JOURNET TERIYUE TOLETILA, PODYLIA
ODESSA 1 1318,

Odessa, city and port from the sea.

Colonization, started by Michat Awdaniec from Buczacz in the 14th century after
receiving an estate in Podolia from Prince Wiadystaw Opolczyk, was continued by
Michat's descendants until the 17th century.

At the beginning of the 19th century, after years of Turkish-Tatar occupation in
Podolia, the Wild Fields in Poberezhe and the Nogai Steppes of Yedisan on the Black
Sea, another wave of colonization of the free south-eastern lands by Poles begins.
Polish Jews and Germans also resettle on the seaside.

Trade through ports on the Black Sea is developing rapidly.

At the end of May 1818, at the request of the academy, Julian Ursyn Niemcewicz sets
off on a journey to investigate the current socio-economic condition in these areas.
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,»Although I have already wandered around the world enough, and in the sixty-first
year of my life, I can hardly feel the decline of my strength and old age, the desire to
make the travel recommended to me for the academy a reality, the desire to visit my
old friends in Volhynia and Podolia, and finally the hope of reaching (if my strength
allows) Odessa, ordered me to to fade away into the eyes of an age that does not
compensate for hardships.

In my deceptive delusion, I did not see in this journey both pleasure and benefit.”

I left Wilanéw on May 29, 1818, changing into new clothes for the beaten road in
Mitosna. At Zbytkami I crossed the Vistula.
I found myself on a strange ferry.
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On the riverbed of this river, on a large, sandy island, where once upon a time the
strongest man in the world was, the peasant ferryman described the strangeness of the
stream with exquisite resemblance. ,,This Vistula, sir, said He staggers like a drunken
man, now to the left, now to the right, and the Lord God knows where he will end
up.”

The resemblance may be tavern-like, but it would be hard to find a more faithful one.
Having driven out onto the newly laid road, I saw huge piles of field stones on both
sides.

How much work did this cost the rural people; what a necessary and lasting use will
this work make, even if it is without It progressed with time.

It is true that for many centuries the generations preceding us lived in lethargy and
laziness, but is this our fault?

Is it because they slept, ate and caroused doing nothing, while we, by giving up sleep
and devoting our days and nights to constant work, have all this in a short period of
years? to do and complete what our fathers have neglected for centuries?

This would be an unjust punishment, because it would be a punishment for sins
committed by others.

This route is so little interesting from a historical point of view, I have traveled it so
many times and have even described it, that it cannot interest anyone; but it will
always be of keen interest to me.

This is the road from my home doorstep that I first left for the world!

It was, I remember, forty-eight years ago, in 1770, in the month of August, when My
father was taking me to the recently founded cadet school of chivalry.

This journey was not without danger; raids by the Bar Confederates were
everywhere; travelers were harassed by them.

Whoever He was going to Warsaw, and was therefore already a Muscovite and a
Lutheran, and therefore a legal prize.

My father was warned that the Confederates were nearby.

Since we were the first they entered the forest, my father ordered his carriage to stop,
and having taken out what gold he had, he divided it into three parts and gave one
part to each of the coachman, the foreman and Theodore for hiding, to his spider.
Having thus secured ourselves against adventure, we began to say the rosary with
even greater contrition, as we thought the danger was closer.

Fortunately, it all ended in fear; we did not encounter not a single Confederate.

Having approached Warsaw itself, my father led me up the hill. He must have been
amused by my astonishment; for it amounted to delight when I saw it from that hill.
Warsaw, the Swietokrzyskie towers, the castle, and the buildings of our capital
stretching along the Vistula hill.

I, who had so far seen only Brest-Litovsk and Terespol, did not possess myself on the
the vastness and beauty of Warsaw, just like Virgil's shepherd:

Stultus ego huic nostrce similem, quo scepe solemus
Pustores ovium teneros depellere fetus.
Urbem, quam dicunt fiomam, Melibtee putavi



MIENIA.

But enough of wallowing in childhood memories. I arrived for the night in Mien,
where I was pleased to meet the newlywed Mrs. Rembielinska of the Ledéchowski
family, polite, pleasant and my long-standing acquaintance.

Property, with several farms, belongs to the Merciful Virgins.

The most exemplary are foundations that have mercy itself as their object; these
virgins are not devoted to the same and exclusive devotion devoted to contemplation.
The care and treatment of the disabled and sick is their first occupation and endeavor;
they spend their income on this.

They have sixty beds filled, and they would have had even more if The means were
sufficient.

Heaven preserved this saving institution from the greed of the usurpers who had
taken this part of our land. There is a decent inn in Mienia, run by Jews.

It was Friday evening; all preparations for the Sabbath were made. The kugel was
already finished and walled up in the oven; the veal stew, pike, and groats were
cooking. The candlesticks were already lit, and the old and young Jews were sitting
around the table; at the end The little brats were more or less grown up.

The prayers and nodding began, slow in the old ones, livelier, faster, and uneven in
the adult brats.

It lasted for a good half an hour! Everyone had already finished, when the twelve-
year-old brat, once speeding in the swaying motion, unable to find his balance, seeing
nothing, hearing nothing, deafened like a black grouse, was still throwing himself in
all directions and he screamed horribly.

The mother looked with sweet concern at this hopeful, growing Hebrew offspring;
and, unable to hold the satisfaction in her motherly breasts any longer, she said with
the pride of the second Sempion, or rather, with Virgil's tenderness:

Here, Marcel, eris, this is, you will be a Jew.

The hopes of the Hebrew woman can easily be fulfilled; for there is a Jewish sub-
faculty school in the city, where the noble bachurs are already beginning to translate
the Talmud.

At dark dusk, many peasant women arrived at the inn with spades in hand.

They were returning from work on the public roads; they had been driven far away,
only to stand at dawn the next day. For this work, they came to spend the night in an
inn.

Working not for oneself, without any pay, is apparently not the most pleasant thing;
with all this, these poor people barely allowed themselves to sigh.

It must be admitted that our people are particularly good and patient, extremely
convenient for the arbitrary authorities.

A piece of bread and cheese, with some adding a glass of vodka, was the only meal
after hard work; a little straw for bedding.

Their sleep, however, was peaceful; they slept soundly, while many an elegant
woman, wounded by her own love, by the anxieties of love or ambition, amidst the
excesses and satiety of everything.



She narrowed her eyes, maybe.

The cold that has been going on for two Sundays seems to be getting worse with the
coming summer.

During the day, frosty winds and white frosts at night have destroyed fruits,
vegetables, and even grain from the ground. They cannot be raised.

The melted ice that has reached the globe, these seven-mile-long icy islands that
appeared near Scotland, I am sending us these sharp colds.

SIEDLCE. - BREST.

Siedlce

Siedlce, although it has been the provincial capital for so many years, has not risen
since the times of Hetman's wife Oginska.

No one mentioned the exquisiteness of the pavement of this town: it is made entirely
of small pebbles, so smooth that the vehicle rolls most freely on it. Everywhere along
the way, I met postilions in the worst moods; they carried a very great person. This,

Wherever the stars kindly lead her,
She carries on everyone's backs the souvenirs of her journey;
Walk with beautiful feet along the beaten path.
Not faint flowers are born, but hard whips.

I stopped in Janow to see the stallions graciously given to our country by the king.
After a woman, it is impossible to see more beautiful creatures.
I hereby declare these stallions this year and 20 Mare.



How the breed of our horses will change! This is truly a great blessing from His
Serene Majesty.

In Konstantynow, on the estate of Count Aleksandrowicz, I found, as always, a
hospitable welcome, a polite host, a pretty and good hostess, a tidy house, and
carefully maintained gardens.

On June 1st, I stood in Nepal, the heritage of my forefathers for two centuries.
Today, together with other estates, they have passed into a foreign name; only their
ashes and portraits remain in a church surrounded by dark trees.

In our country, so uniformly even and open, it is rare to see such a beautiful location,
as Nepal's.

On June 3, I crossed the Bug River near Brest, once the central city of a vast
kingdom, now a sad borderland. Today's dark Brest resembles an anthill; you won't
see crowds of black Jews there.

They bought out almost all the Christians, seized all the crafts, all kinds of industry.

Descendants of the inhabitants of the once famous city, where so many parliaments
were held and so many kings lived, serve the infidels or hide in dark alleys.

All Jews can at the government, and God knows if or when Jews will take possession
of this land.

It's interesting how they knows how to hide his multitude from the authorities.

When the census comes in Brest, swarms of them will move to Terespol.

Brest was then rarely motley, Terespol became black from the arriving swarms.

If censuses follow in Terespol, Brest would be blacker than when you find Terespol
white.

I saw home of the Adamkow family; already at the grave of the owner.

I passed through Kleniki, where my childhood was spent; today home to pieces,
ruined, in the hands of strangers, put up for sale again.

I finally stopped at my brother's in Skoki, the place of my birth. And here what a
change, how many sad memories!

In the place where the best of mothers nurtured my childhood in the old wooden
manor, waves of golden ears of corn bend under the wind.

Elsewhere there is a brick house, lofty, but for me it is not worth the first.

A church stands opposite, surrounded by linden trees; in it lie the remains of my
father, my best mother, my sisters, and my brothers. mine.

I see all this from the window in which I write, and can I be happy?...

Similarly, the entire appearance of this voivodeship has changed; old families have
disappeared, heritages have changed, new ones have come names, and sometimes a
steward, who with a scoundrel followed other people's reapers, today he is not the
master of these.

Other customs and ways of life, more supposed refinement, but less fear of God,
hospitality and lovely simplicity.



Everywhere, maidens go around in shawls and play the clavichord, their sons have
beautiful tailcoats and cravats; but I do not see better mothers, wives, good
gentlemen, as before; greed, immorality, and pettiness poison the peace of home life
everywhere.

My brother advised me well, before setting off on such a long journey, to leave my
horses with him and take the mail.

Indeed, over the sands and dikes of Polesie with my harness I would drag on
endlessly; On the contrary, the Moscow postal service traverses oceans of sand like
the smoothest roads.

There is no cheaper or faster postal service than the Russian one.

This is how it maintains itself.

It is in every The province tax, called land tax, is due; from this I take money to
maintain a certain number of horses at post offices.

I bid for the lowest bidder per horse; it ranges from 350 to 400 rubles per horse, but
the traveler only pays four kopecks per horse. This is a great convenience for those
traveler by, but a burden for the citizens who take advantage of this benefit.

You have to have a horse carriage to get one; it's not easy and not available to
everyone.

Such a small fee means that the postmasters do not want the passers-by, especially
since the richest Muscovites, even if they have carriages for four or six horses, take
the second one for free, while the postmasters They don't give it like a fiver.

Indeed, when a Pole gives two zloty, the gratitude of the poor waxworkers is painted
in the most joyful delight.

And here, as with us, there is a violent bustle around the roads.

Their width corresponds to the vastness of the entire state (Russian Imperium); for
the roads are no less than thirty cubits wide sandy less means; but where the land is
fertile, what a great loss! It was calculated that in Kobryn County alone, sixty
hectares of arable land were turned into roads.

Both Trees are being planted on all sides, mostly birches and maples, and because of
the greatest haste, not in time, carelessly, everything dries up, or falls over.

The rulers, fond of all public order and decorations, He ordered the construction of
roads by a new decree, adding that this should be done without oppression of the
inhabitants.

The lack of Moscow silver coinage, even a small one, is becoming increasingly
noticeable; if there is any silver, it's probably Polish or Prussian.

And the Jews are the cause of this evil: they buy up rubles for Prussian coin, and then
sell them again to the inhabitants at a profit of fifteen groszy per ruble.

The degradation of Moscow copper is not It is conceivable that a large five-kopeck
coin (ten groszy), when converted to silver, has no value like three Polish groszy.



RATNO.
I spent the night in Ratno.
The location of this truly Polish place: pine trees, sand, and mud.
However, in this unhealthy location live two people, perhaps the oldest in Poland.
First of all, the lady of the place herself Sosnowska, the wife of voivode , ninety-five
years old, ( is said to have one hundred and three).
She goes blind; remembering old things, she has completely lost her memory of new
ones.
She sleeps until eleven, drinks coffee in bed, lies in bed until three, gets up, then goes
to the room, sits down to make knots; conversation among the conscious, playing
billiards, everyone makes noise, they have fun and entertain.
Princess Jézefa Lubomirska, her daughter, watches over her behavior with truly
exemplary piety.
The old woman eats little dinner, but supper with the greatest appetite.
The second, An old man, one hundred and twenty years old, named Antosiek, is a
local townsman; he remembers Augustus well, the second election.
I was at the house where he lives; but I didn't find him, he went away. to drive cattle
into the field. Curiosity led me to follow him; but beyond the suburbs I met him
returning in a hurry.

His step was strong and quick, not in the same way as mine.

He had three wives; the last one, taken young from the manor, gave him two sons, but
thirteen years ago she ran away from him. He retained all his senses perfectly; what's
more, his hair had turned very little gray. He said that during his childhood, there
were only six houses in Ratno; today, they can be counted up to one hundred and
fifty.

Proof that all the wars and invasions that our country has endured through this His
long life was not enough to hinder the human race's tendency to multiply.

Beyond Ratne, the land becomes clearer, there are no longer as many sands and the
fields are more lush; it is still Polesie.

