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bigotry of Sir Matthew Hale; Hobbes, ever
seeptical, penetrating, and sagacious, yet here
paralysed and shrinking from the subject, as if
afraid to touch it; the adventurous explorer,
who sounded the depths and channels of the ‘ In-
tellectual System’ along all the ¢ wide-watered’
shores of anfiquity, running after witches to hear
them recite the Common Prayer and the Creed,
as a rational test of guilt or inmocence; the
gentle spirit of Dr. Henry More, girding on the
armour of persecution, and rousing itself from a
Platonic reverie of the Divine Life to assume
the hood and cloak of a familiar of the Inquisi-
tion; and the patient and inquiring Boyle,
putting aside for a while his searches for the
grand Magisterium, and listening, as if spell-
bound, with gratified attention to stories of
witches at Oxford and devils at Mascon.”

We have all heard of the wonderful discovery
of witches in the county of Lancashire. The first
of the ““coven ” tried was Mother Demdike: an
old woman of eighty, living in Pendle Forest, a
wild tract of land on the borders of Yorkshire,

who had been a witch for fifty years, and had

brought up children and grandchildren to the
business, being a generall agent for the deuill
in all those partes.” Twenty Pendle witches
were accused, and twelve were hanged : the
rest escaped, but most of them for a few years
only. Twenty-one years later, in sixteen ’thirty-
three, there was a second curse of Pendle pro-
claimed by the deposition of a hoy of eleven
years old. Painfully frequent in these histories
is the judicial murder of poor women for witch-
craft, ‘on the faith of the wild inventions of
young children. But in this case, the wise
King James being no longer leader of the hunt,
the accusations were narrowly sifted, and the
boy at last confessed that his first bateh of lies
was invented, at his father’s suggestion, to
screen himself when he had been robbing an
orchard of plums. As the first witch-stories
had been so profitable as to bring his father
two cows, he gave reins to his fancy, and went
on to attack anybody within reach. Indeed, it
was not only to Matthew Hopkins that witch-
finding and inventing was a source of profit,
though he, of all men, who in the course of
business sent hundreds to the gallows, made a
handsome living out of it. Hopkins’s great
business year was sixteen ’forty-five. In that
year thirty-six were arraigned at ome time,
before one judge, and fourteen of them hanged.
Even Iopkins, living among his crude stories
of imps, like mice and moles, that brought for-
tune to the women who cherished and obeyed
them, set a limit to the very mean wages given
by the devil to his servants. ¢Six shillings,”
he said, in the examination of Joan Ruccalver,
of Powstead, Suffolk, ““six shillings was the
largest amount he had ever known given by an
imp to his dame.”

The last witch-fire kindled in Scotland was in
seventeen twenty-seven, when a poor old woman
accused of transforming her daughter into a horse
to carry her to witches’ meetings, and causing her
to be shod by the devil, so that she was lamed in

hands and feet, being found guilfy, * was put into
a tar-barrel and burned at Dornoch in the bright
month of June. ‘And it is said that after being
brought out to execution, the weather proving
very severe, she sab composedly warming herself
by the fire prepared to consume her, while the
other instruments of death were getting ready.’
The daughter escaped: afterwards she married
and had a son who was as lame as herself ; and
lame in the same manner too; though it does
not appear that he was ever shod by the devil
and witch-ridden. ‘And this son,” says Sir Walter
Scott, in 1830, ‘was living so lately as to receive
the charity of the present Marchioness of Staf-
ford, Countess of Sutherland in her own right.’
This is the last execution for wifcheraft in
Scotland ; and in June, 1736, the Acts Anentis
Witeheraft were formally repealed.”

The date of the last judicial execution for
witcheraft in England, is seventeen ’twelve.
Though, adds Mrs. Linton, to whose very
curious and interesting volume we refer the
reader for further information, * there is a report
current in most witch books of a case at a later
period—but I can find no authentic account of
it—that, in 1716, of a Mrs. Hicks and her little
daughter of nine, hanged at Huntingdon for
selling their souls to the devil, bewitching their
neighbours to death and their crops to ruimn, and
as a climax to all, taking off their stockings to
raise a storm.”

No one who is interested in this curious sub-
ject, should be without Mrs. Linton’s admirable
book.

RUSSIAN TRAVEL,
THE YEAMSCHEEK: ACROSS COUNTRY.

