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SPORT IN THE CRIMEA AND
THE CAUCASUS.

CHAPTER I.
SPORT IN THE CRIMEA.

Outfit — The droshky—A merry party — The Straits of Kertch—
The steppe—Wild-fowl—Crops—The Malos—The ¢ Starrie Met-
chat '—Game— Tscherkess greyhounds — Stalking bustards—A
picnic—Night on the steppe.

SCARCELY a week’s journey from London, with de-
licious climates and any quantity of game, it always
seemed a marvel to me how few English sportsmen
ever found their way to the Crimea or Caucasus. It
is now something more than five years ago since I
first made myself acquainted with the breezy rose-
mary-clad steppes of the former, or the low wooded
hills on the Black Sea coast of the latter. For
nearly three years resident at Kertch, I had ample
opportunity of testing all the pleasures of the
steppe, and a better shooting-ground for the wild-
fowler or man who likes a lot of hard work, with
a plentiful and varied bag at the end of his day,
could nowhere be found. Of course the sportsman

B



2 SPORT IN THE CRIMEA.

in the Crimea must rough it to a certain extent,
but his roughing it, if he only has a civil tongue
and cheery manner, will be a good deal of the
‘beer and beefsteak’ order. The Russians are
hospitable to all men, especially to the sportsman
and the peasants, even the Tartars, are cordial
good fellows if taken the right way.

On the steppes you need rarely want for a roof
overhead, if you prefer stuffiness, smoke, and do-
mestic insects to wild ones, with dew and the night
air. If you can put up with sour cream (very
good food when you are used to it), black bread,
an arboose, fresh or half-pickled, with a bumper
of fearful unsweetened gin (vodka) to digest the
foregoing, you need never suffer hungerlong. But
for the most part sportsmen take their food with
them. Perhaps if my readers will let me, it would
be better to take them at once on to the steppe, and
tell them all this en route.

Imagine then that for the last two days you
have been hard at work out of office hours loading
cartridges with every variety of shot, from the
small bullets used for the bustard down to the
dust-shot for the quail. Here, in Kertch, take a
vietim’s advice: make your own cartridges, don’t
buy them. The month is July; the first of July,
with an intensely blue sky, far away above you,
giving you an idea of distance and immensity that
you could never concecive in Iingland, where the
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clouds always look as if they would knock your
hat off. I should have said the sky will be blue
by-and-by, for at present it is too dark to see, and
we are carefully tucked away in bed ; the im-
pedimenta of the coming journey—cold meats,
flasks of shooting powder, and jumping powder ;
bread, guns, and a huge string of unsavoury
onions—all on the floor beside us. Ding, ding,
ding! as if the door-bell were in a fit, then a crash
and silence. No one ever rang a door-bell as a
Russian droshky-driver rings it. He likes the
muscular exertion, he loves the noise, and doesn’t
in the least mind being sworn at if, as in the
present instance, he breaks the bell-wire. A year
in Russia has hardened us to all this, so merely
speculating as to whether our landlord will pay
more for broken bell-wires this half than last, we
bundle out of bed and submit meekly to the re-
proaches of our friends outside on the cart. They,
poor fellows, have had half an hour’s less sleep
than we have, and it’s only 4 A now, so any
little hastiness of speech may be forgiven them.
But on such a morning as this, and on such a
conveyance as our droshky, no one could remain
sleepy or sulky long. The brisk bright air makes
the blood race through your veins, and the terrible
bumpings of thedroshky on the uneven track, or half-
paved streets, keep you fully employed in striving
to avoid a spill or a fractured limb. Anything
B2
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more frightful to a novice in Russia than the
droshky I cannot conceive. This instrument of
torture is a combination of untrimmed logs and
ropes and wheels, with cruelly insinuating iron
bands, merciless knots, and ubiquitous splinters.
Manage your seat how you will, you are bound to
keep bumping up and down, and at each descent
you land on something more painful than that you
have encountered before.

