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a NERVOUS TRAVELBR-

THOSE of you who bed the pleasure 
of living in England 26 years 

ago know how remarkably hot the wea
ther was. Flies and wasps, bees and 
spiders, struggling for their lives in an 
ocean of tepid cream, tea kettles boding 
without being put on the fire, haystacks 
burning of their own accord—these were 
some of the horrors which characterized 
the eumtper of 1868.

But if England was hot, Russia was hot
ter. The temperature was often so high 
that India was left, speaking literally, in 
the shade. It was dangerous to venture 
out in the sun in the middle of the day ; 
it was spontaneous liquefaction to < ut one 
foot before the other. When you tried 
to put your boots on, you found them full 
of beetles, which h*d gone there for the 
sake of a little shelter. When you had 
got them on, you called, with the little 
voice you had left, for two men and a 
bootjack to pull them off again. All the 
world stood still, or lay still, and gave it
self up to its fate. You had not the 
energy to abuse even the mosquito which 
perched itself on tho end of your celestial 
nose. If you brushed it away, it returned 
in a moment or two with several lively 
friends, who converted your face into a 
battle-field and dug trenches, soon to be 
filled with human gore and their own 
shattered remains.

And so you may imagine that I found 
it no pleasant prospect, in the midst of 
these annoyances, to contemplate a rail
way journey from St. Petersberg to Ber
lin. Moreover, as I was just recovering 
frjm a severe illness—brought on by 
drinking incautiously some of the detesta
ble river water—1 was not in the most 
charming temper or in the highest spirits. 
Behold me, however, seated on a four- 
wheeled drosky, without springs, with a 
large trunk behind me and a small hat-box 
before me, speeding toward the railway 
station, the strong, wiry, little Russian 
horses pulling with a will, in spite of the 
tierce glare of the sun, the driver emitting 
oaths, mingled with a strong odor of 
onions, Russian leather, sheepskin and 
stale tobacco, the passenger holding on 
for his life, of which he had not much 
left. At last the station is reached ; por
ters rushed forward ; away goes the 
drosky on its return passage, tbe driver 
suspecting that change will be asked for. 
There being only two trains during the 
day which run through to Berlin, you 
may imagine that they were usually well 
filled with passengers. After taking my 
ticket, I took a survey of the compart
ments. They were all occupied. Just as 
I had decided upon going into otie of 
them which hela four persons, I was 
asked in French by a man, evidently ex
cited and hurried, whether this was the 
train for the continent. 1 replied in the 
affirmative, and he, a friend of his and 
myself took our seats. The whistle 
sounds and we start.

Let me here explain to you the con
struction of the carriages, which differ 
from those of both England and America. 
A door opens in the middle of the side of 
the carriage. On entering this door, you 
go straight forward for about a yard ; to 
the right and left of you are two other 
passages, at the ends of each of them 
being a door. Tbe deors open into com
partments extending the whole width of 
the carriage and capable of seating eight 
persons each. Facing the main entrance

is a small coupe to hold four people. You 
will understand, then, that supposing the 
middle compartments to be empty, per
sons occupying the two end compartments 
are separated from one another by two 
deors and a long passage—this renders it 
impossible to overhear what is said or 
done in the other place. If you will keep 
this in mind, you will readily understand 
what I am about to relate you.

I examined my two companions over 
the top of a newspaper. One was a fair, 
tall, strongly built man, with moustache 
and a beard ; the other, dark, with rather 
the air of a Frenchman about him. Both 
were well yet plainly dressed, but with an 
amazing profusion of rings on their fin- 
gers, set with diamonds of great value, or 
else of no value at all.

The survey was on the whole, then, 
satisfactory, and I buried myself iu my 
paper once more, when, to my astonish
ment, 1 heard the dark man say to his 
friend in plain, unmistakable English, “ I 
is fortunate that we have secured a^com
partment with so much mom in it." 1 
cannot tell you how pleased I was once 
more to have the opportunity of speaking 
a little English, and I soon joinod in tho 
conversation. They seemed at first affa
ble, but soon, no doubt, felt the natural 
distrust which is so characteristic of John 
Bull on his travels However, it turned 
out that, although they spoke English, it 
was here and there interspersed with a 
slight smattering of “ Artemus Wardism.” 
They both belonged to the Northern 
States, and our reserve soon wore off as 
we argued nut the respective claims of 
Fédérais and Confederates. 1 need not 
tell you that both ray companions had 
travelled a great deal. I never knew an 
American who had not.

