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Him and serve Him.' There was a moment of pause as

the interpretation fell on their ears, and the warm shake

of the hand told that the word was felt by every one. The
eldest son, especially, grasped my hand in his, as if his

heart were too full for utterance. They seemed unwilling

to let us go ; and insisted that we must come and see them

again when re-passing Tiflis in a few weeks.
" We gleaned many details of the unfair and wicked

treatment to which the Jews are subjected in Russia ; and

I have no doubt that the knowledge of our endeavour to

secure equal liberty for them as for Christians helped

much to open the door for our conference with them.

They laid stress on the inconsistency of persecution with

the teaching of Jesus Christ ; and one of them remarked

that the difference was not great between a real Christian

and a good Jew."
To his Wife.

Tiflis, 26-1-93.

" It is a month to-day since we arrived at Tiflis, but the

delay works out for the best. Owing to it, we are here at

the period of the annual conference of all the local

governors. When we speak of governors and governor-

general, we must not imagine such ranks as correspond to

Indian Viceroys : for the total population of the Caucasus

may be about 8 millions, and that of say the Government

of Elizabethpol about % milHon, Tiflis i million, and so on.

The Governor of Kutais has the bedroom next mine, and

a very picturesque ' Ossetin ' tribesman, armed to the

teeth, keeps guard at his door. His bosom is covered

with cartridge holders, a tremendous dagger in his girdle,

a long sword dangles at his side, and a good-natured

smile plays on his lips. I wish I could get him photo-

graphed !
" * * *

To his Wife.
Tiflis, 27-1-93.

*' It is still winterly, but not more so than, if perhaps as

much as, in England. We leave to-morrow at mid-day
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for a station called Daliar, on our east before we come to

Elizabethpol—arriving in the evening. A team meets us

from the Kedabek copper mines ; and the horses and we
rest all night. Then we go to a village and again stay

the night—and next day are at the mines. On the

morning after, we return to Daliar and come by train at

night to Elizabethpol, and then to several villages and the

little town of Shusha, where an Armenian-Persian

population lives : i.e., Armenians formerly under Persia

and speaking the Persian tongue. From this point to the

Caspian, I think, in ancient times, the country belonged to

Media ; and the River Ktir, on which our hotel looks at

the back, belonged to the kingdom of Media. This is how

it came, I suspect, to give its name to the great Cyrus."



CHAPTER IX.

VISIT TO THE KEDABEK MINES—DOUKHOBOR VILLAGE-
CAUCASIAN SCENERY—ELIZABETHPOL—UDZHARRI.

AFTER their month's detention at Tiflis, it wsls

necessary for the two Friends and their interpreter

to take a journey to the great copper mines of Kedabek,

and from there still further into the mountains near Lake

Goktcha. To reach the mines from Tiflis, they proceeded

by rail to Daliar station, on the line to Baku, driving

thence across country to Kedabek, some thirty miles

southward.

From John Bellows to his Wife.

Tiflis, 28-1-93.

"It is with a feeling of relief that I find myself again

on the railway, as it means one more step towards the

accomplishment of our work. The country we are trav-

elling over is steppe—the flat valley of the K(ir, two or

three miles wide, between the hills of Kohitia, the great

wine district of the Caucasus, on our left, and the snowy,

sun-dazzled mountains of Armenia on our right. The line

is just crossing the river K^, and the steppe is here

diversified with trees. A few versts behind we passed a

few of the very dwellings Strabo mentions

—

i.e., huts

imderground. These have framed doorways.

"When we got into the train at Tiflis, I refused to

enter the smoking carriages, and as the * «i-kouriastchi

'

or ' Nichtraucher ' seemed to be reserved for ladies only,

we have changed into the first-class by permission of the

chef de gave. This has led to our making two acquaint-

ances—a Persian Shihite Mahomedan and a Turkish Bek.
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We find from the latter that the Persian is a judge at

Shusha, the place we shall soon visit (Shusha is the

Tartar word for ' glass '— from its white appearance on

a hill, at a distance.)