In spite of all this, as the droshkyleaves the town,
the old German jiiger breaks out into a hunting
ditty, and, truth to tell, until the wind is fairly
jogged out of us we are a very noisy party. Then
we try to light our eigarettes and pipes, and if we
are lucky, only have the hot ashes jerked on to our
next neighbour’s knee. Gradually the dawning
licht increases, the clouds of pearly grey are
reddening, and the long undulating swell of the
steppeland slowly unfolds itself around us. On
our left are the Straits of Kertch, the sea looking
still and hazy, with some half-dozen English
steamers lording it amongst the mosquito fleet of
fruiterers and lighters which fills the bay. All
round us are chains of those small hills, whose
dome-like tops proclaim them tumuli of kings and
ehiefs who went to rest ages ago, when the town
hehind us was still a mighty city, rejoicing in the
name of Panticapzum.

Once clear of the ranges of tumuli or kour-
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gans, as they call them here, there is nothing but
steppe. On all points, except the seaside of the
view, a treeless prairie; no hills, no houses, searcely
even a bush to break the monotony of bare or
weed-grown waste. On the right of the post-road
by which we are travelling (a mere beaten track
and really no road at all) run the lines of the
Indo-European Telegraph Company, their neat
slim posts of iron contrasting not unfavourably
with the crooked, misshapen posts which support
the Russian lines on our left. Unimportant as
these might appear elsewhere, they are important
objects here, where they are the only landmarks
to man, and the only substitute for trees to the
fowl of the air.

All along the road on either side of us the
wires arc now becoming lined with kestrels, just
up evidently, and looking as though they were
giving themselves a shake, and rubbing their eyes
preparatory to a day’s sport amongst the beetles
and field-mice that swarm on the steppe. 'The
number of kestrels round Kertch is something
astonishing, and I almost think that with the other
hawks, the blue hen harrier, kites and crows, they
would almost outnumber the sparrows of the town.
Now, too, our lovely summer visitants, the golden-
throated bee-eaters, begin to shoot and poise
swallow-like over the heads of the tall yellow
hollyhock growing in wild profusion over the
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plain ; hoopoes, with broad crests erect, peck and
strut bantam-like by the roadside, while every now
and again the magnificent azure wings of the ‘roller’
glitter in the morning sun among the flowers.

The ‘bleak steppeland’ is what you always
hear of, and shudder as you hear, dread Siberian
visions being conjured up at the mere name. DBut
who that has seen the steppes in the later days of
spring, or in the glow of midsummer, would apply
such an epithet to lands that in their season are as
richly clad in flowers as any prairie of the West ?
Long strips of wild tulip, Nature’s cloth of gold,
blue cornflower, crow’s-foot and bird’s-eye, the
canary-coloured hollyhock and crimson wild pea,
all vie in compensating the steppeland for her
chill snow-shroud in the months that arc gone and
to come.

lich as the land 1s, the crops by the roadside
are few and paltry, the chief being rye, maize,
millet, and sunflowers. The sunflowers are culti-
vated for their sced, which is either used for
making oil; or more gencrally is sold in a dry
state as ¢ cernitchkies.” ¢ Cernitchkies’ furnish the
Malo Russ, male and female, with one of their
most favourite means of wasting time. Go where
you will, at any time, in Kerteh, you will find
people cracking these sunflower seeds, and trying
to make two bites of the kernel. At every street
corner you find a stall where they are sold, and
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you rarely come in without finding one of the
little grey shards clinging to your dress, spat upon
you by some careless passer-by, or sent adrift from
some balcony overhead.

Beside these crops, you come across long strips
of water melons, the principal food of the Malo
Russ in the summer, and one of the chief sources
of the Asiatic cholera sometimes so prevalent here.
But for the most part the land is untilled—left to
its wild-flowers and weeds.