Kowel, once a starosty, was given as a legacy to Waclaw Rzewucki at the Sejm of
1775.

This madman repaid the favor by instigating a rebellion against his homeland and
invading it with Muscovite troops in 1793.

He then received a pension from Moscow; gossip and public curses, having led him
to his grave, sat upon him.

Unable to resist the urge to visit L. Krupinski in Woronczyn, I took the horses to
Lubitowska to get to him. I had to choose a crossroads, pass through forests, swamps,
and lake dikes.

I had traveled around much of the world, but had not yet encountered such a terribly
bad road.

Having broken the spring from the vehicle, Having dug through the trunk for various
reasons, for discriminatory reasons, I arrived late at the scene and did not find the
host.



WORONCZYN.

He only arrived the next day.

The hospitable reception, the friendly and trusting conversation, the beauty of the
place created by him, erased the memory of the lake misfortunes.

I already described Woronczyn during my first journey; it is even more beautiful than
it was, It will become even more pleasant when, in a few Sundays, the owner brings
his beautiful wife, Miss Aniela Bledowska, into the beautiful house.

Frosty winds and rain have been continuing for a whole month, They didn't allow us
to walk.

On June 12th, we had a frost at night, so we had to light fires in the stove.

The farmer showed me real curiosity.

There was an old tradition in Woronczyn that the whole The church sank into the
ground, and a huge, deep lake emerged in its place. This novel was verified by the
evidence when, several years ago, while fishing in the lake, powerful deer antlers
were extracted with a seine, from which a mirror for the church was made; an iron
chain was left, from which these horns were hanging, and several other iron
candlesticks as well.

Not less so, and another curiosity.

A few years ago, when the trenches were being dug, a layer of fallen stones was
found there. centuries of oaks; having removed them with great labor, at a certain
depth a second layer was found, and beneath it hammers and axes made of flint, just
like Indian axes. How many They remember centuries, how long ago this land of ours
was inhabited! These axes are donated to the Krzemieniec museum.

Not far from here, in Okonsko, beyond Kovel, there is a natural eruption, ejecting Six
hundred cubic inches of living water.

If every resident of Poland described the curiosities of their village, how many
materials for its history and natural history would we find?

SIELIEC.

Fulfilling a promise I made to the Czacki family long ago, I visited their apartment in
Sielec. A hospitable and polite farm, a beautiful and polite family, a stately home, and
a location between them. The hills, from where I could see the islands, meadows,
fields, hills, and forests, gave me a pleasant rest.

Sielec belonged to the Czartoryski princes' family in the 15th and 16th centuries.

A mile From here, in the village of Zelazo, their graves are located in the church.
These properties passed to the Sapiehas, Migczynskis and others, until they ended up
among the Czackis.

These current owners are mostly They did this to improve and beautify this place.
The host is an exemplary citizen, a good and sensitive husband.

The wife, in managing the home and raising children, is a model for women and
mothers.

Her efforts around the children and the home do not prevent her from engaging in
useful arts.



The beauty of the house's construction is its architecture; the furniture, her and her
daughters' embroidery; the beautiful brushwork she uses: the altars in the church
painted by her; the images of her husband, children, relatives and friends, Accurately
taken by her, her beloved ones place souvenirs everywhere.

The postal route, as usual in this captured country, does not follow a straight path, but
circulates as if to suit the needs of the government or the benefits of private
individuals conveniently.

And so, from Sielec to Krzemieniec there are only eleven miles; but the post office
runs along seventeen of them.

This is the only country where the postmaster does not advise when a traveler passes
through.

This is because the post office is paid in advance from the government, not collecting
from those passing by as little as 15 Polish groszy, do not like to subject their horses
to this merciless driving for such a small price, which is a common custom here.
They try so how much can you get from a traveler over and above the regulations,
and then say that there are no horses, until you pay them something in excess.

Since the station fee is often not five rubles in the allocation, and there are no smaller
ones in the allocations, otherwise they always cut something off for the second post
office; moreover, there is always something You have to give it to the post office.

All these derivations are easy to understand when you consider that, with a few
exceptions, all post offices are leased from the government by Jews.

Since my journey two years ago in Lutsk, its cathedral and many houses have burned
down.

For two miles from Lutsk to Kremenets, one travels along a mountain range, which
are apparently a branch extending from the Carpathians.

This is the highest point in these parts; the rivers Jkwa, Horyn, Styr, and Zbrucz
originate from it, and after a larger parts pour into Pripyat.

Everywhere these mountains signify the presence of the sea: they are calcareous,
containing sea shells; there are immature coals, so that in them there are still
Unfossilized tree layers are visible.

A petrified part of a human body was also found here.

KRZEMIENIEC.

Amidst the cold and rain, I arrived in Krzemieniec.

It was a sad stay in the city at that time; the lack of pavement, the location tilting
towards the mountains and valleys, caused rain to fall, The streets become so muddy
and impassable that in winter you can barely get out with four horses.

After all, the government has 80,000 rubles in revenue from Kremenets, a penny for
pavement and The city's order is of no use.

The zealous and active today's marshal, Their Majesty Mr. Drzewiecki, has already
paved the front wide street at the request of citizens and passengersby.



Krzemieniec. Bona Mountain.

The entire city displays a mixture of beautiful white civic houses scattered across the
hills and crumbling, dirty Jewish apartments.

The market square is cluttered with wooden cubicles; in the middle of it rise former
Jesuit buildings, today turned around at the gymnasium.

Studies proceed successfully; I became convinced of this when I found myself with
Prince Adam Czartoryski, the superintendent of these schools, at the examinations.
Professors were capable, students diligent.

The scientific riches have multiplied with the acquisition of many mineralogical
collections. The physical and chemical equipment is rich and precise.

Mr. Zienowicz, professor of physics and chemistry, is an expert teacher. The offices
here are unequal to our initial Warsaw collections.

We were with the Czartoryski duchy family on the castle hill, as unpleasant to climb
as it was to descend.

This castle, built during the reign of Algirdas, is one of the most beautiful and few
remaining ancient Polish monuments.

It can already be four century old; it has been destroyed by more negligence than
time.

Today, only the outer perimeter of it stands, already significantly damaged in many
places.

Only two quadrangular the towers are made of brick; the rest of the walls are made of
slate stone from the same rock on which this stronghold stands; however, it would be
difficult to transport bricks to such a difficult height. The castle in front of Built with
the invention of gunpowder, it was a sufficient defense against the Tatars.

There, upon hearing of their invasion, the wealthier citizens took refuge with their
equipment; the poor people hid with their herds. in the forests, or taken away, he went
into captivity. There is a tradition that around, below the lower wall, there were shops
of various citizens, where they stored their treasures during raids.



Today there is no sign of them, there are only the rest of the towers, where the
sentenced did sit; the names of some of them are still visible, as, until the last times of
Poland, the nobility was imprisoned there, and The castle office is kept there.

Krzemieniec. Jesuit College, 2017

The view from this castle is magnificent; the entire mountain is covered with thyme
and small grass; cattle graze on it, on the sides, on the peaks, after the cliffs, the
image of life adds.

The lively youth, with its very difficulty, its very need to use up its excess of strength,
likes to frequent it.

Once, with the day already fading, when I was sitting under the window of the house,
I saw three youngsters, on different sides, climbing to the top of the mountain, in one
moment they were already at the top, in one moment they had already climbed to the
top of the jagged peak They ran around the walls and then ran around them, then
descended again and ran down the stairs.

Before three medals, I wrote from Vladimir to Governor Gizycko, asking for a
carriage. A week later, a relay was sent; no response.

The money for both errands must have been stolen: For the governor, who had
maintained strict relations with me for so many years, would not have left me without

a copy.

In Krzemieniec, I learned of the death of General Dabrowski.

He was a man who, through long hardships of war, distinguished himself for his
homeland, covered with fame and wounds.

He died on the estates given to him by Napoleon in Winogora: he ordered himself to
be buried in his former uniform Polish with three broadswords, which he received
from his commanders on various fortunate expeditions, with three bullets with which
he was wounded.

He divided his fortune among his wife and children.

To the royal company friends of science, he conveyed down a costly collection of his
own armaments, and even more costly manuscripts:



for he kept (which is rare among us) a proper diary of military expeditions: all orders,
marches, battles, sieges, he diligently noted down and he had plans and drawings of
everything.

It's a strange thing that although in his early youth he went into the Saxon service and
forgot a lot of the Polish language, he still retained his Polish soul, the one military
politeness and bawdiness, which so easily ties a soldier to the leader.

No one could train new recruits for battle more quickly.

I finally reached Governor Gizycko.

Provided with a carriage by him, I set out on my way.

About a mile beyond Krzemieniec, I met one hundred and twenty men with trunks of
tallow, drawn by oxen; They were heading towards Radziwilow, the customs
chamber here, from where they would disperse through Brody, perhaps to distant
parts of Europe.

These people, sunburned and dried up, had already been there for five Sundays,
They set off from Odessa.

A fat German, or a slightly lively Frenchman, lighting a lamp for the birthday or
name day of his prince, a decorator illuminating the stage of Armida or Galatea, will
hardly think that he is in their lamps contained tallow came from the banks of the
Dnieper or the Volga.

Such are the beneficial effects of trade. By mutual exchange, inhabitants of various
zones of the world use all its products.

A Frenchman dresses in Kamchatka skin, while the governor of Tobolsk wears an
English dress and drinks Burgundy wine.

Oh, how these benefits would flow even more abundantly to nations if governments
did not put up barriers to the needs of numerous and heavy industries.

Customs offices are like those Dnieper rapids, like These are the rocks on the
seashores against which all attempts at human industry are shattered.

The strict prohibitions against admitting various goods into the country, issued by
Austria, and even more so by Moscow, while not enriching the royal treasury, do not
enhance the crafts themselves; in short, by hindering industry, they impoverish the
country, corrupt the morality of the people, and only enrich the customs officers.
The most obvious evidence of this is in the Muscovite countries. The Emperor,
always full of desire for good, convinced of the smuggling and theft of customs
officers, ordered that anyone be allowed to catch smuggling merchants on any road
they encountered.

At this signal, previously unknown detachments of mounted musketeers emerged,
wearing foxtail hats, slippers, and carrying spears or rifles.

These Jews harass passing merchants, not so as to seize forbidden goods for the
treasury, but so that those transporting them, having already paid the customs fees,
could still pay them.

They often harass the innocent; hence, so many cases that the Volhynian district court
is so backlogged with cases that it has to abandon all others.



What a sad delay in the course of justice!

This would not have happened if there had been no unnecessary prohibitions, and
above all, if customs officers, chosen from among honest people, were withheld a
good annual salary from any unlawful gains.

I continued on through the beautiful country.

The pines were already gone; Among the streaks, eternal oaks rise; the earth is lush,
plowed with three pairs of oxen.

The grain, however, compared to our sands, is not much better; there is more rye than
wheat; first, despite frequent rains and cold, it is already starting to fade in some
places. The lowlands are full of lapwings.

However, I haven't heard of them being used for fine eggs.

In the small towns, only Jews lived there; according to the last census, 86,000 showed
up in the Volhynian province alone. They don't understand why, but this time the
Jews were quite faithful in registering. They claim that having heard that they were to
be sent to Crimea and other wild countries, with the size of their capitation tax to the
treasury, they wanted to arouse fear of such a significant loss for the government To
deter the government from their intended idea.

HREHOROW.

Quite late at night, I arrived at Hrehoruw, the apartment of Countess Rzewuska.
I didn't find her; she went, according to the custom of this country, to Tulczyn, thirty
miles away, for dinner.

However, I saw the place where the monarch, recently performing a display of his
40,000 troops, was accepted.

There is no house in Hrehoréw worthy of receiving such an illustrious Imperator; so
temporary halls were built of lumber, which could be forty cubits long.

These halls were completely lined with calico. The builder was full of taste and knew
how to bend calico so skillfully that the walls, behind the bends and protruding joints,
displayed beautiful Corinthian pilasters with their capitals.

On the walls trophies and shields were hung on them, on which were written the
dates of various victories achieved by Alexander.

On one of these shields, Mr. Jarostaw placed the date of the victory, about which I
didn't know this was the victory at Kalisz!

From the tent-shaped ceiling hung huge mirrors with two gilded bronze hoops; long
sofas flanked the sides.

The Hall for the dance, it was so skillfully veiled from the dining room with calico
that it could not be seen until the moment the tire was lifted, when the ball began.

In these tastefully Although in hastily prepared buildings, Mrs. Rzewuska received
the great ruler of the North.

Ninety ladies, splendidly dressed, numbered among them.



The monarch, as usual, was polite with the ladies and gracious with the men. He liked
the halls so much that he ordered them redrawn. They have now been turned into an
equipment warehouse.

I saw there old-fashioned Polish saddles and taffeta bags, richly decorated with gold,
turquoises and false stones planted on them.

Jan, Jakub, and Rewera Potocki rode on them.

I doubt Jarostaw rode even less, because he did as much as they did.

Apartment of His room today is not a tent, it rather resembles Miss Dervieux's rooms:
full of pictures, bronzes, crystals, a muslin bed with a headboard and muslin curtains.
The entire Hrehorowka is shaped like a seraglio; Small, long houses with a
quadrangle, without any floors.

PIEAWICE.

Pitawice. Castle.

Two miles from here lies Pilawce, famous for our defeat by Khmelnytsky.