" The Turk is a tall young man, with slightly aquiline

nose, densely black hair, and nominally a Shihite Mahom-

edan. He asked me in Russian if I could speak that

tongue. I said no—but ' un peu de frangais '—and found

he also can speak a little ; just enough for us to make out

each other's meaning. He wishes us to lodge a night

at his house, saying he will give us good wine, and will

kill a sheep for us, and have pilau served. I think we
may possibly become his guests ; but I tell him in the

matter of wine we are better Mahomedans than he is, for

we do not drink any. He says Mahomet's rule is a good

one ; but he does not keep to the rule himself, as he

believes that if he does not steal, and keeps a good con-

science, he will go to Paradise. ' Some of those Persians,'

he added, ' make plenty of prayers, but they will take

away your five roubles all the same !

'

" Ali is unmarried; in fact is at this moment on the

look-out for a wife. He is an intelligent man, readily

entering into my questions about names of places, etc. The
* Railway ?

' I queried. The Turks call it Demirio/ = iron-

road. By the way I must tell, when I get home, of two

Tartars or Kurds, who thought the engine was worked by

evil spirits inside the boiler—and a Molokan who credited

the telegraph with no higher motor !

" I took a last stroll this forenoon for half-an-hour, at

Tiflis, in the stove-makers' quarter, and on getting back

to the hotel had difficulty in getting rid of a man who
begged me to buy a dagger or a sword of him—both

*Stari' (antique). The carrying of weapons so imiver-

sally, leads to much loss of life—for in Tiflis government

alone, out of less than a million people, there were

140 murders in 1890—and I think 139 in Elizabethpol
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government, out of three-quarters of a million. Then

there are hundreds stabbed who do not die. * * *

" Daylight had gone when the train pulled up atDaliar,

the station for the mines. As we stepped down with our

baggage, the manager of the mines came in ; for the same

horses that brought him here are to take us to Kedabek.
" We found ourselves in a boundless plain of snow.

The forwarding agent of the mines was in waiting to take

us to his house (where I now write,) a quarter of a mile

from the station. A carriage took our baggage, but we
walked along the line. Near the station I noticed an iron

tower fifty feet high. Others had occurred at some of the

other stations ; and one I saw was just begun. What
were they ? Signal towers for the line ? ' Nein,' said our

host, who speaks German ;
' they are mosquito towers

for the station people to sleep in on summer nights !
' The

mosquitoes keep near the ground, and by these towers

they can be escaped from ! This is one of the annoyances

we avoid by travelling in winter.

" Our interpreter has an old friend living three versts

from this place, and had planned to leave us here for the

night and go on to sleep with the old man ; we picking

him up in the morning en route for the mines. But the

expdditeur (for this is a siding station from which all the

metal copper is sent off—and all the materials are brought

to it from the mines)—told him it would not be possible to

go at 9 o'clock at night. He says the mud will take him

up to his knees, and he would never forget the road all his

life after, if he tried it ! But he persevered, and finally a

guide was found for him. Just as they were going to

start, a German engineer came in and made such a fright-

ful picture of the dangers that he has scared him out of the

idea. ' Not only the mud that you will stick fast in—but

Tartars—and besides the Tartars, wolves will attack you

—

and all sorts.' This last was shouted at the top of his

voice, for the gentleman is deaf, and had no idea of the



158 DALIAR

noise he was making. It is now arranged that the guide is

to go with him friih in the morning, and we call for him

later.

" We are to be called at 6.30, and start as soon as we
have had coffee. The distance is 45 versts—30 miles

—

over the mountains ; and with six horses (and even they

useless over the steepest three versts, which we walk) it

will take us till six o'clock at night to reach Kedabek.

The mines employ 2000 people, I believe. We are very

sorry to miss the manager, but his wife will entertain us

;

and she speaks English.

*' I think I told you about the travelling shop on the line

here ? We owe our excellent supper to-night to the pur-

chases our host and hostess made from this van in the

train."

To his Wife,

Kedabek Mines, Caucasus, 29-1-93.