The peasant of the Crimea makes but a sorry
agriculturist. The Malo Russ is a lazy, good-
natured ne’er-do-weel ; his days being more than
half ¢ prasniks’ (saints’ days), he devotes the
holy half to getting drunk on vodka, the other half
to recovering from the effects of the day before.
One day you may see him in long boots and a
red shirt, with his arms round another big-bearded
moujik’s neck in the drinking den, or husband and
wife, on the broad of their backs, dead drunk, on
the highway. The day after you'll find him in a
moralizing mood, seated on his doorstep, smoking
the eternal papiros, or nibbling sunflower seceds.

Russians have told me that there are more
holy days than ealendar days in the year. To be
holy a day need not be a saint’s day—a birthday
in the Emperor's family is quite enough to muke
a ‘prasnik.  Of the actual Church fétes there
are 128.
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The best agriculturists here are the German
colonists, whose neat homesteads remind one for
the moment of lands nearer home. Even the
Tartars are better than the Malo Russ, but they
have lately been leaving the Crimea in large
numbers to escape the compulsory military service
which Russia seeks to impose upon them. Every-
where the army seems to be the worst enemy of
the State.

At last our ride comes to an end, and there is
a general stretching of limbs and buckling on of
shot-belts and powder-flasks, for with many muzzle-
loaders are still the fashion here. The place at which
we have stopped is the ¢ Starrie Metchat,” or old
church, a Tartar ruin near a well, embosomed in
rosemary-covered hills. Near this well we pitch our
tents, and then we each go off on a beat of our own.
Here there is room enough for all, and as some
excellent Russian sportsmen have a careless way
of shooting through their friends’ legs at a bolting
hare, perhaps solitude has its peculiar advantages.

As you breast the first hill the sweet-scented
covert comes necarly up to your waist, and right
and left of you huge grasshoppers jump away or
into your face with a vicious snap that is at first
enough to upset the best regulated nerves. Dut
see, your dog is pointing, and as you near him a
large covey of grey birds, larger than our grouse,
get up with whistling. wings, and with smooth
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undulating flight skim round the corner of the
next hill. You get one long shot and bag your
bird perhaps. The dog moves uncertainly forward,
and then stands again. Go up to him ; wherever
strepita (lesser bustard) have been you are sure to
find a hare or two close by. Time after time have
I found this, although I cannot account for the
fact in any way. The hares here are larger than
our English hares, and in winter turn almost
white, the skins in autumn having sometimes
most beautiful shades of silver and rose upon
them. The largest hare I ever remember to have
seen weighed nearly thirteen pounds—it was an
old buck—while in England a hare of eight
pounds is exceptionally large.

The dogs used in the Crimea for coursing are
called Tscherkess greyhounds ; they stand con-
siderably higher at the shoulder than our own
dogs, are broken-haired, with a much longer coat
than our staghound, and a feathered stern. I am
told that on the flat the Inglish greyhound beats
them for a short distance ; but that in the hills,
or with a strong old hare well on her legs before
them, the Crimean dogs have it all their own
way. I never had the good fortune to see the
two breeds tried together. In fact, what cours-
ing I did see was utterly spoilt by the Russian
habit of cutting oft the hare, and shooting her
under the dog’s nose. This is, of course, utterly



10 SPORT IN THE CRIMEA.

alien to our notions of sport—but so are most of
their sporting habits. They never shoot flying
if they can get a chance sitting. Bears and boars
and such large game they shoot from platforms in
trees at night ; and I never saw a horse jump in
all my three years in Southern Russia.  Of course,
what applies to the Crimea and the Caucasus may
not apply to other parts of Russia.