Witness Kochowski describes it thus: "Chmelnytsky, enraged by his wife's
kidnapping and repeated wrongs, at the very same time the death of King Wiadystaw
IV, he aroused the entire Cossacks and the rural people in Ukraine, and supported by
the Tatars, partly by treachery, partly by superior forces, he already destroyed the
small Stefan Potocki's regiments.



The aged father, Hetman Mikotaj Potocki, wanting to avenge his son's death, more
impetuously than prudently fought a battle at Korsuniein, where the commander
himself, Kalinowski, Czarniecki and Sieniawski was taken prisoner by Khmelnytsky.

Due to the shortage of leaders, the estates gathered for the election of the king
appointed three commissioners of equal authority to lead the assembled army as
quickly as possible.

These commissioners were: Dominik, Prince Zastawski, Voivode of Sandomierz,
Aleksander Koniecpolski, Standard-bearer of the Crown, and Mikotaj Ostrorég,
Crown Cup-bearer. 30,000 of the stately knights and commissioners set off towards
Ukraine.

Consent was sought many times, but Punishing the inhabitants of Nemirov with death
for their rebellion against Jeremiah Wiszniowiecki further infuriated both
Khmelnytsky and the entire Ukrainian people. Therefore, Khmelnytsky gathered the
Cossacks with immense haste. and the peasants in immense numbers.

It's hard to believe, but historians say his army was as strong as 150,000.

So it was the hatred of the Polish name, or the lure of debauchery experienced, that
gathered a multitude of various nations around the leader.

Not only the Ukrainian and Russian provinces of our subjection, but also the
Moldovans, Serbs, Bulgarians, The Dons, all this was coming together in droves.
With this multitude, Khmelnytsky besieged and took by storm Kudak, a castle
between the Dnieper and Samara; the commander was killed the Frenchman
Alexander Marion there with a small garrison.

Furthermore, having taken Bar, and having tried to conquer Krzemieniec, he
approached Pitawce with all his might.

A river flows there, with a small bed, but with frequent floods on the meadows
dangerous for the treacherous chasms and fords; the autumnal wet weather increased
these quagmires even more.

The enemy added to the difficulties when he first took control of these places,
through the ditches he had made, he flooded the surrounding areas with water. fields.

When both armies faced each other, our volunteers poured out and individual
skirmishes began.

This type of fighting is the most favorite of the Polish youth; for each and every one
can openly show his skill and courage before those watching.

However, our youth, following the custom of their ancestors, have learned from
childhood how to calm a horse, roll it skillfully, and attack it swiftly, quickly take
shelter from aimed missiles, this fight strikes strangely and wears out his opponents.

A Cossack is not as skillful in this type of battle; His whole art was cunning; he
ambushed in pits and caves, fired firearms at the passing knights, and when attacked,
he hid in the bushes.

Further on, they fought in raids. Samuel Laszcz, who was attacking Czarnota, the
Cossack camp leader, repulsed the attack with a loss.

Michat Jordan, the starost of Dobrzyn, having made his way through the mud,
attacked the camp from behind. enemy.



Osinski, having placed cannons over the marshes and opposing fields, swept away
the blackening crowds of Donets.

The enemy would have been abolished if there had been more unity, a ship in three
leaders, in a word, if we had wanted to win and not spared a bit of blood.

Twilight had divided the combatants.

The Cossacks noticed the mistake.

They took control of the ford through which the Jordan had crossed, and dug in front
and behind.

As soon as night fell, the loud cries of the Cossacks, the beating of cannons, were
kindled Fires everywhere, in short, all signs of military joy struck the Poles.

This unexpected joy was explained in various ways in our camp.

Some said that under this pretext the Cossacks were leaving their camp; others said
that in place of Khmelnytsky, they chose another leader; others, finally, and these,
most truly, greeted the arriving Tatars with these cries, of whose hasty marches we
heard various news.

We were not long left in error.

After the dawn appeared, the Wallachians warned Tyszkiewicz that the Tatars were
already in the Cossack camp.

The Crimean Khan was captured with gifts from Ukrainians, under the leaders Tony
and Sheri Bey. He sent 40,000 of his rebels to help.

Fortunately, four banners of the Brest voivodeship, keeping watch around the camp,
having noticed the approaching Tatars through the morning fog, stopped their first
advance.

The sound immediately spread through the army, that the Tatars had arrived.
Veteran regiments quickly appeared; for them and others, more out of desire than
because of any order from their leaders.

From this it turned out that no one knew what kind of there was the whole order of
battle, in what formation the regiment should have been standing.

And the fog took away the view, and the banners moved one time this way, the other
time that side.

A fatal disaster was about to happen, foreshadowing that many were running with
orders, and no one was paying attention to ensure that these orders were carried out.
Everywhere there were mixed up or contradictory opinions, hesitant minds, in a
word, on what the success of the battle depends, the hope of victory abandoned
everyone.

The triumvirs, having the supreme power, both granted to themselves, both the glory
of victory and the shame.

They were destined to share in disaster, allowing everyone to consult, but they had no
permanent will.

Nothing can be more harmful during war than the division of supreme power among
many.



The First Stanistaw Witowski, Castellan of Sandomierz, of the Jastrzebiec coat of
arms, standing at the head of his voivodeship, stopped the Cossacks' attack.

Behind him, the Masurian people, without any orders from their leaders, attacked the
enemy in crowds. They managed to attack again; but when the zealous ones push
themselves too far, they fly into the mud.

Witowski comes to their aid and drives away the invading Czarnota.

Suddenly Khmelnytsky ordered the forces to attack from both sides; he himself,
preparing his entire infantry, flew in front of the front of our troops; on horseback he
shouted in a loud voice: " Za wiru Motodzcy, behind the wiru."(For faith, boys, for
faith)

_!,._-,_‘..
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Pitawice. Khmelnytsky's meeting with Tuhaj-Bey.

Here a fierce battle began; countless crowds blame Witowski.

No trumpets are heard, no orders from the leaders, no signs are seen; the valiant man
was already falling, when Ossolinski, the starost of Stebnica, came to his aid with
several companies.

The battle was renewed, the Cossacks were driven back to the field; but at the same
moment the Tatars and Cossacks, left behind, bending their multitudes around, as if in
a net, seized the slim ranks of Poles.

Then fell the standard-bearer Piotr Piasecki, Mozgowski, Sulimirski, and many of the
old knights.

The colonels, for a long time, spurring on their own, held back the ever-increasing
numbers of newly arriving soldiers.
Finally, exhausted, they had to retreat from the battlefield.



On Ossolinski and Witowski fought this one most bravely; the latter, having fallen
into a quagmire with his horse, was barely saved.

,» The experienced knightly elders decided to fight the final battle the next day; when
suddenly they decided to hold a council of war behind the camp.

There were timid consultations there.

A certain Known for his wisdom, complaining about the unfairness of fortune, he
advised to retreat to Konstantynow as quickly as possible.

There, we will not be in the marshes, the river, but in the dry plains. to skirmish;
Margrave Myszkowski's regiments are already marching there, infantry banners are
standing not far from Ichera; in a word, there is no hope of improving the fight, as in
a quick reserve. The same thing Others, timid, consulted.

With all this, if this reserve were not too sudden, they were ordered to the commander
of the wagon train, the regiments would remain, and he would move with only the
wagons.

But the noise of an army in motion, the shouts of the waggons, the escape of some
kind of suspicion aroused, all the more so because some of the more prominent men
joined them with their equipment, covering their shame with the pretense of guarding
camp!

Towards evening, the news spread that the gentlemen were escaping.

Then, when night covered everything, everyone abandoned their positions.
Arciszewski and Osinski, leading the infantry, saw that everything lost, for a long
time, straddling the shame of flight and the unpromising courage, they followed the
others.

After all, to deceive and hold back anything from the enemy, they positioned
themselves at equal distances spears, and having placed burning torches on them,
they made a pretence of keeping watch.

For a long time the enemy did not know, for a long time he did not believe in the
departure of our: victosque quamvis videat, baud credit sibi potuisse vinci.

So it was the darkness of the night, or the fear of betrayal, that kept the Cossacks in
place for so long, so much so that the villagers, arriving at our camp with food, only
informed Khmelnytsky of the truth.

Then the greedy multitude, without any caution, raised joyful cries, rushed into our
trenches.

Who can describe the riches gathered in gold and silver, left there, in long peace?
vessels, costly garments, and utensils.

There were so many of them that a silver cup full of wine was exchanged for an old,
shaggy burka.

All this happened on September 27th. 1678 on Wednesday.

If, by telling the truth to the harsh and harsh, I will defer to some, let me remember
the duty of a historian and forgive, let me, by showing the rocks on which we crashed
on that day, leave a warning to others how to guard against and avoid them.

But we need not despair; only he who does not rise stronger after defeat is uncouth.



Rome did not remain silent. heavy defeats at Cannae and Trasimene; what could be
sadder than the Trasimene battle?

The German defeat at Nicopolis and Buda was disastrous, and our Latins described
the Polish losses at length Bukowina and Chojnice.

There is no nation that has not exhausted the salutary lessons and warnings for the
future from the reliably described misfortunes and errors.”

Konstantynow, once the legacy of the Ostrogski princes, lies on the Bug River.
Cellari speaks of it as: civitas validis circumfusa munitionibus.

Indeed, even today, the enormous ramparts are still visible, though time and human
hand tore them apart.

In my eyes, one embankment was being dug up to carry away the rubble and earth for
new buildings; for recently, the city burned down.

The church, an ancient construction, extensive.

In Konstantynow there is a Koreck porcelain warehouse.

MIEDZYBOZ. - LATYCZEW.

Miedzyboz.

The road from Konstantynow to Miedzyboz marks the already beautiful and fertile
Podolia Voivodeship.

Miedzybo6z is located on the Bug River.

The castle is impressive, but only externally; the heirs have not lived there for a long
time.

Moscow officers occupy the former Sieniawski and Czartoryski apartments.

The city is significantly partly made of brick, more impressive than usual in these
parts.

I stopped in Miedzyboz, eager to see the place where thirty-four years ago I met
Prince Adam Czartoryski a general .



The princes' sons were young children at the time; for fun, we dug out trenches like a
fortress, and having divided ourselves into two parts, they defended and conquered.

So I went to see these souvenirs of the mountains of my youth; you can barely see
their shape, only raised from the ground.

Miedzyboz. Castle.

I went to the priest's rectory, then my quarters, to the orchard, to the apiary.

Pop and his wife died twenty-eight years ago, the orchard and apiary have changed.
Time, both over the countries of the world, and over small farms, both destroying its
own power exerts. From here, towards Latyczew, one travels through the most
beautiful land; everywhere lush meadows, green meadows, and cheerful groves.

It was a day of festivities in Ruthenia.

The entire rural population was in agitation; along the roads, under spreading oaks
among the forests, altars were decorated with the Virgin Mary or St. Nicholas.

At them, a gray-haired old man collected pious offerings on a tray.

Among the forest, they stopped wagons were drawn; oxen or horses were let out for
fodder, and the poor teams, in festive dresses, under the shade, ate pierogi and vodka.
But all this in silence and silence; There was no singing, no fiddles, no dances, which
thundered in all the taverns of Mazovia and other parts of Poland.

After all, the people of Podolia and Ukraine, not sands, but The most lush land
inhabits.

Latyczew, once a stronghold, with a change of lord, has not changed for the better.
The miraculous Blessed Virgin, today's birthday girl, filled the parish church with a
multitude of common people.

He had barely made it through the crowd to vespers.

The Uniate priests were singing prayers before the great altar; before the same altar
of Our Lady, several young women and old men lay crucified.



Their faces shed tears of remorse and trust.

This sight touched my heart, and I offered fervent prayers for them.

Alas, this poor rural people, who, from sunrise to sunset, does know only how the
bloody sweat of the brow, the miserable food, the often harsh ways, who, finding on
this earth neither happiness, nor joy, rightly sheds tears and sighs to this God, from
whom I expect a better future.

Latyczew

This day of the Plaszow Fair was a solemn one for Latyczew.
In the open Jewish stalls, there could have been goods worth as much as 500 zioty.
The elegance of the ladies' toilets depended on having yellow shoes.

All the villages that once belonged to Latyczew, after the last partition by the
unconquered Catherine (Empress Catherine IT), were given to the virtuous Markov.
Indeed, he and Platon Zubov, fueled by their greed for confiscation, were the most
likely to persuade Catherine to divide Poland.

Markov Latyczew and Platon Jurburg received 80,000 souls.

Not only that, after defeating Napoleon and Moscow's seizure of the Duchy of
Warsaw, Markov advised the magnificent Alexander to seize the duchy, transfer the
more prominent Polish owners to Siberia, grant them the steppes there, and then give
their estates to the Muscovites.

He himself boasted of this moral thought at a large gathering, and I heard it from
those who heard him boast.

This greedy man, with the face of a pockmarked tiger, combined the soul of a sacred
toad.

In good time, I arrived at Lityn.
As soon as the Jews, who were keeping the mail everywhere, noticed me from a
distance, they immediately scattered at a gallop in different directions.



I saw a more peculiar spectacle: on one side, with swollen with sidelocks flying in the
wind, Jews were flying on foot, from one side to the other, Muscovite non-
commissioned officers were scattering on all the trails in kibitkas.