" In spite of the stoves, we found our bedroom at Daliar

last night cold enough to make our bourkas valued as a

covering. The house is a good German one—a sort of

warehouse below for the copper ingots ; and a railway

platform and siding adjoining for loading the metal, and

for unloading machinery and plant for the mines, which

are 45 versts away, in a mountain over 5000 feet high.

Near the 'Expeditions Stantsie' is the great petroleum

reservoir, holding three hundred thousand poods of the

unrefined oil ; of which more presently.

" The whole premises is so arranged as to serve as the

store for the copper, etc., and the upper part in which we
were entertained, as a kind of hotel for persons coming to

or from the mines. The agent is a German of perhaps

thirty-five years of age—a bright active man, with a

bright wife, and one little girl three years old. The child

sees so many visitors that she is not a bit shy ; and in

a very few minutes after our arrival she had taken Joseph

Neave's measure and mine, and established games with

I



A GERMAN HOME 159

us. I had a regular race and hide-and-seek with her, and

made all clear to her mother by showing the photo ofyou

—the Upton family ! Greatly as I regretted, for the hun-

dredth time since being in Russia, my non-acquaintance

with German, I was yet glad of the fractions I was able

to scrape out of my memory—enough to ask my host

many questions, and understand his replies. They were

abounding in their efforts to make us comfortable. As to

Clara, two things heightened us much in her opinion.

The first was a box of a Russian sweetmeat, made from

apple-jelly into a sort of Turkish delight, which M. S. had

included in her selection for our journey. We had only

used half, and Fast most happily bethought him of it for

this child's benefit. The second was a happy acquirement

of Joseph Neave's, by which a handkerchief, knotted, is

drawn over the top of the forefinger to make a man, the

knot forming his cap. In so lonely a position as this home
in the steppe, where a child of three has no playmate of

her own age, thou wilt fancy how popular all this would

make us

!

"It was as well Fast did not go last night, for al-

though I do not believe either Tartars or wolves would

have attacked him, we were warned not to go downstairs

(the stairs descend from a verandah and balcony outside,

as is usual in the Caucasian-German houses,) as several

large and fierce dogs are unchained at dark to guard the

premises from robbers. I shall have another word or two

about dogs by and by— and Strabo's account of them.

They howled fearfully last night, I know !

" We were called at 8, and as soon as we were dressed,

coffee was served to us with excellent bread and butter

;

the bread made in the house, the butter sent in by a

Tartar of the steppe : white, but as good as we get in

England. At breakfast Clara's bright little face suddenly

grew sad — and her tears came ! What was the matter ?

She remembered that last night she had a beautiful box of



i6o LEAVING FOR KEDABEK

sweets, with a picture on the lid—and it was gone. She

thought it was a dream ! Box found, safely put away in

a cupboard ; tears dried, smiles again order of the day,

and general distribution of * goodies' to all of us. Mamma
as much pleased as Clara

!

'' When the coffee was drunk we were told the ' Pferde'

were ' fertig '—or ' gatof ' as the Russians have it, and we
forthwith put on our shubas and then the heavy wolfskin

shubas over them—for Dr Haudelin had dissuaded us from

leaving the heaviest at Tiflis. * Take every wrap and

coat you have. You will want everything.' Staggering

under the weight and bulk we climbed into the Fy-tone

(phaeton) that was to take us to Kedabek : our baggage

strapped, part of it in front and part behind. Six horses,

four abreast and two in front, were waiting to drag us

through the bog and over the boulders that formed the

' road '—for road in the English meaning of the word there

is none. A light-haired young man in a sheepskin coat,

and a great woolly cap, mounted the box as driver ; a

boy of thirteen or fourteen, similarly clad, plus a bright

coloured scarf round his neck, mounted one of the front

pair as postilion ; and a handsome fellow on a good horse

rode slowly up to the side of the carriage who, we were

told, was ordered by the mine manager to escort us as a

guard. He wore a coffee-brown cloak over some blue

garment, heavy boots, his bashlik lying on his shoulders

—

a breech-loading rifle slung on one side, a sabre on the

other, and a large dagger in his girdle. We found after-

wards that the Governor-General had an understanding

with the mine manager that he was to give us this protec-

tion ! Of course we did not want anything of the sort

—

but the authorities here don't consult us in such matters.

