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expedition. One consolation remains to |’ steep precipices, wild passes, and primeval 
the afflicted mind: oumzss is said to be an 
excellent remedy for consumption and all 

respiratory diseases. Prepared with ordin- 
ary attention to nicety, it affords a thin, 
sweetish liquid, giving off very little cream, 
and highly nourishing. 

The Bashkirs of these districts live 
principally by cattle-breeding: their chief 
possessions are horses and sheep—few 
horned beasts. Some few among the 
wealthiest own upwards of 500 horses, sent 
summer and winter into the steppes; for, 
as the pastures are of immense extent, and 
little or no hay is made, sufficient half-dried 
grass is always to be found, even when the 
snow lies several feet upon the ground. It 
is a curious sight to see thousands of horses 
roaming over the steppe, scratching away 

the snow with their fore-feet. In violent 
drifting storms these sagacious creatures 
are found grouped in large circles, their 
foals in the midst, and the heads of all 
turned towards the wind, to prevent the 
snow from lodging upon their crests and 
manes. In other hands, and well looked 
after, the animals prove valuable from 
their hardy training. Numbers are annually 
brought to the Kazan fairs, whence they 
are sent into the interior of the empire: 
the mares are generally retained for breed- 
ing, or for the sake of their milk, which is 
bartered to the Kirghises. 
Among such masses of cattle, life in a 

nomad village is naturally noisy. Lowing, 
bleating, and neighing resounds on all sides. 
Animals meet the eye in every direction. 
The grass is trampled flat for miles, Men 
gallop to and fro, lassoing mares with the 
arkan ; the women are occupied with milk- 
ing and household labours; half&naked 
Bashkir boys roll upon the grass, or shoot 
-blunt-headed arrows from their little bows ; 
hundreds of tethered fouls stamp with 
impatience, and neigh after their mothers, 
then being milked. Farther out in the 
steppe pasture are the larger flocks, out of 
whose midst rises at intervals the bulk of 
an unwieldy camel ; and farthest away of 
all, the sombre range of the Ural, with its 

  

  

woods, fills in the background. 
When the Bashkir is not occupied with 

flocks and herds, he lies lazily in the yourt, 
sips ouwmiss, and enjoys the’ delights of 
idleness. If actively inclined, he throws 
himself upon the first horse he can catch— 
for he is no pedestrian—and pays a visit to 
the nearest village. A sheep is slaughtered 
in honour of the guest, and oumdss is 
handed round in mighty bowls, so long 
as the remotest possibility of drinking it 
remains. No pen can convey a notion of the 
fabulous elasticity-of the Bashkir stomach. 

When all the pasture in the vicinity has 
been fed down, the felt tents are struck and 

laden upon camels. This office falls to the 

share of the women, upon whom, indeed, 

especially when getting old and wizen, most 
of the laborious tasks devolve. The entire 
horde then sets forth to gain “ fresh fields 
and pastures new.” The cattle lead the 

way, browsing as they advance, and guarded 
by a cloud of mounted skirmishers, ready 

to do battle in their defence. Then follow 
women, children, and the baggage; lastly, 

the officials and elders of the village ; the 

whole, not excepting the children, on horse- 
back. A flitting of this description being 
esteemed a kind of festival, the fairer 
portion of the dusky tribe are decked in 
all their bravery, the richest wearing the 
peculiar Bashkir head-dress. This consists 
of a sort of smooth cap with head lappets, 

the whole affair covered with perforated 
silver coins, The numismatist might often 

make discoveries of value among these 
ornaments, which are especially rich in 
ancient kopeck pieces. The elder women 
ride unveiled; the younger invariably 
envelop their faces when a stranger appears, 

or modestly conceal their features as far 

as the eyes behind their wide-hanging 

sleeves. 
Like the Kirghis, the Bashkir waits with 

impatience for the spring, when he can 

quit his narrow winter habitation, which is 

far less home to him than the green 
undulating steppe and the dark mountain 
passes of the Ural. ; 

 