I could noty get one horse, and it wasn't long before I learned that It was supposed to
be military exercises, it's a show, that all these horses were taken away by
underofficers carrying new orders and recommendations to the regiments and
banners:

As if the whole world were at stake,
Some corporal is flying everywhere;
This one is for the button,

That one is for the shoe,

That one finally rushes to remind us
To hide our bellies and stick out our backs.

All these important adventures kept me busy for the evening, the night, and a
significant part of the next morning.

Only when the corporals returned was I able to leave.

Among so many abuses, there are that the post office, intended for public needs,
almost entirely serves the military.

Not only governors, but every general, every colonel, has the right to issue way
tickets to officers and even corporals.

Under this pretext, the postmasters, wanting to rip off the traveler, say that their
horses are waiting for some general, and that they cannot be had unless they have
paid for it.

WINNICA. - BRACEAW. - NIEMIROW.

Winnica. Prince's stronghold.

Winnica, a castle town on the banks of Boch river, once famous for its flourishing
order of Jesuit priests.



Today, a junior high school was established on their site.
The gymnasium is located in an ancient castle donated to the Jesuits.
He took it in 1632, Bohun, one of Khmelnytsky's chiefs.

Bractaw, church.

Braclaw, an almost double city, once surrounded by embankments, the capital of the
voivodeship of the same name, lying on the right bank of river Boch.

Kierno, Prince of Lithuania, mastered it in 1360. From here, along with the rest:
Volhynia, Podolia, Ruthenia, and Kiev belonged first to Lithuania, then to the crown.
These countries did not belong to any Russian princes.

The Lithuanians, having found the nomadic Tatar hordes in them, expelled them and
made the provinces their own.

Two Roman churches and as many Ruthenian churches decorate Braclav.

The Church of Capuchin priests, like all the Order, is striking in its purity and order.
I swam here and passed through this Boch river, who near Mykolaiv, in the Kherson
Governorate, that's how it is enormous and which and in these parts made a shiping,
as new source of wealthstate .

Niemirow, church.

Niemirow, a quite significant town.



I don't know how Chamberlain Potocki could have chosen them for a place of
continuous stay.

Situated in a clean field, there is no tree for the shadow to the inhabitant in sunny day.
The former chamberlain's manor, apartment, and those surrounded by a wall, serai
burned down ; only the kitchens remained.

Niemirow is the property of the now famous Mrs. Szczesnowa.

The country is becoming more and more populated with newcomers from the
Moscow countries, most of them from the Russian, and Their speech takes
precedence over ours.

TULCZYN.

Tulczyn.

By mountainous country, among fertile fields and green houses

I came to Tulczyn.

Already the surroundings of this powerful place mean the owner!

Excellent roads, bridges and unknowns in these sides of the plantations; finally, the
passerby is struck by a huge garden with Italian poplars and unknown trees. here pine
trees.

White, tidy city, houses with exhibitions, crowds of Jews, Muscovites, rural people,
movement everywhere significant, striking, above all, spacious and wonderful palace
buildings.

They consist of a huge body with two floors, elegant columns, with a beautiful
exhibition on the second floor, with two wonderful wings and also on the sides.
conservatories and stables.

A grand staircase leads you into a spacious hall decorated with images of great
ancestors of Felix (pl- Szczesny).

In furniture, paintings, crystals, bronzes, marbles - all riches could have been brought
from distant parts of the world. Everything shines brightly there with splendor.



Everything, a less wealthy citizen, a powerful prince, sets up a capital in Tulczyn.
At the head of the palace cornice, in large bronze gilt letters, the following is read:
inscription:

A HOME FOR ALWAYS FREE AND VIRTUOUS
1782.

Tulczyn. Potocki Palace.

I was thinking, not without regret, about life, fate, and the end of the owner, what
these buildings were built by.

Born from a great and powerful family, with a wealth of mind and gifts, an
inclination towards goodness and honesty, in an early season of life, having
experienced some distress and heavy regrets.

Wealth and birth opened up a field of honors and dignities for him.

In the morning of life he drank the cup of prosperity to the bottom, and along with the
deceptive drink. insane infirm mind.

Under the false image of freedom, he hid the spirit of domination and even greedy
domination.

They used this desire, more perverse than him, Rzewuski, and Branicki, and flattering
the vanity of man, The first time they used their crazy pride tool...

For a long time, Poles did not know the importance of Ruthenia, why they shed so
much blood for it.



Szczesny was the first to dare to live in it all the time, and to follow the example of
many others pulled.

He raised and decorated the city; in the pure steppes he planted thousands of Italian
poplars, nice chill already giving.

Stanistaw Szczesny Potocki with children.

Szczesny liked pine trees and planted them everywhere.

The sap of these trees cured him of a serious disease.

Touched by gratitude to the beneficent tree, he placed an obelisk in his garden with
an inscription.

This garden, for the most part, is planted with poplars and is neglected: let down
moldy waters, overgrown paths.

The church, built by Szczesny, is a beautiful and wonderful building.

The good things are the pictures, namely the great altar: The Descent from the Cross.
Between saints, is also the image of the emperor!

The beautiful lofty dome in the center adds a bright cheerfulness to the temple.
Here, after so many storms and worries, rest the unfortunate body of Szczesny; ibid.
lies and Zofijowka the seer.



Behind Tulczyn, mountainous, but little settled country.

In the first village, Kinashev, I saw countless piles of grain: proof that the owners
They sow more than they can thresh.

Moreover, gentlemen, remembering the audacity of the Ukrainian people, they dare
to do as they not elsewhere gowork.

In the estates of the Sobanski state and others, the farmer only does forty-two days
per year serfdom.

The old desire for freedom has not died out in the Ruthenian people; not without fear,
and not without disturbances, the days are passing by, gentlemen.

Enough of a spark to ignite fires; it drives them away, apparently only by numerous
troops. consciousness.

The inclinations of this people have always been one:

Ferox gens nullam vitom rati sine armis esse.

I passed through Oboddwka, the good house of Mr. Michat Sobanski.

Cellari, around the year 1660, writing Obodowka, Balanéwka, Dershad, and others
places how things are said.

But, as I have already mentioned, in the lands subject to the acts of invading nations,
everyone It was surrounded by walls and ramparts.

After a long journey, a pleasant rest awaited me on Friday, in the possessions of Their
Majesty's Lady Seweryny from Potockich Sobanska.

Rare charms, wit and politeness decorate this young person.

It is a beautiful flower, abandoned among the uninhabited steppes.

It's sad to think how the leaves of this rose will fall when rarely anyone looks at The
bud itself in the unfolding of itself.

Received with real old Polish hospitality, horses, beautiful owner, I went to Bakta.
The country through which I passed could be called an introduction to the steppes.
Already very rare settlements, rare cultivation for thin hands.

The grass is almost high; there are frequent and quite lofty mountains.

Within a span of ten Polish miles, only three villages, I saw a more significant one
between them, Czernecze, and Cossack.

At noon I arrived in Balta.

Here was the border of the once Polish kingdom from the side of the Crimean Tatars;
a river called Baltka. going from Balta to Boch, it divided two countries.

There are few traces of Poland left in Balta.

The population, apart from the Jews, is almost all Russian.

The same and customs: orientality is starting to break through.

Open shops, bearded people on the streets under the open sky tea to the common
people.

Balta seems to be quite a wealthy and populous city.

Here, ultima, Thule: further, to the Black sea, to the once Tatar wilderness, to the so
far in maps called Wild Field called.



Half a third of the day, rushing by post, almost by bird, through these uninhabited
steppes, I saw I will define what struck me about them in one image.

Wanderer, visitor in populated countries, thousands of interesting places, encounters
objects.

Sciences, agriculture, works of industry and fine arts, delicious towns, society,
customs, degree of enlightenment, the ascent or descent of nations, everything
abundant for reflection, develops the field.

The human mind is intensifying everywhere.

He experiences opposite feelings when he ventures into uninhabited trails.

In a land that is today almost as it was a century ago, as it was a thousand years ago
centuries, as it was, perhaps, on the day of creation, when it came out of the
Almighty's hand, There is already an intensity of the mind, but a deep reflection takes
over the soul of man.

It is a new and interesting thing to see a country like this, to remember that there was
a time where Today, huge Paris, wealthy London, were also steppes.

Everything in this vast solitude, alone, naw, et, silence, is solemn and poignant.
Background heavens, pure like blue azure or coated in some places with runes of
white people chasing each other clouds.

You will lower your eyes around you, nothing will strike you, no human creation, no
work of work human.

Never touched by human hands, the meadow, the cover, the lush, high-rising, grass;
Sometimes, unknown flowers, rubies, sapphires, and topazes break through.

The cry of eagles, the flight of migratory birds, the hands of wild animals in pursuit,
often alone, interrupt their reflection.

Often, the view of rolling plains is interrupted by almost always huge, sharp, lofty
graves.

It is difficult, however, for all these hills to be graves.

I have heard that in some they find bones and scraps of armor of immense size: but
many Nothing was found dug up.

The Ukrainian people call these hills warts, that is, lumps of the earth.

Loving freedom, flocks, animals and birds, far away, safe from man's murderous
darts, fill These steppes enjoy freedom and joy.

A great number of storks, bustards, wild pigeons, lapwings, sparrowhawks, cranes
everywhere.

Of the animals: hares, foxes, gophers and wolves.

But, unfortunately, in the animal world, if the alien enemy does not oppress, domestic
violence begins. fights how between people.

Here the sparrowhawk rushes through a flying shaft at quails, partridges and ground
squirrels; next, the terrified bustards and their young team run away from the chasing
wolf.



They are young, too weak to be lifted up on their wings, and they run away with a
screech.

No leaves them in this difficult ton the care of parents: mother andfather They rise
above them, cover them with their wings, and scare away the voracious animal with
their terrifying screams. after a long though uneven fight, the unfortunate lifts the
attacker in his bloody maw. The birds will soon die in the bushes.

Let's not understand, however, the whole thirty-mile stretch from Balta to Odessa was
still uninhabited steppe.

It is true that the largest part of the postal stations are still located after small mud
huts; but and there experienced a different kind reception from the exquisite, perhaps
best of the Moscow nation classes,

This comes from the bearded men and the Filipons (Old Believers from the Filiponi
group, Lipowans).

How many times, hospitably, welcomed and invited from them to a modest table,
offered.

I exchanged leaven for my wine.

All these immense fields, twenty years ago, without owners, almost They were
distributed by Katarzyna.

She distributed but made little effort to settle them: the most important lands were
given to the count. Cantacuzenus, General Sturdza, and others.

Tsar Alexander had only just taken care of this country.

Today, these three small steppes include: Dubosary, Grigoriopol, and Tiraspol.

DUBOSARY.

My first overnight stay was in Dubosary.

In the evening, it rained immensely.

The black, greasy earth spread through it, making my road slippery, unpleasant and
slow.

It was already ten o'clock when the carriage stopped in front of a hospitable house
kept by a German.

After being very tired, wet, tired, I was already looking forward to a good rest. when
the host told me that his house was full of people who had come to tomorrow's bazaar
guests, and that he could not receive me.

I went straight to the usual medicine; I put a silver ruble in my hand and grabbed the
host. that he gave up not only rooms, but also beds.

No, it was no very helpful for me, this bed.

The unhappy drummer and the piper were so enthusiastic about the young people
from the German settlements that the waltzes there was no end; and the landlady, out
of gratitude for the ruble, wanted to close the ball, after all.

Her daughters kept coming over, asking: noch, nur, einen, waltz.



This one more roller was constantly repeating itself; but how can one refuse ladies?
Born here, Germany has retained its original tone, movement, entire nation, layout,
and dress. and form.

Looking at these young Germans spinning around in the waltz, I thought to myself:
their grandchildren. I will increase in abundance and wealth, perhaps I will become
barons, graphes!

The next day the city was filled with people and flocks of cattle for sale; everything is
great after the rain and mud.

The Germans, the colonists, the Gypsies, the Polish Jews, the Moldavians, made up
this population.

Dubosary, up to 350 houses, I count; twenty years ago, there were no more than a few
mud huts Tatar.

The houses are miserable, mostly covered with reeds from the lakes;

I use peat for fuel, not that kind. like elsewhere.

The bottom of the dunghill is compacted, cut into square rags, dried in the sun and
used for heating and kitchen.

The Germans, due to the shortage of beer, developed a taste for vodka, and I even
saw a little boy. They have been making this drink for seven years. Here a pair of
oxen pays from 150 to 200 rubles. A beautiful bustard You can get it for PLN 3.00.

KISHENEW.

Kishenew.

Kischenew, a town on the other side of the Dniester, about 4 miles away, the capital is
abated by the Turks in 1812 in Bessarabia.

The Prut, falling into the Danube, is now a two-state border; it was acquired by
Moscow. new estuary, new ports on the Black Sea.

Negotiations for the concession of several other outlets of the Danube are ongoing so
far.

If Moscow managed to receive them all from the ports, it would be impossible, then
The entire trade of Austria and a large part of Germany would be in her hands.



GRIGORIOPOL.

I passed through Grigoriopol, a clean and nice town, almost inhabited by Greeks.
It's nice to come to him alone.

After long bare steppes, I pleasantly see groves, beeches, acacias, and oaks.

