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INTRODUCTION.

TrE following pages principally ?e‘rrof my personal
experiences and adventures in Bulgaria north of the
Balkans, during a residence in that country of seven
years, and the construction of the railway from Rust-
chuck to Varna. As, however, they treat almost
entirely of a time antecedent to the present war, it
may be allowed here to say a few words, having under
present circumstances a more direct bearing on the
country and its inhabitants, especially as I find that
notwithstanding the many letters that have lately been
written from the seat of war, some misapprehension
still exists as to what Northern Bulgaria itself is
like, and the general condition of its inhabitants.

The great loss of life in the allied armies of
England and France, that so shocked the public at the
time that those armies were encamped near Varna and
at Kustendji, has given rise to a fixed idea that the
- Dobrudja and Northern Bulgaria are swampy countries
cltrsed with a pestilential “climate. This is an error.

.



vi Introduction.

With the exception of infrequent marshes at the heads
of a few lakes, and periodical swamps caused by the
overflow of the Danube into long narrow valleys
running up into the hills, the whole of the countries
in question are high, dry, and healthy.

The right or Turkish bank of the Danube is formed
of cliffs from 100 to 300 feet high, and the country
thence to the summit of the Balkans ascends, at first
gradually, and kin the last eight or ten miles very
rapidly. The whoTé of the country lying between the
river and foot of the Balkans is intersected by deep
wide valleys and occasional ravines, through which
streams, generally small and shallow, flow to the
Danube. Wide tracts of this country are covered
with forests, with occasional cleared spots where the
villagers cultivate their Indian corn; and again, there
are equally wide tracts where a tree is a rare and
welcome sight, where large crops of wheat and barley
are grown under a system of husbandry the object of
which is to cultivate as much land as possible.

The Balkans themselves (Balkan is the Turkish for
mountain) have little of savage grandeur. For the
most part the outiine of the hills, as might be expected
from their geological formation, is much rounded,
whilst cultivated plots are frequently found nearly to
their summits. In summer, where not covered with
woods, they afford excellent pasturage for numerous
herds of cattle, sheep, and goats.
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There are very few parts in these mountains that
are inaccessible, even in those densely wooded. The
wood-cutters and charcoal-burners have made paths in
all directions, by many of which the mountains can
be crossed with more or less difficulty on foot or on
horseback

By the well-known passes alone can artillery or
wheeled carriages be conveyed to the south of the
Balkans, but it could never be difficult with the aid of
guides to pass infantry to the souﬁ?"gde, if unencum-
bered with artillery and the other ¢impedimenta’ of
war.

Although such extensive forests exist in the Balkans
and the country between them and the Danube, par-
ticularly in that part of the country comprised in the
quadrilateral figure, of which Bourgas, Kavarna, Silis-
tria, and Rustchuck form the four corners, the timber
through neglect is of little value. The habit of the
peasants is to cut the boughs off the trees for charcoal-
burning, fencing, house-building, firing, &ec., and con-
sequently there are few timber-trees of value. The
greater number are reduced to the condition of
¢ pollards,” the trunks of which are hollow and rotten,
and it is only in the higher and more inaccessible
Balkans that good timber can be found.

It is generally supposed that mines of value exist in
the southern slopes of the Balkans, but if so they have
not yet been discovered, although there is nothing in

-
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the geological structure of that region to forbid the hope
of their being yet found.

Mr. Arthur Lennox, than whom, I believe, no more
competent person could be found, failed in bringing to
"light any mines likely to ¢pay,” though he passed
months travelling in the mountains diligently search-
ing their recesses. There is something very tempting
in the idea of becoming suddenly rich by selling a
forest or working a mine, but the real wealth of
Bulgaria consists 1i#ts climate and its soil, in the corr®
and wine, tobacco and roses, the necessaries and luxuries
of life, which, aided by the industrious and frugal
population that it possesses, it is so capable of producing
in abundance.

Before quitting this subject, I may say that the
only mines now successfully worked in Turkey, as far as
I am aware (the Ergana Madan copper mines being I
believe closed), are the coal mines situated on the
shores of the Black Sea, about 120 miles from the
mouth of the Bosphorus on the Asiatic coast. They
are commonly called the ¢ Heraclea’ Mines, though the
mine of Armout Chuk, the nearest to that place, is ten
miles from it. From thence the coal field extends
along the coast to Amasserah, a distance of fifty-five
miles. Inland the coal has been traced to a distance of
about ten miles from the sea. This coal field belongs
to the true Carboniferous formation, and is underlaid
by the mountain limestone pertaining thereto. The
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country in which the mines are situated is very
mountainous, and the numerous seams of coal crop
out on the sides of the hills. Usually the seamg lie
at an angle of about 45° with the horizon, but there
are seams that are nearly and some quite vertical.

The quality of the coal varies very much in the
different seams, which also vary in thickness from three
to fourteen feet. In some the coal is quite equal to
our north country steam coal, whilst in others it
contains many impurities which caut Tt in burning to
form masses of ¢clinkers,” and render it nearly useless
for steam purposes. There is, however, an abundance
of coal of good quality. During the Crimean War the
English and French fleets were supplied with it in
large quantities, no less than 70,000 tons. The mines
are principally worked for the government under con-
tract by Christian Albanians, Bosnians, and Montene-
grians, assisted by the Mahometan agricultural popula-
tion of the neighbourhood, who are forced to work in
the mines under the contractors; the nominal wages of
these villagers, tenpence a day, are reserved by the
government as a set-off against their elastic taxes. In
times of pressure as at present, they are kept nearly
constantly at work, either in the mines or in carrying
the coal to the sea shore on the backs of their mules
and donkeys. 4

The seams of coal are constantly interrupted by
faults, and from this cause the difficulty of procuring

L]
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labour (even under the system of corvée), the expense
of transport and of shipping in the open roadstead, the
coal costs much more than would at first be thought.
The quantity shipped in one year has never exceeded
120,000 tons. In ordinary times it amounts to from
70,000 tons to 80,000 tons a year.

In a book on Bulgaria written at this time, it is
impossible not to recur again and again to the people
of the country. In so doing, I fear that I shall hardly
please those (sh?im they do me the honour of reading
these pages) who, on the one hand denounce the Bulgar
as ugly, stupid, debased, and ungrateful, or, on the
other, those who wish to find in him all the virtues of
a highly civilised race.

Neither physically nor morally can the Bulgar by
any figure of speech be called with truth a degraded
being. The men are generally big, strong, and healthy-
looking, without the slightest trace of the Tartar origin
which some people ascribe to them. This absence of
the Tartar appearance does not however prove the
absence of Tartar blood, for the Turks who are, I
suppose, undoubtedly of Tartar origin, have not now
any more of the Tartar features than the Bulgars.
The Turks, however, virtually speak the same language
as the Tartars of the Crimea, as most of the nomades
of Central Asia, and even the inhabitants of Kashgar.
The Bulgars on the contrary have no Tartar words in
their language beyond a few that they have picked up
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from their conquerors, as we see that the Wallachians
have done, although Wallachia and Moldavia have
never been permanently occupied by the Turks. No
doubt the Bulgars are a very mixed race, but that they
are mainly Sclavonic in their origin is probably true.

Be they what they may, they are an industrious
plodding race, whether the work be ploughing a
Bulgarian plain, doing navvy work in a railway cutting,
studying in a village school or in that admirable
institution the Robert’s College at €3nstantinople.

The women are equally industrious with the men,
and my experience leads me to believe that where
this is the case, communities thrive; whercas, where
the converse obtains, or where the women only work
under compulsion, no community, or indeed family,
prospers.

As I have said elsewhere, fear of Turkish Don
Juans keeps the women for the most part at home, and
as a consequence the houses of the Bulgars are generally
clean and comfortable, and the children well clothed
and cared for. It has occasioned surprise and apparently
indignation to some people since the war began, to find
that the material prosperity of the Bulgar was so much
greater than they expected. The fact is that there are
few Bulgar peasants, properly so called, none of that
class that in England works from the lst of January
to the 31st of December for a daily wage, and who
when worn out is provided with subsistence by the
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general community. Every Bulgar is a yeoman farmer
and maintains himself, his family, and his aged relations,
and pays his taxes by the cultivation of what is
practically his own land. In order to do this, he must
possess capital in the shape of oxen, horses, sheep, cows,
&e., and the possession of these gives an appearance of
greater wealth than perhaps is justified by the actual
balance of his accounts at the year’s end.

Again, when on one side the Bulgar is keen to
acquire wealth Bi'lndustry, aided by cunning, and has
no scruples about honour, etc., of which he has never
heard, and, on the other, his masters and tax-gatherers
are needy and equally anxious for money, it is not
difficult to understand that a satisfactory arrangement
can be made. Thus it is that when a Bulgar arrives
at having considerable available wealth, it is nearly
invariably by having an influential Turkish partner

" in the background. It can be readily understood how
precarious this prosperity must be; the mere fact of the
prosperity itself raises a host of enemies, who are
jealous of a Christian getting rich out of the ¢ Padi-
shah’s Earth’ (the universal theory), and who by
reason of his secret connection is probably spared many
of the extortions to which they, the Osmanlis, are sub-
jected. Consequently if the great man dies, or is dis-
graced, accusations pour in against his unfortunate
Bulgarian partner, who, if he escapes complete ruin,
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can only do so by a judicious distribution of that gold
which is only less dear to him than life itself.

I think that it was the late Mr. Nassau Senior who
said that until he went to the East he never knew what
was meant in the Psalms of David by the constant
reference to ‘my enemies.”’ People in England have
no enemies in the sense in which it is used in the East,
but there every man has enemies who backbite, slander,
and intrigue against him though they may never have
even seen him. R

A Turk looks upon the Osmanlis in the aggregate
as the only people in the world possessing real virtues,
yet ask any Turk about any other Turk who is not his
direct superior, and he will give him the worst of
characters. This arises from the great personal in-
fluence of individuals, commencing with the Sultan
and permeating through all classes down to the village
¢Muchtar.” No man loses sight of the fact that if
Achmet can be got out of office and Hassan get his
place, that he will, or believes he will, derive direct
advantage by the change. And thus astute Greeks,
Bulgars, and Armenians frequently pave the way to
fortune by pecuniarily supporting persons who they
foresee will eventually come to power.

The most renowned diplomatist ever known in the
East once said : ¢ After living in Turkey ten months a
man thinks that he knows the people thoroughly.
After living there for ten years he begins to find out
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that he knows nothing about them.” This is very true,

and after many years spent in the country, I have much
diffidence in giving an opinion on the motives and
conduct of the inhabitants. One sometimes gets a
glance into depths which reveal feelings and thoughts
quite unaccountable. For instance, it has always been
a matter of surprise to me that persons so clever as the
Christian hangers-on of the Turkish officials should,
when in the enjoyment of power, behave so, to our
ideas, unwisely'." “e.t such times the humblest and most
gervile man assumes airs of importance and a general
air of insolence which one would think must provoke
unnecessary enmity. He apes and exaggerates the
manners of the dominant race whom he in private dis-
course affects to despise, and, in short, is insufferably
arrogant and vulgar. And yet such conduct seems to
be accepted by all classes as quite natural and proper
under the circumstances, and such as should inspire
respect rather than disgust or aversion.

There is a prevalent idea that the Turk is truthful
and the Christian untruthful. My experience leads me
to believe that all are not only equally untruthful, but
hold in contempt those that are truthful. They look
upon what we should call straightforwardness as blunder-
ing, if not something akin to bad manners, and taking
the view of things that in nearly all transactions with
Europeans they succeed, they conclude that their policy,
whether in diplomacy or commerce, must be the wisest.
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And yet under certain circumstances they believe one
another just as implicitly as we believe our most trusted
public servants. I have no doubt that the public in
Turkey as entirely accept Edib Effendi’s account of the
Bulgarian massacres as we do the account of them
written by Mr. Baring. With them the ¢ wish is father
to the thought’ absolutely, and I am convinced that it
never crosses the mind of one of them that any of the
wretched Bulgarians now being hanged wholesale are
innocent of the crimes imputed to them, though they
must know that the evidence on which they are being
convicted is for the most part quite worthless. They
know that the Bulgars sympathise with the Russians,
and consequently believe them not only capable of,
but certain to have committed, all other crimes. All
the stories of Russian cruelties that have been pub-
lished by the Turks are not only believed, honestly
believed, but no amount of evidence to the contrary
will ever shake their belief in them.

To save accused Bulgars from the gallows, as I
sincerely hope some may be saved by English or any
other influence, would outrage the feelings of the
Turks as severely as would the liberation under
foreign influence of a Rush or a Miiller have outraged
the people of this country. To hang Chevket Pasha
would be to the Turks as monstrous as the hanging
of a Lawrence or a Clyde would have been to the
English.
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There are depths of wounded feelings and prejudic'es
concealed under the mild, polite, almost humble de-
meanour of the Turk, little suspected. He burns to
revenge the lecturings and reproofs of ambassadors, and
the tolerance he has found it politic to affect, and the
liberties to grant to the despised Christians. I do not
like to think what the fate of numberless Bulgarians
will be, should the Turks succeed in driving back the
Russians across the Danube.

Backbite, sl2nder, and intrigue against their fellows
as they may individually, the Turks are entirely at one
as a nation on all great questions. The show Pasha,
who talks of political economy and liberty to the dis-
tinguished English tourist, has the same feelings and
aspirations as the village zaptieh. With courage flushed
by success, and the sensation of victory fresh upon them,
they are capable of clearing off old scores and realising
old aims, in a way that may astonish the world.

The Turks are brave, docile, cunning, and am-
bitious. Under favourable circumstances, a Grand
Vizier of the old type might call on the 16,000,000
Mussulmen of the Empire for any sacrifice, with a cer-
tainty of being cheerfully obeyed, if the object in view
‘were popular. To recover the lost territory of Islam, to
humble its enemies and re-establish its direct control
over the quasi-independent provinces, would be objects
which would meet the enthusiastic approval of all.
Schools now exist in most of the Bulgarian villages.
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They are mostly of recent date, and the education they
give is necessarily limited, and it has therefore been
the custom of the richer Bulgarians to send their sons
to be educated, either in the Robert’s College at Con-
stantinople, or to some foreign country. As is only
natural, the greater part of the boys or young men find
their way to Russia or Roumania, and it is men who
have been educated in those countries, as the Turks
know only too well, who have spread discontent through-
out. the Balkan Peninsula.

It is well known that amongst certain classes in
Russia, it is the habit to profess radical doctrines—to
talk, perhaps rather wildly, of the rights of man in
general, and of the Sclave races in particular. There
is, moreover, throughout the East a tie stronger than
blood or country—religion ; and the religion of Russia
and Bulgaria is the same. They may be unwise for so
thinking, but the fact remains that the Bulgars think
that the Russians are their friends, whilst they know
that the Turks make them pay taxes, and do many
things that are unpleasant, and consequently they desire
to get rid of the Turks. Much which has been said and
written in England on this Eastern question during the
last two years goes far to demonstrate how partial is the
mass of humanity! If this is so among highly-civilised
. men, how much more so must it be amongst very igno-
rant ones. In the Russian the Bulgar sees all the
virtues, in the Turk all the vices!