They had gone to the very extremity of 
the line of rail which was then being ldd 
down from Moscow to the East. They 
had slept with the workmen in the open 
air, and snored away quite calmly among 
a horde of semi-barbarians. Of course,
one of them had been to Jerusalem to see 
how they were getting on wi*h the exca
vations there. We got on well together, 
and were on sufficiently intimate terms at 
the ond of the day to agree to sleep in the 

h e carriage.
The windows were double, and only 

half of the double window would open ; 
the seats were thickly cushioned. The 
sun had been shining in through the 
double glass upon our unfortunate heads, 
so that we were only too glad to solace 
ourselves with iced beer ana claret at the 
few stations we saw. For miles and 
miles we went on through thick forests 
and without seeing a single house. And 
then the evening came ; and after the sun 
had set the air seemed almost as sultry as 
before. We dined together and then 
adjourned to an end compartment of 
another carriage. A lamp had been 
lighted, and' there was a curtain which, 
when drawn over the lamp, rendered the 
carriage almost dark.

Soon after we had left the station where 
we had dined, a sudden glare of light 
burst upon us ; we felt the train quicken 
its speed, and, in a moment or two, we 
were overpowered by a suffocating smoke. 
We dosed the windows and found the 
forest on each side of us was in flames. 
Long tongues of fire darted out here end 
there and scorched the carriages. If I 
were only an adept at word painting. I 

.would attempt to describe the scene, but 
it was far beyond anything I could make

ME -

you feel opt
wild or so of this and we left uL'eJ

1RTn?wTl
for going to sleep, my two fellow tnve 
lore were evidently old hands at thSei 

Wug. They took off their coats 
folded them into pillows ; their eoL, 
and ties were neatly pinned to the vi 
of the carriage ; dippers replaced tl 
boots, and, after spreading a large 
handkerchief over their coats by way

Eillow eases and getting out their tm»] 
ng rugs, they were reedy for bed. 
the netting over my head, was placed i 

email carpet-bag belonging to the tirg 
man of the two, whom 1 wul call Dougl 
He and Brookea, hie companion, lay doe 
on the seat < pposite to me, thus 
me the other seat all to myself ; ' 
with his bead next to the window and hi] 
face turned towards me, and I with mj 
fsoe turned toward him, so dose that 
could almost have touched him. 
lay on the opposite seat, with his 
next the other window and also faciuj 
me.

which reposed a aix-oarrenee revolver, 
old travelling companion, so that hi 
merely putting my hand under my heed ■ 
could plac* my finger on the trig<«- 
However, scarcely a feeling of eeepwL. 
crossed my mind. Douglas asked me if 
objected to having the curtain drawn ove 
tbe lamp. “ Of course not" This done, 
we could juat see one another, but very 
indiatihetly. Then he lay down sgsinJ 
There was a deed silerice.

The train went on and on, not a . 
to be seen through tbe thick forests, 
denly a thought flatbed upon me : > 
would be easier than to rob s man 
throw him out of tbe window ! He wc 
lie in the forest pad soon the wolves we 
find him and disperse all traces d bin 
eating his sealskin waistcoat with maoe 
relish ae his caroms” I.UuphedI m my
self. “ How absurd this is P eaid L I 
have no reason tor suspecting these men. 
True, they have been whispering togeth* 
and their rings are rather too numerous 
But what a fool I am. I will go to sleep. 
At any rate, I am tired enough.

I bad scarcely closed my 
the stillness I beard * sharp, ..
—“dick." I held my breath sud ii 
teued, every nerve strained to the utmost 
“That sounded to mo very much like 
eonnd of a pistol being co ked. . 
no one carries pistols now.

thought. Still not s tr»Ç« o s J ^ 
ment. The rag underwhich^ Sj „

thinking of the fsyonteplnn JJ

°“H, win h.Ti <kw ■JjJj £ 3
rate,” thought M fcî» ^
to return it before he has doubt
But alone with two mon »b^echence 
lees armed I shell hsv”idiJ «qtb whid 
T »n.u.i tell vou the rapidly