They simply regard themselves as in some way respon-

sible for our safety from attack, and take their own
measures. Sometimes just behind, sometimes in front,

our Tartar rode—all three were Tartars who had charge

of us—and very nicely they behaved all the way through.
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" The station enclosure is simply a piece of bog moor-

land fenced off from the other hog outside. The signal

given, the driver cracked his whip, and the horses pulled

us through the heavy ground half way up to the axles.

When I say that an ordinary arable field in England would

be as good, it is no exaggeration—bump over a boulder

—

lurch into a rut—squelch through sludge, amid objurga-

tions from the driver and postilion to the horses (for I

have gathered an idea that swearing, or what sounds to

one like it, forms a sort of principle with Tartars in deal-

ing with cattle !)—on we ploughed at two miles an hour

till we reached the German Colony (Annenfeld,) where

Fast had been breakfasting with an old Pastor.

'* The mark by which I have come to know German

villages in Russia is the presence of the Lombardy poplar.

It adds much to a landscape otherwise so bare of trees

;

and Annenfeld is a well-to-do looking village with double

lines of poplars, and a stream of water under them.

" By degrees the way rose as it wound to and fro over

the moorland. In front was a line of mountains, serrated

into hundreds of points, all glistening with snow—larger
ones behind the smaller. As hour after hour passed, we
rose higher and higher into scenery that now reminded

one of Malvern, and now of the Welsh mountains. At last

the slant is steeper than even six horses can well manage,

except with the empty carriage—empty, all but for our

light baggage ; and we take off our wraps and walk for

three versts. We have now mounted to 2,500 feet, and it

is perceptibly colder. The sharp points of the hills behind

us are beginning to give place to rounder mountains. We
have in no instance any cliffs like those in the pass from

Vladikafkas ; but steep combes and gorges, very Welsh

or Highland.

*' I turned to look back at one point. Two dark snow

clouds had just rolled asunder, and gave a peep over

a plain stretching far—/ay away. A sharp pointed hill in

K
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the mid-distance we had passed on our right—not far from

the ' Colony.' It had been the centre of the camp of the

last Persian army that fought with the Russians in 1827 ;

for this country east of Tiflis all belonged to Persia at that

time. It was winter, and a driving storm of snow blew

from west to east, covering the Russian army coming

from the west. It was only 8,000 strong—but falling

suddenly on the Persian camp unprepared for attack, the

battle was very bloody, and soon over ; the Persian

Prince was among the slain.

"By mid-day the sharp pointed hills have given place

to great rounded mountains, all covered with snow shining

in a slight sunny mist. It felt as if we were travelling

over endless moorland. On one high plateau we see

tombstones unfenced near the road. They are recent

;

the inscriptions in Persian (Arabic letters.)

" We left at nine. By half-past two we come in sight

of a large tank like a gasometer ; and near it a good

European dwelling. We drive into the yard and find it is

a sort of half-way house for the works. An elderly

German who is in charge of the Station comes out to

welcome us. * Herr Bolton,' he says, ' has ordered dinner

to be ready for you, and if you will come in it shall be

served augenblicklich.' We were very tired and hungry,

and excellent vermicelli soup and baked potatoes, with

Asiatic bread, soon recruited me ; while the others were

regaled further with roast hare, hares being plentiful here.

"In an hour we started with four fresh horses instead

of six tired ones * ; for although we rise higher, the way
is not on the whole so atrocious as in the part we have

done with. Here and there we certainly seem very near

a capsize, and even here the hill seems too steep in parts

to let us escape a fall of appalling force ; but the driver

knows what he is about, and the two outer horses skip up

* " This was a mistake. They rested, and the four fresh instead of

six were given us at Slavianka."
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and down in a way that first moved my pity, but later,

when I understood them better, my admiration. They

were clever ! The one on the side towards the hill would

only get foot room now and then by a skip out of the rut

on to the bank ; while his opposite fellow hopped on three

legs— then went with his foot alternately on the ridge and

down in the rut ; but very rarely on a boulder, though

they tempted him sorely.