L
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Numbers of men, deeply imbued with Russian sym-
pathies and the more advanced of Russian ideas, have
returned to their native country, and in turn inoculated
the masses with similar notions. In times of difficulty
and trial these men have been in the habit of going to
the different Russian consulates for sympathy, advice,
and assistance. Under somewhat analogous circum-
stances, we have seen our Foreign Secretary telegraph-
ing to the English Ambassador at Constantinople to use
his influence to save, if possible, two Bulgars educated
in England from an ignominious death.

Russian education and Russian sympathy have, in
short, been the true—and, I believe, the only real—
¢ Propaganda’ in Turkey. As to Russian emissaries, I
never to my knowledge encountered one, or heard on
credible evidence of any one or more being employed.
Those who assert that all the troubles in Bulgaria have
been caused by Russian emissaries and Russian gold,
should bring forward some proof more tangible than
assertion.

Let who may succeed in the present struggle, it
should be recognised by Europe, when the day of settle-
ment comes, that che population of Bulgaria deserve
more than bare sympathy at their hands. With a fine
climate, great natural beauty, a rich soil, and either
accessible or easily made accessible on all sides, Bul-
garia is surely worthy of a better fate than to be given
over to periodical devastation, or that between whiles its
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resources should only be used as a means of recruiting
forces which are to be again engaged in the same de-
struction.

Personally I have no belief in the view that Turks
and Bulgars cannot live together in peace, even after
recent events. Give them a good and a just govern-
ment and equal rights, and the natural docility of the
two races will very soon cause them to submit to law
and to settle down quietly. I have seen Turks and
Bulgars live in harmony for ten years in the same
village ; and, if for ten years, why not for twenty, or for
always?
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BULGARIA

BEFORE THE WAR.

CHAPTER 1.

Varna and Rustchuck Railroad—Rustchuck—A Turkish Street -
Buying a Horse.

DuriNg the five years that I was employed on the
Kustendji railway, reports had constantly reached us
that the line from Varna to Rustchuck was about to
be commenced—first by one company then by another ;
but somehow these reports one after the other came to
nothing, and the Kustendji line continued the sole
representative of railway engineering in Turkey in
Europe until the spring of 1864.

The sick man had been getting slowly worse and
worse ever since he and his friends had last fought the
Russians ; and so, I suppose, feeling himself to be in a
bad way, he at last took the advice of his European
doctors and consented to pay for a dose of medicine
named ¢ Progress,’ and, as a first step, entered into a

. B
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most solemn agreement to give certain advantages toa
lot of unfortunates who, believing in him, proposed to
find the requisite money and make the much required
line.

There could be no doubt as to the great advan-
tages that would accrue from it to the country, for it
was to start from the seaport of Varna and then run
inland up the great valley past the maiden fortress of
Shumla, to the fortified town of Rustchuck, and would
enable the Government at Constantinople to transport
troops and material of war from thence to the front in
twenty hours. Yes, to the front, for Rustchuck was,
and is, one of the eyes of Turkey that is constantly on
the strain looking out for the hostile forces of the great
Czar. Then it must be remembered that up to the
time the Varna and Rustchuck railway was made there
was no such thing as a road in all Bulgaria, and that
the only way of transporting material, in or out of the
country, was to drag it over the muddy tracks in bul-
lock carts, and that even these could not be collected in
sufficient numbers when any great emergency arose,
such as a threatened attack from over the Danube.

Besides the advantages to be derived from the line
in a military point of view, there were those that always
should, under a good government, follow from the
opening up of a rich country—such as offering to the
agriculturalist and the merchant an easy access to the
best markets, both foreign and local, for his products and
merchandise. Any how, after years wasted over various
schemes to get this line made, the Turkish Government

[



ch. I Rustchuck. 3

at last offered sufficiently enticing terms to induce an
English Company to take the affair in hand, and my
elder brother (and former chief) had the management
of all the works; and it was owing to a short telegram I
received from him that I started at a day’s notice from
Lago d’Orta in Italy, where I had been residing for
some months, and with my stout old portmanteau found
myself once more stepping from the Danube post boat
on to the domains of the Sultan at Rustchuck on one
fine morning in the month of April 1864.

For the unfortunate waif who finds himself in
Turkey for the first time in his life, there is no part of
Europe more difficult to make a start in, unless some
kind friend such as the consul or an old European resi-
dent takes him in hand. Not only does he not under-
stand a word that is said, but the manners of the people
are so utterly strange to him that though longing for
help he fears to trust anyone, and so drifts about paying
heavily for every step he goes, until probably some wily
Levantine, scenting the plunder to be extracted from
bhim, takes him in hand and helps him to buy his
experience. On the other hand, for a man accus-
tomed to the manners and customs of the country there
is no place where so much can be done in so short a
time.

Before I had been on shore an hour I had rescued
my portmanteau from the custom-house, eaten a break-
fast with the English consul, hired two clean though
rough rooms in an Armenian’s house, engaged a man-
cook and a cavass and set up house-keeping. Besides

* B 2
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this I had made the acquaintance of a lot of fellow-
countrymen who had congregated here for the con-
struction of the line, and among them three or four
brother-craftsmen, with whom I started later in the day
on a tour of inspection, first visiting the site of the
future station, and afterwards round the fortifications on
to the rising ground to the south, and then, as evening
drew in, home through the heart of the town.

This was my first visit to Rustchuck, and I must
say that bearing in mind other provincial towns in
Turkey, my first impressions were very pleasing, nor
have I had cause to alter them, for though in after
years I spent many months in this place, I continue to
think it by far the best town I know in Turkey. It is
built on high ground on the edge of the great river,
which at high floods washes the foot of the earth cliffs
on which it is placed, and then extends far away in-
land on the flat plain. It is open to the river (though
protected by several batteries filled with old guns), but
on the land side it is surrounded by a fosse and ramp,
with batteries at intervals, ready to sweep the plain ;
but all are in a state of semi decay, and would require
much to be done before they would be fit to protect the
town. :

On the south side, running towards the west, are
low hills covered with vineyards through which runs
the main road to Shumla and Varna. From the sum-
mit of these hills can be had a very pretty view of the
town at their foot, then the Danube with its great flat
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islands, and away some few miles to the right, the
Wallachian town of Giurgevo, the front door to that
principality.

Like all Turkish towns Rustchuck gains enchant-
ment from distance. Standing as I did that afternoon
looking down upon it, it looked beautifully picturesque,
clean and prosperous, with its white-washed cottages
covered with red tiles, each standing in a large court-
yard, and shaded by a cluster of mulberry trees. Every
here and there a tall minaret shot its slender shaft
towards the heavens, and I could just catch the cry of
the Immam calling the faithful to prayer, the distance
giving to the sound a sweetness that is wanting when
standing near. Strings of arabas were hurrying along,
anxious to be clear of the town before the gates were
shut, intending to encamp outside to be able to start
before daybreak for their distant villages, and another
string of men and women on foot, on horseback, or in
one-horse telekis were hastening in from field labour.
Reminded by these sights that I also had a home,
though a very young one, and a dinner waiting for me,
I hurried down, and mingling with the stream followed
on through the gate into the Turkish quarter of the
town, and thoroughly Turkish it was. On the open
space left between the houses and the walls of the town
were collected groups of arabas with their patient,
sleepy-looking buffaloes or bullocks chained up to the
pole munching at a bundle of hay, while the drivers
were congregated round a fire on the open ground,
co.okin'g or eating their supper preparatory to sleeping,



€

6 Bulgaria before the War. CH. L.

where they sat wrapped in their long capotes. The
spot they were on had been used for the same purpose
for generations past, and was literally the top of an old
dirt heap, reeking with old and new smells, littered
about with rubbish, dead cats, wolfish-looking dogs, and
half a dozen beggars. Just above the heads of one of
the largest, and apparently one of the merriest of the
groups, was a stout bar some twelve feet long, supported
by two rough posts about ten feet from the ground,
~ from which in the next few ycars I saw the fruits of the
first Bulgarian revolution suspended, but which was
now being used as a post of observation by some half-
dozen little urchins who were sitting astride it, chatting
to each other and chaffing the araba drivers. Then on
I went into the street with its wretched one-storied
shops open to the front, displaying such commodities as
old iron, rope, dried figs, locusts, black or white Bulgar
caps, sheeps’ milk cheeses, Turkish shoes and slippers,
earthen water-bottles, tobacco, and many other such
things, useful to the natives, but not pretty nor much
calculated to drain the pockets of an European. If
the shops were bad the road was worse. Close to
the sides were huge narrow irregular stepping stones
about two feet above the level of the narrow street,
which in wet weather was a river of mud and filth,
and in dry, one long dust heap on which sprawled
troops of lean, mangey, decrepit and deformed dogs,
all looking depressed, all thin, and all either sleepy or
sulky.

On I went until in about the centre of the town I
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came upon a more open part, on which were pitched
higglety-pigglety a group of badly built, worse de-
signed, pretentious-looking buildings, and I at once
perceived that I had reached the abode of the great
man, the Pasha, and that these were the government
offices.

After passing these, my road turned to the right,
and each hundred yards I went the houses and shops
improved, proving to me that I was in the Giaour
quarter. At last I reached the main street of the
Christians, which runs parallel to the cliff, and in
which there are some really good houses. That is to
say good for a Turkish town, for they are spacious,
clean, and fairly well arranged. In this street our
offices were finally situated, and afterwards, whenever
I visited Rustchuck I took up my abode in it.

In Turkey, one’s dinner, such as it is, is always
ready after the middle of the afternoon, and has the
one advantage of being just as well or badly cooked if
it is eaten at 5 P.M. or at midnight, and on this evening
I found mine ready to be served; so neglecting to put
on a dress coat, I just washed my hands, sat down on
the edge of the divan, and pegged away with a good
appetite at the food which was arranged before me on
three rush-bottomed chairs, with Danube water to wash
it down, and a cigarette for dessert.

I had soon, though, to be off again to join a council
of ways and means, when, after spending half the night
poring over plans, taking notes, and discussing arrange-
me.nts, it was settled that I should accompany the
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consulting engineer over the line to Varna, establish
myself there, and look after the works at that end of
the line.

The next day but one was fixed for our departure,
and as there was much to be done on the morrow, and
it was already some hour or so past midnight, I ran
home and tumbled into my bed, where I dreamt of
sections and cross sections, gradients and curves, cut-
tings and embankments, till I finally fell off some high
scaffolding.

I was awakened early in the morning with the
glad news that a big lighter with goods for us had
arrived from Tchernavoda, the terminus of the old
Kustendji line ; so I hastened down to see the unlading,
and my heart was made glad at the sight of my saddle,
camp bed, and various odds and ends of my old camp
furniture, whose timely arrival would greatly conduce
to my comfort on the approaching journey. When all
was unloaded and stowed away, I went up to the town
and spread the news that I was in want of a good horse.
Soon I had a dozen beasts prancing before my windows
with their heads well up in the air looking fit and
anxious to run for a man’s life; but on telling my
cavass to lead them up and down the road with a loose -
rein, they one after the other lapsed into a lot of spirit-
less, woebegone wretches, that looked as if they had
been at work all and every day for the past month,
and besides had had bad nights. It was sharp bits
and sharper spurs that had stirred them up, and as I
was not going to haul at a poor beast’s mouth and probe
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him in the ribs for 140 miles of rough road, I sent
them back to their stables.

I then heard that a Turkish Bin Bashi had ‘a
wonder’ to sell ; so I paid him a visit and spent an hour
sitting on his divan, drinking black coffee, whilst he
poured forth a string of lies in praise of his horse, the
mildest of which would have been enough for most
men’s conscience to carry. It was a lamb, quite young,
very quiet, most enduring, and the price, thirty liras,
as nothing compared to its value. He only parted
with it because he was ordered round by water to
Constantinople, and could not easily take it with him.
He let me have it cheap because he loved it so much.
¢ But come, Tchellaby, and see the beauty;’ so off we
started to the barrack yard, and I had the animal
pointed out to me tied up in a nearly dark stall. In
one respect he was like most lambs—he was snow white,
but I was assured this was a marvellous horse, for he
was born so, and his mother was the same. As he
kicked out within an inch of me when I tried to go up
to him, I insisted on his being fetched out, and was
struck by the fact that the gentle creature required
two soldiers to lead him. However, he was a well-
shaped horse and in good condition, so I thought I
would look him over; but on going up to his head, he
gave me a blow on the thigh with his fore foot that
would have done credit to Tom Sayer in his palmiest
days for its quickness and directness, and which sent
me hobbling out of the yard and house quite forgetting
to make my salaams.
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CHAPTER II.

Pelevan the Murderer—Starting for Varna—Pravady (iorge—Arrival
at Varna—Varna Merchants—An English 1'riend.

Jusr before I reached my house I heard a man in a
café call out in Turkish, ¢Tchellaby, my Tchellaby,
welcome, welecome! again I see you, how glad I am!’
and the next minute a great big red-haired Turk was
kissing the end of my shooting jacket with apparent
satisfaction. I knew the man’s face at once; it was
perfectly familiar to me, but, for the life of me, I could
not call to mind where I had seen him; so I patted
him on the arm, called him ‘my good child,’ and put
on an appearance of pleasure to fit his. In the midst
of which my dormant memory revived and I ex-
claimed, ¢ Why, Pelevan, they hanged you years ago for
murder !’

¢No, Tchellaby, they did not hang me, they im=
prisoned me for life—ah, it is a hard fate.’

¢But you are not in prison now !’

¢Yes, Tchellaby, I am, and never shall get out un-
less I can get some friend, such as you, to help me
by interceding with the Pasha.’

¢ But you are not locked up !’

*No, I am confined to this town, and two hours’
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distance from it; and oh, my only friend, for the sake
of the old days and my former good conduct, take
pity on me.’

Considering it was well to keep on good terms with
one of the worst murderers I had ever heard of, I spoke
him fair—said I was sorry to see him where he was,
which was the bare truth, for I would much rather
have seen him on the gallows at the town gate, and
then, without committing myself to any promises, bade
him good-day.