Toe yeamscheek is a great Russian institu-
tion. e is not to be confounded, as is some-
times done by strangers, with the extortionate
ruffian drosky, lanska, and britska drivers, in
the streets of towns and cities, nor with the
coachmen of the gentry and aristocracy. He is
a distinct animal; the interior swarms with
him; he “works” every macadamised and un-
macadamised road in Russia, from the shores of
the White to the shores of the Black Sea ; and
all roads are alike to him. Whether T make a
bargain with one to take me to Siberia, or to
the next town, it is all the same to him. He
goes off to his gang, puts me into a hat, and T am
drawn for. The fortunate drawer gets me for
his job, and is responsible to the rest for his
performance of the duty. I am quite safe with
him ; he will carry out his part of the bargain,
if lie can. The traveller, entirely at his mercy,
over endless tracks and plains, through dismal
forests, frost and snow, among wolves and
bears, never distrusts the poor yeamscheek.
He is neither a ruffian nor a robber, but simply
a peasant, who commenced driving troikas at
six years of age, and who will drive them till
he dies. e has one failing, the need of vodki:
give it him the traveller must, but let the tra-
veller give it sparingly ; and if you hit the right
mean between parsimony and indiseretion as to
this point, he will do anything for his charge
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short of keeping awake when he is sleepy,
merely because he drives. Considering the im-
mensity of the country, the number length and
character of the roads, and that the yeams-
cheek is the only reliable land-carrier for pas-
sengers and goods (excepting the few rail-
ways), the number of these men must be im-
mense. They played no unimportant part in
the Napoleon invasion, and in the transport of
troops and material of war to the Crimea, and
to write anything about interior travelling in
Russia, without giving a few lines to the
yeamscheeks, would be leaving Hamlet out of
his own play.

Lefi no man imagine that he has tried Rus-
sian travel if he have merely visited Moscow
and Pefersburg, and run a few hundred versts
on any of the few main well-kept roads. Wide
of these, lies on both sides the inferior life of
this immense country, and to sce it we must
penetrate through forests seventy miles long,
jolt over wave-like undulations of endless barren
or poorly-cultivated land, and bid farewell to
every vestige of macadam. In my case the
deviation from the main road took place at no
indicated point. No finger-post pointed the
way, no road led to it.

I want to go to Evanofsky.”

“Well,” said the yeamscheek, that is the
road.”

“Where? T see no road.”

“Ah, yes! but I’ll find one.” And with that
he turned the horses’ heads at right angles to
the straight broad road we were on, lashed,
screamed, and succeeded in plunging us across a
deep wide ditch, into what appeared to me to be
an endless pathless expanse of stubbled and un-
stubbled ground ; tree, shrub, fence, post-house,
or hut, there was none, to mark the route as far
as the eye could reach. The frost tinged the
expanse with white, and the wintry sun, as it
shone with a cool light over the long sweeping
undulations of the ground, made the surface of
the land glisten like water. Some of us, in-
deed, could scarcely be persuaded that we were
not about to plunge into some trackless pool,
without compass, pilot, or chart. The inex-
perienced will always bid a regretful farewell to
the beaten road, as to an old friend, and will
face the trackless ground with uncomfortable
notions aboutgrizzly bears, wolves, ditches, pre-
cipices, and snow-storms. ~ I confess that I lost
sight of the black-and-white striped mile-post
with some regret. Hitherto we had travelled
with these posts and the felegraphic wires, con-
stantly on our right and left, as mute friends
and companions. We could read the number
of versts on each post when we had nothing else
to do, and we could think of human messages
gomng and coming on the wires; but now they
are gone on far to the south, keeping company
with travellers on the one good broad road that
leads to Odessa. As for us, we were over the

ditch, and off through the fields.

The change was sudden and complete; but
all changes are sudden and complete in Russia.
Summer goes in a day, and winter comes, Oue

-something to drive over—something worth being

may cross a river in a boat af night, and walk back
on the ice in the morning. Doors and windows
stand wide open in summer for a hreath of cool
air, but in winter the cool air is harred out with
double windows, triple doors, and heated stoves.
So in regard to clothing; thin linen summer

habiliments are thrown aside in a day, and the
reign of furs begins. Wheels are upon all car- |

riages of every sort one day, snow comes during ||

the night, and the wheels all vanish; in the
morning, nothing is seen but sledges. The tran-
sitions from class to class are of the same cha-
racter. One class is of gentlemen and harons;
the mext step is to mouscheeks, peasant-serfs
who live on black bread and salt, seasoned with
sour cabbage and garlic, and who are covered
with a dirty sheepskin instead of being clothed
in ermine, sables, and fine linen. Cronstadt
is reached from Petersburg by steamers in one
week; in the next, the traveller runs over
the same water with three horses before him.
The people will leave a hot bath and plunge
intq a hole made in the ice; they will leave a
room, heated to seventy or eielty degrees, and
follow a funeral for six miles, with no covering on
their heads, in a frost twenty-five degrees below
zero; they will fast seven weeks on cabbage
and garlic, and then guzzle themselves in a few
hours into the hospital, take cholera, and die.
Diseases are generally swift and fatal—to-day
well, to-morrow dead. More than two-thirds of
the cholera cases die. Women are interesting,
plump, and marriageable, at fourteen ; they are
shrivelled at thirty. Despotic power works in
extreme without control, religion without mo-
ralify, commerce without honesty. There is
land illimitable, without cultivation. There are
splendid laws, and poverty of justice. Some of
these confrasts are now being softened down by
the wise progressive policy of Alexander the
Second.