As long as we keep in the rosemary, hares,
quails, and strepita are all we are likely to meet
with, except that in the valley and on the less
sunny hillsides the dogs ever and anon flush
large owls, that sail away hardly as bewildered as
they are generally supposed to be by the sunlight.
Overhead kites and harriers swim about i the
clear sky, keeping a keen look-out for winged
quails or wounded hares. But as we get to the
top of the next rising ground we see in the plain
far away at our feet a long line of what might well
be grey-coated infantry. A closer inspection, or a
previous acquaintance with the objects before us, will
cnable us to make them out to be bustards fecding
line upon line in a flock—or herd, to speak correctly
—of several hundreds. Most of them are busy with
their heads on the ground, gleaning what they can
from an old maize field ; but here and there, at a
slight distance from the rest, stands a sentry that
the most wary stalker cannot baflle, or the most
alluring grain tempt from his ceaseless wateh.
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Knowing that we are already seen, and being
perfectly well aware that by ordinary stalking on
these open plains we could never get nearer than
three hundred yards from the herd before the old
sentinel sets them all in motion with his shrill eall,
we retrace our steps, and get our comrades together.
Then the horses are put to, and all with our guns
in readiness we drive towards the point at which
the bustards were seen. When within sight of
them we make arrangements among ourselves, and
then the drosky is driven quietly past the bustards
some five hundred yards from them. All their
heads are up, and the whole of the herd of two
hundred is watching us intently ; but they know
something of the range of a gun, and feel safe
enough to stay yet awhile. Watch hard as you
may, grey birds, you didn’t notice that one of the
occupants of the droshky has just rolled off, gun in
hand, and is now lying flat buried in a deliciously
fragrant bed of rosemary. One by one, as the
droshky circles round the watehful birds, the oceu-
pants drop oft’ and lie still; until at last we have a
cordon of sportsmen drawn right round the herd,
and only the yemstchik remains on the droshky.
Slowly, so as not to frighten them, he narrows his
circle, while each hidden gunner keeps his eye
anxiously on his movements.

At last, having stretched their necks to the very
utmost limit and twisted them into gyrations that
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would surprise a corkscrew, the bustards think they
have had enough of it, and there is a slow flapping
of wings, and hoisting of the heavy bodies into air.
Slowly, with a grand solemn flight, wonderfully in
keeping with the wild majesty of the boundless
plains on which they live, they sail away towards
the hills. Suddenly the leaders stop with a jerk,
and try too late to change their direction. From
the covert beneath the sportsman starts to his
feet, two bright flashes are seen, two reports follow,
one huge bird collapses at once and another lowers
for a moment, and then goes fecbly on to fall at the
first discharge of the next hidden gun. Right and
left the remainder fly, rising somewhat as they do
so, but still not high enough to take them out of
danger, and when at last they have passed the fatal
circle, five fine birds reward our stratagem.

One of us has to face a storm of chaff hard for
a disappointed sportsman to bear, for in his excite-
ment he had negleeted to change his cartridges ; and
although standing within short pistol-shot of a
passing monster, the quail-shot produces nothing
more than a shower of featliers, enough almost to
stuff’ a bolster with.

By thus surrounding them, and by shooting
them occasionally from a cart, a few of these mag-
nificent birds (larger than a turkey and finer eat-
ing) are killed from time to time thronghout sum-
mer and autumn. A few too are sometimes picked
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up by the gunner in the early summer whilst still
young, as they hide separately or in small coveys in
the deep undergrowth. But the only time when any
quantity are exposed in the bazaar for sale is in the
depths of winter. Then when a snowstorm has
caught the birds hiding in the valleys, and clogged
their wings with snow, which a bitter wind still
more surely binds about them, these poor denizens
of the desert are surrounded and driven like a flock
of sheep into the Tartar villages, where they are
butchered, and thence sent in cartloads into Kertch,
to be sold at a rouble and a half (3s. 64.) apiece.
After slaying the bustards, having done enough
for glory, we have time to remember a thirst that
would empty a samovar and an appetite that would
astonish a negro. Gladly we hurry back to our
little tent in a ecleft at the foot of the hills, and
while one unpacks the cold meats, dried sturgeon
and caviare, another gets water for that tea without
which our repast would be poor indeed to a Rus-
sian. Being born and bred Englishmen, two of us
might well have been expected to prefer our native
beer to tea, but it is wonderful how fond men get
of the delicious tea brewed in Russia, with its slip of
lemon in it to add piquancy to the flavour. For
my own part, after really severe exertion I am most
thoroughly convinced it is by far the best restora-
tive you can take, and one which I should prefer to
any other liquid whatever. Try as you will you
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can neither get nor make such tea in England, and
once away from Russia, you must be content to leave
the blessings of tea, ‘swejie ikra’ (fresh caviare),
and the soothing papiros (cigarette) behind you ;
for numerous as tobacconists are in England, T
know none where really good cigarette tobacco can
be bought, such as you smoke in the Crimea.