Some years before this man had been employed by
us on the Kustendji railway, and was for a year or two
rather a favourite with us all. Over and over again
he was trusted with money to take to distant towns
and buy us requisites, such as pick shafts, charcoal, and
other native products. He was often away for a month
at a time on these excursions, but always turned up at
last and accounted for the money, and might now have
been in the same position if he had not drawn his big
knife and cleft a small Bulgar boy’s head in twain be-
cause the said boy refused to hand him over a pitcher
of water he bad just drawn fresh from the well.
Pelevan never attempted to escape, and so was arrested
red-handed and put in prison. Two disguised zaptichs
were placed in the same cell with him, who won his
confidence by pretending to be fellow-murderers, and so
led him on to confess that while travelling about for us
he had killed five or six people, some of them Turks and
some Christians. He was tried for these murders at
Rust?huck and condemned to death; yet here he was,
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lounging in a café, well-dressed and apparently pros-
" perous, and I daresay when opportunity offered indulg-
' ing in his old pastime of cutting throats and breaking
little boys’ skulls. I am glad to say I never saw or
heard of the ruffian again during the remaining time I
was in Turkey.

My horse-dealing on this occasien led me at last to
purchase, for twenty liras, a big, well-bred, active-look-
ing mare in good condition and with easy paces. I-
thought at first I had got a bargain, but a few miles of
the road next day developed one fatal fault—she struck
herself in front when trotting or even jogging, and was
perpetually coming down on her head.

As my readers, if they trouble themselves to accom-
pany me through the following pages, will have many a
long journey over Turkish roads to make with me, I
shall spare them the account of this ride down to
Varna, and instead will give them, once for all, a short
description of the line and the scenery it . passes
through, which will help them, I hope, to understand
better what is to follow.

The station at Rustchuck is placed a quarter of a
mile from the town at the foot of the cliff, on land
partly reclaimed from the Danube. For the first
quarter of -a mile the line runs almost parallel with the
course of the river, but works its way up the face of
the cliff by an easy incline, till it reaches the undu-
lating plain on the top, and then turns off in the di-
rection of Varna.

Strange to say, the Turkish Government chose the
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site for the station, which is so placed that it is outside
the forts, and, what is more, out of reach of them,
being hidden by the cliffs. On the other hand, it is at
the mercy of an enemy holding the island opposite,
and could easily be destroyed from thence. This was
pointed out to the Turks at the time, but they only
said, ¢ That is our affair.’

For about the first five miles the line mounts up a
steep gradient, in some parts as much as 1 in 40, till
it passes through the high ground at the south of
Rustchuck in a deep cutting. From there it runs
chiefly down hill till it reaches the first station at
Tchervenavoda (a Russian word which means ¢crimson
water,” as Tchernovoda, the terminus of the Kustendji
line on the Danube, means in the same language
‘black water’). After this the line mounts by steep
gradients till it reaches flat table land at the station of
Vetova, twenty-four miles from Rustchuck, where, for
the first time, it leaves the plains and enters a forest of
stunted lime and oak scrub which shuts it in as with a
wall, and is far the most uninteresting part of the
line to the lovers of scenery, though, owing to its flat-
ness, it is the best part to travel over. Forty-four miles
from Rustchuck 1is the station for Rasgrad, though
that town itself is some two miles away in the valley
at the foot of the steep hill, and is one of the dirtiest
and most thoroughly Turkish towns in all the country.
It is near this station that the water-shed is reached,
after passing which the line descends more or less all
the way to Varna.
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About seventy miles from Rustchuck is the half-
way station of Shitanjick—a most suggestive name, as
" it means ‘the little devil, and further to match its
pame, it is situated in the ¢ deli Orman ’ or Mad Forest.
Here the line passes over a narrow and deep ravine on
a very fine stone viaduct, the best piece of masonrfr,
I believe, in all Turkey. Leaving the forests behind,
the line here descends over grassy plains and open
downs with a splendid view of the rugged Balkans in
front of it, till at Shumla Road Station it passes into a
narrow gorge actually at the foot of these mountains,
and after winding in and out amongst the hills for
another cwelve miles, passes through the valley of
Pravady (where the entrance of the Changa pass be-
gins, over which the Russian army marched towards
Constantinople in 1829), and then on till it skirts the
marshes, swamps, and lakes, which it follows till it
reaches Varna.

Throughout the entire line the land is of the richest
alluvial soil; but though it yields splendid crops of
cereals, it is only partially cultivated, and the tillage
is of the roughest description. The forests—or what
are called forests, for nowhere is the timber good for
anything but firewood—afford pasturage for the dun-
coloured cattle, little active sheep, and a few goats,
and are a fine shelter for such worthless creatures as
wolves, boars, and robbers.

For years past I had heard of the gorge of Pravady
as one of the worst spots in all Bulgaria for brigands,
and half the tales we had been told of men being
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stopped, robbed, and murdered were fathered upon it.
It was therefore with keen interest that I rode down
this gorge for the first time, and I felt thankful that
I had English companions with me, and that at all
events it was not likely that the trip would be finished
by a rencontre with the gentlemen of the hills.

At every village at which we stopped we were asked
by the inhabitants with keen interest when the earth-
works were to be commenced, and we were soon con-
vinced we should not stand still for want of labour.
All had heard of the Kustendji line, and many had
worked upon it, and over and over again I was greeted
by some sturdy Bulgar or Turk, who claimed me as one
of his old masters. Our entrance into Varna was
quite an event to the inhabitants of that rather dull
town, and as we passed along the muddy, ill-paved
streets we were greeted on all sides with cries of
welcome ; and T was rejoiced to see my old servant
Demetry, who had been with me for two or three years
on the Kustendji railroad, rush out of a shop and
make his salaams. Before I had ridden another hun-
dred yards he was again in my service, and when we
reached the door of the English Consulate he was there
in readiness to take charge of our goods and chattels,
and make himself generally useful. Here we had a
great disappointment, for, on the door being opened,
a melancholy-looking young Greek told us in perfect
English that my old friend Mr. Suter, the Consul, had
been buried only the day before. He had been consul
at Varna for some years, and from time to time had
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paid us visits at Kustendji. However, I had but
little time just mow to bewail his loss, for I had to
hurry off to the beach, where a huge pile of boxes and
goods of every imaginable description had been tumbled
from a steamer early that morning ; then there was to
hire a magazine to stow them in, look after the trans-
port, appoint a watchman, and, as soon as I could, go
house-hunting—and hard work I had, for I was the
only Englishman of the party who had ever been at the
place before, or knew where to go for help, or who
could be trusted.

I feel sure there were not a dozen male humans in
all Varna that night that did not entertain hopes of
gaining something by the construction of the railway.
Some hoped to make fortunes, others were, perhaps,
content with the thoughts of competency, but all hoped
to gain their end by a short cut and with little labour.
In such a hurry were they that they hardly gave me
time to swallow my dinner on this first evening before
I was beset by at least a dozen of the merchants and
leading men of the town with offers of every sort.

They all wanted me to live with them free gratis,
for all loved me like a brother, and each one was
so disinterested that he split on his oldest friends and
neighbours and assured me they were all rogues except
himself. Unfortunately for them all, I had lived in
Varna for some time previously, and knew a little of
them. First, I could not recall their having ever
shown me much brotherly love before, and then, from
what I could remember of them, there was not a pin to
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choose between them ; so my opinion only differed from
theirs in that I invariably added one more rogue to the
list. of those given me—namely, the speaker.

I remember one offer that was made me that night
by a man who, I am sorry to say, was a native of one of
the great nations of Europe, and an educated man.
He asked to be made pay clerk. I thanked him, but
said I should not require his services, as an Englishman
had been appointed to the post. ¢Ah!’ he exclaimed,
‘what a waste of money! You might have saved his
salary.’

¢ To give it to you, I said.

¢No, sir, I would do it for nothing. See here, sir’
(his left thumb stuck up in the air with a big ring on
it, whilst he gave it a severe thrashing with the fore-
finger of the other hand), ¢you just give me de pay
sheets and de money. I go pay all de men, and never
ask for one penny.’

¢Ah!’I said, ‘I begin to see. You would recoup
yourself for your trouble by swindling the men.’

¢ Sir, you say it coarse. No, sir, by my commission.
ITama

—, not one of dese rogues. All dese others
rogues, but I am an honest man.’

I did not quite agree with him, but I daresay he
was right and I was wrong—it was, after all, a matter of
opinion. However, my opinion on the subject was
so strong that I determined from that night to have as
little as possible to do with Varna merchants.

I shall always look back to the next morning as one
of the days in my life to be marked with a red letter,
c
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for it was then that I first made the acquaintance of a
man who for the next three years shared my house with
me—shared my troubles, lightened my labours, joined
in my sports, and was at all times a perfect gentleman,
a genial, merry companion, and one of the pluckiest
fellows that ever trod in shoe leather. He was so
mixed up with my life for the next five years that
I shall often have to mention him, and in future I shall
call him by the old familiar name of Mac, well knowing
all who knew him will at once recognise of whom I am
writing, though I do not give his real name. As we sat
‘at breakfast we heard a cheery voice in the courtyard
asking for me, and the next minute Demetry ushered
into the room a tall handsome lad of some twenty years,
who at once introduced himself, telling me, what I then
heard for the first time, that he had been sent out by
my brother as my assistant. I suppose in the great
press of business my brother had forgotten to mention
» him, but it oniy required one look at his face to make
me feel very glad to have him with me.
He had ridden in from Kustendji, having arrived
there from England a few days before, and he had done
* the long ride (100 miles) over the Dobrudja in a day
and a-half, accompanied by one cavass, to whom he
could not speak a word. He gave us an amusing
account of his journey, and talked of the difficulties
and fatigue of it as a great joke; said he liked that
kind of life, and threw out hints that he did not care
how soon he was in the saddle again.
Having a spare room, I offered it to him, and it
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continued to be his whenever he was at Varna, during
the next three years.

On coming down to the courtyard we were greeted
by four English sub-contractors, who told us they had
just arrived by the steamer from Constantinople, having
come there direct from Spain, where they had been on
some works, and that now they hoped to be soon at the
old trade again. For the next hour or so we were all
busy poring over plans, sections, &c., and then leaving
the others to ride up the line and have a look at the
country, I furbished up my apparel, and hastened off to
the Konak to pay my respects to the Pasha—a duty not
to be neglected, for though it is not manners for a Turk
to appear to take an interest in anything, yet I knew
he was in a state of the keenest expectation and longing
to see what the Gisour who had come to his town was
like, and he would have felt hurt and offended had I
not called at once.
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CHAPTER III.

A Pasha of the Old School—Turkish Horsemen—Commencing the
Railway—The English Camp—Devna Marsh—Varna English.

I HAVE known many Turks and many Pashas, but of all
I have known this old fellow was the most honest, the
simplest, and the most agreeable I have ever met ; and
yet he was a Turk of the Turks, one of the old school,
that hated a Giaour in the abstract, but liked him indi-
vidually, and whose word when given was to be trusted
implicitly. Unfortunately for me he was removed long
before the line was finished, and I lost a friend, who
was replaced by an & la Franca Pasha, with whom I
had now and then a few words—not friendly.

I found the old fellow sitting cross-legged on his
divan, apparently occupied in dictating a letter to his
sickly, unwholesome-looking secretary, who was scrib-
bling away on another divan on the opposite side of the
room, using the palm of his hand for a desk, and getting
through his work at the rate of about a line in five
minutes, and it appeared to me that both he and his
master were glad to be interrupted, and get a short
rest. _ ‘ :

I was presented to the Pasha by an old acquaintance,
M. Comiano, the Greek interpreter, the only permanent
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official I had ever known in Turkey, and therefore far
the most efficient. He had been interpreter to some
dozens of Pashas of Varna, and his services extended
over many years. From what I saw of him, during the
years I was at Varna, I came to the conclusion that ke
was the real governor, and that the nominal ones were
generally only useless, ignorant hindrances to business.
After the usual salaams had been gone through, the
Pasha entered into a long discussion—or rather, I should
say, listened to a long discourse from me—only exclaim-
ing from time to time ¢Inshallah’ (please God), or
¢ Mashallah’ (wonderful). When he used the former
word, I knew he did it from a feeling of superstition or
religion, for no good Turk ever makes an assertion, or
listens to one, of what is going to happen, without
saying, ¢ Please God ;' and when he used the other ex-
pression, he meant courteously to insinuate that my
talk was a bit too tall, and that without quite putting
me down as a liar, he yet was not going to swallow all
1 said.

Somehow we soon drifted into the subject of horses,
when the old fellow brightened up at once, and proposed
that we should adjourn to a summer-house in the court-
yard and have his stud out to inspect. Wishing to
make friends with him I agreed to this, little as I could
afford to lose the time ; so we marched off, followed by
some half-dozen chiboukjis with pipes and coffee. He
had some very good Arab horges, of which he was justly
proud ; but he was almost pathetic, as he patted his
well-filled waistcoat and with a sigh said, ¢ Ah, this has
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spoilt all the pleasure I used to take in riding; I can
now only go at foot’s pace on a quiet old pony, and
these beauties I only keep to look at and pet. No one
ever uses them for work, nor shall they as long as I
live)

Standing by the Pasha’s side was a remarkably
handsome blue-eyed little lad, about ten years old,
who the old fellow told me was his son.

On my asking the boy if he could ride, the Pasha
called up one of the grooms, who was leading a horse
that seemed to prefer walking about on his hind legs to
going on all fours, and told him to put the boy up.
In a moment the little brat was on the bare-backed
horse, and gathering up the reins and giving a yell
started off down the yard, through the gates and out on
to an open piece of grass at full gallop, the horse kicking
and playing in a manner that would have made me very
careful if on him with a good saddle.

There is one thing, if nothing else, that the Turks
certainly can do well—they can ride; not, perhaps, as
Englishmen can behind hounds—for it is not their
custom to jump horses over hedges, I suppose because
there are no hedges to jump—but from babyhood a
Turk is at home on a horse, and I have seen small boys
perform marvels of horsemanship, and this at the age
when young master in England is in a pannier on the
Shetland. Not only does he ride when a baby, but will
keep it up till he is an old grey-bearded man, and when
he is long past walking, he will be seen sitting upright
on his beast, going over rough roads and uneven ground
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with a light hand and easy motion, looking quite at
home and in the right place.

Railway-making must be anxious busy work in any
country, but few can realise how anxious and busy a
man must be in a country like Turkey, where no one
has the faintest knowledge of the work and every small
detail must be personally looked to and the entire
native staff trained to its duties.

Fortunately for me I was soon joined at Varna by a
most efficient staff of Englishmen, and by letting off
the earth-works to sub-contractors as far as possible, we
soon made a start and put our mark on the country.
But even with this help my life was a very busy one,
and I had to outrage my feelings by getting up with
the lark and working on till far into the night.

Our task was made far more difficult at first by the
Tuarkish Government having determined to cut a canal
through the mile of sand and marsh that separates
Varna bay from the beautiful deep-water lake which
they proposed to turn into a harbour. Therefore our
railway was to have commenced at the village of Alad-
din, at the head of this lake. We none of us thought
for a moment that the Government would ever carry
out this scheme, and in fact we knew they were quite
incapable of doing so themselves, nor could they even
by any possibility get a European company to do it for
them, first, because the traffic would not be sufficient
to make it pay, and secondly, because the cost would
have been so much that the Turks could not have
guaranteed even a small percentage on the outlay. The
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summer was half over before the Government gave way
and consented to our running the line on as far as the
outgkirts of the town of Varna. At first, therefore, we
had to transport all our materials ten miles up the lake,
and had a ten miles’ ride each time to inspect the earth-
works. Then, besides the.earth-works, magazines and
houses had to be built at Aladdin, and men and horses
kept there for the works.