Off the beaten track it was that I first learned
what yeamscheeks and horseflesh could accom-
plish.  If our courage and confidence sank a
degree, and we held on with bated breath as the
tarantasses jolted over the deep ruts, ran on one
wheel along the edge of a steep slope at an
angle of forty-five, or plunged into a chasm with
a crash, to be pulled out by the most desperate
application of the whip, no such charge can be
brought against the drivers; they scemed to
rejoice in having quitted the monotonous road,
and their spirits appeared to spring into new
life with every obstacle. They had now got

a yeamscheek for: “Go, my angels!”
out, my dear pigeons!” ¢ Climb up, my sweet-
heart!” And at every ejaculation down came
the knout with terrible force and effect.

At one o’clock in the afternoon of the sccond
day after leaving the main road, we came in
sight of the end of our wanderings, on the slope
of a long hill. We were obliged to pack up.
The descent was steep, and looked extremely
dangerous ; the yeamscheeks, for the first
time, paused before taking it. I got out to re-
connoitre. On each side of us lay a dense and

“ Step
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gloomy forest of oaks, birch, and pines; the
track down which we had come a certain length,
had been evidently cut through the hill for nearly
a mileand a half. Far below in the valley, lay
a considerable number of what my servant Harry
took to be peat-hills. Those were huts. T could
see also the cupola of a church, the chimney of
a mill, or works, and, on an adjoining eminence,
a residence of some pretension. How to get
down was a puzzle; the ground was slippery
from ice, the descent long and precipitous, and
the cattle were nearly exhausted : the last team
having come twenty miles. If our men chose to
go down with the usual clatter and dash (we had
no drags) the result might be disastrous. The
yeamscheeks, however, soon made up their
minds to try the old way, and I could see no
better way. They crossed themselves (their
infallible resource), and were gathering up the
ropes for a start, when a voice called out from
the wood on the left, ““ Hold, hold ! Do you want
your necks broken, you fools ¥’ I knew in a mo-
ment, from the manner in which the Russian was
spoken, that this was the voice of an English-
man, and as he came struggling through the
bushes and low underwood that lined the edge
of the wood, his appearance did not belie his
speech. He was short, fat, and florid; dressed
in a fur coat, long hoots, and fur cap ; he carried
a double-barrelled gun, and was followed by
a man much in the same garb, but younger
taller and stronger than himself. Two great
shaggy cream-coloured wolf-dogs followed the
second man, who carried a double-barrelled
rifle, and had a large sheathed knife in his belt.
While the one was collecting breath, after
abusing the yeamscheeks for intending to gallop
down the hill, the other came up to me, and
after surveying us very deliberately, said, in
the pure Doric of canny Scotland :

“ I’m just thinkin’, but maybe I’'m wrang, that
ye’re no unlike kintramen of ours — that is,
Englishmen, T mean P’

%} acknowledged the proud relationship, and
said,

“I seek a village called Evanofsky, and a
man called Count Pomerin; can you help a
counfryman to find them

“Burely ; the village is yonder in the glen,
and the man is not far off. May I ask if ye are
the party he wull be expecting from St. Peters-
burg. If sae, he wull be right glad to see you,
but at the present moment 1t is impossible to
get speech of him. We’ve a bit hunting on
hand, you sce, and Pomerin is at his post, as
we were when you cam’ betwixt us and our line
of fire.”

“God bless me!” I said, rather quickly ;
“are we belwixt the game and the rifles

“That’s just precesely the position we have
all the honour o’ occupying at this present
moment, and in half an hour after this it might
not be unco’ pleasant, but for that time, I think,
we’re safe, unless for a stray beastie or sae.
Now, if you like to join the hunt, you and the
other gent-le-man, 1 would advise you to send
on the conveyances and contents to wait you at

Pomerin’s ; they will get a rayal welcome, and I
shall send an escort with them.” This being
agreed on, he said to his friend, ¢ Pins, whistle
on that Dugal crature o’ yours.”