The town itself has something original; clean, nice houses, surrounded by red and
turning cherries, peaches, apricots.

Under the shadow The Greek smokes tobacco; Greeks women hold out white hands
after ripe cherries.

Underneath the extensive displays, I am sitting, Armenian, between baskets of
oranges, figs, dried fruit, tobacco, and so on.

TIRASPOL.

311/323

Tiraspol. Church of the Nativity.

Tiraspol (from the name of the river, anciently called Tyras), is the second quite
significant town on the Dniester.
Recently, many houses in it burned down.

Here I saw something worthy of admiration.
Opposite the post office, where he stopped, a house burned down, and with it a nest
of storks, already with young ones.



The burnt-out walls were quickly repaired and covered with reeds; but since the roof
stood, and the storks themselves, who had already lost their home in that place,
undeterred by the misfortune they had experienced, began to build and carry a new
nest again.

Amazing animal discernment!

For it is known to all that storks, having once taken children from the nest, leave it
forever; therefore, they knew here that the heavy loss suffered was not due to the
malice of man, but an adventure ensued.

Here is a happier land, on both banks of the Dniester are numerous and well-settled
villages of Moldovans.

BENDER

Bender. Fortress.

On the other side of the Dniester, some distance away, lies the city of Bender, famous
for its bloody by assault.

Suvorov, having captured it with a great loss of men, wrote only these words to
Catherine: "Bender fell at the feet of your Velichtsvoy, we lost 10,000 men."
Catherine She replied to him: "I congratulate you, dear general; I am pleased with
such a beautiful achievement; as a token of my satisfaction, I am sending you a gift."
It was a diamond bow for a hat.

Bender. Fortress.

Bender has not yet risen from his ruins; I wanted to see him, but the established
quarantine did not allow it.



Here the steppes take on a more fertile form; more numerous carriages on the roads,
leading the wheat to Odessa.

I was struck by the moving, carriages as black houses, so much like a river.

They were immensely high and wide. carts loaded with coal; one- and two-horse
carts carrying cherries were moving alongside them.

All this to Odessa.

The attainable view around the area shows no sign of human habitation.

However, there are colonies of Germans hidden away between the mountains.

This can be seen in the cultivated fields here and there. On July 6, the barley was
already dormant and ripening in them wheat.

Here a huge herd of oxen, sometimes numbering up to 2,000; there flocks of
Wallachian sheep, carrying their wide, fat-covered tails.

At the penultimate post office, called Barabojskaya, I was struck by a spacious
village, exquisitely built up, with a beautiful church in the center.

As soon as I arrived at the innkeeper's house, the colonists, recognizing the European
carriage, immediately sent a few of their own to find out what was happening in the
world.

Their joy was immense when they heard me speaking in smooth, exquisite German,
when I told them (for it was still news to them) that there was peace in the world.
That Napoleon was of imprisoned in island.

They then talked about their present state.

Unable to withstand prolonged oppression, they abandoned their homeland ten years
ago.

The local government gave each of them a deposit of 350 rubles. for building and
purchasing cattle, plus 60 morgens (30 ha) of land, with freedom from recruits
forever, and free from rent for ten years.

Such grants would make them completely happy if the oppressions unknown to the
ruler did not torment them daily.

First of all, it is painful that all these grants are only verbal, not confirmed by a
solemn letter or signature. so far.

They complained tearfully about the military: those who, when taking money, beat
them with whips, from which many had already fled.

The patient remain, and with constant work and effort on the lush soil, they rise to
prosperity.

These people, although forced by poverty to abandon their sweet native land, wanted
to preserve its memory and pass it on to their grandchildren, and gave the names of
their native places to their new settlements.

And so the village The one mentioned is called Manheim, the others, Alsace, Baden,
Speyer, Stuttgart, bear German names.

So strongly has God engraved the sweet memory of the homeland in the heart of
man.

Such a strong, sweet memory of the homeland has God engraved in the heart of man.
If a rich man forgets her in the pleasures of Paris. A poor man never forgets her. If
any violent expropriation or conquest can be justified, it is certainly the expropriation
of the land we are talking about from the Turks. For half a century, it was left by the



barbarians in a state of nature, serving in the pursuits of cruel invaders, this land was
useless to the owner himself.

In twenty years, this wild field had already begun to be populated and cultivated, as
much as it could be in a country where it was customary violence, inflicting violence
on anyone's self-ruling will, and not being able to respect either rights or property.
However, the lushness of the land, the proximity of the sea and the city already
blooming above it, will always attract inhabitants.

The German settlers themselves have already owned and will continue to own this
beautiful land. From here, it may result for the Russian monarchy over the centuries, I
leave it to everyone's consideration.

Near Baraboj, the former food advisor of the Schillings settled and founded a cloth
factory. Virtue, which he performed while holding the office of Provincial, he
continues to perform now.

Dalnik is the last post office.

Entrance to the city of Odessa.
Carlo Bissoli, circa 1820.

The countryside around Odessa is not yet covered by the houses of wealthy
merchants; there is nothing there that can be obtained for money, even if it is not
available, I say, trees and shade, and without them what good is a country dwelling!
But even these bare fields are now green.

The houses of Chytrow and Razumovsky, only one of them, glow.

On the other hand, by the sea itself, Mr. Renaud, a French merchant, and many
others. Among the rocks, beautiful houses stand, with gardens where vines, apricots,
and peaches blush with their crimson.



ODESSA.

Odessa.
William Bartlet, circa 1820

On July 7, I arrived in Odessa.

The city is spacious in its circumference, intersected by wide, beautiful streets,
prosperous in trade, with a population of over 30,000, decorated with buildings and
houses, none of which is twenty-six years old yet counts, seems to be an interesting
riddle to everyone.

To solve it, to find out by what coincidence of circumstances Odessa, in a dozen or so
years, from a miserable Tatar settlement so flourishing and became a magnificent
stronghold, the matter should be historically derived.

The Black Sea, from ancient times called Pontus Euxinus, the Yenika Strait,
connected with the Sea of Azov, the Cimmerian Bosporus, and with the Propontida,
has been for centuries the middle point of the richest trade.

The first Famous sailors, the Phoenicians and Egyptians, were its founders.

The ancient Greeks and Romans followed them; from these, trade passed to the
Greeks of the Middle Ages.

The Genoese, having built it to the highest degree of prosperity, having made Crimea
a part of the alliance with Persia and India, in 1476 they were forced to surrender
their rich settlements to the arms of the Turks .

The Muslims, having stood They became the autocratic lords of the shores
surrounding these two seas, and closed the entrance to them to other nations, and
together with them, these lands, once so flourishing, fell into this captivity and
impurity, in which so many other peoples languish under the rule of their peoples.



Three centuries passed for the Black Sea of sad inactivity, when, after a six-year war
between the Porte and Moscow, the treaty was concluded.
In 1774, peace in Kaynardzha began to portend a happier future.

Odessa, view of the city from the customs office.

By this treaty and the convention that explained it in 1779, the Muscovites received
freedom to sail throughout the entire Black Sea entering and exiting through the
Dardanelles.

At that time, Moscow, having no other port.

To utilize the benefits received, she chose a place on the Dnieper River where she
would establish her trade and navy.

The most magnificent and oldest of the cities of ancient Kherson was the city of
Kherson: today, barely any of its remains can be recognized.

Catherine decided to resurrect it in another place, and in 1778, Under this name, she
ordered the new Kherson to be built. However, a great obstacle to Catherine's views
arose in this place. They began to build a city in a land inhabited by, and long
belonging to, the Zaporozhian Cossacks.

This restless, valiant people, passionately loving freedom, just as they once looked
upon the castles built by the Poles, so today they looked upon the towering Kherson
with anxiety. Catherine did not forget the Cossacks' intransigence, when during the
Tatar invasion of New Serbia in 1769, they not only demanded neutrality, but were
able to maintain it (New Serbia is the area between the Dnieper and the Boh River up
to the Black Forest).

This boldness plan. The prospects of its consequences for the future soon puzzled
Catherine, who disliked resistance. Free from all unrest, the mistress of the Dnieper
and its adjacent countries, Catherine granted significant privileges to her new city.
Foreigners flocked, especially the French and Italians; merchant alliances were
established with Tsargrad, the Archipelago, Marseille, Trieste, and Livorno.



These French commissioners wandered around Poland and Lithuania, wanting to
float masts, timber for shipbuilding, stumps, grain, tallow, and other products from
the Russian provinces and our Polish own across the Dnieper to Kherson.

In 1785, a French commission agent, if I am not mistaken, Mr. Antoine of Marseilles
concluded a contract with Prince Stanistaw Poniatowski for the attachment of masts
from his property, Bobruisk, to warships in Toulon.

Sent after This ship carpenter deliberately found on the prince's estates a fine and
abundant timber; he cut down 264 mighty masts in the Bobruisk forests, and first
across the Berezina River, then across The Dnieper, connecting with it, successfully
brought it to Kherson.

The floating of the two proved the truth.

First, that if only it were begin early, in the spring the ice melted . They add water to
the Dnieper, so that even the rapids, rafts, and therefore ships, can move safely on the
surface.

Secondly, for the southern European countries, importing these masts through the
Black Sea and the Mediterranean was more efficient and cheaper than obtaining them
from Riga.

This trade intensified over the years; it was further enhanced by the acquisition of the
entire Crimea, and the ceding of this province to Moscow in 1784 by the last khan,
Girei.

But just as Catherine was rocked by such sweet dreams, England was frightened,
rather envious of the fulfillment of these threateningprospects, and of the already
flourishing trade in Kherson, and of this activity which the French industry, both for
its products and for its navy, turned in this direction.

England, I say, in 1787 incited the Porte against Russia.

Long-lasting fighting would have continued if the changes that occurred in Poland in
1791, threatening to break away from the yoke of Moscow, had not forced Catherine
to end this war as soon as possible.

By concluding peace in 1792, the fertile but sparsely populated lands from the Boch
to the Dniester were ceded to Moscow. The second division of Poland made
Catherine the mistress of our lands on Ukraine, of our rich Podolia and Volhynia.

Due to such a significant expansion on the shores of the Black Sea, Moscow saw
itself in a state transfer of trade in its own more convenient place than Kherson,
especially since this city, although it rose rapidly, was subject to heavy obstacles to
trade.

Not to mention the rapids, for which Seventy miles of goods had to be brought
overland before they reached Kherson. Ships needing more than six feet of water had
to stop at the Deep Harbor, a village seven miles away from Kherson, and there to
reload their goods onto ships. Moreover, the severity of winter freezes the Dnieper
River, sometimes from October until March; finally, the unhealthy climate, the putrid
surrounding waters, the constant sources of putrid and nervous fevers.



Odessa. Haji-Bey Bay.

The view was of the Kochubey Bay (Hadji Bey), which had several Tatar huts.

In 1796, Catherine granted this place significant freedoms and privileges, finally
giving it the name of Odessa.

The death of the immortal Catherine interrupted her further prospects.

Emperor Paul, employed by the clubs of justice, military discipline, and, in short, all
the springs of government, which were disorganized under Catherine, had no time to
take care of this newly established port.

It was left to Alexander to see the return and blossoming of this port later.

The Peace of Luneville calmed Europe, put an end to the discord that had begun
under Paul I between Russia and England; the Peace of Amiens gave a moment of
respite to the whole world.

France concluded an alliance with The Porte and the Black Sea received freedom of
navigation; the English, the Dutch, the Neapolitans, and almost all the maritime
countries soon received the same freedom.

The entire grain trade of these nations turned towards Odessa (already having a field
hospital, quarantine, and customs house).

Crop failures in 1802 in many European countries forced people to look for grain
everywhere, and many people came to Odessa ships.

There was no supply of grain for them.

I heard the oldest merchants tell how many tricks were needed to persuade the
captains to wait until they were shipped from Ukraine, Podolia, Volhynia, perhaps
they will not come.

They finally came, revived trade, captured the port, and gold spread throughout our
provinces.

The next year, that is, in 1803, 900 ships entered the Black Sea, of which 536 reached
Odessa itself.



Odessa. Commercial port.

Every year this trade increased until it was overpowered by the war in 1807, and in
1812 by the air introduced by the customs officer's disbelief. one who allowed
himself to be bribed by an infected person and released her from quarantine, this air, I
say, wiped out 3,000 souls from this new population.

After all, he returned from the Ottoman Porte peace, abundance of old products,
above all the zeal, activity, and integrity of the city's ruler, Duke Richelieu, ensured
that these disasters were soon abolished, and that in 1817 grain was sold 1,700,000
czetverts.

The finest red wheat, called arnautka, because they only use it for transportation as it
is the most durable, the finest wheat, I say, was paid for 40 rubles of appropriation.
It's seven quarters of ours zloty.

The city brought 56,000,000 rubles to the treasury.

They say the chamberlain stole 400,000 rubles for herself.

So, because too much grain was bought last year, and because foreigners expect a
plentiful harvest, the current year is not a favorable one for Odessa.

Price The allowance fell from 24 to 20 and 18 rubles.

It was expected that it would rise.

Spain, Portugal, Italy, the islands of the Archipelago, England for supplies in Malta
takes the most grain.

All selling and buying prices are set in Russian assignats; however, these can be
immediately converted into bills of exchange or ready money.