Meanwhile, as we are still here, let us lie on our
backs and enjoy the delicious weed, watching the
yemstchik arrange that wonderful puzzle of old
cord which constitutes the harness of a troika. At
last the horses are ready, and depositing ourselves
and game on the jolting vehicle, we let our legs
swing over the side, and if used to the motion
manage to get a great deal of pleasure out of the
drive home.

As the cvening closes in over these wild waste
lands, a stillness and peace seem to come with it
of which one has no knowledge in the towns. The
piping of the quails, the long soft wail of the
coolik (curlew), and even the notes of the German
hunting horn on the other droshky far in front, all
seem to make fitting music for the hour and scene ;
and as the stars begin to shine out from a sky of
infinite depth and metallic blucness, the oojai
domoi (home already) is spoken not without an
accent of regret, though limbs are tired and steppe
roads rough.
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CHAPTER T1I.
CRASNOI LAIS.

A frozen sea—Swarms of wild-fowl—The Indo-European telegraph—
Sledging on the Azov—A desolate scene—Taman—Journey in-
land — Tumerik —Hotels—A  dangerous sleep—Foxes—Wolves
—A hasty retreat—Ekaterinodar—Supper in the forest of Crasnoi
Lais—An exciting night's sport—Driving the forest — Cossack
beaters— Wild deer—Other game—The bag—Rations of vodka—
A Cossack orgy—Vulpine sagacity —Wolf stories—Return to
Kertch. i

It was in February of 1876 that I first made
acquaintance with the Caucasus. Once or twice
before then it is true that I had crossed over to
Taman and had a day’s pheasant-shooting on the
reedy shores of the Kuban. As we poled our flat-
bottomed boat along its sluggish waters, I had a
glimpse every now and again of the track of boar
or cazeole (roe), that made me long for a chance of
a longer stay on its banks. Dut it was not until
the February of 1876 that my wish was granted.
For weeks we had had all business stopped by the
frost. The whole of the Azov was frozen as hard
as the high-road, and it was only beyond the forts
and well into the Black Sea that any open water
could be found. Here the wild-fowl swarmed.
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Along the edge of the ice, where the open water
began, lines of cormorants stood solemn and patient,
fringing the ice with a black border of upright
forms for miles. Beyond these in the open water
were myriads of crested duck (anas fuligula),
golden-eye pochards, scaups, and whistlers. Here
and there in bevies, with hoods extended, the great
grebes sailed about, while great northern divers and
rosy-breasted mergansers all added their quota to
the beauty of the scene. More beautiful than all
others, groups of smews, with their plumage of
delicately pencilled snow, ducked and curtsied on
the swelling wave, while overhead the pintail
whistled by, the large fish-hawks poised in air, and
the gulls laughed and chattered perpetually.

For the last few weeks most of my time had
been spent among the wild-fowl or skating with
the fair ladies of Kertch on the rink by the jetty.
But one fine morning the lines of the Indo-Euro-
pean Telegraph Company between Taman and
Ekaterinodar were good enough to break down, and
my friend the chief of the Kertch station was
ordered to make an inspection of them along their
whole length from one point to another. It seemed
to him a long and wearisome journey to make by
himself, so that like a good man and considerate,
he asked me to share his sledge with him. Always
glad to give me a chance of enjoying myself in my
own way, my kind old chief readily agreed to the
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arrangement, and within an hour from the time
when K. first proposed the trip, he and T were hard
at work in the bazaar purchasing stores for the
journey. There is of course a post-road from
Taman to Ekaterinodar, but badly indeed will those
fare who trust to the resources of a Russian post
station for their bodily comfort. This we well
knew, and in consequence a large stock of German
sausages, caviare, vodki, and other portable eatables
and' drinkables were stowed away in the body of
our sledge.