" Daylight had gone, and with it the only signs of life,

except now and then a wagon or a peasant on the road,

a kind of crow, and the snow-bunting. The last time I

saw this bird was on Ben Nevis. But I ought not to have

missed mention of Tchardachle—the Tartar village adjoin-

ing the half-way tank and house. It consisted partly of

huts built of stone, with earthen roofs ; and partly of caves

or houses made in the ground, exactly as Strabo describes

the Caucasians 1 900 years ago ! He also says the people

here had dogs as large and fierce as lions ; and it made
me start as I looked across the way from one of these

subterranean houses, to see two dogs guarding each his

master's door, immense in size, the exact colour and ap-

pearance of lionesses, their ears short ; so that it would

be impossible not to think as Strabo did, if we came

without knowing a word he had said

!

" This morning (day after) I saw one in the works—

a

magnificent dog ; and on saying as much to the manager

he replied ' Yes, he's a fine dog, but of a bad temper. He
has killed fourteen other dogs !

'

" By and by we drive down into a long valley, pleas-

antly besprinkled with trees, and among them Lombardy

poplars. The village that came into view was Slavianka,

(something like Slave-vill or town of the Slavonians, i.e.^

Russian.) It is a Duchabortzi colony* transported in the

* This is the first mention, by John Bellows, of the Russian sect

whom he so largely assisted in later years in their emigration to

Canada. The name is now generally spelt Doukhobor,

K2
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first place from some part of Russia to the Crimea, where

the Duchabortzi were joined by Mennonites from Germany.

Re-transported to the Caucasus, they have settled and

prospered here, and brought with them from the Crimea

the making of fuel out of the farmyard manure pressed

into moulds and dried. It looks, en masse, like turf ricks.

In a treeless country, like parts of the Stavropol govern-

ment, this is all they have to depend on for firing.

" While the horses were changing we were asked to

walk in. The house was a farm ; and a decent room with

two beds in one side, curtained off, shewed that they used

it for sleeping. An old woman neatly dressed, and clean,

brought us biscuits—home-made. Her daughter, a very

tall, strongly-built woman, and grand-daughter, a girl of

perhaps ten, also came in, and they were glad to converse

about their belief. They fetched in another woman, a

neighbour, to give us a specimen of their oral recitation of

a hymn. She needed a good deal of urging, but at last

began, and for five minutes repeated line after line till she

got to the end, when all bowed in token of reverence.

Fast said that on the whole it was good matter. These

people are well spoken of by other Russians as honest

and industrious ; and I believe it.

"With our new team of four we resumed our course.

A few narrow escapes, and lurches that made one cringe,

were the only diversifications as we passed from hill to

valley, and valley to hill, until we began one ascent so

bad that it seemed impossible for horses to pull us up it.

I was calling ' Stoi !
' and offering that we would get out

and walk, but our Engineer said in German, ' It is only a

short hill. Don't get out. We shall be in Kedabek in einer

Viertelstunde.' On the summit, 5000 feet elevation, the

smell of sulphur burning confirmed his words, and before

long we were driving down hill once more, with the lurid

light of furnaces reflected on the snow, and making beau-

tiful effects with the moonlight and the shadows.
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" At a sudden turn we stopped at the Gastinitza at the

entrance of the village—for the absence of the manager

prevented DrHaudelin's plan of our being his guests [being

carried out.] We had no reason to complain, however.

It was not such an hotel as we had had at Petersburg or

at Tiflis ; but there were good plain rooms ready for us,

with a brisk fire in the little stove ; and very soon the

samovar and its concomitants left us little to wish for.

" We should have to spend most of the next day waiting

to see the persons we wished to question, for they were

at work till evening. We cannot move as we should

naturally like to, in this far away corner ; things in Asia

are slow, and we must submit.

