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XXVI.

July 31st.

Departure from Odessa. Moldavanka. The Odessa area. The Dalny Steppe. Libenthal.
Mirage. Ovidiopol. The Limans and the Dniester. Navigation of the Dniester. The

Voronets steamship. The port. Crossing the Liman. Akkerman. The castle. Antiquities.
The city. Night tour. The Pashov bathhouse, The castle after night. Conversation. The

present state of Akkerman. History. Memories.

August 1st.

Bathhouse ruins. The castle. View. Towers. The Greek Orthodox Church. Cemetery. St.
John the New. The Krynica of St. Paraskovi. The Turkish city. Streets. The Armenian

Church. Vineyards among the Slavs. Local vineyards. Departure for Kishinev.
Constructions in the Steppe. The steppe. Graves. Bessarabia. History. Conjectures.

Trajan's Wall. Old Memories. Budjak. Tatars. Kurgans. Lotoses.

***

July 31st.

At half past nine, we were ready to set off. After several cloudy and windy days, the day was 
clear and bright, though still windy; but the sun was already scorching on one side, while the 
wind was blowing on the other. 
We set off, heading for Tiraspol Tamognya through the suburb of Moldavanka, which, as we 
mentioned above, had suffered so much in 1837 from the Plague. 

Slowly, the city fled before us, spreading out, shimmering, and already preparing us for the 
sight of the steppes and popish khors. 
The houses on the suburb of Moldavanka, much lower, with old and dilapidated structures in 
some places, await the imminent collapse, only to be resurrected in this place, new and more 
magnificent. A multitude of windmills, of which Odessa numbers several hundred, appeared on
a hill. 
Again, a whole black flock of them, flapping their wings as if taking flight. 
We passed the Orthodox Church, then the Razumovsky Farm peeked out from the trees with its
strange structure. 
Finally, having passed (formerly) the boulevard dividing the city from the suburbs, having 
traversed streets populated by carts arriving from Bessarabia with various foodstuffs, and the 
carts of neighboring Bulgarian and German colonists, we reached the Tiraspol Tamognya, 
where, having withstood the most gentle search, we moved on into the steppe. 
Just beyond the tollgate, they abandoned the Tiraspol postal road and turned left towards 
Ovidiopol. 

The steppe is still not quite worthy of the name steppe; Continuously, further along the balks, 
closer, wherever you turn, farmsteads, colonies, cottages, houses, poplar outcrops, acacias, and 
towers planted with gardens, vegetables, and fruit trees appear. 
It's a steppe, but still enlivened by the proximity of a populous city, and even scattered 
plantations. 
What you see around you still belongs to Odessa and counts within its circle. 



We pass through the former châteaus of the larger Porto-Franco, now abandoned and already 
running out into the steppe; the road glides not entirely along a level surface, but through hilly, 
balky country. 
In the distance to the left, you can see part of the dry Liman, the Church on Tatarka, trees. 
On the steppe, the grass has dried, and across it, a multitude of pink horses, like small locusts, 
scurry and jump. 
In one tiny Bulgarian settlement, situated by the road, we observed the labor involved in 
maintaining the local basin, which must be watered throughout during droughts. 
They are elegantly arranged for this purpose, with small buckets on ropes running in a circle; 
from these, water pours into gutters, distributing it along the ditches and furrows dividing the 
entire garden into small quarters. 
A blindfolded horse turns around a well, widely rimmed with stone.
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On these farms, everywhere near the watercourse, there are a few trees, mostly poplars and 
acacias. 
Peaches and grapevines grow in the fields, just like blackthorn and thistle bushes here; they 
don't even use stakes or trellises for the vines. 
The colony called Dalny, or Dalne Chutory, Dalnik, is still within the city limits, though 
already 15 kilometers from it, probably named so from its distance; large and quite neat, with a
new Orthodox church, it lies in a lake and is scattered across the steppe. 
Nothing special. 
We soon reached the Libenthal (Great Love-tale) Colony, German, as you can easily guess 
from its name, founded in 1804; with its foreign appearance, it had the air of an old settlement; 
All in orchards, styrts, and gardens, lined with neat little houses with high roofs, wide streets 
lined with acacias, and walls instead of fences made of small local stone. 
It's called Gross Libenthal by the inhabitants, and in Russian Bolshaya Vakerzha. 
It has the appearance of pleasant prosperity and affluence, orderly and clean; and all at the 
same time, a national, distinct physiognomy. 
Everything is German, the inhabitants' clothing, the language, right down to the construction of
the houses and the way they are arranged, right down to the public garden in the middle where 
they gather for beer and pipes. 
Later, perhaps we'll say what Kohl, as a German closer to Germans, writes about these 
colonies, having the opportunity and time to get to know them more thoroughly than we do. 
We only mention them here. 
The physiognomy of Gross Libenthal is more peculiar; It consists of a multitude of yellow 
styrts, gray roofs, green trees, and of all things, the most of all, apparently styrts and straw. 
We passed Germans threshing in the steppe with their horses, and along the way, we constantly
encountered wagons laden with grain. 
Beyond Libenthal, the true steppe begins, above it only the sky;—on it only graves, scattered 
far apart, lying here and there; hawks circle silently in the air, red horses leap across the dry 
grass—dust, dust—desert. 
From Odessa onward, we were constantly deceived—mirages that bathed the steppe with 
deceitful water. 
Wherever we looked, everywhere were visible spilled waters, existing only on hot summer 
days for the eyes of travelers. 
Here one can imagine what a mirage is like in the steppe of a hotter land; When this 
phenomenon is so deceptive and so commonplace. 
We rode through the steppe for a long time today; without seeing Ovidiopol, which, however, 
counting the verses, we should have been approaching. 
Only the bright Dniester Eiman, sparkling with sunlight, appeared—nothing more. 