It was just to the north of Aladdin that our troops
were encamped previous to their removal to the Crimea,
and the first time I rode up to this village an old Turk
pointed out to me the ring left in the turf where Lord
Raglan’s tent had stood.

Doubtless our commanders had good reasons for
placing the camp on these hills—at all events it is not
for me to criticise their doing so, but I must say I be-
lieve it was about the most unwholesome spot within a
hundred miles, to say nothing of its being the most
unget-at-able. The camp was placed no doubt on high
ground, but it was high ground at the end of many
thousands of acres of swamp and stinking bog, and the
draught down the valley must have carried malaria into
the camp every night; besides, the men ran the risk of
inhaling the same deadly poison each time they visited
the marsh-surrounded lake to get water.

When reading Russell’s letters from the camp in
which be described the great difficulties the commis-
sariat had in getting provisions up to the camp, I re-
member being struck with the fact of their not making
use of the long lake as a means of transport, and the
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advantages of doing so appeared so great when I got
on the ground that I immediately sent to Constanti-
nople and bought a dozen big oak lighters, and these I
placed on the lake with small rowing boats to tug them.
We thus became independent of muddy and ofttimes
impassable roads, and had a cheap and easy access to the
sed.

To give my readers some little idea what the swamps
surrounding the Devna lake are like, it will be sufficient
for me to tell them that for one whole week three
hundred men were employed barrowing earth into this
bog in the attempt to carry the line across it. Every
night one chain’s length was finished and each morning
it had disappeared ! I was away on business during this
week, and when I returned I had an iron rod sunk, end
first, by its own weight to the depth of forty feetin the
bog! We eventually crossed this and other marshes
most successfully by floating the line over it on a thick
layer of brushwood and trees, and to this day that has
been one of the best parts of the entire line.

The soil of the bog was about the colour and con-
sistency of pitch, and the smell was nearly strong
enough to support the rails, far too strong for my poor
sense of smell, for it made me actually sick standing
over it, and every day the workmen had to be removed
and replaced by others owing to the terrible fevers they
caught.

The state of the roads will be appreciated when I
mention that during the time the troops were at Devna,
three or four officers were sent with some dozen troopers
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to reconnoitre as far as Bazarjik, a town on the edge of
the Dobrudja, only thirty miles distant, and that half
of their horses died on the return journey. I was told
this only a few weeks ago by an officer who was one of
the party.

A few days after my arrival at Varna I received by
sea from Galatz two monster rafts of timber—timber
that had been grown on the slopes of the Carpathians,
and after being floated out of the mountains, had been
rafted at Galatz, and sent round to Varna with a tug
boat. I had been expecting these rafts for some days,
and was beginning to fear some mishap had taken place,
when one morning Demetry called me at daybreak to
say a sailor had come to tell me that the leading raft
was aground on a rock near the shore some five miles
up the coast.

I was quickly on my pony galloping to the place,
and on turning a headland, there, sure enough, I saw my
big friend hard and fast, looking like a small island. I
was soon on the beach opposite it, and on hailing the,
tug a small boat was sent off for me. I first went on
board to consult the captain, who told me the raft had
been aground half the night and, do what he would, he
could not move it. I then went to the raft to give
orders for the top timbers to be thrown off so as to
lighten it, but I had not been on it five minutes before
the people on the tug began to shout, the whistle to go,
and the paddles to splash and splutter in a furious way,
and I saw to my great joy that we were moving out to
sea.
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The landing of these two rafts I put into the hands
of a big Dalmatian boatman who soon had them high
and dry on the beach, and piled up in stacks ready for
use. The first day I spoke to him about it, I said,
¢ Get together a good gang of men—mind, I'll have
none of your town hands or coffee-house loungers, they
must all be smart and willing to work.” The next
morning the Dalmatian came to the office to report
progress, and on my enquiring if he had collected a
good gang, he said ¢ Yes, sare, one vera good lot of men
—all damn fools!” Now my friend had learnt his
English from the English sailors who came into Varna,
and from hearing them constantly addicss the natives
employed about the vessels in those two expressive
words, he naturally supposed they were the correct term
for workmen, and that in using them he was convincing
me he had got together a gang of the right sort !

In this he was not unlike nine out of every ten
Englishmen who go to Turkey. They always address
a Turk as ¢ Bonny back’ and speak of him as ¢this old
bonny back,” thinking it means some such term as ¢ old
tellow.” They have acquired this idea from hearing
the Turks commence their conversation with ¢Banna
bak ’—which literally is ¢ Attend to me.’

To give another illustration of the fertlle imagi-
nation of the British workmanr I may mention that
near the mines of Heraclea there is a Turkish village
named Zungledek, which was always called by the
workmen in the mines ¢ Uncle Dick,’ and they inva-
riably corrected anyone who pronounced the name
rightly by saying, ¢ Oh, I see, you mean Uncle Dick.’



28 Bulgaria before the War. cm. 1v.

CHAPTER 1IV.

A Troublesome Visitor—A Volunteer Contractor—Swapping a Horse —

Zaptieh—Turkish Horses—A Country Trip with the Pasha.

ONE of our chief difficulties at the commencement of
our life at Varna arose from the excessive affection
evinced for us by the Varniot merchants. Despairing
after oft-repeated attempts to allure us into the great
whirlpool of society as existing there, they settled, as it
was settled once before in the East, that if the moun-
tain would not go to Mahomet, Mahomet should go to
the mountain. They took to visiting us in the most
friendly manner. This perhaps, to some men’s tastes,
would have been charming, but to one hard at work all
day it became oppressive, especially as the visits were
paid at all hours between five in the morning and mid-
night, and as the conversation invariably turned on
some advantage the visitor wished to obtain that might
put money in his pocket.

The reader will say, ¢ Why did you not use a little
self-denial, and order your servant to say, Not at home?’
This would not answer in Varna, for this reason: no
visitor ever thinks of troubling a servant to announce
him, but just walks up and into your room with a self-
satisfied smile on his face greatly provocative of a
breach of the peace. One gentleman nearly drove poor
Mac and me demented. He discovered our meal times,
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and whenever either of us by good luck got home in
time for dinner there would be our friend smoking his
everlasting cigarette, and kindly pressing us to make
ourselves at home. Then he would drop in just as the
work of the evening was pushed aside, and we had
settled down for a chat about home and distant friends;
and on waking in the morning, there he would be sit-
ting on the foot of the bed, telling one not to mind
dressing before him (washing never entered his head).
Driven to desperation, I at last wrote him a note, giving
a short description of the manners and customs of the
West, in which I particularly drew his attention to the
fact, that we preferred our acquaintances being an-
nounced by a servant. No good! Our friend appeared
again the next morning at breakfast, and proposed
afterwards to sit on the corner of the desk in the office
while I went through accounts. 1 drew him aside, and
politely pointed out that his visits were untimely, and
that when I wished for his company I would let him
know. He went away then, only to walk into my bed-
room at sunset as I was refreshing myself in a state of
nature in a cold bath. He was greatly shocked and
horrified at the sight, and, helped by this and the
getting my bath sponge full in his face, he retired. I
was annoyed before, but now I was in a rage, so I once
more wrote him a letter which I flattered myself would
terminate our acquaintance ; but not a bit of it. He
was perched on my bed when I woke next morning,
looking more friendly than ever. This was too much ;
so I told him if he would only wait till I had put on
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my thickest boots I would give myself the pleasure
of kicking him down stairs ; and further, that I would
do the same if ever he came up to my rooms again
without first sending up his name.

I did at last thus succeed in getting rid of him, but
we always continued the greatest friends, and he might
constantly be seen trying to induce Demetry to bring
up his card; but that erafty native was too well trained
in the customs of the Britisher ever to allow that we
were at home.

The excessive friendship of another Varniot merchant
induced him to show the very greatest anxiety about
our being constantly supplied with labourers. And to
ensure this he proposed to contract with us for this
useful article. In vain I assured him we had more
men than we wanted. ¢Oh!’ he said, ¢ there will be a
break-down soon. Harvest time is coming. I must
and will engage a lot before then. Let me see. You
pay two shillings a day and two loaves of bread. For
that I will engage a thousand men. I shall lose by it,
but I know how generous you are. When you find out
how truly I have befriended you, you will recoup me
any little loss.’

I laughed, and said he had better not try me, and
thought it was half a joke.

Some ten days after this I went away forty miles up
the country, and was astonished by the men in all the
gangs coming to remonstrate with me for the way I was
behaving, saying that I was paying them sixpence a day
less than I was giving on the Varna sections. I assured
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them it was not so, and soon convinced them I was
speaking the truth, and they then told me that two
or three men from Varna had passed by and had spread
this report. As soon as I returned to Varna the men
there came to complain that the workmen up the line
were being paid higher wages than they were, but for-
tunately they took my word for it, that it was not so.
Here, again, I heard that Varna men coming from up
the country had spread the report.

Now anyone accustomed to ignorant labourers will
see that these reports were just the kind of thing to
make the men discontented, and that we ran a risk of
having the works greatly disorganised. I felt sure
some underhand work was going on, but T held my
tongue and bided my time.

A week later the merchant rushed into my office,
saying, ¢ See, I have just received this telegram. Now
am not I your friend ? What would you do if it were
not for me ?’

I read the telegram, which was to say that five
hundred men had been engaged, and were then on board
a steamer in the Bosphorus reatly to start in a few hours
for Varna.

I assured my friend that I should not employ one
of his men, and that I now quite understood who it
was that had been spreading reports among my work-
men. I then went off to the old Pasha, and soon
arrangefl matters with him. I had only to tell him
that I should not give one day’s work to any of the
expected men, and that I did not suppose he wished for
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a cargo of the riff-raff of Stamboul let loose in Varna,
to induce him to send word to the merchant that they
would not be allowed to land.

I heard afterwards that the merchant telegraphed
to his agent just in time to prevent the men starting,
but that he lost a considerable sum, as the passage was
paid, and they each had received something in advance.

Besides being pestered almost past endurance by
the resident ©place and preferment’ seekers, hardly a
steamer arrived from Constantinople without bringing
a batch of people, all wanting—1I was going to say
work,'but that would have been the last thing they
wished for—no, they all wanted pay.

We used soon to get rid of them, however, by asking
them, ¢ What can you do?’ ¢Anything you like, sir.’
‘Then you can keep accounts?’ ¢No. ¢Well, then
you can write English?’ ¢No.” ¢You are, perhaps,
a carpenter, a blacksmith, a this, or a that?’ till we
had mentioned all the employments on the line, finish-
ing up with a labourer, and receiving a ‘No’ to all.
I used then to say, ¢ Well, there is only one other post
to offer, and that is a parson’s. Come up on Sunday,
and we will see what we can do for you’ They never
did come back, and we were well rid of them. Occa-
sionally for some reason we were obliged to give some
of these creatures a job, and I can safely say it would
have paid us better to have given them a year’s salary
on the spot and sent them off, rather than have them
on the works or in the offices.

Having had some dozen rolls off the ¢Kisrak®
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(mare), thanks to her trick of ¢speedy-cutting,’ and
having at last become quite nervous when I was on
her, I was most anxious to get rid of the beast. In
this I succeeded; for one day whilst riding to Bazarjik
on an excursion to buy horses, the zaptieh who was
riding with me fell in love with her, and proposed a
¢swap.’ Isaid I was quite willing, on the condition
that we did it ¢ Bashi Bash’ (head for head), and no
questions asked. For a time he demurred, and did
his best to pump me; but finding this would not do,
and fearing I might dispose of the coveted mare at
Bazarjik, he agreed, and we then and there changed
saddles, and I for the first time mounted one of the
very best little animals I ever owned ; and I only hope
the zaptieh was as well content with his bargain,
though if he were not I do not very much care, for,
without doubt, he had taken the little horse from some
Rayah by force, or by trumping up some threat against
him.

I have said ¢ Zaptieh’ (for so I at once named my
new acquaintance) was a good one, but this took some
time to find out, and I can’t say I was so pleased with
him at first. He had only two paces—a canter and a
jog. The former perfect for short journeys, and the
latter the right pace to put a hundred miles behind
one in the day. I rode this horse till the last before
I left Turkey; and then, feeling that he owed me
nothing, and fearing lest in his old age he might get
into bad hands, I had him shot. Over and over again
I rode him seventy miles in the day, and now and then

D
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as much as a hundred. He never appeared tired, never
made a false step, and never showed the least temper.
As a general rule the horses (or rather ponies, for one
15 hands high is considered enormous in Turkey) are
poor creatures, and those actually bred in the country
are good for nothing. All the bettermost horses come
from Constantinople or the southern slopes of the
Balkans, but it is rarely one gets a good one of any
sort. The pashas and Turkish officials all have Arabs,
more or less pure bred, and after them the best horses
are those owned by zaptiehs; simply for this reason,
that by force or threats they get hold of any good horse
they may find a Rayah possessed of.

In the days of which I am writing, a Bulgarian
pony cost from ten to twelve liras, and the price of the
best pony that could be bought (the pashas did not sell
theirs) was only about twenty liras (a lira is 18s.).
Though they were poor-looking, under-sized beasts, with
bad action, they could do a lot of work, and were rarely
gsick or sorry. During all the time I was in Turkey I
never saw a broken-kneed horse or one that was broken-
winded or blind, and almost the only instances I re-
member of a horse dying of any ailment was the result
of eating green wet grass.

Early in the Varna days a question arose between
us and the peasants of Gebedji, a good-sized village,
half Bulgarian, half Turkish, situated about twelve
miles from Varna, as to the diversion of a road. The
villagers laid the matter before the old Pasha, and I
had to go to him with plans, etc., to explain the diffi-
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culty. I believe the old fellow did his best to get at
the rights of the case, but it was beyond my powers
to give him the faintest knowledge of the plan, and at
last he gave up the attempt, and proposed that we
should all meet at the village the next morning, and
examine into the matter on the spot. Turning to the
head men of the village, who were standing just inside
the curtains of the salaamlik with bare feet, and their
hands spread over their stomachs as if they were suffer-
ing with violent pains, he said, ¢ You see that we have
something to eat; now be off.’

On riding into the village next morning I met the
Pasha and three or four other government officials, all
in crazy old carriages, and attended by a dozen zaptiehs
and chiboukjis. The old Pasha was in a beaming
temper, and he told me he meant to enjoy himself;
and, as a preliminary, begged me not to raise any diffi-
culties about. the road, so that we might quickly settle
the affair.