Arriving ships bring many Spanish piastres and lions, i.e. Turkish thalers; these were
sent to the city of Moscow, there minted into rubles, exchanged for assignats, and
subject to various speculations.

Wheat, the most significant.

The trade item is iron, imported from the Moscow provinces, the Dnieper, through
Kherson, to Odessa.

The owners of the ores, in order to keep the price of iron high kept it in small
quantities.

They are importing to Odessa.

Spanish wool arrives at this port in significantly larger quantities than is usually
purchased.

It is surprising how quickly the Spanish sheep imported into the country multiplied.
In the steppes above Boch river, I met a German coming from Pottawa, who alone
had 2,000 poods of Spanish wool to sell.

Other articles are delivered in smaller quantities.

In exchange for the produce Odessa receives from foreign countries, for basic
necessities, wines, spices, olive oil and all other superfluous goods; but these, just
like wine, are subject to immeasurable fees.

However, the sea, river communications, and all European, and only then Western,
goods will ensure Odessa's superiority over the Warsaw fair.

Odessa is located at 46' 35" north latitude and 29' 2' east longitude from the Paris
Meridian.

The air there is moderate, even in winter.

The Gulf, over which the city is situated on a hill, it cannot yet be called a port; it is
rather an access (une rade); but when the ramparts, which are now being built, will
cover the bay from the east winds, it will become safe.

A port with over six hundred merchant ships, capable of containing:

Nunc tantum sinus, et stalio mala fide Carinis.

The port is defended by a fortress.
Right next to it is infirmary.

The city contains many temples, public and private buildings; among them there are
three magnificent Russian churches, one Greek church, a small Catholic church, a
theater, a Jewish synagogue, the governor's house, palaces of Mrs. Branicka, Mrs.
Rzewuska, Mrs. Wittowa, many impressive Russian gentlemen and foreign
merchants, finally numerous and extensive bazaars, i.e. merchant markets; a public
garden founded by General de’Rybas, a high school de Richelieu, etc., etc.

The streets are wide and beautifully paved; the lack of paving means that in droughts
they are covered with perpetual dust, even after the slightest rain, very muddy.

All the buildings are made of hewn stone; this is so soft that it can be cut into cubes
with an axe; a square of stone, one cubit long and half a cubit high, costs 15 gr.



Vorontsov Palace in Odessa.

Public wells barely provide water for the inhabitants. To here when about a thousand
men drawn by oxen come from Podolia the tired cattle will lack water.

It's hard to feel.

The Emperor deigned to designate a sum for the construction of a waterworks and the
provision of springs for the city.

Similarly, the sum designated for pavements, warships are to be transported needed
stones from the Dnieper River.

The population is composed of various nations.

The foremost merchants are all foreigners: French, Italians, English, Greeks,
Armenians, Karaites, Jews; shopkeepers, mostly Muscovites; craftsmen, Germans;
working people and mercenaries, Russian.

There are six immense bazaars, or markets.

These are quadrangular squares, with exhibitions around them, made of huge but
awkward columns.

Beneath them sit bearded men with all the national goods: furs, iron, copper, tin, lead,
leather, raw or manufactured ropes, and various household utensils.

I was intrigued by the Moscow warehouses of domestic porcelain, faience, calico,
handkerchiefs, crystal, glass, lamps, etc.

Porcelain not the finest, quite beautiful, however; crystal and glass, in my opinion,
almost Czech.

All iron, bronze, tin, tin vessels, tools, everything from domestic tables.

The Muscovite peoples seem to have a greater inclination and aptitude for industry,
factories, handicrafts, than for agriculture; perhaps because it is covered with frost
and is thankless land, does not pay the farmer's sweat; perhaps because a man, having
detached himself from the daily grind, feels less the oppressive yoke of his masters.



The Greeks and the Karaites have a separate bazaar.

There are the finest tobaccos, shawls, and various oriental fragrances.

French and Italian merchants sell fashions and domestic goods from their own
beautiful warehouses.

I visited the high school, justly named after Richelieu, because I know he is the
founder and the benefactor. oncgo.

The Emperor gave him a starosty of 12,000 rubles for twelve years according to
custom.

Richelieu devoted the entire budget for the construction and installation of the high
school.

Up to one hundred and fifty young people are educated there; each person pays 120
rubles for housing, table, supervision and upbringing.

Twenty-four poor youths were supported at the expense of the prince.

A home good for the purpose. disposed of in its own right.

Each young person has their own separate compartment where only the bed and the
table can fit in.

The corridor in the middle divides these cages; the young man spends the night in it,
only for the whole day, or during the day. in classrooms, or in rooms intended for
preparation, or for a walk.

At night, in the bedrooms, the lamps are on.

The caretakers change and pass through the night entirely to prevent instances or
obscenity.

I wasn't that satisfied with the scientific regulations.

There are four classes in the high school; the fifth one is commercial and may be
useful

They had to comply with the customs in Russia and the demands of their parents.
They teach how, only religion, languages, geography, arithmetic, dancing and
fencing.

Hard science is not valued here.



After the expiry of this year, Prince Richelieu's, imperator's, rent, as well as The
prince dedicated the high school to the maintenance of poor students.

L'abbe Nicole, sent from the Prince of Paris, is at the head of the establishment of
this.

Many Poles from the provinces taken away take their upbringing there.

Odessa Municipal Theater

Among the empty steppes, in the place where twenty-two years ago there were only a
few Tatar a mud hut, seeing an ornate theater and a beautiful Italian opera is not the
least thing worthy of admiration.

However, there is a theater in Odessa that is unequally smaller than the one in
Warsaw, but there is something to be built, equally more beautiful and more tasteful.

The Odessa Municipal Theatre opened on February 10, 1810, 16 years after the city's
founding on August 22, 1794, in a bare field.
The hall had 800 seats, and Odessa had a population of 12,500 at the time.

The first young singer, Miss Arigi, has a beautiful figure and a long and pleasant
voice; two exquisite buffoons; an outstanding orchestra.

There was once a Polish comedy, but it has ceased.

Today it is a Russian comedy. Original drama was played. Mr. Aristov, and the
comedy of Knyaznin, in verse, under the title "Niet i da" ( No & Yes ).

Drama, what's the story, and morality, wilder than all, drama, German; comedy,
better,

And if it wasn't so long-winded, it would be good.

Actors inferior to ours.



Teatr migjski w Odesxie, zg0rvaly w duin 2 Styczmin 1ST3 voko,

The rebuilt city theater in a Polish magazine.

The best, most liked by the audience, is a Pole, Koztowski, with his wife, with the
theater Polish arrived from Kamieniec here.

The audience, in its applause and applause, was unequally wronger and less accurate
than ours.

Having gone out to the port, he led with his eyes across the space of the Black Sea,
discovering the white sea on the horizon.

Ships of the smaller or larger size tending from all directions to the port.

Finally, taking a look at the map of Russia, it's easy to see that Odessa is already here.
Is and will increasingly become the focal point of extensive trade with Europe Asia,
through many and deep rivers, pouring their waters from all sides totheseathis.

The production of Asia and southern Europe is introduced deep into Russia, Russia
and the Dnieper, the Boch, the Dniester, the Don, the Volga, and the wheels can
finally be taken out for the use of the southern nations.

It is true that these rivers, full of stones, make navigation uncertain and long.

So far, in a country rich in livestock, transport has been carried out in a significant
part wheels, sometimes, obstacles difficult .

They will be defeated.



Today Odessa is already fighting favorably; in a short time it will prevail over trade
in Baltic ports.

The central provinces of this immense state, namely the wealthy Moscow and Tula,
find greater skill with Odessa.

There is extensive trade with various nations, its largest trade, but with Polish
provinces today under the scepter of Moscow.

Let's briefly look at what products Odessa supplies to them and what products it
receives from them.

Odessa's most important export item is hard reddish wheat, iron bars, iron made in
factories in Tule.

After glass for windows, melted butter from Siberia, caviar, red tallow and white
tallow, cords, ropes, leather, furs, thick canvases for sails, hemp, flax, tar, tar, wax,
yellow and white, soap, rumbarbarum, Chinese, and Sibeian, Podolian tobacco, called
bakun, salted meat, and etc., etc.

The largest part of these products comes by cart from provinces, more or less distant,
some 1,500 1,800 km.

Grain is down the Dnieper, where it is transported on wheels.

Melted butter from Siberia, Astrakhan coffee shop, iron, they come from the Don to
Taganrog, from the mouth of this river.

Taganrog, through the connection of the Don with the Volga, and therefore with the
Caspian Sea, could become a thriving warehouse for all goods, not only the eastern
and northern provinces, but even Persians and and India, if it were not for the
shallowness of the Sea of Azov, its freezing for many months, the dangers of
navigation, the difficulties of reloading goods onto small ships.



Despite these obstacles, Taganrog exports up to 1,500,000 poods in various goods.
More than 200 ships call there annually with goods that go to Moscow and From
there, loaded with domestic products, I come back.

Ochakiv is located between Odessa and Kherson.

The city, which cost so much, is now abandoned and almost torn apart.

About Nikolaev, we will tell you below.

Kherson, long the goal of all Catherine's efforts, has become more permanent since
the rise of Odessa. became a war city rather than a trade city.

And here are the ships, in a place called the Deep, a few miles from the port, to think
about They had to

Today, grain and wood are floated down the Dnieper on small ships to Odessa.
transported.

Kozlov and Kaffa are the two ports in Crimea most frequented by merchant ships.
Koztow, i.e. Eupatoria, Romania, Natolia, and Tsargrad, grain, butter, tallow, and salt.
above all, it provides wool, and you will be amazed at how the Spanish sheep have
multiplied in these pages.

In 1800, about 1,000 poods of wool were sold in Odessa; today, I met in the steppes
of a merchant from Poltava, who had 2,000 poods to sell.

It is sold, uncleaned, for 60 rubles, pud, clean, for 100 and 110 rubles.

Access (la rade) in Koztow is not certain, especially when the wind blows from the
south and the West.

Is more significant are the wind strength relative to Kaffa.

A chamber and a hospital were established there.

All ships sailing to the ports of Crimea and Kaflla I have to quarantine.

Kaffy's largest trade is in grain, wool, anything, wax, tallow, sheep and hare skins.
We do not mention Sebastopol, completely dedicated to the war Navy.

It is a port, in size, in depth, in safety, surpassing the port of Mahogany; 150 ships
war can stand safely in it.

There is the position of the Black Sea squadron there.

This squadron is now roaming around the sea to practice its war evolution.

Are domestic goods, mostly delivered to foreigners through the port of Odessa.
Odessa takes the following products from each other: from Spain, various wines;
from France, via Marseille, wine of the best varieties, liquors, olive oil, vinegar,
mustard, porcelain, fragrance, fashion, in other words, high taste, luxury and objects;
from Italy, wine Sicily, syrups, olive oil, lemons, oranges, jams, marbles, paintings,
etc.

During the continental system, trade and transportation from eastern countries
exceeded all others. together.

Various wines were received from these countries, especially from the Archipelago,
olive oil, lemons, bekmil, i.e. raisin yeast for drink and vinegar, dried fruit, olives,
silk, brussy, cotton, smyrna, coffee, mocha, tobacco, frankincense, myrrh, aloe,
saffron, shawls from Kashmir and Baghdad, other Turkish materials, Persian
materials, pearls, musk, etc.



Anatolia delivers through Sinope and Trebizond dry fruits, figs, raisins, juice
pomegranates, called nardek, from which the vodka rushes, the walnut tree, the red
tree, similar to mahogany and suitable for furniture.

From Multan (Moldova) and from Wallachia come, light wine, salt, in lumps,
greenish, unequal inferior from salt from Wieliczka.

Hungary, in a very small quantity, delivers its wines via the Danube.

If ever all the mouths of the Danube come under Alexander's scepter, the trade of
Odessa will become unequal will increase even further; then all productions from
Germany, Italy and France will be produced at a low cost.

The Danube, at a distance of 180 miles, will become the leading link in the chain
connecting the two industries. parts of the world, Europe, and Asia.

Russia is already making hasty progress towards this; it has already received two
outlets of the Danube.

Lord Strogonov supports further negotiations.

There is significant internal trade in the Black Sea.

Lots of small ships from Taganrog, Kherson, and Nikolayev carry grain and other
products domestic ones to Odessa, and back, foreign ones take goods.

These are again transported to the most distant interior of the country, to Makarev and
beyond.

The familiar is the famous fair in Makarev, where all the Asian nations gather and
where sales and purchases are made annually for 30 million rubles.

As in the whole country, and in Odessa, prohibited goods are not allowed; other,
superfluous, especially wines, are subject to high fees.

This, however, is understood about the items remaining and being consumed in the
country; allowed transit under the terms of the decree of 1808, does not prevent
passage under the seal of the chamber, free passage beyond borders, without any fees.
This Act gave Odessa a new movement and brought her new wealth.

The transit that passes through Brody makes this city one of the richest on land.
Export transit from Odessa to Tsargrad and other eastern countries as well through
Brody dismisses; in this city, and you have to pay ruble per box regardless of
typeofgoods.

To moving this way, all goods are rich among the Asian peoples, valued as:
headboards, gold and silver lamellas, jewels, workpieces made of gold (bijouteries),
braids, sewn, muslins, i t. d.

And Emperor Francis, without anyincidents, from russian port, Odessa, the greatest
benefits.

