
and the problem was where to put her ; not quite comme i/
faut in the palace, and yet hospitality had to be maintained.
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In two hours Korniloff returned, to my intense relief say-
ing that the Khan thought that I had better stay where I
was ; so rooms were arranged for myself and Fritz, as I
was obliged to keep him at hand to interpret, for neither
Korniloff nor his wife spoke a word of anything but Russian
and Khivan, and my Russian was very limited. Almost
the first question she asked me was, what was my father’s
name, This seemed odd, but I found it was in order that
she might address me in proper fashion as Ella Ivanovna
—LElla, the daughter of John—and she signified she was
Natalia Anatolia ; rather a mouthful, so in these pages she
is known as ‘‘Natalia An.”

I was next informed there was a dad stube, for which I
wrung her hands in gratitude, somewhat diminished when
I found I was expected to share it with the whole family.
The bad stube was lighted only twice a week at four .M.,
and this was one of the days. It seemed too short an
acquaintance to be on such familiar terms as to share a bath
with all the party, so I explained I never could take one
except immediately after a meal, and this I knew would not
meet with the approval of the Russians, who eat not merely
heartily but enormously. The suggestion seemed to put her
out dreadfully. However, it was finally arranged that the
stove should be kept up longer, and in spite of a large meal
of soup, meat and sweets at seven o’clock, I accompanied
her afterwards to the yard at the back of the house. Suit-
able bathing attire not forming part of my travelling kit,
my mind wavered between a nightgown or a Burberry, and
finally the latter carried the day. She was a most motherly
person, whose family of twelve children, luckily for me,
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were all out in the world, and she felt it her duty to super-
intend the bathing function. We entered a covered shed
where the stove was burning, and here she poured volumes
of water on the floor to raise the steam. On one side of the
shed were three raised benches, and on the other side a
single one ; on one end of this were laid a large brass basin
filled with water, bunches of fibre, three cakes of soap and
three eggs. My heart rather sank at the idea that it was
considered necessary to remain long enough in the bath to
require further nourishment after the excellent meal which
we had just taken. But I said nothing, and after many
explanations in Russian the good lady was induced at last
to leave me, though she twice returned to see how I was
getting on.

The luxury of having unlimited water that one could use
was delightful, after weeks of stinted quantities boiled in
samovars or in a travelling saucepan. I bathed and dried,
and then remembered the can of hot water, with which all
was to be finished, so I had to begin it all over again, and
once more my hostess appeared (there was not even a bit
of string with which to fasten the door), and sighed and
groaned, and wrung her hands, I did not know what I had
done, or left undone, but she was only appeased when she
saw me safely tucked up in bed, and compelled me to drink
a glass of tea in which was stirred a generous helping of
cherry jam.

A peaceful sleep followed this day of novel experiences,
and at by no means an early hour I was awakened, ready
to start afresh. Tea and rusks began the day. These rusks
are much in use, being merely slices of bread dried in the
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oven, and are a convenient form of using up stale bread.
The midday meal began with ham and sardines; then
followed the soup, with about a pound of meat, out of
which the soup had been made, in each plate; the soup
was taken first, and then the meat was eaten with mustard.
Another meat course followed, and finally a sweet—#issel,
a fruit jelly which was often served, was a favourite dish.
The meal was washed down with excellent home-made white
wine and tumblers and tumblers of tea after to finish off.
Indeed, the tea-drinking used to go on until four o’clock.

In return for lessons in Russian dishes I offered to make
an English dish, the only one I felt competent to tackle
with success being scrambled eggs. Knowing the appetites
I had to deal with, I made a supply that would have sufficed
for more than double the number in England, but the only
remark I elicited was from Korniloff, who appropriated it
all, and observed that ‘‘ it might be very good for people
who had no teeth.”

Colonel Korniloff spent a whole afternoon showing me
everything of interest. In the town and everywhere our
visit caused crowds to assemble, so that the chief outrider
had to keep them in order by means of a short-handled
whip with a fringed lash. We met Natalia An. in the bazaar
on our return, and we had quite a gay procession home:
first the outriders, and a species of fox-hound we had
picked up on the way ; then Natalia An. and myself in our
carriage, which was practically only a basket set on wheels,
without sides or back to it, as the seat was laid across. Her
arm was tucked affectionately in mine, and her head was
enveloped in a yellow shawl. Korniloff and Fritz brought
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up the rear in the other basket. Natalia An.’s occupa-
tions were endless. She did a great part of the cook-
ing, baking, and roasting on paraffin stoves; the roasting
was done in cast-iron covered dishes, and with excellent
results.