As is usual, we alighted in the courtyard of a
Bulgar’s house, where we found mats and cushions
spread for us under a big walnut tree, the shade of
which was so inviting that we sat down and let two
hours slip by while we drank coffee and smoked. At
last the Pasha put up his big white umbrella, and we
started for the road in dispute, and there another hour
was wasted, although I agreed to all that was said, and
promised everything. By this time the Pasha was so
fatigued that a zaptieh was sent back to the village,
though only a quarter of a mile distant, to fetch his

D2
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carriage ; but as the horses had been unharnessed and
turned out to grass, it was so long in coming, that even
the patience of the Turks was exhausted, and it ended
in our walking back just in time to see the carriage
ready to start. All the zaptiehs and servants abused
each other, but the Pasha only sighed, shrugged his
shoulders, and said, ¢ All asses, silence. Is the food
ready ?’

We were told that it was, so retiring to a short
distance from the mats, we all washed our mouths
inside and out, and had water poured over our hands
by a servant. Directly we had taken our seats, a
monster wooden dish was brought, on which crouched
a sheep roasted whole, and it was placed before us with
also broken bread, a few onions, and a paper of salt.

The Pasha gave us a lead at once, and all being
hungry we tugged away with our fingers till most of
the outside bones were pretty bare, and then the Pasha
having borrowed my penknife, which he first sent to be
washed, cut a hole in the sheep’s side, and thrusting in
his hand, groped about till, with a facetious wink at
me, he secured the heart and hauled it forth. It was a
disgusting goul-like proceeding,and one almost expected
to see the sheep wag its long tail and say ba-a. I
felt quite ill, but I had to get the better of my feelings
and eat my share of the heart, which the Pasha handed
me over with his fingers !

There is quite as much etiquette about a Turkish
dinner as there is at a swell London one, and the unfor-
tunate Turk who makes the slightest mistake is looked



en. . A Country Trip with the Pasha. 37

upon much as a man in Euogland would be who puts
his knife in his mouth. I do not pretend to good
Turkish manners, but years before I had learnt never to
sit down to table without first washing—never to use
my left hand, as that is reserved for all the dirty work
a man may have to perform—and never to finish «
meal without making one or more violent and dis-
gusting hiccups to show that I was satisfied. Doubt-
less I made many gross mistakes, but my companions
pardoned my Giaour ways more rcadily, I think, than
most hosts in England would those of a Turk if he
chanced to be dining with him.,

There was one thing in which I krow I always
failed, but it was from my infirmities and not from
want of knowing better and trying my best. The fact
is, nature provided me with limited internal accommo-
dation, so that it is impossible for me to stow away a
quarter of a sheep, a water melon, two pounds of rice,
and some five or six pounds of etceteras, and so my
Turkish entertainers always had the feeling that I did
not like what they put before me, and were thus made
unhappy. Some of the very best dishes I have ever
eaten have been in Turkish houses, but what they were
or how cooked I must leave to others to describe, and
when this is done, I hope my cook may be able to learn
how to make candied chicken, which is a dish, and a
most delicious one, that I once ate when at breakfast
with the Pasha of Varna.

After our feed was over we again all washed our
hands, and then smoked for half an hour, after which I
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proposed to take my leave, but the Pasha would not
allow this, as he wished to take me back in his carriage
to Varna, and said he had ordered his servants to meet
us half way to give us coffee under some big aspen trees
in the village of Inji Keui; but as it was yet early, he
proposed we should all take a nap for an hour to assist
digestion.

In ten minutes all my companions were in the land
of dreams, while I sat, as I often had done before, and
envied themn the power of going to sleep at a moment’s
notice. With most Englishmen it generally appears
a matter of uncertainty whether sleep will come when
required, and when once it has come it has to be
guarded as a treasure lest it should be snatched from
him again; but with a Turk it is quite different. With
him sleep is a drug always ready at a moment’s notice,
and may be squandered again and again, and yet never -
fail to return.

It has often struck me with astonishment to see the
little respect anyone in Turkey pays to sleep. When
I have been staying in the villages I have often heard
a member of the family get up, and after searching
about amongst his sleeping companions, arouse them
all to ask where his tobacco is, or for some equally slight
excuse. A lad of eighteen would thus wake up his
father, a man of sixty, perhaps, two or three times in
the night, and yet one would never hear an angry word
in remonstrance ; and when I have snapped savagely at
some one for walking into my room and over my body
in the middle of the night, my snappishness has caused
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the greatest astonishment. Many times I have turned
in with natives, both Christian and Mussulman, in the
same room with me; and though I was generally tired
when doing so, and my companions not, yet I think I
may say I was invariably the last to close my eyes; and
often I have felt so worried and annoyed by the snores
around me, that I have laid and tossed for hours; yet
among my own countrymen I am considered a good
sleeper.
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CHAPTER V.

Robbers, Turk and Balgar—A Turkish Trial—An Open Boat on the
Black Sea—A Night 1n a Cave—A Narrow Escape.
LATER on in the day, when we were sitting under the
shade of the aspens eipping our coffee, the conversation
turned on the subject of the robbers of Turkey, and I
gathered then, and in many a subsequent chat with my
old friends, a lot of information on the subject. One
thing I realised now for the first time, and that was
that most of the robberies were committed, not by
regular professionals, but by the ordinary villager, that
is to say, when the robbers were Turks. The fact is
that there is no disgrace attached to a young Deli kan
(mad blood) who eases a Christian of his purse, not even
if, in doing so, he has also to cut his throat. Itisa
tolerated crime, looked upon as a daring exploit, in the
same way as robbing the revenue by smuggling was in
England some years ago. It often happens that a lot
of young men are together returning from a term of
forced labour for the Government, or from cutting
wood in the forests, when fate sends an Armenian, or
Greek, merchant, or shopkeeper in their way. The
temptation is too strong for them, and they save him
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the trouble of carrying his purse. If he is fool enough
to recognise any of the robbers, he gets his throat cut
or a ball through him. The robbers retire to their
village. The consuls report that a fresh gang of cut-
throals are on such and such a road, the Pasha is
stirred up, and the country scoured, the robbers them-
selves often being of the party.

With a Bulgar it is different. It is considered
a disgraceful crime for him to rob, and not only is he a
black sheep among his fellows, but the Turks have no
toleration for Aim. If he wishes to do a little business
on the road, he must cut himself off from all honest
men and take to it in real earnest, and thus making a
profession of it, he soon outdoes the amateurs. Almost
invariably the Bulgar who becomes a robber is diiven
to it by the tyranny and oppression of the zaptiehs or
some other Government official. For instance, when I
was at Varna there was a noted Bulgar brigand in the
neighbourhood who first took to the woods to avoid
being dragged off some thirty miles from home for the
second time in the year, to work on the Corvée, and
having once overstepped the line there was no return
for him, so he continued on the path he had taken,
and became the most cunning and dangerous of all the
fraternity.

The Pasha told me that a celebrated robber had
Jjust been caught somewhere in the forest, and if I would
breakfast with him in the moming I should hear the
case tried. I gladly accepted his offer as I was curious
to see how justice was administered between Turk and
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Turk, when there would be no Consul present to inter-
fere with or direct the judge.

My friend the Pasha was one of the old school, so,
soon after I had arrived and made my salaam to him,
breakfast was brought in and placed on a table, or
rather on a big wooden platter with a pedestal that
raised it six inches from the ground. Like two birds
we hopped off our perch, the divan, and began pegging
away with our fingers. When all was finished, the
things carried away, and we once more on our perch,
cigarettes and pipes were lighted, and word was sent to
the members of the counecil that the Pasha was ready.

First of all in waddled the Kadi or head priest who,
having first taken a seat and made himself comfortable
on the divan by the side of the Pasha, then turned and
made his salaams to him. One by one the rest of the
council drifted in attended by Yasiji (clerks), chiboukjis
(pipe-bearers), and a few non-descripts. When all had
settled down, the Pasha made a sign to the Buluk
Bashi (head policeman) and he disappeared, presently
to return with the unfortunate prisoner, who was so
heavily ironed that he could hardly drag himself along.
He was placed before us in the centre of the room, and
then the Pasha first, and afterwards the different
members of the council, set to work to pump him.

There was no doubt of his guilt if the numerous
witnesses, who came in all together from the next room,
spoke a word of truth, and it struck me as curious that
the man should attempt to deny it; but the Pasha told
me afterwards that before he could mete out due
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punishment it was necessary to obtain a confession ;
so the case soon drifted into the man’s stoutly asserting
that he was a ‘good child, while his judges exhorted
and begged him to confess. Throughout the trial the
greatest patience was shown towards the prisoner, and
there was no direct threat used to extort a confession.
I say direct, for the Pasha addressed the man as ¢my
child,’ ¢my lamb,” and begged he would tell the truth,
at the same time saying if he did not he would have
rough times of it, whereas if he gave no trouble he
would consider it in passing judgment.

The prisoner was a short thick-set fellow, with any-
thing but a ruffianly cast of feature, and after the first
awkwardness of appearing before us had passed off, he
stood in a quiet dignified attitude, and though perfectly
respectful to all, yet there was no appearance of fear or
attempt to cringe or fawn upon his judges. In this
he was a great contrast to an Armenian shopkeeper, the
chief witness aguainst him, who stood twisting and
writhing in the doorwuy, livid with fright and racked
between his desire of having the man convicted, and so
getting back the money he had been robbed of, and his
dread that at some future day he might be called to
account on a lonely road by the robber or some of his
confederates.

Encouraged by the balf promises held out by the
Pasha, the robber at last gave himself a shake and
confessed all. He had been ¢ on the roads’ three years,
and till a short time before had been captain of a gang
of six. The gang had been broken up through a
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quarrel which had also led to the capture of our
prisoner. He had committed robberies all over
Bulgaria, but, by Allah, he had never robbed a Mus-
sulman nor hurt anyone. There had been no necessity
for the latter as no one ever attempted to resist; and
then he went on to tell us, with a good deal of humour
and even a smile on his face, how a short time before
he had made a haul from some Rayah merchants on
their way to a fair. He said : ¢I knew of their coming,
indeed one of my men had seen them leave the last
guard-house, so I placed my gang in thick scrub on
either side of the road and then waited patiently, but
to our astonishment they did not appear. It then
struck me they must have turned off the direct road
and taken one that was longer and less frequented.

¢ Had they done so they must, I knew, be far on
their way to the fair, and it would be impossible to
overtake them on foot, but having a good horse tied to
a tree near, I determined to make a dash for it alone.
Telling the others to go to an old tryste and there
await me, I started off, and after half an hour’s gallop
came upon the other road. I could see at once by the
tracks that no arabas had passed for some days, so tying
up my horse handy, I concealed myself behind a bush,
and kept both ears and eyes open.

T had not long to wait before a string of covered
arabas appeared, and I saw by the anxious frightened
faces stuck out of the openings at the sides that I had
not a very desperate set to face. I let the leading
araba come so close there was noroom for it to turn and
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bolt, and then with my gun in my hand stepped out
and stopped the lot. I called out that if anyone
moved I would order my men to fire on them, and
would also do so myself, which had the effect of keeping
all quiet. I then started to work, first pretending to
call to my men to keep their guns pointed, and to
shoot anyone who should attempt to move. I carefully
searched each araba and its occupants in turn, sending
it off along the road directly I had done so, and in this
way I robbed the lot, without any trouble, of nearly a
hundred liras. I daresay the dogs cheated me and
concealed some of their money, but I was alone and in
a hurry, and after all did not do so badly. But, Pasha,
there was such a talk about this robbery that we had to
disband for a time, and go off in different dircetions,
putting a hundred miles behind us. When we
quarrelled and finally separated we divided what we had
got, and my share came to about seventy liras. Where
is it? Oh most of it is hidden in the roots of the old
ash tree near the spring, on the other side of the lake.
You are welcome to it, but, Pasha, not one para of the
money you will find there belongs to that Jenabet
(pointing to the Armenian); all Zis money was spent
months ago.’

The Pasha looked very pleased a% this, and snubbed
the Armenian when he said, ¢ This money would do as
well as any other for him.’

Zaptiehs were at once sent to fetch in the money,
which was found exactly as the robber had stated, and
then the case was adjourned to another day. I after-
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wards heard that the robber was condemmed to the
chain-gang for five years, but he did not serve all his
time, for having his chains taken off at the end of
three months to allow him to work in the Konak yard,
he contrived to pull down the wall of his prison during
the night and decamped, and as far as I know was not
heard of again.

During the early part of this first summer I was sum-
moned by telegraph to meet my elder brother at Kus-
tendji, and as my horses had all been somewhat over-
worked, I foolishly listened to a proposal made me by
an English merchant captain, who was superintending
the discharging of our goods in the harbour. He as-
sured me his gig, as he called his boat, was as safe as a
P. and O. steamer, and that with the help of two
Greek boatmen he could run me up by sea to Kus-
tendji in fourteen hours, and that I might sleep all the
way and so get in fresh and fit for work. It was a
sure thing as the wind always came off the sea all day
and off the land all night, and there was no fear of a |
storm.

I don’t know what possessed me, but I gave in to
his plan, and at daybreak took my place in the boat,
and the two men pulled it out of the harbour ¢ to meet
the wind.” I suppose the wind had gone round another
way, or that my invariable bad luck on the sea was too
much for it, anyhow we did not meet it; and there I
sat being fried to a cinder whilst the unfortunate men
pulled and pulled, looking quite cheerful and happy
under their heavy toil, whilst the wretched captain put
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on an injured melancholy expression and sighed as if
he had got all the wind we so wanted in his chest.

Few people can realise the intense misery I endured
that day, because there are few who hate the sea as I
do. and this day it was in one of its most offensive
humours. It looked like a great sheet of burnished
steel, and reflected back the rays of the sun as the said
steel would have done, and yet it was anything but
still. It lolled about in every direction, and soon pro-
duced a feeling in my head as if my brains were
swelling.

The captain was for ever seeing signs of the wind
coming, but the Greek boatmen only shook their heads,
and at last assured me that when it did come we
should have a burricane. They told me this when we
were well out in the Bay of Balchik, heading for Cape
Kalagria; and I must <ay I prayed that we might go
on as we were till we reached that point, where I deter-
mined to take to land; but on telling the captain this
he looked so miserable and sighed so heavily that once
more I relented and half promised to keep on if the
wind came. Fortunately for me just before nightfall,
when we were nearing the point, the captain took it
into his head that his watch was over, so handing me
the rudder he curled up and was soon asleep at the
bottom of the boat.

The entire crew, including the man at the helm,
now began to plot a mutiny! My companions told me
that if I would bring the boat sharp round behind the
point I should find a small piece of sandy beach upon
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which I could run her, and that directly above it was a
cave in which we could pass the night.