Mz. Pins put a whistle to his mouth and gave
a shrill call, when presently a figure emerged
from the wood, no inapt representative of the
famous Dugal creature in Rob Roy. He had
bandy legs, a great mass of tangled red hair on
his head and face, red ferret eyes, and he dressed
in a felt coat which reached only to the knees,
a wolf-skin cape, and large boots, a world too
wide for him ; and a short-handed axe stuck in
lis belf. Mr. Saunderson had made some sign
which I did not observe, that brought his hench-
man, a man of like sort, also to the spot. These
having received their orders, proceeded to drag
the wheels. In a few minutes two young trecs
were cub down, and, having been chopped info
the right length, were thrust between the spokes
and across the hind-wheels of the carriages,
Having thus effectually put on a safety-drag,
the two ‘Dugal creatures,” large and small,
mounted beside the drivers, but Harry and I re-
mained behind with the ammunition, guns, and
pistols, and then the vehicles began sliding
down the hill without us, in a very comfortable
manner,

WITH THE HUNTSMEN.

I had often heard of a hunt in the interior,
and was glad, although fatigued, to join one. The
plan is something akin to the ancient practice of
deer-hunting in the Scottish Highlands. In the
present case, however, the game was different :
not deer, but wolves, bears, foxes, and other ver-
min, which had been found very destructive and
troublesome for some timepast. The greater num-
ber of the men of several villages, including every
man who could handle a gun, had turned out. I
attached myself to Mr. Saunderson, Harry joined
Mr. Pins, and we followed our new acquaintances
into the wood from which they had come upon
us. On entering, I could see that preparations
had been made on a large scale. Just inside the
wood, and extending a long way—perhaps to
near the bottom of the hill to the left, and for a
less distance to the right—men armed with guns,
rifles, pistols, knives, old scythes, and other
such weapons, were stationed thirty yards or
less apart from one another, while, behind
each, a horse was picketed to a tree. Many
of the principal rifle and armed men, like my
friends Pins and Saunderson, had ¢Dugal
creatures,” or peasant-serfls attached to them,
having in charge dogs, horses, and other ac-
cessories. The whole party formed two lines,
probably a mile and a half long; the first line
armed ; behind it, the unarmed and the horses.
On the opposite side of the road, and on the
trees in {ront, was a strong net, ten or twelve
feet high, extending up and down hill, as far as
I could see, parallel with the road, leaving the
road itself convenient for the work of slaughter,
while the men might fire into the net at pleasure
from the cover, advance into the open, or mount
and run in case of danger. How the net was
secured, or what resistance it might make
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against a large infuriated animal, I had no
means of knowing; but I imagined that though
it might hinder or entangle, it could not stop,
or offer any effectual bar to a hear, or even a
strong maddened wolf,

My companion enlightened me on sundry
points : How, T asked, did they get the game
mto the net?

That was easily managed. Six hundred men
had been sent early that morning into the oppo-
site wood, at a pont four or five miles from our
present position ; these men had spread them-
selves in a line across the wood, the two
flanks gradually advancing faster than the centre,
s0 as to form a curve by the time they reached
the road where the net was placed, the flanks
touching the ends of the net; then the centre
advancing, drove all the game which was in
front of them, right into the toils to be shot
down, These men carried poles and other in-
struments for making all kinds of hideous
noises, and the number of them being large,
the whole wood became a perfect Babel of
dreadful sounds, which frightened and daunted
the doomed animals.

“This is an inglorious system of hunting,
only worthy of barbarians.”

“00’ I; but ye ken the Russiang can only
operate in the mass way—that is, when they
have plenty to keep them company. Besides,
there is somefimes a bit hand to hand struggle,
to vary the thing.”

“ Where is Count Pomerin ?”

The count was down the hill, on the left
flank, and commanded that side, while he
(Saunderson) held the like position on the
right up the hill. Pomerin’s post was rec-
koned the more dangerous, as the chief haunts
of the vermin were well known to be down the
hill. Pomerin, he continued, was a dead shot,
and always on those occasions took the post of
danger. He was a gentleman every inch of
him; “a wee thing ower fast, ye ken; but he’s
young ; and then his grandfather died last year,
and left the laddie three millions of roubles,
besides this immense estate, with the ten thou-
sand hodies on it, two sugar manufactories, our
vodki works, and the cotton-mill, When Mr.
Saunderson cam’ here, some years ago, the auld
man was hale and weel, and this young man—
whose faither got a trip to Siberia and never cam’
back—was the grandfather’s pet. The young
lad’s mother was a serf, a bonny winsome
thing, it is said; she’s no ugly yet; she and
her family were freed, and she was highly edu-
cated at Moscow, before and after her marriage ;
still this marriage was a cause of trouble. The
proud aristocrats shut their doors on the pair
of them. He fell into a revengeful spirit, and
began writing papers on political economy,
meaning to publish them abroad. Spies were
in his house. Kvery line he wrote, and every
word he said, they reported to the police, and
50 the end was that he vanished one night, and
noo’ they just say he is dead. No expense has
been spared on the son’s education; he can
gabble in French, German, Italian, and all other

modern languages; he has travelled in France,
England, and Italy. He has a stud of horses,
and keeps a table like a prince: but oh! man,
Pve been told that he was spinnin the auld
man’s bawbees last winter in Petersburg in fine
style! If ye’re a friend of his, gie him a canny
advice to haud a better grup o’ the siller. A%
this present time he is negotiatin’ wi’ a widow-
woman, a ‘ generalshee,’” to buy her bit estate.
Her steward is a big rascal, an’ Pomerin will
pay grandly if he does not mind his hand. I
ken what I ken, aboot that place, and he might
do waur than tak’ my coonsel aboot it.”