As to the beds, there were no blankets, but native silk-
covered quilts filled with camel wool took their place, and
anything more delightfully warm and light could not be
imagined. All the bed linen was trimmed with the finest
crochet lace, the work of the clever and industrious fingers
of Natalia An., and the triumph of it in her eyes was holding
it up to the light * just like machine.” There was one house
servant, Solai by name, the son of a mullah (priest) ; he used
to wear a fine gold brocade skull-cap, and slipped about in
bare feet, well aware of the dignity of his social position.
Being sent one day to market, he was seen by Natalia An
returning on a donkey, and on her asking the reason of this
extravagance, he said : ‘“ Should I, son of a mullah, be seen
carrying home a cabbage on foot?” This dignity had a
sad fall. Desirous of seeing life, the son of a mullah saw
too much in an adventure of three days, and to clear
his gambling debts then incurred his wages were docked
weekly by his master,

Having received information that the Khan’s minister,
Islam Hodja, wished to receive me, Colonel Korniloff and
I, with Fritz in attendance, set off one morning in the
victoria, his best carriage, built in Kasan (where there is a
celebrated maker). His palace is not far from the Khan'’s
summer one. We drew up at a courtyard, where were
tethered a number of horses, all of them overlaid with
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gay trappings of various kinds, and embroidered rugs that
covered them from eyes to tail.

Several courts had to be traversed, some with trees and
one with a raised flat stone fireplace in the centre, while at
least twelve retainers hung around. At length the great
man’s veranda was reached. The veranda was supported
on carved pillars, and in it were chairs, a painted oval
garden seat and a table. Islam Hodja, a tall, fine-looking
man in silk robes, rose with great dignity, shook hands
and placed me beside him on the garden seat, while tea in
tumblers, with sweetmeats and fancy biscuits, was at once
offered. I conversed by means of Fritz, who interpreted
that the Khan wished to present me with a portrait of him-
self, and then Islam Hodja gave me one of himself. These
I asked him to sign, which he did, in Persian characters,
and his own bore the inscription that it was presented to
‘““Ella Hristie "’ at Khiva, and the date. He also gave me
an ancient Khivan gold coin, the date uncertain, though
said to be of the eleventh century. He next asked if 1
would like to see his rooms, as he evidently was very proud
of their European furnishings. In the first saloon was a
grand piano, which of course no one could play, and it was
merely there as an ornament. The rest of the room was
filled with a suite of bronzed and gilt chairs covered in
royal blue plush, mirrors and china vases, all in execrable
taste, while the parquet floor was not even disguised with
any of the native rugs, which are always attractive.

The second saloon was the winter one, decorated with
quite attractive native plaster-work, and had a carved and
gilt cornice. The ceiling was painted blue, and the room
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furnishing consisted of a small low table, two mirrors and
an appalling gilt chandelier. My host seemed a most in-
telligent man, and one who could be interested in Western
ideas—perhaps too much so, as he was virtually the ruler,
and his sad fate is described in a later chapter.

Having expressed a wish to visit the Mennonite colony
at Ach Meshed, some nine miles from Khiva, Natalia An,
said nothing could be better, as she had a dear friend there
whom she had not seen for nine years. She and I started
in the clothes-basket droshky, and were driven by Solai, as
the coachman had suddenly decamped, which, apparently,
is quite a common occurrence with the native servants.
There are no made roads anywhere, so he and his mistress
argued all the time which was the best track to follow, and
I do think, out of sheer cussedness, when she said one track
he said another, and in most cases it was a worse one. We
had one horse harnessed to the shafts, and on the right side
was a spare one tied on in the usual negligent way, which
allowed it to gallop all over the place, and I vowed in-
wardly that Natalia An. should have that seat and the
chances of its heels on the return journey.

After one and a half hour’s jolting we arrived at the
colony, consisting of 140 families, and went first to the
home of Madame von Riesen, Natalia An.’s friend, a
pleasant, refined-looking woman. My friend of the boat,
Otto Toens, having heard of our arrival, next appeared
and took us to his house, where we were refreshed with
excellent home-made bread and butter and wine, a product
also of the colony. Not a ripple from the outer world
disturbed the peace of its atmosphere: not a book even
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was visible except in the von Riesens’ home, and the offer
to send any was simply not accepted. The houses were
mud-built, but spotlessly clean and comfortable, thanks to
the care of the sad-faced-looking women sewing at their
doors, their hair brushed so smoothly as not even to allow
a frisky curl to escape; and, to add a further solemnity to
their appearance, they were clad in black skirts, with black
and white bodices, even colours being forbidden.