Mistrusting my powers as a pilot, and dreading the
reproachful looks of the captain when he should dis-
cover what I had done, I hesitated for a few minutes;
but a vivid flash of lightning darting athwart the sky,
followed by a distant rumble of thunder, settled the
matter, and being thep just past the sharp headland,
round went the boat. After pulling along the face of
the steep cliffs for a few hundred yaids, I saw a streak
of white before us, and telling the men to pull gently
8o as not to wake the captain, I ran the boat on to it
and the men hauled her up high and dry, the captain
remaining peacefully unconscious.

As it was getting dark there was no time to lose, so
I gathered up my oveicoat and following the men who
carried our scanty provisions, scrambled up the cliff
and soon found myself in a large dry cave high np out
of reach of the sea. Whilst one of the boatmen was
lighting a fire the other clambered about amongst the
rocks and succeeded in getting a large bundle of twigs
and leaves which he piled up in one corner of the cave,
thereby making me a most luxurious bed. He then
helped his mate to boil some coffee, toast some bread,
and serve supper. I had just finished my share of this
when down came the rain, and in a moment we heard
the captain bellowing and shouting, and from his tones
I gathered that he was in a miserable fright, yet in a
furious temper ; so, first answering him with a holloa, I
sent one of the men to fetch him up. I shall not easily
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forget his face of disgust as he peered over the big fire
and saw me comfortably seated on a large stone smoking
my cigarette.

His feelings were too deep for words, so he turned
away, and the last I saw of him that night from my
leafy couch was, sitting in a dejected posture at the
mouth of the cave, plugging his mouth with about
half an ounce of tobacco. Just before daybreak the
captain roused me up and induced me once more to
make a venture on the deep, by assuring me there was
a *soldier’s wind,’ and therefore we should be at Kus-
tendji in no time. I did not know what a soldier’s
wind was, and should have been better pleased to hear
it was a sailor’s, and from what I learnt of it in a few
hours, 1 cannot congratulate the military profession on
its possession! However, it served the purpose of the
mclancholy-minded captain, and finding that our goods
and chattels were in the boat and it was once more
afloat, I followed him down the cliff, our path lighted
up by frequent flashes of distant lightning.

The storm had passed off to sea and there was
nothing to fear. True, the sea was a bit rough, but it
was nothing, and by hugging the land we should get on
famously. The captain und I soon came to words over
this same ‘hugging the land.” His ideas and mine
about how to do it differed greatly, and as the boatmen
sidled with me, I threatened him with another mutiny
if he did not keep nearer in. The fact is the wind was
blowing strong from off land, and I wished to take
advantage of the shelter the steep cliff afforded to go

B
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on an even keel, but the captain, on the other hand,
wished to run further out to get more wind. It ended
in our taking a middle course, and we went through
the water at a famous pace.

Just as the sun appeared, blood-red, emerging from
the sea on the horizon, I looked landwards, and to my
horror saw a bank of inky black clouds coming up at a
desperate pace. I pointed it out and insisted on run-
ning in at once under the cliff. It was well I did so, for
before we had gone half the distance the wind struck us
a blow that made us stagger again, and the beastly
boat, turning her nose from the brunt of it, as nearly as
possible went over sideways. As it was, I scrambled on
to the outer side of her, and the water came rushing in
on the other, and I am sure we all thought she would
not right again. The captain shouted orders in English,
which, owing to the men only understanding Turkish,
were not obeyed. However, I think he behaved well
and did bhis part, for the boat did somehow come up
again, and he was cool and collected, and looked happier
than I ever saw him before or afterwards. He pooh-
poohed the whole affair, called the water in the boat
¢only a drop,” and wanted to return to his course; but.
I had bad more than enough of the sea, and so had the
boatmen, who assured me that if we had been a little
further out from the shelter of the cliffs nothing could
have saved us, and that the sea was getting up and
would soon be too high for so small a boat.

Being at this time opposite an old lighthouse and
seeing two men standing near it, we turned the boat for
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it, and in a few minutes were once again safe on shore,
and very thankful and happy I felt. It was only com-
parative happiness, however ; for here I was, on the great
plain of the Dobrudja without a house in sight and not
half my journey over, though I had been on it twenty-
four hours already. Had I kept to the road and the
saddle I should now have been comfortably in bed at
Kustendji with the prospect of a good breakfast on
waking. Whereas I had now a journey of fifty miles
hefore me, no means of transport ready, precious little
food, and the rain coming down in such torrents that
my-light summer coat was soon soaked through.

The two men I had seen on the beach turned out to
be civil helpful Turks; so I despatched one of them at
once to a village two miles inland to sece if he could
hire a horse or an araba to take mec on; and after
arranging with the other to shelter my companions in
the old lighthouse till the storm should be over, and
telling them they must then return to Varna as best
they could, I marched off over the greasy slippery road
towards the village. Just before reaching it I met my
messenger in a two-horse araba (if the poor lean de-
pressed-looking beasts that drew it could be called
horses), driven by a sturdy Bulgar, who said he would
guarantee to get me to Kustendji in fifteen hours; so
at once, thanking and bakshishing the Turk, I took my
seat and off we set.

I have called the vehicle an araba for want of a
better name, but it was only an araba in the sense that
a springless market cart is a carriage. There were just

E 2
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four wooden wheels, all far from being circular, with a
plank placed between them, stretching from one axle
to the other. The driver perched on the front end of
this plank, just under his horses’ tails, and I rode
astride it in the middle, with the sharp edges cutting
into my legs. There was not a bit of iron about the
rickety machine, neither was there a piece of leather in
the harness, frail, rotten-looking ropes being wused
instead. However, such as it was, I was thankful for
it ; and so, hunching up my back and hardening my
heart, I started on one of the most detestable journeys
I ever had. Yes, <tarted, and, what is more, got to the
end of it, after much misery and many small mishaps,
such as a wheel coming off, and the harness giving way,
reviling myself all the time for having been such a fool
as to go mear that treacherous, restless, never-to-be-
trusted element, the mighty ocean.

If any of my readers want to know what perfect
Jeep is, let them go without it for forty-eight
hours and then take a doze. The pleasure of eating
can be intensified in the same way; and I can
assure them there is nothing like going through
the miseries I had, to make one enjoy the comforts
of a good English house, and when to this is added
a kind English host and hostess, good food, good
beds, and time and liberty to enjoy all, one’s happiness
is complete. I had all these in perfection on my
arrival at Kustendji and revelled in the luxury.
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CHAPTER VI.

Varna and Varniots—English Graveyard.

It was at Kustendji 1 had passed my apprenticeship
to the ways of the East, and though many old friends
had drifted away to distant lands and distant homes,
yet many still remained, and all the next day was
passed in revisiting old scenes, paying visits, recalling
and laughing over past events and old jokes ; and it was
with regret that at daybreak on the second day I found
myself on a friend’s horse, topping the first rise out of
the town with the hundred miles of road to Varna
betore, and Kustendji, my old home, behind me.

Directly I had arrived at Kustendji I had tele-
graphed to Mac to send a horse on for me to the hali-
way village of Delemby Keui, and on arriving there I
found it rested and fresh ; so only stopping to shift my
saddle and take a long pull at a bowl of milk, I started
on at once, and just as the sun dipped behind the range
of the Balkans, I pulled up at my own door, somewhat
tired, but none the worse for my trip.

There are two facts connected with the town of
Varna, and I may say with all the large Turkish towns
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I know, that have always been a mystery to me :—First,
how ever the inhabitants earn a living ? and secondly,
why they do notall die of plague, cholera, or fevers? In
Varna there is a population of 12,000 people crowded
close together within the walls, and out of these there
are, I believe, not more than 2,000 who ever do any
manual labour. A few are engaged about the harbour
and shipping, a few more are porters or drive one-horse
telekis for hire, a few own vineyards and scratch at
them occasionally, but the great majority just loaf
about all day, every day, and all their lives ; yet thereis
no such thing as poverty, as we understand it in rich
industrious England. In the immediate neighbourhood
of big towns there is no attempt at agriculture except
in the vineyards, and T am sure if all the townspeople
who leave the gates of Varna in the morning were
counted they would not amount to 500. Even when
our railway was under construction, few of the towns-
people ever asked for a job, and yet the shops, khans,
and coffee-houses are all full of apparently poor people,
and their homes generally swarm with unkempt, un-
washed youngsters, the picture of health and looking
well fed and contented.

Then why are they not plague-stricken? As I have
before said, Varna is a densely crowded town, the houses
all closely clustered together, and the streets are so nar-
row, that in most of them, when a man on horseback
meets a cart, he has to squeeze past it on the pavement.
Yet in all this town there is no such thing as a proper
drain. A large cesspool, more or less open, is the re-
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ceptacle for all sewerage, and this in a town where the
thermometer all the summer stands between 70° and
90°. Well, I don’t understand it. I only know that if
we had one-half the filth and one-third of the horrible
smells in an English village ; the parson, doctor, and
grave-digger would have a brisk time of it.

There is one thing in Varna that is excellent—the
water—and not only is it good, but it is abundant,
being brought down from the hills on the north-east in
earthen pipes and discharged in all parts of the town
from marble fountains, which are also supplied with big
stone troughs whereat the cattle may drink.

The town is divided into quarters—such as the
Turkish, the Tartar, Armenian, Greck, Bulgar, and
even the Gipsy quarter; all kept distinet except the
Greek, where the foreign merchants, consuls, and other
Europeans have either houses of their own orhired ones.
I may here mention that when a house is hired, the
rent is always paid for the year in advance, experience
teaching the owner that a ¢bird in the hand’ is the
proper and safe thing.

The town is surrounded by well-constructed ram-
parts and a decp stone-faced fosse designed and laid out,
I believe, by European engineers; but in my day the
batteries only held a lot of old smooth-bore guns, so
honeycombed that they were more dangerous to their
own gunners than they would have been to an enemy.

In the very heart of the town is a huge powder
magazine, far from bomb-proof, and yet piled up to the
roof with powder. From the great carelessness I have

1E 350
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seen displayed by the Topjis (artillerymen) on guard
there, as to walkiﬁg in and out, smoking their
cigarettes, I can only suppose it has not blown up
long ago from the fact that the powder is all damp and
spoilt.

My house and offices were situated in one of the
main streets on the boundary between the Greek and
Bulgar quarter, and T must say I envied the Turks the
quiet of their part of the town. I did not in the least
object to the business bustle of the day, in fact there
was very little of it, but I did object to the sense-
less noises of the evenings—the idiotic high-pitched
laugh, the songs droned out through the nose, and
the hyena-like screeches.  Scrceches given for no
earthly cause that I could ever discover, but sim-
ply made in the same way that a jay or woodpecker
will make day hideous in an English wood, and this
not by children but by full-grown men. For two hours
after sunset, and on feast days far into the middie of
the night, bands of four or five swaggering Greeks will
come lolling up the street holding each other’s hands
and walking out of step, with their preposterously
baggy knicher-bocker-like breeches swaying from side
to side. One will be talking of money— the one sub-
ject of conversation with all—two more singing dif-
ferent airs, and a fourth yelling madly. They drift
in and out of the low, smelling billiard-rooms and
drinking-shops, and there quarrel and gesticulate, but
seldom come to blows. No, if a Greek has worked
himself up in a fit of rage to the personally aggressive
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point, he will slip behind a door or round a street
corner, and give his adversary a stab in the ribs with
his knife and then make a bolt.

The Greek women are very little seen in the streets
of Varna. When they do take an aiiing on a Sunday
or a feast day, they get their husbands or fathers to
drive them out to the vineyards, and on such days
strings of springless one-horse arabas may be seen on
the road, thickly packed with women and childven,
being bumped and jolted over the 1ough ground in a
manner awful to behold. On other days when the
household work is over, the women sit for hours at the
door of their courtyard, peeping through a nairow -lit,
which they leave open, and one may often see a pile of
faces one above the other thus engaged. So fond are
the Greek women of this harmless, if somewhat triste
occupation, that they indulge in it when the cold is so
great that their noses are blue, and they are shivering
all over.

What I have said of the Greek women applies also
to the Bulgar, for they are so mixed up in the towns
that their habits, so far as I could judge, are identical.
There is this difference though—in the Bulgar quarter
many a sweetly pretty and «ttractive girl’s face may
be seen, whereas amongst the Greeks, though there are
many handsome faces, they lack attractiveness. They
are beautiful as a statue is beautiful, but that is all.

I cannot leave the subject of the Rayah women
without saying that I believe them to be the most chaste
and virtuous class of women in all Europe, and this is
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the more curious as their near neighbours, under a
Christian Government, are anything but paragons of
virtue. When one has become acquainted with the girls
and women both in the town and villages, they will
exchange a joke with you as you pass, but it is always
a most harmless one, and any familiarity or coarse word
from the gentleman would cause the door to be banged
to and bolted.

Every house, let it belong to Turk or Rayah, must
have a courtyard—for this reason, that none is ever built
with the windows looking into the street, except in two-
storied houses, where they are far above the reach of
the swaggering ruffians, Christian and Turk, who would
be for ever peeping in and annoying the inmates. The
house door, which stands open all day, even in cold
weather, leads into the courtyard, and in the better
houses the kitchens and offices are generally on the op-
posite side of it. Nearly every house has a deep raised
verandah, protected hy the overhanging eaves, and for
eight months of the year the entire family live in it,
and the rooms are deserted. Not only do they use it
by day, but at night mattresses and pillows are brought
out, and all sleep there.

The first Sunday we were at Varna, Mac and 1
went for a walk along the coast, and were shocked to
see the dilapidated state of the English graveyard.
When I was at Varna previously it was surrounded by
some rough boarding, but every vestige of this had dis-
appeared, and the tombstones lay tumbled about in
every direction, and even the graves themselves were
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being fast trodden out of sight by the droves of cattle
that wandered across it night and morning on their
way to pasture.

This state of things was rendered the more conspicu-
ous by the fact of there being a large French graveyard
close by, enclosed by massive stone walls twelve feet
high, with strong oak doors, all looking clean, neat, and
in good repair. We drew the attention of our chef to
this, and he at once wrote to the Foreign Office on the
subject, suggesting that a good wall, like the French
one, should be built, and enclosing drawings and an
estimate of the cost. The letter had the immediate
attention of those in power, and we were asked to un-
dertake the work, and put it in hand at once.

It therefore happened that one of our first under-
takings at Varna was the graveyard, and before many
weeks were past it was as complete and perfect as ity
neighbour, with, I think, the advantage of having big
open-work iron gates instead of doors, so that anyone
passing on the road could look in and see that all was
in order. Not only was the wall built, but gravel
paths were made, trees planted, the tombstones replaced,
and the graves, as far as they could be traced, were
restored ; but it was only when we had to dig new
graves that we discovered how many had disappeared
from sight, and what a number of people had found a
resting place for their bones in this out-of-the-way
spot. It was with difficulty we ever dug a fresh grave
without disturbing others; but from the state of the
coffins it was evident they must have been there some
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years, most of them, I suppose, from the time when
the troops were there on their way to_the Crimea.