If transit to Warsaw could be diverted, Prussian customs duties would be less
swindlers, so many other blessings, new and abundant, would have been poured out
by the emperor Alexander on Poland.

On July 13, a Sunday, I visited churches of various denominations. Catholic, placed
in the beginnings of the city's foundation, it is too small for the number of inhabitants
of this denomination.



It was mastered by the Jesuits.

In the Greek church, the liturgy alone as in Itusi, celebrates the entire service in pure
Greek language.

Not many Greeks wear their own clothes anymore; I have seen the scandal of the
grandchildren of Themistocles, Milcyades and Socrates, in tight-fitting suits and
powdered suits.

There are several Russian Orthodox churches, beautiful for construction, interior
decorations, gilding, and lots of them. images; music without instruments only voices
complex, soexcellent, sograce ful that Its charm is pleasantly emotional, pleasantly
religious feelings elevate you to the Creator of all things.

The Jews also have their own synagogue. They are Polish Jews in the same way.
They use our clothes. They use their prerogatives in Odessa on an equal footing with
other merchants.

They can give themselves tones unknown to us, to the dormitory, to the kafenhaus, to
the in the theater, next to the first people.

And here, bills of exchange, and factoring in their hands.

The bazaars are full of tables filled with assignats, piasters, rubles, Turkish levas, etc.
There are two ambassadors who are more important among themselves, the Brodzkie
Province and the Warsaw Province; and all commercial Bill of exchange activities
with cities are handled by them.

Odessa. Customs square.

A walk over the commercial port is interesting and arouses a thousand thoughts in the
mind.

However, I saw less traffic and crowds here than in New York, or Philadelphia.

The reason for this is the constant quarantine in this port; because the entire
equipment is closed and slowly to load grain onto an empty ship: yes, that when
leaving quarantine, the captain already finds Everything's ready and it's about to go
under sail.

The largest number of sailors are Greeks, or Italians, from the Ions Islands and
Ragusa Islands.



These were the last of Turkish rule; the Joriks were content with English protection.
Many Odessa merchants have their own ships, and they sail under the Moscow flag.
Captains and sailors are always foreigners, Greeks, Italians, French, and Moscow
sailors for addiction to drunkenness and distaste for shipping, are not used on
merchant ships.

However, the imperial war fleet only uses its own sailors.

Termina marines, taken by Peter the Great from the Dutch language taken and
continues so far.

The pay and food of Russian men are unequally better than in the land army.

On Sunday, after a good Greek surf, I left Odessa, glad to have seen the city. like
another Palmyra among the deserts, frosty and blooming.

Everything was nourished by Sunday movement, regardless of the holiday.

Already at the very gate, the servant of Their Majesty Mr. Urbanowski, Marshal
Owrucki, was waiting for me. promised medals

Mr. Urbanowski, an enlightened and wealthy citizen, has developed a strong taste for
collecting medals; as he has a significant collection of them, as well as a collection
for numismatics; among others interesting medals the old Olbia has.

The road leading to Nikolaev was blocked and full of grain.

The oxen have become even bigger than the others they seemed.

Not enough, this land is populated, so that it can spend its products on its own; part of
the people of Little Russia take up this work on their own.

They call this class Chumaks. They rush day and night under the sky another no
knowing. Their payment is from 5 to 9 zloty.

Odessa's surroundings are cultivated from this side; pleasant views for those passing
by.

On the right hand there is a glass expanse of sea; on the left there are frequent lakes,
probably once connected to the Black Sea.

The first station Adzalyk, still has a Tatar name, with a poor house there, in the most
beautiful place, because right by the sea location: you can see small ships from
Kherson and Nikolayev with grain, trees and others, products of Dniepr, Boch, Ingul,
and Don, flowing to Odessa.

Next, the country wild, only one settlement, Mrs. Szczesnowa.

Kolibotska, named after General Colibot, is also a new settlement. Peasants brought
to it from the depths of Russia new stoboda, like in eternal fields, they do serfdom
job.

And here is a small lake, only a stream connecting with the sea; and this stream It is
getting smaller and smaller, which is why so much evidence is new that the sea is
getting blacker. it loses its water.

Exhausted, I spent the night in Kolibotska.

The moon was shaking with its light on the sea; the Spanish sheep were returning to
the barns.

The light was shining in the windows of the French owner, in this place, where before
the Greek years, later The Genoese gmacs were built thirty years ago, there were two
cottages of the Tartars.



These are the transformations of this world.
My modest supper was cooked with dry sea reed, no other firewood known here.

OLBIA.

The next post offices Zasik, Janczokrak, Korenicha, are located in the steppes.
Their luxuriance is extraordinary; they are all covered with flowers, the hollyhocks
are as tall as the passe roses in the gardens; tulips, salsitie, and maybe other gardens
grow wild; it even occurred to me that I saw wild barley.

Over the centuries, how will this country be populated and cultivated, and it itself
supply the necessities to export grain to Odessa.

Therefore, more distant provinces, such as our Podolia, Volhynia and Ukraine, will
not accommodate with their products; and even they are and if the steppes are sown,
what will they become ?

Two miles from Janchokrak, below the village of Ilinskoye, which belonged to Mr.
Bezborodko, was once Olbia on Boch river.

There are a lot of medals in this city; some are not round, but have the shape of small
dolphins.

Mr. Blaremberg, the head of customs in Odessa, has a beautiful and numerous
collection of them.

Mr. Urbanowski purchased a small, excavated Etruscan vase with a bubble made of
glass. the color of dark topaz; she was in another round clay pot.

Koreniha, like the rest, without an owner, the steppe, was appropriated by one
Muscovite; he passed through It was built haus and no one says anything to him.

In all these places, the Jews keep inns, which they call tractyernia.

The newly conquered Russian provinces are beginning to spread immensely.

They are all coming from Poland, taking own clothes, customs and virtues with you.
What's even more strange is that, although they are from Poland, their number is,
however, at least It doesn't reduce there.

They do not live here, in the same way as in Poland, humiliated.

I saw in the theater, on the stock exchange, sitting next to officers and ladies;
sidelocks and tycels.

They do not arouse disgust in anyone here.

I noticed, however, that their presence after the inns was an example of to get the
people drunk.

After all the towns, they are the only money changers.

In Odessa, the higher ups are engaged in work.

Brody and Warsaw are staying here have ambassadors and their purchases of silver
and their assets, transporting them smuggling, as profit dictates, they get hired.
Around eleven o'clock in the morning, in the immense heat, I stood over Boch, in the
old days of Hippanis called.

It has up to four km in width: different from when I saw it in The ford passed under
Wisznica.



MIKOLAEV

Mikolaev

I had to wait for an hour before a ship came to carry us, with half of it

days, before he unloaded the wagons, the kibitkas, the soldiers, the women, and the
Jews, before our load was placed on the bridge.

Shipping takes quite a long time.

Having arrived on the other side, I did not find post horses that should have been
waiting for me. were.

In the post office house, alone, only a Jewish girl, dispersing the miserable peasantry.
Fortunately, they were on their way.

The cart took me with it to Nikolaev, from where I sent the horses to my vehicle.
The woman holding the mail justified herself that there was no way to do it.

She holds it for the reason that she just put it together and they were stolen in the end
It was a lousy place, but it was cleaned up immediately.

This was the right excuse for her. However, he delay was for the travelers.

Nikolaev, between rivers Boch and Ingul, was founded by Potemkin and was even
destined for a port. commercial.

As a result, its position was uneven and more convenient for arriving ships at the
mouth of Boch.



The Kherson Bay and the Ochakov Bay provide a safe shelter at any time of the year:
benefits which Odessa, without any covering, does not have.

While Potemkin was alive, fed with this hope, Nikolaev began to build himself.
After his death, a dispute began between Admiral Mordwinow and de Rybas.
Mordwinow one was in favor of Mykolaiv, in favor of Odessa - de Rybas.

Odessa held its own, and from then on Nikolayev began to decline.

You can see in this place the abandoned warehouses and bazaars, collapsing with
their unfinished columns.

Nikolaev, as well as Kherson, commission agent of Odessa.

Factors come here to buy grain, and from here they take it by boat to Odessa.
During my stay, several dozen marriages and human wheat were deposited here.
Nikolayev's support is the Admiralty here.
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Shipyard.

Russia is said to have four shipbuilding workshops: St. Petersburg, Kronstadt,
Arkhangel, and Nikolayev.

I stopped at Nikolaev to see the last one.

The navy officer was my guide.

I found in the workshop a ship with 74 guns, built of oak trees, floating down the
Dnieper.

The most interesting thing are the craft workshops.

Here they make iron, there they make brass pipes and copper pipes, somewhere else
they make two horses like in a mill

they turn six lathe wheels, drilling brass and iron.



What surprised me the most was the room of astronomical and nautical instruments;
who makes simple music with precision and care according to the latest inventions?
and improvements.

Muscovites can now get by without foreigners; they compensate them even for
everyone. parts of mechanical work.

The ships built here are sent to Crimea and Sebastopol, one of the most beautiful and
the safest ports in the world.

The fleet standing there consists of twelve ships of the line, twenty frigates, and
twenty frigates.

Every year they go to the sea to exercise my sailors.

Margrave Tonnessiere, Frenchman, long commander in Nikolaev.

He did a great favor for the navy here.

He introduced order, founded a depot, or rather a museum.

There is a beautiful statue of Cerera, without a head, I think, found in Panticapaeum
in Crimea, the capital of the former Mithridates.

The officer taking me around boasted that he had found the king's grave, which had
several beautiful convex ones. sculptures in Pandyopolis, or Olbia excavated.

There are also the beginnings of a cabinet of natural history, mineralogy, conches, and
medals in a small number. and also a marble plaque, taken away at the taking of
Anapa, with the sultan's numeral and Arabic numeral with the inscription when the
city was founded and renovated.

In earlier times, under Catherine, as in the land army, and in the navy, quite a lot.
There were abuses

Officers, instead of building ships, used carpenters to build new

houses for themselves and for sale.

This was discovered late; an investigation was appointed: it discovered the minor
thieves and was removed from service.

When speaking about "convinced" culprits, my compatriots use the following words:
"popal" "unfortunately".

Admiral Grug, son of the admiral of the same name, in service in Moscow, now leads
the Black Sea; lives in Nikolaev; he is supposed to be a learned man, has a beautiful
house outside the city, with a spacious garden; he set up an observatory for himself.
The emperor covered him with benefits.

The grateful inhabitants of Nikolayev to the founder of sity, Potemkin, fondly
remember him: he is there even at the cathedral. A monument was erected to the
church.

This is the history about his death.

To achieve all his ambitious goals, Potemkin was missing but a scepter.

They say that he was thinking about Poland; second say he had the Cossacks behind
him, and he sent more than 30,000 experienced soldiers to their homes and secretly
kept them in his pay.

Catherine, terrified of her own danger, sent her confidant secretly to Potemkin, made
peace with the Turks, and ordered him to be poisoned.

His body was buried in the Kherson church.



Emperor Pavel, whom Potemkin had insulted and humiliated more than once, ordered
the body to be taken out of the store and buried in a distant field.

Friends and those who inherited Potemkin's vast estates and treasures did not bother
to tell him about his burial place; so that the ashes of the most powerful of the
henchmen disappeared without return.

However, Nikolaev did not come to his intended greatness, quite significant, but he is
a city.

All public construction sites, the admiral's apartment, are wonderful.

Outside the city, he built the Potemkin palace for the Empress, but rather for himself;
in these pages because apparently it was settled.

After his death, the palace and the abandoned gardens became the official's residence.
There are plenty of shops (as in all Moscow towns), almost all of them filled with
local handicrafts.

Everything is made from copper, brass, and all this is delivered by domestic factories.
Let's add to this leather, earthenware, glass, rope, iron, and tools from it. ; in a word,
all needs, everything that needs convenience, no longer in the country from
foreigners takes: the benefit of which we still praise can.

The Boh and Ingut rivers flow in a wide bed at their mouths, under Mikotajew. short
distance from the estuary, however, they are not navigable rivers.

Moreover, it flows in a winding and serpentine way, sometimes smoothly, without
any major problems. expenditures may not be viable.

I left Nikolaev through a beautiful floating bridge. Here there is a vast flood of
waters.

On the right hand, the admiralty, on the left, the completed frigates; beyond the city,
within a mile or more, with wheat and other cereals, lushly covered fields, rows of
wagons carrying various products. And the steppes again.

This is Kandybina's first stop, in clean, unrivaled fields. Next, in overgrown fields
150 km away, similarly lonely.

But there is no need to assume that the whole country, as well as the horizon stretched
out before the eye, was non-populated.

There are here and there at a considerable distance from the village of Matorossians,
Serbs, and Moldovans. and Germans complex.

These are all looking for water, and wherever it turns out, there will be a river, or a
stream, just now. pressure from strangers, already cultivation and numerous flocks;
but unfortunately, the streams are no too much They are rare

The country is not crossed by any other river, apart from the great side rivers Dniester
and Boch. Ingul only feeds him.

No traveler will see those dense and spacious lakes, so pleasant and cheerful in
Podolia. and Volhynia.

For this reason, Poles did not populate these provinces in the past centuries. and they
didn't care about no.

For this reason, today they are slowly becoming populated, and probably the
discovery of new sources of water. From them streams of lands and settlements will
multiply.



