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    \2 URING one of my journeys 
i through Russia (says a writer 

met with an adventure which 
still, after a lapse of five 
years, sends a thrill of horror 
through me when I think of 
it. I have seldom spoken of 
the scene, and never written 
any account of it. Doing so 
now may be a pleasant re- 
lief to memory, or at least the 

reader may be pleased at the expense of 
my recollections. 

I was travelling with a brother. Who 
and what we both are is of no consequence. 
Suffice it to say that we are inhabitants of 
Cronstadt, and having liberty to dispose of 
the winter season as we liked, I proposed to 
my brother to surprise our sister, then living 
in Wolsk, a small town some eighty or 
ninety miles northwards from Saratow, by 
paying her a Christmas visit. He readily 
agreed, and having made the necessary 
preparations, we started on our journey. 

I shall pass the tedious travelling by rail 
to Moscow and thence to Koslov, as it is 
not’ my intention to describe the whole 
journey, which, though some interesting in- 
cidents happened to us, is still, more or less, 
the same that every traveller meets with on 
the stations, etc. I may only mention that 
while passing through Taula, a town re- 
nowned in Russia for its manufacture of 

hardware and arms, I bought a handsome 
fowling-piece to present to my brother-in- 
law, who, although not a professed sports- 
man, yet likes to go for a ramble through 
the wood now and then. I had the gun 
loaded in the same town, one barrel with a 
bullet and the other with coarse shot, in 
order that I might have a fair trial of it on 
the road. 

As we were in no particular hurry, we 
rested ourselves in some of the towns that 
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we passed, until we arrived in Koslov, from 
which place we had to travel by post sledges, 
and where we bought a basketful of pro- 
visions, such as are necessary for this way 
of travelling. We had a pleasant journey 
until we arrived at Kirsauoff. We were 
warmly dressed, both of us well armed, with 
arortik, akind of dagger used by the marine 
officers, and each had one of Colt’s revol- 
vers. The roads were, except in some 
places, what is generally termed very good, 
aud the weather was between 10° and 15° 
R. below zero. Owing to our liberal treat- 
ment of the station-keepers and the 
gemstshik (driver), we were never detained 
for horses, which is very often the case. 
Having passed the night in Kirsauoff, we 
started early on our journey, and after ex- 
changing horses at the first station, we again 
went forward, little expecting what was in 
store for us. 

We entered a forest, which extended for 
about ten miles. The weather was particu- 
larly favourable, and bringing our basket to 
light, we regaled ourselves with a hearty 
breakfast, at the same time not forgetting 
to take a good draught from our travelling- 
flask, with a portion of which we treated the 
driver, who in return related to us some 
anecdotes of his life, some of which were 
very amusing and cheered us not a little. 
All at once our horses started and showed 
evident signs of fright. We looked round 
for the cause of it, when we saw, not above 
forty yards from us, what we took for a dog, 
rolling and barking on the snow. We 
made some remarks to the driver, aston- 

ished that the horses should get frightened 
at a dog, when he told us that this was a 
wolf. The chance of trying the new gun 
was too tempting not to give way. Accord- 
ingly I told the driver to stop the horses, 

which was almost an impossible task for 
him, they being so frightened. However, 

| I watched the opportunity, took a short 

 