“ Who is your friend Pins ?”’ I asked.

“ Pins,” lie said; “a poor cotton-spinning,
ignorant, upsetting couff, but as sly and sleekit
as a fox, He has managed to get Pomerin to
quit four years of arrears of rent and his workers
obrak ; and ke is tryin’ to persuade his landlord
to build a great cotton-mill, and send him to
England to buy the machinery. The commis-
sion he’ll get on that, is worth ten years of his
present wee place.”

“But,” I said, that might be a good invest-
ment for the count.”

¢ Na, na, it’s ower far to bring the cotton,
and to send the yarn to market; there’s no rail-
ways here, to every town, like England; and
there’s no outlet for it in other countries, the
demand is limited, and pretty well supplied now.
If the count is wisely advised, or would tak’ a
practical man’s advice, like mysel’, he will invest
his money in a safer channel. Let him culfivate
his ground ; our auld mother earth is a generous
and fruitful lass, if she is well nourished. If he
will manufacture, let him use the material his
land produces. There’s flax and hemp, at the
door; there’s beetroot for sugar, and rye for
bread, and vodki. He’ll want machinery, nae
doot, for these—corn-mills, saw-mills, and agri-
cultural implements; but Le can sell the ropes
and yarn, the vodki and the sugar, without
trouble or expense. These large cotton-mills
ahout Moscow, and Petersburg, are doing well
at present—mnot so long after the war. Bub
just suppose cotton was to grow scarce, or there
was war with America, or amangst the Yankees
themselves—not unlikely—or suppose the go-
vernment was to take the duty off the imported
manufactured goods, there is not one of these
manufactories would be worth auld iron. It’s
not a good doctrine of political economy, and it
will bring its recompense some day, to rob the
poor moushick bodies, who are the chief con-
sumers of the cotton cloth, to enrich a few
foreign machine-makers, capitalists, and agents.
The extra wages given to the workpeople is no
equivalent for the enormous prices taken from
them; hbesides, they don’t get the benefit of
the extra wages. Lt only goes into the pockets
of the greedy barons whose slaves they are, while
the estates are lying uncultivated, and the serfs
are as poor and miserable as ever.”

“But still,” I said, “ these manufactories are
good civilisers. They require intelligence and
skill in the workpeople, and this is much wanted
in Russia.”
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¢ Civilisation in Russian cotton-mills! Hot-
beds of vice, and corruption! Whair hae ye
been to speak that gate? T could tell ye some-
thing aboot that. But,—hear to that!”

Sounds from the six hundred men in the wood
had long since been heard, increasing in volume
but now they had become deafening, and indi-
cated the very mear approach of the sport.
Halloaing, shouting, yelling, whistling, blow-
ing of horns, and a din of as heavy blows on
iron kettles, formed a discordant chorus, and so
loud that T could hardly hear the latter part of
Mr. Saunderson’s lecture on Political Economy.
But his “ hear to that,” referred to a rifle-shot,
immediately followed by a clattering of shots all
down the line. T looked across the road, and
could see the net vibrating, bulging, and in
some places coming down, entangling heavy
bodies in its meshes. Two large wolves, strong,
and apparently fat, followed by a third, made
their way cautiously at first from below the net,
and then jumped into the road. Three or four
shots went off at the same moment, but only
one wolf dropped, the other two made as if for
the wood on our side, but seemed to scent danger
in that direction, for they turned round and tore
up the hill at rattling speed. “Don’t fire,”
shouted Saunderson; “let off the dogs!” And
immediately four noble dogs sprang into the
road, right in front of our position. One wolf
was caught in a moment by the first two dogs,
but the other ran into the wood, hotly followed
by the other couple. Pins was reloading, when
the three animals dashed amongst his legs, and
upset him as they passed. I can only relate
what T myself saw. A deer, or elk, with mag-
nificent broad horns, cleared the net at a hound,
right in front of us. ¢ Now,” said the Scotch-
man, “that’s my quarry.” The animal had
scarcely touched the ground when a bullet
strack him in the brain, and down he went.
This was the first shot he had fired, and he
hastily reloaded, for, he said, he fully expected
bears. At this time a horseman on'a splendid
English hunter dashed up the open steep, and
the firing abated. “That’s Pomerin, what’s he
after? He’ll get shot,” said Saunderson. As
he approached our position, he shouted in Eng-
lish, “Two large bears are heading up the wood
inside the net, and the men are falling back;
they will escape if we don’t mind. Mount and
follow who will.”  Saunderson was on his horse
in a moment, and after the young man up the
hill. Turning to look for Pins, and Hawry, T
saw Pins, the picture of fear, behind a tree. As
I came up he was imploring Harry to help him
on his horse, that he might quit the field; his
own man had not returned.” “Blow me if I
do,” said Harry. “But I’ll take the loan of
it.  And here, old cock, take my blunderbuss,
and I’ll just try your rifle on a Rooshian bear.”
Whereupon he coolly took Pins’s rifle out of his
awkward hands, untied the horse, jumped on his
back, and was affer Saunderson before I could
have stopped him, which I certainly did not
intend to do. Had I been as well mounted and
armed I should have followed : as it was, I was