After all, wherever a few people will gather, a Jew will be impatient in the old
Russia.

The inn and the people spread out.

For this reason, drunkenness, unknown, among Moscow peasants, is apparently is
spreading harmfully in these new lands.

What is sad is the monotony of empty fields, no lake, no forest, not even a grove of
inanimate things.

Bustards, ptarmigans, storks, and cranes are the real owners of these.

In the posts there are only human creatures.

Yurts, called post houses, are low huts under the reeds.

The wanderer will find neither food nor refreshment in them, nor rest; they
discourage him from stopping itself, uncleanness, and stuffiness.

The pojemszczyki who hold the mail do not live in these yurts themselves, only
believers holding.

There, in the low room, you see all around hard bunks on which they are stretched
out and snoring. yemszczyki; they don't get up to eat or be transported.

In the corner there is a fire burning, fueled by dried dung or reed.

At the same time, covered with mud, a bogeyman, somewhat similar to women.

In this whole society, there is only one pure creation, and this is the cat.

In the equally wretched room opposite, he sleeps on a dirty blanket, or a writer or a
writer the trustee, the benefactor, and the recipient of the payment.

It seems that sleeping is his favorite and his only job.

And why can a being with an empty mind, unemployed, have fun?

Nothing like life brings a human closer to the animal condition.

More than once in the evening I found these Yemshchiks eating.

They sat in a huge circle, their figures already aged, in torn rags, most often barefoot,
with beards tied in a quilt, eating their favorite dish, is radish or chives with salt and
bread, with better maybe appetite be merry, than we, the mighty, sometimes eat at
marriage tables.

Ah, here you can really see what differences society makes between people a man!

ELIZABETGRAD.

In this whole stretch, close to two hundred verses, only one town, Elizabetgrad,
shines brightly. Quite tidy and clean.

Before the land clears up, it is already watered by streams; it lies on one of the most
important Bolshaya Wys, up to 150 settlements of only Little Russians.

The people here seem to be wealthy, trading in oxen.

The farmer holding the post had five hundred oxen besides horses; on that day he had
two hundred barracksmen. on his bread and hire.

Merchants from Wlodawa and Warsaw even come here to buy oxen.



Today's price for a pair of oxen is from 100 to 150 rubles for allocation; in the past
they were more expensive.

This settlement is in a fertile country, under a sunny sky, with freedom, and has lived
completely until now. happy; today, the sound of military colonies being established
fills her with anxiety and fear.

I will briefly mention what these colonies are and what they were like. Catherine 11,
in 1774, having conquered the land from the Dnieper to God, in 1774 and in 1792
from God to the Dniester, having found it fertile but denuded people, extensive for
new comers, announced granting and freedom.

Fertility of the land, so attractive to man, freedom, and independence, easily from
under Turkish oppression they brought various nations and inhabitants.

Most of them were Moldovans, Greeks, Serbs, Bulgarians, all of them Christians,
similar in dress, customs, sometimes in speech, to Eastern peoples, in long dresses,
They wore beards and veils.

They settled on the rivers of Boch or Dniester, happily for themselves, forgotten, and
taking in everything. government, they themselves, their flocks, their fields, their
plants, in possibility.

This happy state, rare in the world now, lasted until today, when Minister Arakcheyev
came up with the idea of transforming these non-European, agricultural peoples into
European grenadiers, uhlans and hussars.

This project was easily approved by the military-loving monarch.

Kantakouzen, the most important among the settlers, was summoned to St.
Petersburg and received an order to announce this project to the inhabitants and see it
through to fruition.

In vain he presents the promised freedoms and rights that the agricultural people, who
have nothing European in themselves, will never be able to bend to military
regularity and discipline.

Without listening to the performances, they were ordered to obey.

Kantacuzen returns to Voznesensk, the most numerous of the settlements on the
Bohemia, and declares his will.

At such unexpected news, the people become indignant and furious; everyone shouts
that Kantakouzenos has sold them to the court, clubs and sticks are raised; the beaten
and wounded Kantakouzenos would have fought for his life if General Witt, eager to
bring the court's plans to fruition, had not ordered the lancers to attack the defenseless
people.

Many were killed and injured; the rest escaped.

The same resistance on the borders of Crimea around Perekop, the same severity and
violence.

No time was wasted, the defeated Bulgarians, Tatars, Vlachs were shaved off the
eternal their beards, wide trousers and voluminous jackets were torn off.

In the blink of an eye, the Asian nations saw each other in hussar, uhlan, and
grenadier costumes, and those who farmed, traded dried fruit, tobacco, or spent their
free time pouring henbane, and under an unknown musket, they spend their time
moving left and right.



It should be rightly concluded that Alexander, known for his liberality, does not know
about the rapes, although he was informed that these people willingly and voluntarily
accepted the military regime, life and punishment.

Mr. Witt, showing his greatness, received praise and became a division general.

The future will show what consequences will result from the transformation of these
peoples and the giving of weapons to those who are reluctant.

At some distance from the old Polish border, there are small forests and beautiful
fields.

Among them lies the last city of Moscow, Novomirhorod.

A bearded man holding the mail, in a camouflage coat, received me as a hospitable
guest, saying that He was born in Poland.

In the sixth year, Cossacks stole him from his parents near Lutsk.

No, he was the only one imprisoned; Moscowia had been populated by colonists for
centuries Polish.

The "version" behind Novomirhorod begins in the old Poland, in the place called
Zlotopol.

How different things look! Our Poland, one of the least populated in Europe
Compared to the wild game, through which I traveled for such a long time, it seemed
to be filled with swarms of people.

How pleasantly the eyes wondered over the cultivated fields; instead of the bare,
endless over a period of time, they wandered around scattered, but rarely, estates,
groves, meadows, and lakes.

I spent the night in Szpole, a small town that belonged to the immeasurable once-
goods of Smila, before Potemkin to Prince Lubomirski belonging.

Today, the legacy of these goods has fallen to his nephews, the Lopukhins.

Here, the heavy rain, still, two days later, continued, smeared the black clay road, and
splattered it. andvehicleandmesostickylumps that they did from me and
peoplerealnegroes.

The journey at such a time is the most unpleasant.

Feeling wet, swallowing mud, not being able to read books, even opening them,
feeling gloomy, like It's time for thoughts to come, only to be left.

UMAN (old pl - HUMAN, ru - UMAN)

At this time I arrived quite late to Uman.

Uman, two centuries ago, as Cellari writes, last on the Polish page before steppes, a
populated city, in our times, memorable for the massacre of hajdamaks, famous for its
Gonta chief. their today in near his own place, where there were steppes, has gardens,
supposedly one of them the most pleasant in the world.

Everyone will guess that I am talking about Sofijéwka.



Monuments to Stanistaw Szczesny Potocki and Zofia Witt-Potocka

Szczesny Potocki, what yes, harmful to one's fame and good of the country political
he concluded, he often had beautiful and great ideas.

We talked about the buildings that he built in Tulczyn; let's say about the gardens
created by him under Uman.

Szczesny found Uman, like other places in Ukraine, stripped of groves and forests.
But he also found a valley under the city, full of granite and abundant springs.

It was at this very moment of his hottest enthusiasm that he went to the magical
Wittowa.

He took it immediately idea of creation here for Armida her place what art, work and
gold they can make the most beautiful and the most wonderful.

Well, gold, opportunity and love, how difficult can it be?

Several thousand serfs were summoned to extract springs, establish artificial lakes,
bring in water, and plant trees friction and smoothing of granites.

With an almost magical wand, the empty rocks and steppes were transformed into the
most pleasant retreat.



So many described these wonders in rhyme and unrelated language, that I had only
general impressions and I will express my feelings.

Transparent, voluminous crystals, grand, magnificent waterfalls, forty cubits high
springs, cool and beautiful planted groves, delicious porches, obelisks, columns,
bases made of granite: This is what's hitting everywhere.

In ten cubits of granite, spacious collars, planted with the most beautiful and freshest
flowers; caves full of freshness and coolness: everything is interesting and delightful.

Orangeries correspond to the beauty of the place and the wealth of the owner,
separate buildings, separate for pineapples, separate for figs, bananas, and others for
various exotic plants and trees.

It seems that some of the most beautiful birds from distant places have come to
inhabit and decorate on purpose. These beautiful groves.

I have never seen such beautiful birds anywhere in Poland: they are so cute. Cardinals
are orange with black, called Eve; they are blue and green.

I thought that the owner had brought it from far away at great expense; but the
gardener who was showing me around He said they were domestic.

The famous water fall, closing the entrance to the vestibule with granite columns,
answered no expectationmine.

I thought that the water was flying from above, into the shape of a large transparent
glass pane; on the contrary, foamy, boiling, covers it.

Beautiful paths, waters and trees; but they would have more charms if they were next
to those crowded together beauty rocks, the sight could stretch through the wide
streaks and lawns.

But there are no spacious spaces anywhere.

In a wonderful cave, cooled by the sound of water, accompanied by brass music, and
in good company served dinner

They say that in this place his love was crowned for the first time.

Speluncam Dido, dux et Trojanus eamdem
Deveniunt : prima et Tellus et pronuba Juno
Dant signum; fulsere ignes et conscius aether
Gonnubii, summoque ulularunt vertice nymphae.
Ille dies primus letlii primusquc malorum
Causa fuit
Nec jam furtivum Dido meditatur amorem;
Conjugium vocat.

However beautiful and ironic these gardens are, I was accompanied by sadness and
thoughts everywhere. that he created these places and promised so many days of
freedom in them and bright, walking in the shadow splanted by the trees, not found
under them in the griefs that devoured him, the coolness that chased him, the mortal
figure of the lost homeland.

He knew, was intoxicating bitter, unfaithful wife, wicked children, thousand sorrows,
disappointments.



You can see there, in Ustron, the residential abandoned house started by Szczesny;
you can see it's huge made of gray granite, an obelisk lying dead on the ground.

This is the image of Szczesny; how this obelisk wanted to rise above everything, and
how this huge granite boulder has fallen and lies forgotten.

The local people told me that it was even so beautiful in Ustron, Szczesny at the end
he only encountered sadness and longing.

He became discouraged with his own work and did not finish many things.

There are many columns, many marbles, granites, apparently for inscriptions.
Circumstances turned upside down, instead of power and fame, humiliation and
shameful competition, they left monuments.

On just one marble boulder, placed above a stream flowing in the shadows, these
rhymes are carved:

Swim down the stream with a fast run,
These always cast shadows,

Say goodbye to the flowery shore,
Hurry to sprinkle the wild stones.
Yes, a happy day is passing,
Although too rare for humans;
You barely get to see him,

It just flashes and runs away.

Like other Polish cities, and Uman quite inhabited by the Jews

With them, only a certain amount of wealth appears.

For thirty years, while I was in this country, I found that this nation was under this
government.

This nation lives, not so, in abundance, as he rose in pride and in some importance.

Every richer Jewish woman has two Christian wardrobes.

But it is more and more terrifying that it is not uncommon to see a tiny child wearing
a yarmulke with sidelocks, brat, sucking Christians' breasts!

Despite all tolerances, laws and ideals, I could not look at this sight indifferently.

Having traveled several hundred miles around, I would have seen Nikolaev, the banks
of the Boch River, in a word, having passed along and across from the Dniester to
Boch wrested from the Turks by Katherine land, having visited finally worth seeing, I
left Zofiyivka, on the old route, again in Niemirov.

Here, in one day, I crossed the river of Boch three times.

This is a whirling, eye-opening, slow-moving of what happens in this river, to
perceive, to give, to it at the end shallow in many places, convinced that it was almost
impossible to make this river navigable.

It is truly a matter of astonishment, that the Dniester, the Dnieper, Boch, all, finally,
the rivers our side to the Black Sea, going, housed in the womb, porohy, that is,
obstacles, blocking shipping.



Today, carts replace water; but when the country becomes populated, when the
steppes provide food for the millets, oxen, it won't happen, how will our grains get,
will they come, in today's trade ? Will he turn to the Black Sea?

Fate, which has done so many experiences with me in the course of my life, and one
more thing. has been preserved in these pages.

After two days of steady downpour, when the black-clayed roads in Podolia swelled
up. and they became blurry, having moved into place with a two-thousand-strong
dragoon regiment with cars, telephones, submarines, me at the end behind them go
until he let go.

The hellishness of this road, the sight of wretched peasants, barefoot, wading through
the mud, up to their knees, underwaters filled with various equipment, wives,
concubines, laundresses, long hours of unpleasant feelings on this journey and filled
them with sadness.

Looking at the heavy torment of the people in the execution of these military crowds
from one town to the second one, I asked myself :

cui bono? cui bono?

Two days spent in Kremenec, Polesie and Volhynia again I returned to Adamkow.
After the cheerful , the lush fields of Ukraine, Volhynia and Podolia, they passed
away sandy, pine, Polesie, thickets, as miserable as wheat areas, rare, low, after sands
ears of rye!

He didn't tear apart the Adamkow from my gloominess. I found in him a grieving
brother after a recent loss, his a good and devoted wife.

He himself was the past lord of the place in which he decorated her, he knew how to
be generous and hospitable, S. U. N., he had already descended to grave.

And yes, in three years, our family suffered three heavy losses.

A warning that we will soon need to follow them.

Julian Ursyn Niemcewicz

A.D. 1818

ek
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