Amongst the few gravestones that continued in
position were two or three placed over the graves of the
children of Mr. Prettyman,an American, who for many
years worked among the Bulgars as a missionary. His
children’s graves were restorea, and the head-stones
placed upright, and they were, I recollect, the nearest,
graves to the north-west corner, just inside the wall.

I am sorry to say that though the Government went
to the expense of making an excellent graveyard, no
money was provided for keeping it in order, and long
before I left Varna (in the summer of 1870), the inte-
rior was a perfect wilderness, the weeds being high
above the gravestones. The walls were repaired from
time to time by the servants of our railway company ;
but since then the railway has been turned over to a
German company, and, unless something has been done
since, 1 fear they must, ere this, be in a dilapidated
condition.



CH. VIL Cavasses, Hassein and Sal. 61

CHAPTER VII.

Cavasses, Hassein and Sali—Honesty and Dishonesty —Village
Lodgings.

IN Varna and all over Turkey, it is considered the
correct thing for anyone who wishes to be thought a
swell to keep one or more private guards, whose sole
business is to follow their master about, or, in crowded
streets, to precede him, and, if they dare, push the pas-
sengers out of the way. Somuch is the cavassanecessity,
that all consuls keep one or two, and rarely leave their
houses without them, never when officially engaged.

The favourite men for this work are Mussulman
Albanians, who are dressed up, at their masters’ expense,
in the most gorgeous costume, which often consists of
a fez, a crimson or green hussar jacket with slashed
sleeves hanging loose from the shoulder, a waistcoat to
match fastened with about forty little gold lace buttons,
and both the jacket and waistcoat a mass of gold em-
broidery. Then comes the ¢ fustan,’ a closely plaited
white linen petticoat reaching to the knees, which
swings from side to side at every step, and gives the
wearer a swaggering raffish appearance; beneath this
are embroidered trowsers, closely hooked over the lower
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part of the leg, and then spreading out well over the
clumsy square-toed shoe. Round the waist is a huge
belt, which holds a brace of silver-mounted pistols, a
knife two feet long, an oxidized silver box or two, with
lots of silver chains, and a white handkerchief stuck
well in the middle, showing its embroidered ends hang-
ing down.

As a rule, these men are by nature swaggering ruf-
fians, and are, to my mind, perfectly odious after they
have been petted and spoiled by their European mas-
ters. I doubt their courage, their honesty, and their
veracity. They are cringing, flattering beasts to their
superiors and bullies to their inferiors, and yet I believe
they are necessary to our consuls, for they do engender
respect among the ignorant inhabitants, and it is, after
all, their masters’ fault if they are allowed to take ad-
vantage of their position.

I had myself to keep two of these cavasses, but I
made them dress quietly at their own expense, and as
neither of them were Albanians they wore the ordinary
Turk’s dress, without the (to me) offensive fustan.
Their duty was to ride behind me when on a journey,
cook my food, and act as general servant when I was
staying in the villages, and when at home to guard the
office, open the doors of the courtyard to callers, and
go on messages all over the country. I never took them
with me when walking about the town, nor did I allow
them to swagger and bully.

My head cavass, Hassein, was by birth a Kurd. He
was a quiet, peaceable fellow, with great strengbh,‘plenty
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of pluck, and a good servant in all ways. He was very
ugly and morose-looking, but his moroseness was con-
fined to his looks, for he was always civil and obliging,
and no one ever heard a grumbling or digcontented
word from him.

Sali, however, was my favourite, and the one T liked
best to have with me on my long, solitary rides ; for not
only was he a handsome fellow, but there was a pleasant,
kindly look in his eyes that gained one’s confidence at
once. I cannot say that I cver engaged him as a
cavass. He just drifted into my service in this way. 1
was returning alone from a long journey up the country,
and was on a horse so tired that it was cruelty to put it
beyond a slow jog, when just as T had reached the scrub
bush above Aladdin, ten miles from home, I heard a
footstep, and found Sali close behind me.

After the usual traveller’s salutation of ¢ A prosper-
ous journey to you,’ he said, ¢ Tchellaby, you require a
cavass ; you should not ride alone; engage me and T
will serve you well.” I thanked him, but declined his
services, but he trotted along by my side and chatted
as he went. When two miles from Varna I wished him
goodbye, and pushed ahead, but next morning when I
came down stairs I found Sali installed in the cavasses’
room, and there he stayed in spite of iy saying I would
not have him or pay him. He soon made friends with
my servants, and by the end of the month I found he
had done so much for me that I had to pay him. This
money he laid out in pistols and a knife, and coming to
me said, ¢See, Tchellaby, I am now ready for the road,
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and where you go I shall go.” From that day he took
it in turns with Hassein to accompany me on my jour-
neys or go messages up the country, and we soon put
such trust in him that over and over again he was the
bearer of large sums of money, perhaps 100!. or more,
to the different parts far away in the forests where the
works were going on, and never once had we reason to
regret the confidence we placed in him.

And yet this blue-cyed, fair-haired, gentle, though
daring, young hero, was a veritable Bashi Bazouk, and,
like all that gallant band, was a brutal murderer! 1
had no suspicion of this all the time he was with me,
and it was only after he had served me three years and
then had died of rapid consumption that Hassein and
others told me his history.

He was born and had lived till a few years previously
at a village on the southern slopes of the Balkan, not
far from the town of Kizanlik, on the pass between
Rustchuck and Constantinople. For many years, as he
himself told me, he had been engaged making gun-
powder ¢ on the quiet, which he sold to his neighbours
at no small profit, and at last he had distinguished
himself by a midnight raid on a solitary house, cutting
the throats or shooting all the inmates, men, women,
and children, and walking off with all the plunder he
could lay hands on.

Two or three other enterprising young ¢deli kans’
(wild bloods) assisted him in this last exploit, but they
at once separated, and Sali, thinking it might be as
well to be from home for fear he should be ¢wanted,
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slipped over the mountains, and when I met him on
the road he had only committed the murders a few days.

Twice over he was called before the Pasha, who told
me he resembled the description of the Sali who had
committed a murder; but his passport described him as
coming from a village three hundred miles from where
be was really born and brought up, and Sali is such a
common name in Turkey that a hundred Salis could be
found more or less like the description ; so his examina-
tion led to nothing except that he got a line or two
added to his passport to say that the Pasha had proved
him to be a ¢ good, quiet, young man.’

It is next to impossible for a European to under-
stand these extraordinary people, or to realise the fact
that one of them wiil prove himself within a few months
to be capable of the foulest crime for the sake of a few
liras, and yet be able to be trusted to carry hundreds of
pounds for long journeys on lonely roads where he could
easily make a bolt of it, or hide it up and say he had
been robbed by overwhelming numbers.

On one occasion we had to send 100 liras twenty-
five miles up the country, and as Mac had to go to the
same place, I gave the money into his charge, and sent
him off in a covered two-horse araba with his gun and
pistols by his side, and Sali, armed to the teeth, on the
front seat, by the driver.

Unfortunately he was not able to start till the best
of the day was over, but as the roads were fairly dry
and the horses good, he trusted he should get in before
dark.”

F
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Just half way on his journey there was a piece of
hoggy ground and a stream to pass; the track across
the former was difficult to keep, being narrow, and also
under water, and on this afternoon, or rather evening,
it proved too much for the skill of the driver; so first
his horses plunged off the road up to their necks in
bog, and then over went the araba with Mac inside.

He stuck to his money and his firearms like a man,
and creeping out of the uppermost window, plunged
into and through the bog, and so to terra firma. It
was soon evident that neither horses nor araba could be
extricated for hours ; so leaving the driver and some men
who had run down from the village of Gebedji to see to
this, he called Sali, and giving him the money-bag to tie
upin his sash, started off on his ten mile trudge through
dense forest on the margin of the lake.

Now here was a chance for the man who but a few
months before had risked hanging, and had exiled him-
self from his home for the sake of a few liras which he
could only obtain through a brutal murder! Yet I will
engage for it, the idea of shooting the boy before him
and making off with the money never for a moment
entered his head, and he was as much to be trusted on
that lonely walk as Policeman X. is at this moment as
he stands guard over the jeweller’s shop in Regent
Street. ’

Anyhow, Mac got in quite safely, but not without
an amusing adventure. About half a mile from the
village of Sultanla, whither he was going, his path came
out into the open country, and as he emerged from the
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thick scrub he saw, about 200 yards before him, a man
on horseback, who at once shouted out, ¢ Halt, who goes
there ?°’

Now in these early days Mac was feeble in Turkish,
so he wisely left Sali to answer, which he did by saying,
¢ Keep still till I get my gun straight on you, and then
youll see” In a moment off bolted horse and man
direct for the village, and when a few minutes later
Mac tramped in he found a gallant zaptieh haranguing
some dozen young Turks preparatory to leading them
against a large gang of desperate robbers, with whom he
said he had been fighting for half an hour! Sali ex-
plained the joke, which all greatly enjoyed except the
discomfited zaptich.

For many reasons a Christian is never employed in
Turkey as a cavass—the chief one being that the Turk-
ish villagers would look with contempt upon a man so
escorted, and so the traveller would fare badly when he
arrived at a village and required food and shelter.
Again, a Christian is so accustomed to being bullied by
the dominant race that, let his master be ever so much
insulted by a Turk, Lhe would not dare to interfere, and
in case of a rencontre with Turkish robbers I may safely
assert that the Rayah cavass would skidaddle. No, it
is just as well when travelling in Turkey to have a
Mussulman cavass, and he should be a carefully selected
man, who will be civil and courteous to the villagers and
all he may pass on the road, but a very demon when his
master does not get proper attention, or is slighted in
any way.
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I think myself that the best cavasses of all are zap-
tiehs, engaged for an entire journey or by the month,
paid by the traveller and liable to be dismissed by him
at a moment’s notice if they misbehave in any way.
The ignorant Turkish villagers are awed by the zap-
tiehs’ uniform, and the Bulgars soon lose all fear of
them when they see they are under the control of a
master who will keep them in order.

Hospitality is part of the Mussulman religion, and
a traveller in Turkey should always be well cared for.
In most villages there is a strangers’ room looked after
by the Tchorbadji (Soupman), a name no doubt origi-
nally given him from his having to provide soup for
strangers, but now merely denoting head man of the
village.

These rooms are used by the very poorest of travel-
lers, and custom has made it usual to offer a private
house or room to anyone that looks as if he could pay
for it. Yes, pay, and pay well. The poorest wretch
in the Mussafir Odase (strangers’ room) gives some-
thing, and the Kuropean will find the cost of a night’s
lodging in Bulgaria almost as much as it is at a first-
class hotel in London or Paris. Doubtless a Greek or
other native would get it for half this, but an European,
and especially an Englishman, is expected to pay up
and be cheerful, and if remaining long in the country
it is as well he should do so, otherwise he will get the
name of being close, and will find nothing but black
sour bread and sourer looks at supper.

As one man will be more generous than another, so
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one village in Bulgaria will be more hospitable than its
neighbour, and it does not follow that the richest or
biggest will give the heartiest welcome. I have ridden
into a strange village, rich and prosperous-looking, on
a cold dark evening, and on calling the Tchorbadji have
been told to go on another hour’s ride to the next vil-
lage, as in his village they did not take in strangers,
and it has only been after some sharp words from my
cavass that I have obtained shelter ; and sometimes I
have had to share the Mussafir Odase with a lot of
Arnout children, merchants, and other dirty, insolent
fellows, and for this meagre accommodation I have
been asked as much as a lira, though I did not give iv.

On the other hand, I bave arrived in the same way
at a poor-looking little village, and have been received
kindly, taken to a clean house (Bulgar or Turkish),
had the very best food the village could produce, and
in the morning my host has expressed himself as pleased
with five shillings. It is very bad form tor a host ever
to ask for payment, but it is always expected that the
traveller should give a bakshish besides paying for such
extras as chickens, honey, cream, etc., and his horse’s
provender.

Journeys in Turkey rarely come to an end before
dark, so the first thing on arriving at a village is to get
supper. This is usually prepared by the host; but if
the cavass can cook a bit, and will see to it, so much
the better. There never is any sort of table or chair
in a Bulgarian house, so the meat must be eaten a la
Turk, squatting on the ground, and when this is over,



70 Bulgaria befove the War. CH. VIL

hands washed and all made straight, the traveller may
draw up to the open wood fire (I am supposing he is in
the forest district), and lolling on his mat, with cush-
ions to support him, may abandon himself to the de-
lights of a cigarette. But he will not be allowed to
enjoy his quiet long, for soon the head man and half a
dozen of the young swells of the village will drop in to
pay their respects to him and have a chat.

With his consent they will seat themselves in a row
on the opposite side of the hearth, and after the usual
salutation, ¢ Welcome, Tchorbadji,” ¢ Welcome to you,
Tchellaby,” the conversation will commence with,
¢ Where do you come from?’ ¢ Where are you going
to?’ and ¢ What news have you?’

It would rather astonish one here in the West if on
meeting a man in the road he were to address one thus,
and he would probably be told to mind his own busi-
ness ; but in the East it is the first thing that is said
either on the road or on arriving at a house, and is so
far from being a breach of good manners that to
neglect to do it would show a want of interest in the
stranger. There is no penny paper or daily post in
Bulgaria, so this is the only direct way of gaining
information.

At the commencement of a visit the traveller is
expected to offer his tobacco to all his visitors, and
coffee should be served, at least if he wishes to be very
polite, but as he is a (yolji) traveller, this will not be
necessarily expected. When conversation flags, or he
begins to feel bored, he has only to throw out a hint



CH. VIIL . Village Lodgings. 71

that he is sleepy, and at once the visitors will rise,
make their salaams and depart ; and this form of dis-
missal may be used even when it is broad daylight, as
it is understood to mean the stranger wishes to be
alone.

I never but once received pure hospitality in Tur-
key. I was on a journey over the Dobrudja, and night
setting in I lost my way, and accompanied by my cavass
wandered about till near midnight. At last we stumbled
on a village, and on calling ¢ Kayia’ a few times, were
answered from a door where a light was shown. The
next minute a middle-aged Turk hurried up, and taking
hold of my bridle led me to his house, where a clean,
warm room was given us, leading out of a stable. No
questions were asked, but the Turk went off to rouse up
his women to cook us some supper, which quickly ap-
peared, and after that was despatched clean bedding
was brought in, and the Turk, asking at what hour I
wished to be called, bade me goodnight.

Not only were we thus well cared for, but our horses
were put in the stable, covered up with rugs, their
mangers filled with barley, and long after I was in bed
T could hear them munching away.

Soon after daybreak our friend came with a pitcher
of hot water, which he poured over my hands at the
door for me to wash, and then he brought us a capital
breakfast.