For many days previous to the time of which
I write, the over-sea route from Yenikale to
Taman had been open to carts and sledges, while
vans, laden with corn, had been continually cross-
ing with only an aggregate of two accidents in the
last four days. It was then with but few mis-
givings that we embarked in our sledge with a
really good ‘troika’ (team of three) in front,
coached by the noisiest rascal of a yemstchik that
ever swore at horses. Our road for the first
twenty-two versts lay over the bosom of the Azov,
and as we passed through regular streets of mos-
quito shipping, and now and then under the hull
of some big steamer caught in the ice, the sensa-
tion was strangely novel. For the first ten versts
the road was good, the pace exhilarating, and buried
in our warm rugs we hugged to ourselves the con-
viction that we were in for a really good thing.

C
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After this, however, we got to piled and broken
ice, where the accidents of the last four days had
ocenrred, and where our driver averred a current
existed.  Here my friend got nervons, and insisted
on walking at afairdistance from the sledge, which
proceeded meanwhile at a foot’s pace.  This in the
increasing frost mist was not so cheerful, but the
current was soon cleared, and in another half hour
we landed safe and sound at that miserable little
town of Taman.

The only living things we had passed on our
way were several wretched assemblies of pale-look-
ing gulls, literally frozen out, poor fellows, and a
few huge eagles, squatting on the ice, their plumes
all ruflled up, suffering probably as much from a
surfeit of wounded ducks as from cold. The whole
seene as we crossed was as desolate as the mind can
well imagine ; Kertch behind us, white with snow,
clustering ronnd the hill of Mithridates, a mere
skeleton of her former glory in the days of Greek
and Persian ; Taman, once too a prosperous city,
now a few hovels buried in a snowdrift ; Yenikale
perhaps more dead than either ; and all round the
long low hills; the rounded tumuli of dead kings;
the tall bure masts of the belated ships; a frozen
sca beneath and a freezing sky above.

Once in Taman we gave our driver a good tip
(‘na tchai’) for the tea as they call it, and betook
ourselves to a friend’s house for a few minntes’ rest



CRASNOI LAIS. 19

before our next start. Why a yemstchik’s fee, which
is invariably spent in nips of vodka (unsweetened
gin) should be called tea-money, has always ap-
peared to me an unanswerable enigma. Taman
hardly deserves a description, even from so humble
a pen as mine. It has a jetty and a telegraph
station ; is the post from which a few cattle are
shipped to Kertch, and to which a few travellers to
the Caucasus come from the same place. Once it
was a large and flourishing city, twin sister to
Panticapeeum (Kertch) on the other side of the
straits ; now it is a collection of miserable hovels,
surrounded by mud knee-deep in winter and storms
of dust in summer, with an odour of fish and the
vodka shop in all seasons. There are near to
Taman some large oil-works, from which naphtha
is said to be extracted in large quantities. It may
be so, but I hear that their original owner is bank-
rupt, and he was a Russian ; so that as the present
proprietors are Americans, and as such less likely
to be able to protect themselves from local frauds, 1
should not feel inclined to invest my bottom dollar
in the Taman Oil Company.

Such a wretched place did we find Taman, that
we were glad to leave it and commence our journey
inland at once. In describing a journey the
traveller as arule looks to the scenery to supply at
least a very large portion of his description ; what
then shall the luckless traveller do, who has

c2
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literally no scenery to describe? The road is a
beaten track by the telegraph posts, with, every
sixteen or twenty versts, a white house with a straw
yard and some sheds at the back, and a black and
white post with a bell roofed in on the top of
it in the front. This is the post station. The
country surrounding it is apparently waste, and,
except for a few flocks of sheep, an old hooded
crow or two, and maybe a bustard, quite un-
tenanted by living things. Always the snow
beneath and the jingling bells in front, and this
with no incident to rouse one, naturally endsinsleep.