condemned to inactivity, and the society of Mr.
Pins.

The shots were still rattling off down the
hill, several horsemen had passed in pursuit
of the bears immediately after Harry left, and
in a short time the rest of the huntsmen ad-
vanced into the open road to get to closer
quarters with the game in and behind the net.
1 also left the cover, saw them fire several
volleys ingloriously at the prostrate and en-
tangled animals, and was about to examine the
effects of their firing by going close up to the
net, when a low growl, then a loud savage
howl, issued from behind, and immediately a
bear burst through an opening into the road
among the men ; as if disdaining to touch them,
he turned again and faced the wood whence he
had come, and where he knew his pursuers to
be. The rifles on our side were all unloaded,
so that he deliberately sat for a short time in
the middle of the road untouched. I was just
on the point of trying the effect of revolver shot,
and had made a few steps to get a proper and
sure aim, when Saunderson rode from the wood,
and drew up not twenty feet from the poor sur-
rounded beast. He raised his rifle and fired,
and the bear fell. The men, who had been all
scampering off, returned to finish him with their
knives, but Saunderson eried out, “ Keep back,
he’s not dead ; he will combsome of your bair
if you don’t mind!” He spoke too late. One
man, more daring than the others, had stooped
down to run his knife into the bear’s throat,
when, with astonishing swiftness, bruin raised
himself to a sitting position, and darting his
great paw, armed with those formidable talons,
at the man’s head, tore down cap, hair, skin,
and flesh to the elbow. The man fell forward
on the bear—in fact, into his arms—and was
about to experience one of those deadly hugs,
or embraces, which would have put him out of
all pain, but a bullet from the same hand that
first struck him put an end to the bear’s power
of mischief. The wounded man sprang up, and
with a piercing shriek ran down the hill. He
was ultimately carried home, and survived, but
was for life frightfully disfigured.

The six hundred men who had ‘been making
the noises, and driving the game into the net,
began to assemble in the road, and gather toge-
the spoil. The dogs came wagging their tails,
some with their fangs dripping and bloody, and
their sides and heads showing rather severe
wounds.

“ Ah, Barbose, Burlak, my lads, you’ve done
your part nae doot. But, God help us! where’s
Pomerin, and that body Pins, and that great
big Englishman of yours ?

“As for Pins,” [ said, “I left him in the
wood, but I must inquire of you where the
other two are.”

“Me! I ken whaur I left them, but it’s no
easy saying whaur they may be now. Come on
and search; ye see, the bears divided as we
headed them. T and two other men kept close
on this one as Tie skirted the edge of the wood
twice he turned to offer hattle, but took the
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rue. The other two men fired at him, and
missed ; at the last fire he bolted into the
road, then I got a clear shot, and had my nag
not moved, that shot would have finished
him. Pomerin and your man Harry have fol-
lowfzved the other bear. I hope they are all
safe.”

He had left his horse, and we penetrated a
good way into the forest, accompanied by a few
men, Saunderson leading. So we came to a
glade almost bare of trees. In the centre of
this, he said, there was a large deep dell half a
mile across, the sides sloping into the centre,
and dense with trees all over. “Here it is;
and as I live here’s the horses tied to a tree.
Living or dead they are here.”