The colony had been in existence for twenty-eight years,
and in that time had entirely reclaimed its land from the
salt marshes, the only tax levied being twelve to thirteen
roubles per annum on one and a quarter acres. There
was a carpenter’s workshop, where new doors for the
Khan’s palace were being made, and also wooden flower-
pots for his courtyards, which, unlike the other sober
colouring of the colony, were being painted blue, yellow
and red, while wooden troughs and pipes designed for
a fresh-water supply were being ingeniously hollowed
out of the trunks of trees, exactly as were those in use
in our country four hundred years ago. Turcomans were
employed at this work, and were paid forty to eighty
kopecks (9d. to 1s. 3d.) a day, with food. There was a
school with about twenty scholars, seated on little rough-
looking wooden ber.ches, which were all they were allowed,
no such luxury as desks even being permitted, and at the
time of my visit the authorities were trying to find a
teacher. Mr Otto Toens had recently purchased a har-
monium, which he asked me to try, as his knowledge of
such instruments seemed very vague, producing for the

purpose the only music he had, a copy of Sankey’s hymns
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in German. 1 gave a performance with such marked
acceptation to the company that I was promptly offered
the post of teacher and organist to the colony for life.
Many were the persuasions: ‘“ You like our colony, why
will you not always remain with us? " I felt that I could
never make a good Mennonite, so I had to decline the
proposal. A cottage had even been prepared as a further
inducement, and disappointment was openly expressed
that their efforts had been in vain|

A shop is run for the colony where most necessaries can
be purchased, and I treasure a delightful pair of stockings
softer than the finest Shetland, made from the inner hair
of the goat. If only the feet of the colony ladies had been
a little smaller |

In the upheaval of the world’s catastrophe one often
wonders how it fared with the colony. Was it still a haven
of peace or a harbour of war? Did it forsake the Father-
land and uphold the T'sar, or did the inhabitants live on in
blissful ignorance of those events that might prove to be
their undoing? Whatever their circumstances, we may be
certain of this—that the Bolshevist wave must have rudely
disturbed the placid surface of existence in that islet of
industry in the salt marshes of the Amu Datria.

When we returned home the 4ad stube was in full blast,
but we were spared the company of Korniloff, as he had
had the first ““ go " before our arrival, while at supper all
congratulated themselves on their feeling of comfort and
being so clean after such a thorough washing, and certainly
the transformation in my host and hostess was wonderful.

One evening we were invited to supper with a watch-
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maker of German extraction and his wife, a Russian, hold-
ing the official position of sage femme to the Court. Natalia
An. explained beforehand that the rooms were not large,
so as to prepare me for a house in the bazaars, as distinctive
from her house, which stood in its own grounds. The front
part was a shop, and off that was the dwelling-house. The
room into which we were shown had one half spread with
the regulation gaudily flowered Russian carpet, and the
other half was occupied by a tea-table, and round the room
was the usual formal row of chairs. The hostess, speaking
only Russian, greeted us warmly and begged us to be
seated at the tea-table. Her appearance would have made
a fortune on any stage—a scraggy, comic face, in resem-
blance something between Grossmith and Dan Leno, with
her wisp of hair tightly screwed into a little knot. Between
refreshments she smoked cigarettes and picked her teeth
with a match. Tea was served in two samovars, an allow-
ance of three tumblers being given to each person. It was
drunk very slowly, so that they took an hour and a half to
consume, while a brisk conversation was kept up between
the two ladies, who talked louder and louder to me, as if
by this means they could make me understand what was
perfectly unintelligible, the numbers at lotto—Korniloft’s
favourite game, which we played every evening—being
about my limit.