When we were about to start I offered my usual
backshish ; but the Turk quietly declined it, saying it
had been a pleasure for him to receive a stranger, and
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he hoped I would come again. In vain I tried to per-
suade him to let me pay, and Hassein’s efforts in the
same direction were equally unavailing; so shaking
hands with my kind entertainer, and asking him to
come and see me at my own house, I bade him goodbye,
and Hassein and 1 jogged away over the plains. From
that day to this I have never seen the hospitable fellow,
but I shall always remember his kindness to me, a total
stranger.
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CHAPTER VIII.

The Circassian Emigration—Circassians.

It was during this summer of 1866 that an event
occurred which will for ages leave its mark in the history
of the Turk; and from what I know of it personally
I am inclined to think it will not be for their advan-
tage. I refer to the great Circassian emigration to
Turkey. An emigration that gave satisfaction to those
left behind, and was welcomed by the governing powers
of those who received them.

Some years before I had seen the Tartars arrive in
shoals at Kustendji, settle down quietly, and form a
peaceable and industrious portion of the Mussulman
community ; and in my ignorance I thought the Cir-
cassians would be much the same sort of people, and
was further prepossessed in their favour by the plucky
way they had defended their mountain homes against
the trained soldiers of the Czar.

For some time notices had appeared in the Euro-
pean papers that the Circassians were to emigrate,
but I believe the first intimation anyone in Varna
received of their coming was given by the arrival of
a Turkish barque crammed with miserable emaciated
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wretches in a state of utter destitution and actually
dying of starvation; for the ship having been detained
a few days by contrary winds, the meagre supplies they
had brought with them, both of water and food, had
been consumed. Not only were they starving, but, like
the Tartars before them, they landed dying by scores
from small-pox, dysentery and fevers, and before the
anchor had been down an hour the bay and beach were
dotted with dead bodies. No preparations of any sort
had been made, but now that the trouble had actually
come the Governor bestirred himself, as a Turk can
when the case is desperate ; and soon bread was dis-
tributed to all, and the first great evil, hunger,
stopped.

In all Varna there was but one medical man, a
Greek. As he could not have attended to one case in
five hundred, and as there was besides next to no medi-
cines to be got in all the town, he did nothing, and the
poor miserable wretches just died on the beach where
they landed, like beasts, or rather like wild beasts, for
if they had been considered of as much value as our
domestic animals, they would have received more care.

This first ship-load was soon followed by many
more, and I am sure I may safely say that the miseries
the poor creatures went through in the passage of the
Black Sea would make the sufferings and hardships
endured by slaves in the Middle Passage appear as
nothing. Eighty thousand arrived at Varna alone,
and soon the town was filled with them, all begging for
food, and offering for sale their few trinkets and any-
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thing they possessed. Again and again Circassian
mothers stopped me in the street and begged me to
buy their children, pointing at the same time to their
own shrivelled breasts, and giving me to understand
that this last source of nourishment for the babies had
failed.

The Tartars had endured fearful hardships in their
emigration, but they were small compared to what the
Circassians went through; for most of the Tartars had
money and all had goods of some kind, and also they
could speak Turkish, whereas these unfortunates had
literally nothing and not one in 200 knew any Turkish.

They were driven from the town by the police each
day before the sun set, but returned in the morning
clamouring for food, and when one was fortunate
enough to have a piece of bread given him, the others
rushed at it like a pack of starving dogs, and the pos-
sessor had to run away, dodging his pursuers and at the
same time swallowing his food. After the first few
days bread was procured in sufficient quantities to put
a stop to this terrible state of things, and little by
little the new arrivals were sent off to the different
villages, the inhabitants of which had to support them,
build houses for them, and finally provide each family
with a pair of oxen, an araba, and seed corn.

Hundreds died on landing, especially among the
very young and very old, and constantly a half-starved
wild-looking. man or woman might be seen dragging
the body of his or her dead partner through the streets
to leave it on the sand-hills just outside the town. At
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first the Turkish officials were too busy with the living
to care for the dead, but at last a gang of convicts were
sent out to pile up the bodies and cover them with a
few inches of sand, while many were carried out to
sea by the land breezes, and sank to trouble man no
more.

Great numbers of those that did live, finally built
themselves villages in the forests on the slopes of the
Balkans within a day’s walk of Varna, which became
their town for marketing, and in after years I had thus
many opportunities of seeing these curious people,
though, owing to their not speaking Turkish, their
utter contempt of law and their savage carelessness
about taking life, it was impossible to know much of
them or to visit them, except at rare intervals, in their
villages.

There is a widespread belief in Europe that the
Circassian women and girls are very beautiful. This is
an utter mistake, for though I have seen hundreds of
them, I never saw one with the least pretensions to
beauty. ' The mistake has, T believe, arisen from con-
founding the Georgian women (who are very heautiful)
with these mountaineers. Possibly I was unfortunate
enough to come across only the ugly ones, but I do not
think this could be so; and even the very young girls
and children seemed to me exceedingly plain. The |,
fault of their faces is that they are too long and too
* narrow, and give one the impression that their heads
had been squeezed between two boards and flattened.
Then their noses are too long and their mouths far too
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near the middle of their faces. Their complexions are
of a dull leaden hue, quite destitute of any ruddiness.
In figure they are slight and wiry with very small
hands and feet.

As it is the case I believe with all pure bred people,
where one sex is distinguished by plainness, the other
makes up for it with good looks. Certainly it is so
with the Circassians. What the Arab is among horses,
the Circassian is among men. He looks just the finest
purest breed of the human—rather small in stature but
most perfectly built in every way; and it is as rare to see
a plain Circassian man as it is to see a pretty Circassian
woman. They have perfectly shaped heads well put
on, dark chiselled features, with a sharp, intelligent,
bold expression. They are quick and active in every
movement, and as restless as a weasel (an animal they
greatly resemble in character); but the most noticeable
part about them is their hands and feet. I observed
hundreds of them, and never saw one that an English
girl of sixteen might not envy for shape and size; and
if any of my readers should have one of the many
thousand Circassian knives that have been sent home
to England, he will realise the truth of what I say if he
will look at the smallness of the handles.

I cannot imagine any two races of people so utterly
different in manners as the Circassians and their co-
religionists the Turks. The latter dignified, quiet, and
above all, slow. Slow in everything he does, from *
making a treaty to save his country, to taking his
watch out of his belt to see the time. The former is
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one mass of energy, never quiet for a moment, and
always in a hurry. I never saw a Circassian, except
the dying, lolling about or even walking slowly, and
every movement of their bodies or motion of their
hands is made with a swiftness that would do credit to
a conjuror. A Circassian can be identified a mile off
by his quick short step, upright carriage, and rapid
movement ; and if two or more are together they will
be talking as fast and as eagerly as if life and death
depended on the getting out the words. And yet, with
all this marvellous energy, they hate labour of any sort
as a cat hates water.

When they first arrived, a few of the young men,
doubtless urged to it by hunger, would now and then
ask for work on the railway, but one, or at the most
two days at it, would prove more than they could stand,
and they would disappear minus their pay, never to
venture near again. The sub-contractors would gladly
have employed hundreds of them all over the line, but
though they were starving they would not work, and
I do not think that, by lawful means, the whole of the
emigrants received from us to the amount of 51.

They allowed the peasants to build their houses for
them without putting out a hand to help, but the old
inhabitants gladly gave their labour if the new villagé
was some way off, as by this means they got rid of
their unwelcome hungry guests. .

The corn that was given them for seed was eaten
at once, the draught bullocks shared the same fate, and
to this day they have not cultivated as much land,



cH. Vi ' Circassians. 79

man for man, as the Tartars did in the first year of
their settling.

They are a race of marauders and cattle-lifters, and
the whole of them may be said to live by theft., They
had not been in the country a month before they were
at their favourite occupation, and before six months
were over nearly all the men were mounted, though
when they landed they had not had money to buy food
to staveoff starvation. The old residents, both Chris-
tian and Mussulman, had at once to take precautions
for the protection of their beasts, and for the first time
in Turkey each village had to keep a strong patrol
on the alert all night; but in spite of this, the Circas-
sians would lift a horse or cow from under their very
noses, and yet it was rare indeed they were taken in
the act. If they were caught very little merecy was
shown them, they were shot down like vermin and
buried like dogs.

Not only did they steal cattle, but there was
nothing in the way of plunder beneath their notice.
The graves of our workmen at Shitanjik werce opened
by these animals for the sake of the few rags the bodies
" were wrapped in ; so at last the very graves of the dead
haa to be watched and guarded.

Every creature in the country hated them, and
either Turk or Christian when passing one would turn
his head aside, give a spit of disgust, and mutter, ¢ Ah,
Tcherkis kurt!’ (¢ah, Circassian wolf!’) This they
would do openly before the face of the despised one,
and yet I never saw a Circassian retaliate or even
look angry or astonished.
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CIHIAPTER IX.

An Englishman attacked by Circassiano—In Fresh Trouble—Wife-
kicking—The Lawyer Navvy.
EarLY in the spring after the Circassian emigration,
one of our sub-contractors, Martin by name, who had
been spending part of the winter in England, arrived at
Rustchuck, and hiring an araba and pair of horses
started for the village near the middle of the line,
where he had left his wife under the care of his partner.
Some hours after dark he reached a steep hill within
a mile of his house, and being impatient of the slow
pace of the horses, he jumped out and went ahead on
foot. He had little fear of robbers as the country
was quite free from scrub and timber, and the night was
fairly light. But just as he had reached the top of
the hill up sprang around him some dozen Circassians
who had been lying hidden in the deep cart ruts, and
in a moment they commenced cutting and hacking at
the poor fellow, who had not even a stick with which
to defend himself. He was soon brought to the ground
with his head cleft open, one ear cut off, the cap of
one elbow swept clean away with one slash, and many
other smaller wounds. Fortunately for him he quickly
became insensible, and the Circassians thinking they
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had killed him, plundered his pockets, taking among
other things his note-book and some letters. They
then made a dash down the hill, but the Arabaji, seeing
so many coming, turned his horses round and succeeded
in effecting his escape.

Some time during the night Martin regained
consciousness, but he was so wounded he was unable to
stand.  Little by little he dragged himself forward
on his knees till at last he hit off the partially-made
railway only a few hundred yards from his house, but
then feeling utterly done, he crept under a pile of
sleepers and again lapsed into unconsciousness.

His wife, not expecting him home so soon, was not
anxious about him and even hesitated to leave her
house when told by some workmen soon after daylight
that an Englishman was lying wounded under the
sleepers. She did go, however, and her horror may be
imagined when she discovered who it was. Martin
was still alive, but quite insensible and apparently at
his last gasp. She had him carried home, and then
sending for her husband’s partner and other English nav-
vies, soon despatched a messenger to Rustchuck for the
doctor, who luckily was at home and at once started
back on his sixty mile ride.

For some days Martin’s life was despaired of, and
for weeks he remained between life and death, but at
last he so far recovered that he was able to finish his
contract and go home to England with his savings,
though his arm, from losing the entire elbow-cap, must
ever remain a stiff one.

G
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This outrage stirred us all up, and our chef called
on the governor-general, Midhat Pasha, and spoke to
him in forcible language, and not content with this,
an account of the occurrence was telegraphed to the
Ambassador at Constantinople. Thus a little energy was
at last awakened, and a strong detachment of zaptiehs'
was sent to the Mudir of Rasgrad with orders that the
whole of the assassins must be caught at once. The
old Mudir enjoyed the reputation of being an out-and-
out bad lot, but also that of being good at thief-catch~
ing, and he maintained his character.

He went at once to a Circassian village about a mile
away from the scene of the robbery, and on telling the
villagers he was come for the robbers, was naturally
informed that all in that village were angels.

He wasted little time in talking, but placing some
of his zaptiehs so as to prevent the chance of any
escaping, he ordered the others to fetch out every
woman in the village. This they soon did, and then
the Mudir had a rope passed from each woman’s neck
to that of her neighbour, the ends being fastened to the
girths of two of the zaptiehs’ horses.

The Circassians stood for some time looking on in
stupid astonishment, but on seeing the Mudir moving
off with his captives, and aroused by their shrieks and
cries, they at last rushed forward and said if the women
were spared, the plunder should be given up. A halt
was ordered and some of the men ran off to the houses,
from whence they quickly returned with Martin’s
pocket-book, knife, letters and a few other things,
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Then the Mudir, still sitting on his horse, ordered
all who were engaged in the robbery to stand apart, and
one by one, eight men came forward and confessed to
the crime. The women being then untied, these eight
took their places and were marched off.

" After some time they were tried at Rustchuck and

were all sentenced to the chain-gang for some years,
where I hope they served their time, though I have
little faith in their having done so; for after all they
were Mussulmen and had only half killed a Giaour, and
the troublesome Englishmen would never know if they
were liberated or not.

If the Turkish officials in the provinces would or
could (their nature is opposed to it) always display as
much energy and determination when a robbery or out~
rage is committed, these little exciting incidents would
soon be put a stop to and the country be safe to live
in; but as it is, the brigands know that if they confine
their operations to Giaours, nine times out of ten only
half-measures will be taken for their apprehension, and
even if they are taken it is next to impossible to get
them convicted, for, whatever firmans may say, no
judge in Turkey, if he can help it, will really listen
to the evidence of a Christian when it is against a
Turk.

There is a sequel to the story of Martin which I
think I must mention, though it illustrates somewhat
unfavourably the character of my fellow-country=
women. When the poor fellow was in a convalescent
state, he accepted an invitation from a brother-navvy

G 2
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to take a walk to look for game. Martin, while doing
80, discovered some nets hanging on a bush, so pushed
his way in to get at them, leaving the gunner beating
a field hard by. Presently, bang went the gun, and at
the same moment Martin was shot in the face, chest
and arms, and, though not seriously hurt, he was
properly peppered and the blood trickling down his
face made him look ghastly. In this condition he
burried home to his wife, who at first was horrified,
but on discovering that little real damage was done,
she lost her temper, fell foul of the unfortunate hus-
band with her fingers, and gave him a severe handling
(or fingering) for being such a fool, she said, as to go out
shooting. From that day she nagged and nagged with
the object of getting him to go home to England, for,
she said, ¢there was nought but ill-luck in this beastly
country.’

I believe that all of us English at that time in Bul-
garia were under an obligation to Martin, for the news
of the outrage perpetrated on him spread far and wide,
as well as the marvellous promptness of the authorities,
and so it was thought too dangerous to interfere with
any of us to be really pleasant or profitable. Anyhow,
we never again had any trouble of the sort, and this is
the more astonishing when one thinks of the numbers
of English employed on the line, of their various tem-
pers and dispositions, their ignorance of the manners
and customs of the people they mixed with, and the
gort of ‘bull in a china shop’ way they got through
life.
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My old friend the navvy, or rather the roving navvy,
got on better with the various natives than any of the
other English workmen—for this reason : they had all of
them worked for years in different parts of Europe, so
had learnt a little tact, and also not to think themselves
80 very, very superior to all others that they could do
exactly as they liked. Besides which, they chiefly lived
up country, away from towns, and they worked so hard
that when they got home they were glad to eat their
suppers,