Although the foliage had fallen, the place
looked dark and dismal, and just as we reached
it two shots were beard in the hollow, the one
amoment or two after the other. Down we
rushed, sliding among the damp old leaves, and
holding on by tree-trunks and branches. Af
length, in answer to our shouts, we heard a
halloa repeated. This led us to the very bottom
of the immense pit, and there stood Harry,
fast in the embrace of the young Russian.
Their guns were on the ground, and the bear
lying dead beside them. As soon as Pomerin
saw me, he sprang forward, embraced, and kissed
me with emotion. He was much excited, and
in answer to our questions, told us that, not
thinking what he was about, he followed the
bear down into this awful hole :

T had fired twice at him, and hit him once,
but not fatally. The villain seemed to know
that both barrels were empty, for he turned at
bay on this spot, a fine place for a game af hide-
and-seek with a bear. I dodged him round and
round the trees a good while, and having no
time to load, threw my gun down. Af last he
got me in a corner, from which I could not
move but in one direciion, and that was into
his arms. You see this tree; behind it is, you
perceive, sheer cliff, on both sides a gulley.
Well, I got behind the tree; the bear advanced,
sure of his prey, no doubt. I stared him
steadily in the face as he came on, but on he
came; he was within five yards of me. I drew
my knife; I had no hope of success ; for, sce,
he is an enormous grizzly. Ah, the horror of
that moment! I was just’waiting bLis next
step, and my eyes were dancing with fire-
sparks, when I heard a voice from the cliff be-
hind me, ‘Lie down on yer belly, flat—quick;
and T’ll give the buffer somethink to eat harder
nor gentlemen’s flesh.” Ah! God bless my grand-
father for teaching me the English language !
These words were the sweetest I ever heard
in my life. Down I went, flat on the ground;
the bear had taken a step or two forward, and
was looking up to the cliff, for I kept my eyes
on bim. 1 could now almost feel his breath
on my face, when, in a moment, ping, whirr,
then i another moment, ping, whirr, went the
bullets, ripping over me, right into the bear’s
head. Over he went, rolling down the steep.
Down jumped my preserver to my side, and

Dve been hugging him like a bear ever
STnce s

He turned to repeat the dose, but Harry set
off with a “No more o’ that ere.”

When we returned to the scene of the main
slaughter, we found the road filled with pea-
sants—those who had been beating up the game,
those who had been shooting it, the dog and
horse attendants, and a crowd of idlers from
the village. The game—consisting of the two
bears, four cubs, two deer or elks; five large
and two small wolves, hares, rabbits, and other
small animals in abundance—was given over to
the peasants, except only the two bears, which
were ordered to be taken to the count’s resi-
dence. I should have expected that the pea-
sants would have made some demonstration of
joy at the deliverance of their young master,
which was known to them all by this time, but
nothing of the kind took place. A few of them,
indeed, came forward and kissed his hand, and
said, “Thank God, he was safe,”” but these, 1
could perceive, were his domestic retainers and
attendants. They were better dressed and
cleaner than the generality of the peasants, and
looked like the pampered and favoured menials
that they were. Amongst the others, I in vain
looked for any expressions of interest. Here
was the raw material, and in the right spot for
studying it. The excitement of the sport, in
which every one might be expected to share
to some degree, did not seem to have ignited
in these people one spark of emotion. There
was nothing to remind me of the peasantry of
my own happy land, even in their worst times,
1 saw no smiling happy faces, no sparkling glad
eyes, no manly blunt fellow officiously pressing
forward to to be taken notice of, no division
of class into farmers and farmers’ men, traders,
and ploughmen, no evidence at all of degrees
inthe social scale, no appearance whatever of a
thriving happy or contented ignorance, even
among the serfs, no pride of clanship in the
daring courage and appearance of their chicf.
Yet he appeared to me to have—in fact, I
know he possessed—all that was requisite to
call it forth had it been there. No. They
showed themselves, as we moved forward and
amongst them, stolid, apathetic and listless.
Caps came off, certainly, and way was made
for us with alacrity. But if they had any feel-
ings at all they managed very cunningly to
hide them. Their faces were n general good
in contour, and their individual features regu-
lar, some of them handsome. The out-door
workers were brown or swarthy, and those
who attended the in-door manutactories, pale
and sallow. As to height, bone and muscle, they
seemed very fairly developed. The Russian pea-
sant men are, indeed, the finest inthe country,
many of them models of manly shape and beauty.
One thing struck me as very remarkable, the
brilliant whiteness and regularity of their teeth.
They were, as a rule, white as the purest ivory,
and perfect in form. This is ascribed, 1 find,
to the eating of black bread. Yet, nofwith-
standing all’ these favourable points, the ex-
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pression on their faces was stupid, dull, and un-
meaning ; what expression there was, I could
connect only with cunning and distrust.

SINGING TO SOME PURPOSE.

THE caprice which has caused so many of the
Italian painters to forego their paternal names,
and live renowned under accidental ones, was
notably instanced in the case of Carlo Broschi,
the celebrated Neapolitan singer, who is gene-
rally known to the world as the famous Farinelli.
More than one reason has been assigned for
this harmonious substitution ; the most probable
being that Carlo Broschi adopted the name of
Farinelli out of gratitude for the protection he
received from the family of Farina, musical ama-
teurs almost as Jocally celebrated as he—their
possible descendant —who lived at Cologne,
“gegeniiber dem Jilichs-Platz,” amidst a host
of unworthy pretenders.