I then thought we would leave, but Natalia An. sat
glued to her chair, while the hostess washed all the glasses
and spoons and placed the sweets in an adjoining bed-
room, out of which she brought plates, knives and forks,
dusting every one scrupulously before she set them before
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us. The husband arrived with the tea, a glum-looking
German, suffering from asthma ; he slightly thawed when
he found I knew Dr Lansdell, who had stayed with him
at Kuldja, adding that he was *‘ ein grosser reiser, aber ein
grisser liiger ! (he was *‘a great traveller, but a greater
story-teller | ). Before leaving home Dr Lansdell very
kindly gave me much useful information for my projected
visit to Central Asia, and on saying good-bye he pressed a
small volume into my hand, adding: *“ You will require
some reading matter for your journey.” What was my
surprise to find that it was a copy of his own work, T#e
Tithe in Scripture—hardly suitable as a guide-book to
Central Asia, or even as appropriate reading when there |

The table was covered with the usual white wax-cloth in
imitation of damask, as in Central Asia one never sees the
real article, and the substitute is so much more practical
for conditions of life there. Dishes were brought in of
sliced sausage, smoked herring decked with slices of hard-
boiled eggs and rings of onions, and a dish of sliced cheese,
followed by roast chicken with pickled fungus, and salad
of Sauerkraut and grapes. Once more the sweets were
produced from the bedroom, with another samovar and
another “ service " of tea, which lasted until eleven p.m.,
by which time I was more than exhausted—the result of
a walk round the city walls and hearing the constant talk
in Russian, with the exception of spasmodic conversation
with my host.

The drive home by moonlight was truly lovely, the mina-
rets and poplars standing out so clearly against the dark
blue sky; and dashing through the mysterious darkness
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of the bazaars one barely avoided an occasional figure
curled up fast asleep, pointed out as a watcher, though
occasionally the beat of a drum was to be heard, showing
that at least someone was awake. An oil-lamp was hung
at long intervals, and of course the droshky was innocent
of lamps.

I had the chance one day of seeing the Khan riding to
his palace, followed by all his ministers, and a species of
foot-guard in attendance, boys in long red coats, each
carrying a battle-axe over one shoulder. I quite felt a link
with the upper ten of Khiva when I was saluted by the
two ministers, Islam Hodja and Buchaloff, the Minister of
Finance. The only other occasion of my meeting the latter
was some weeks later in Moscow. A rather shabby-looking
spare figure, in a tight-fitting long black alpaca coat, and
a close-fitting bowl-like hat almost devoid of brim, on a
small-shaped head, rushed up to me and shook hands
effusively, evidently delighted, when so far from home, to
meet anyone he recognized. For the moment my memory
failed me, until Fritz luckily came to the rescue and named
him. Away from his mutton pi//aus, he looked starved and
home-sick, and with joy he mentioned that he was returning
the following week. Truly * fine feathers make fine birds,”
his rich kkalats and caracul cap having been discarded in
favour of what he doubtless thought was a fashionable
attire, but with them he lost even the semblance of the
dignity that had been such a pronounced feature in his
progress through Khiva.

The present Khan is an Uzbeg, a weak-looking specimen,
the youngest of seven sons, and of his family of eighteen
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children only four survive. His name is Said Esphanzir
Bagadour (mighty) Khan, a fine name for such a measly-
looking man.

After a week of great kindness I had at length to say
farewell to my hospitable friends, and their orchard with
its singing birds. Natalia An. looked quite sad as we left,
and, as parting gifts for the journey, she gave me a bag of
loaves, a fruit-cake, a box of dried pickled cabbage and a
bag of camel wool. Kind Natalia An., who could then have
dreamt of such a fate awaiting you?



CHAPTER VIII

KHIVA & THE KHANATE

Bazaars of Khiva—Palaces and Prisons—Mosques and Medresses—
Children—Farm Buildings—Kirghiz

THE town of Khiva is situated 293 feet above sea-
level, and was made the capital of the Khanate
on the destruction of Novi Urgentsch by Ginghiz
Khan in 1219. It is still as remote and as difficult of access
as when Captain Burnaby travelled there in 1876, in spite
of his optimistic remark that, ‘‘ should the Russian Govern-
ment ever permit Englishmen to travel in their Asiatic
dominions, Khiva will probably become known to Mr Cook
and on the list of his personally conducted tours.” His
stay in Khiva lasted only some forty-eight hours, when he
was suddenly recalled by the War Office.