*' In the morning the deputy-manager called on us, and

we went with him to the works ; no great distance down
the village. The mines are high in the mountain side,

and the ore is brought down to be smelted, etc. All the

processes are now performed with raw or unrefined

petroleum from Baku. The mine was discovered ages

ago, beyond history. Its latest development before falling

into the hands of the present firm, was imder a native

(Armenian, etc.) firm, when it yielded about 4000 poods of

metal a year. William Siemens, German Consul at Tiflis,

knew of it, and finally induced his brothers to take it over

and work it after European methods, thus enormously in-

creasing the output, and greatly benefiting the district by

employing such a large number of people; about 2000

in all.

"As it was not possible to go further during the after-

noon, the manager of the mines asked if we would not

occupy the time by going underground, in charge of their

German overseer—or, as he would be called in Cornwall,

' Captain.' We were glad of the opportunity, though the

loss of time was a trial we could not help.

" There is more than one mine here ; but we went to

the nearest
;
perhaps a couple of versts out. It is on the
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side of a very steep hill. * * * * it was very warm
in some of the backs ; but the mine is really well ven-

tilated. They use the same methods as in Cornwall

:

powder for blasting the softer rock, and dynamite for

the harder. An hour and a quarter of the underground

journey was as much as we cared for. My friend did not

like the ladder climbing, little as it amounted to ; but the

Captain was pleased to signify his belief that I was a

* born miner.'

" We also had the opportunity of testing the point about

the antiquity of the pick and shovel ; for when the mana-

ger found I wished to go into this, he sent for a venerable

old Armenian who had worked many years in Kedabek

mines before Siemens Brothers came here. He had a

splendid white beard—for the old man was eighty-five.

The cross-examination had to be conducted through double

interpreters

—

i.e., as I asked in English, Fast repeated

what I said in Russian ; marginal notes were thrown in

by the manager in German ; then an employe of the mine

interpreted into Armenian; and the answers returned

through the same complicated lines except the first.

" Question i. You now use in Kedabek three-cornered

shovels with long handles. Were these first brought here

by the firm Siemens Brothers, or is this the original shovel

of the country ?

' * The old man replied in a tone that showed me he was

denying that Siemens introduced the shape ; but he added

something more, which the middle interpreter conveyed

direct to me by speaking in German, and using a pencil.

*He says. No. This was the shovel used in old times

before Siemens came into the country, and you will see it

used in all country places in Armenia now ; only they put

an iron on for the foot to bear on in digging with it.'

" Question 2. Was the pick used before Siemens' time,

the same shape as this one ?

" Answer. Yes. Before Siemens came, all the picks

were like that ; none had head two ways. * * *
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" On Third-day morning we started for two villages

still higher in the mountains than Kedabek. They lie

about 30 versts east, and 30 versts in such a country

is enough for a day's journey, as much of it is slow climb-

ing up mountain steeps. We must therefore sleep at one

of these places in a cottage.

'' In the morning at nine we were ready. I shall always

be grateful to Dr Haudelin for his care of us, and counsel

to ' Take all the wraps and furs you have. It is very cold

up in the mountains.' For, judging by slight frosts at

Tiflis, which is in the valley, I should have come without

the heavy wolfskin shuba, and only brought the lighter

fur ; but 5000 feet up a mountain makes all the difference

!

I don't know how many poods I weighed ; but I do know
that the stairs plied a bit as I trailed down them. At the

door stood a wagon—springless—with four little horses

harnessed abreast and a bronzed peasant for driver.

" By the good offices of men accustomed to load goods,

I was heaved up and got seated on a bundle of hay, as

were the rest—and off we went. In a very brief time we
found our wagon more comfortable than the phaeton. As

for springs, the hay and our shubas answered. Real steel

springs could not have stood such work as we had to go

through. After a long climb up hill, we descended a

steep, past a commenced but unfinished bridge across

a gorge. Recollect, everything is deep in snow, and the

brooks part frozen and part free. People talk about keep-

ing a good heart. I thought later on in the day, ' The

best place to keep it is in one's mouth, for it keeps on

coming there !
'

"

Having completed its work in the Kedabek district,

the party returned to Daliar station, and travelled eastward

to Elizabethpol, where a day was spent in making certain

needful calls.

At their hotel in Tiflis, Joseph Neave and his companion

had met with a young Englishman, who, by a singular