Towards evening we came in sight of a larger
group of buildings than any we had hitherto seen,
and this we found was Tumertk, our resting-place
for the night. As far as we could see it was a
larger town than Taman, with the inevitable green-
domed church, a good spacious bazaar, barracks I
think, and a neat little club-house. We were told
that Tumeruk derived its wealth from the stur-
geon fishery carried on to a very great extent in its
neighbourhood.  We were also told there were two
good hotels in the place, and set off in high spirits
to search for them, a comfortable bed to follow a
good supper of sturgeon and caviare being things as
welcome as they were unexpected. We searched
diligently and found the first hotel, a moujik’s
drinking den or ‘cabak.” There was a table with
a man under it, and many more nearly ready to
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follow his peaceful example, but no beds and no
supper. At last wefound the grand hotel, a gaunt
white house mnear the bazaar. With doubting
hearts (for the place looked deserted) we beat at
the little door, but got no response. After nearly
ten minutes spent in mutilating our knuckles and
damaging the door, a fellow in shirt and slippers
turned up, looking as astonished as his besotted
face would allow him to. The ‘cazain’ (master)
was away, he said, and spite of his boasting anent
the capabilities of his house, we soon found there
was no food in it but black bread—no servant but
himself. But he managed to find us a room in
fair repair, with a couple of the usual wooden bed-
steads in 1t, and this we took. To our horror we
found the stoves had not been lighted for a month,
and were out of order, so that the cold indoors was
greater than that without. Still it was too late to
seck a lodging elsewhere, so we had some of our
own stores cooked, a dram of Tumeruk vodka
from the cabak, a small charcoal stove put in the
middle of the room, and then rolling ourselves in
every fragment of clothing we could find, and
almost regretting that we had ever left our com-
fortable quarters in Kertch, we proceeded to reap
the reward of our long drive in a deep and dreamn-
less sleep.

Towards morning I half awoke with an idea that
the house was attacked, so violent was the noise
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that aroused me, and at once jumped up to see what
was happening. But the moment I was out of
bed a strange giddiness seized me, and turning
round I fell, and remember no more until I found
a friendly telegraphist endeavouring to rouse me
with libations of cold water freely applied. Gra-
dually T came round, but with such an intense
headache and utter inability to use my own limbs,
that I had rather have remained insensible. I was
utterly unable to help in rousing my poor friend
K., and as my senses came back to me I became
seriously alarmed lest our morning callers should
have been too late to save him.

The truth was, something was wrong with the
charcoal stove. Kvery aperture through which
ventilation could be effected had, Russian fashion,
been hermetically sealed for the winter, and my
friend and I had had the narrowest escape from
asphyxiation possible.  After immense efforts we
brought him round, but in spite of the bracing

cold and the rapid driving, we both suftered from

te})
racking headaches and extreme lassitude for the
rest of the day.

The travelling during this second day was of a
more interesting nature ; the country being covered
in many places for miles with jungles of a tall
reed called ‘kamish;” in which pheasants are said
to abound, and boars and roe to occur not infre-
quently.  After getting out of the reedy land we
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came to a tract of anothernature, bare and rock-
strewn ; and here, within half a mile of the station
at which we slept, I was surprised to see numbers
of foxes hunting about in the snow for food. 1
should think thatat one time a score must have been
in sight simultaneously.  As soon as we had taken
in our rugs and ordered the samovar, I took my
rifle, as it was not yet dusk, and tried to stalk
one of these little red rovers, without the least
compunetion, as foxhounds are probably a blessing
of civilisation with which these barren lands will
never be acquainted. But though I stalked a good
deal and shot onee or twice, I did no good until 1
got to a frozen lake, some three-quarters of a mile
from the station. Here I wounded a fox and fol-
lowed him for some distance over the ice, and in
doing so came across the remains of some large
animal lately torn to p<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>