This wonderful soprano was born at Naples
on the 24th of January, 1705, and though he
received his first lessons in singing from his
father, the great composer Porpora was his real
instructor. ~ Porpora’s system of teaching, like
that of Bernachi of Bologna, and of all the
Ttalian masters during the first half of the
eighteenth century, consisted in the mechanism
of the vocalisation, all the difficulties of which
had to be surmounted before the pupil was per-
mitted to think of the meaning of the words or
the expression of the musical phrase. In that
heroic age of the art of singing and the birth of
scientific melody, the virtuosi admired before
all other things the material purity of the sound,
the flexibility of the organ, and that long-drawn
breath which allowed the singer to disport
like a bird with his voice; and never was
soprano endowed with these hrilliant qualities
in the same degree as Farinelli, In proof of
this we have the contemporancous statement
which Dr. Burney has recorded in the following
terms :

“ No vocal performer of the present century
has been more unanimously allowed by profes-
sional critics, as well as general celebrity, to
have heen gifted with a voice of such uncommon
power, sweetness, extent, and agility, as Carlo
Broschi, detto Farinelli. Nicolini, Senesino, and
Carestini, gratified the eye as much by the
dignity, grace, and propriety of their action and
deportment, as the ear by the judicious use of a
few notes within the limits of a small compass
of voice ; but Farinelli, without the assistance
of significant gestures or graceful attitudes, en-
chanted and astonished his hearers by the force,
extent, and mellifluous tones of the mere organ,
when he had nothing to execute, articulate, or
express. But though during the time of his
singing he was as motionless as a statue, his
voice was s0 active, that no intervals were too
close, too wide, or too rapid for his execubion.
It seems as if the composers of these times were
unable to invent passages sufficiently difficult to
display his powers, or the orchestra to accom-
pany him in many of those which had been com-

posed for his peculiar talenf. And yet, so great
were his forbearance and delicacy, that he was
never known, when he was in England, to ex-
claim or manifest discontent at the inability of
the band or mistakes of individuals by whom
he was accompanied. He was so judicious in
proportioning the force of his voice to the space
through which it was to pass to the ears of his
audience, that in a small theatre at Venice,
though it was the most powerful, one of the
managers complained that he did not sufficiently
exert himself. ‘Let me, then,” says Farinelli,
‘have a larger theatre, or I shall lose my re-
putation, without your heing a gainer by it.’
On his arrival here, at the first private rehearsal
at Cuzzoni’s apartments, Lord Cooper, then the
principal manager of the Opera under Porpora,
observing that the band did not follow him, but
were all gaping with wonder, as if thunder-
struck, desired them to be attentive; when they
all confessed that they were unable to keep pace
with him : having not only been disabled by
astonishment, but overpowered by his talents.
- . . . There was none of all Farinelli’s excel-
lences by which he so far surpassed all other
singers, and astonished the public, as his messa
di voce, or swell; which, by the natural for-
mation of his lungs, and artificial cconomy of
breath, e was able to protract to such a length
as to excite incredulity even in those who heard
him, who, though unable to detect the artifice,
imagined him to have the latent help of some
instrument by which the tone was continuéd,
while he renewed his powers by respiration.”
At seventeen years of age, Farinelli was
already called “un ragazzo divino” (a divine
youth), and Naples witnessed his departure with
the deepest regret, when, in 17922, lLie accom-
panied his master, Porpora, to Rome, where the
composer had undertaken to write an opera for
the Aliberti Theatre. There was at this time
in Rome a performer on the trumpet, a German,
whose prodigious skill excited the public to
enthusiasm ; and in order, if possible, to increase
that enthusiasm, and sfill further excite the
general curiosity, the manager of the theatre
proposed to Porpora that he should write an air
with a_trumpet accompaniment, in which the
young Neapolitan soprano should contend with
the far-reaching instrument. Acceding fo the
wish of the impresario, Porpora wrote the re-
quired aria. It began with a ritornello, in which
was introduced a lingering note, to be com-
menced by the trumpet and taken up afterwards
by the singer ; then came the principal motive,
which each of the rivals was to repeat in his
turn.  The trumpet opened the note in question
with extreme sweetness, gradually increased its
volume, and held it suspended beyond the chord,
keeping it there for an infinite time, to the as-
tonishment of the listening public. Farinelli,
without being in the slightest degree discon-
certed, seized—so to speak—the ball at the hop,
played with the privileged note, and gently
endowing it with force, warmth, and life, sus-
pended it yet longer in space, dazzling the car
and the imagination of the audience. Frantic
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