The town is surrounded by double mud walls, the outer
one measuring some four miles, completely encircled by a
ditch now partially overgrown with reeds, while the inner or
citadel wall is of oval form, seven hundred yards long by five
hundred and forty broad. These walls, built of sun-dried
brick plastered over with mud, are wide at the bottom,
tapering up to about six feet at the top, and strengthened
where necessary by buttresses and towers. They are said
to have been built by Allah Kuli Khan in 1840, but were
then, more probably, only restored, and as a modern defence

they are useless. Access is gained by eight gates in the
82
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outer wall, which are all barred at eight p.m., as are also the
four gates in the citadel wall. On the slope, where the soil
in course of time has been washed down, is a collection of
casket-like mounds, a convenient resting-place for defunct
Khivans, so that the citadel slope has virtually become a
burying-place. There are no properly made roads or streets
in the town, and some of them are mere tracks and are
really meant only for riding. This is the usual form in
which the traffic is conducted, but so narrow are the streets
that a heavily charged camel has difficulty sometimes in
passing along. The bazaars, with their open-fronted shops,
are roofed with boards which are covered with mats that
leak freely in wet weather, and as the roadway is of a par-
ticularly greasy mud, walking is perilous; but then no one
in Khiva, unless the veriest beggar, does walk. There is a
choice of camel, horse or donkey back, and a few droshkys
are available if specially ordered, as well as native carts.
‘The multum in parvo vehicle is unknown on the ways of
Khiva.

The bazaars are most attractive from the colouring and
picturesqueness of the crowds; and where else in a town
could one see, on peeping in at a door, a blindfolded camel
patiently plodding round and round, turning a mill for
grinding corn? By the same method oil is extracted from
linseed. In dry weather the dust is as unpleasant as the mud
after rain, and no means are in use for allaying it beyond
an occastonal ladleful of water, scooped by some house-
holder out of the attractive large blue and green jars that
are part of the furnishing of most courtyards. Sometimes
when these jars are no longer fit to hold water the bottoms
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are knocked out and they are then inverted and used as
chimneys, which gives a unique effect to the flat roofs.

In the bazaars one can sometimes find really good rugs
and saddle-bags, and the moment a rumour goes round
that such are being looked for, a most varied assortment
of good, bad and indifferent are produced for inspection.
Caracul skins can also be found, though it is not really
the country for that breed of sheep, and the number to
be found there is limited. Some silk is woven, and the
colours of red and green are good, not being aniline dyes,
while those used as waist-cloths are like rainbow flashes,
so wonderfully blended are the colours.

There are silversmiths at work with primitive appliances,
crucibles of stone heated on charcoal fires, and not much
stock on hand, the usual method being for the customer to
take the metal, whether of gold or silver, and get it made
into whatever article he desires. There is a large quantity
of native pottery in the form of flat dishes and bowls, with
attractive colourings of brown, green and blue, and though
the pottery is coarse a marvellous glaze is achieved never-
theless. The jars affixed to water-wheels are also of native
work, and all turned on the potter’s wheel :

“ For in the Market-place, one Dusk of Day,
I watched the Potter thumping his wet Clay :
And with its all-obliterated tongue
It murmured : ‘ Gently, Brother, gently, pray!’”

A certain amount of saddlery is made, and brass and
copper utensils, but these are inferior to what is found in

the bazaars of Bokhara.
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Especially realizing the difficulty of bargaining without
numerical help, I had to provide myself with the following
table of figures, which does not show great extension of
calculating powers on the part of the Khivans. The
numbers are spelt phonetically :

bir I igirma 20
iki 2 ottus 30
outch 3 quirk 40
durt 4 elley [{e]
best g oltmish 60
olta 6 yettmish 70
yetu 7 secsem go
seccus 8 toccsam 90
toccus 9 yus 100
on 10 eccus 200
on bir 11 mong 1000
on tki 12

After 100,000 the Russian numbers are used.

I spent one morning in visiting the new palace, as it is
called in contradistinction to the old one, though it is by
no means a modern building, and saw its garden and ponds,
courts and verandas, the last supported on tall columns
of carved wood, made from the Karagatch or black elm,
one of the few timber trees of the country. The columns
cost from one to five pounds apiece, and are a feature
of all important residences.

I wished to see the harem, but * purdah ” is much more
strictly enforced than in India, and no power of persuasion
could admit me. The harem portion was guarded by a
high mud wall, then being replaced by a brick one of native
make. Flat squarcs are cemented in blocks of eight, and it
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is some comfort to find that building operations could be
dilatory in Khiva as well as in Europe. One mason sat in
front of a mud-hole, mixed clay with his hand, passed a
handful of it to another, who gave an additional pat to
it, and handed it on to another who laid it on the bricks.
As the workmen were in occupation we were allowed to
see the ladies’ pleasure ground. In the centre there was a
large stone basin of water on which floated tiny cajougues,
or native boats, with baby oars; swings suspended from
wooden bars with which to amuse themselves; benches
and summer-houses in which to rest, with flower-beds of
geraniums, petunias and roses to brighten up the scene;
but how inadequate to brighten the dull lives that are
spent there, as the women are never allowed out except in
a Khivan cart whose arched top is completely covered over
with rugs. Ten thousand roubles’ worth of furniture had
been ordered from Petrograd to furnish a new audience
hall which was then being built.

The old palace is also worth seeing. Its design is of
more interest. An entrance gate with towers at each side,
not higher than twenty feet, is inlaid with bottle-green
tiles, while along the fagade is a row of loopholes. This
is the most imposing part of the building, as the rest is
like so many blank walls. The inner porch walls are covered
with fine old turquoise-blue tiles of native design and work-
manship, and the roof is supported by old carved Kara-
gatch pillars. As the key of the palace had apparently been
lost, we saw nothing further, but according to Colonel
Korniloff there was nothing more to see. Captain Burnaby
in 1876 thus described this palace :
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“ The Khan’s palace is a large building ornamented with
pillars and domes, which, covered with bright-coloured tiles,
flash in the sun, and attract the attention of the stranger
approaching Khiva. A guard of thirty or forty men armed
with scimitars stood at the palace gates. The Khan's
guards were all attired in long flowing silk robes of various
patterns, bright-coloured sashes being girt around their
waists, and tall fur hats surmounting their bronzed coun-
tenances. The courtyard was surrounded by a low pile of
buildings, which are the offices of the palace, and was filled
with attendants and menials of the Court.”

At the entrance to the palace is the prison, consisting of
two cells, and at the time I saw it there were six prisoners
in each. They were seated on the stone bench which runs
round three sides of the room. FEach man was fettered
by the ankle to a long chain which passed underneath the
door and was fastened to a peg in the ground outside.
There was no light or air except from one small grated
window and a hole in the roof, and through the gratings
were passed the offerings of food made by the passers-by,
as neither food nor work was given, and the prisoners
were sometimes detained for days or even weeks.

These conditions have not changed since Captain
Burnaby’s day, as the following tells :—

“We visited the prison—a low building on the left of
the court which forms the entrance to the Khan’s palace.
Here I found two prisoners, their feet fastened in wooden
stocks, whilst heavy iron chains encircled their necks and
bodies.”

The criminal law is rather a peculiar one, and with the
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utmost difficulty 1 managed to glean the following in-
formation. My mode of procedure was this: I spoke to
my servant, Fritz, in German, and he had to find a native
who spoke Russian. In the case of murder, the friends of
the victim have the choice of demanding a fine or life for
life. If sentenced to death, the sentence by hanging is
carried out publicly; if fined, the prisoner is detained
till it is paid. In the case of several convictions for theft,
hanging is at last resorted to, and the Khan gives the
sentence in all serious cases. Manslaughter is also treated
as murder, but if accidental a fine is imposed.

The Prime Minister kindly sent me an order to see the
Summer Palace, by the hands of his dragoman, a fine-
looking Turcoman, who arrived about one-thirty. He
drank several tumblers of tea, then Colonel Korniloff and
I set off with him, accompanied by two mounted outriders,
who may have been added to do us honour, but unques-
tionably added to the dust (one of the afflictions of
Khiva) ; still, thanks to their presence the traffic was cleared
for us. The Summer Palace garden of several acres is sur-
rounded by high walls of sun-dried clay and strengthened
with buttresses, while an entrance is gained by wooden
gates. It is laid out in Persian-like design, divided into
small squares of about twenty feet by double rows of
Lombardy poplars, between which flows a rivulet of water,
and the squares are planted severally with quinces, pome-
granates, figs, roses, cherries, plums, peaches and apricots,
the whole effect giving somewhat the appearance of a chess-
board. The figs and vines are laid flat in winter and covered
with earth to protect them from the severe frosts.



A ScENE 1IN KHIVA.

Palwanata Mosque courtyard, Note the well, and black elm trees,
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There are groves of black elms, whose cobweb branches
are extraordinarily beautiful in winter. This very character-
istic deciduous tree, which is the chief timber-producing
one of Turkestan, grows to a considerable size, though
not to a great height. It is named the * black elm,” from
the peculiarly dark shade of its foliage. In the shade of
those groves are erected open pavilions, in each of which
is a throne for the Khan, so that in the burning hot days of
summer he may laze away the hours reclining on luxurious
cushions and costly rugs, listening to the cooling sound of
dropping fountains. By one sat a melancholy pelican, look-
ing for all the world like a deserted cat whom its owner had
left behind. The palace is built in courts, with trees in the
centre of each, the verandas of which were supported on
tapering pillars, beau