Until—at our feet, suddenly, the church tower leaped from the ground, the entire Eiman spread
out, and far beyond it, something blackening on the mountain, beyond a vast expanse, wide as 
the sea. 
That blackening distance—that was old Tyras and Opyuza, Moncastro, Bilhorod, Akkerman—
that tower that rose from under our feet, that was the old Nikonion, the Turkish Khadzhi-Dere
—Ovidiopol today, a fortress, and now a tiny town at the foot of a coastal hill, scattered on the 
very shore of the Eiman, poor, miserable, lifeless. 
There was one brick Orthodox church, several dozen houses, many dugouts, many small huts 
with protruding roofs to provide shade from the heat, and a few trees. And here we spotted 
Jews—where else, for they are not here?

Down a wide, vast, almost overly spacious, and completely empty street, we turned left, above 
the Liman River, to a decent post office building right by the harbor. 
Nearby is the Orthodox church, whose tower first announced Ovidiopol, misnamed after Ovid.
 On a hill nearby, the remains of a Russian fortress, now abandoned, which, with the capture of
Bessarabia and Belgorod, lost all its importance and perished along with the town. 

As long as the Dniester formed the Russian border, Ovidiopol strove to become a city, and a 
city of importance from its location, but this lasted only a moment. 
The name of the place, immediately after its occupation, was completely wrongly given in 
haste, just as it was given to Odessa, Kherson, etc. 
P. Nadezhdin proves that Ovid was exiled to Ton, and that he had never even been here, he had
never seen the shore that now bears his name.
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But it seems to us that he is somewhat mistaken in this, or at least he is being too absolute. 
We allow that Ovid never lived here, but the Roman police supervision was not so severe as to 
forbid him from traveling; he very well could have been here, and that Tyras the Dniester was 
personally familiar to him, is proven by the mention of this river in his songs. 
Like P. Nadezhdin, we had neither the time nor the inclination to go and see the ruins of the 
fortress; after the unbearable heat, we preferred to rest in the post office, the only decent 
building here, whose open windows overlooked the Liman harbor; from them, we could hear 
the roar of the waves breaking so close against the shore. 
I occupied myself with drawing, as a souvenir, the views of old Nikonion, the fortress, the 
harbor, and the town scattered among the hills. 
There was once a quarantine here, now scattered, which P. Kohl, more fortunate than we, also 
inspected with the fortress. 
He describes all this with an interesting addition about a captured giant tarantula, something 
we didn't envy. 

We stood for three and a half hours in gloomy Ovidiopol, awaiting in the brutal heat the arrival
of the steamboat that was to take us across the Dniester Liman to Belgorod. 
The ship, long gone black on the Liman, could already be seen, but how slowly it dragged! 
We ate, drank what we had, went out a hundred times, looked, and waited until very soon. 
And while we are at the Liman and the Dniester, and await that steamboat, which, as if out of 
spite, doesn't arrive, which keeps us in Ovidiopol, let us speak of the Limans and the Dniester
—and first of all, of the first ones. 
A peculiar phenomenon is that all rivers flowing into the Black Sea have at their mouths what 
are called "limans" (from a corruption of the Greek word "limne" or "lake"). 



These are mostly salty lakes from the sea. This name also applies not only to wide river 
mouths but also to all salty lakes located near the sea. These limans and limanics are unheard 
of here . 
The closer seas are quite salty and usually separated from them by so-called percispids, that is, 
narrow sandbanks; such is the peresip near Odessa and others. 
Peresips are evidently accumulated and created over time, and the lakes now separated from 
the sea by them were once part of it, bays that later, with the subsidence of the waters, were 
closed by peresips. 
The estuaries, which no rivers enter today, in all likelihood also served as outlets for rivers now
dry; traces of them even remain in long, dry balconies, which are even filled in spring by 
flowing streams. 
Such were the Aksiak, the Oſjuza, and other Scythian rivers, which would be futile to find here
today, having dried up. 
The Dniester estuary is subject to the same laws as the others. Now, at its mouth into the sea, 
called in Turkish Bugas (throat), lies the already formed Peresyp. 
It could not have existed in the past (at least not as it is): first, because no ancient writer 
mentions it; second, because the estuary and Bilhorod were considered among the finest ports 
on the Black Sea until the 15th century, and today, barely small boats can squeeze through the 
so-called throats. 
From the Dniester Liman, the Dniester flows into the sea through two openings, a peresyp 
formed by intersecting channels. 
The right one is called the Istanbul Strait or the Bugas proper, 150 fathoms wide and 26 feet 
deep; the left one (Ochakov Strait) is smaller, 70 fathoms wide and only 15 to 8 feet deep. 
Between them, Peresy, a sandy island, three and three-quarters of a verst long and half a verst 
wide, a complete sandbank, has grown. 
Next to the Dniester Liman, there is another, called the Budjak, undoubtedly formerly forming 
a single entity with it; today it is also interspersed, sometimes touching the Dniester so closely 
that fishermen fishing for the fish known as kefal here cut the ridges from one to the other to 
set their nets on them. 
Then there is the Kimbet Liman, which supposedly also formerly formed a single whole with 
the Dniester—according to the quoted traveler's expression, swallowing the Dniester with its 
sea-like jaws. 
He maintains that in earlier times there were no peresyps in the Dniester; the fact that no one 
mentions them, and the navigation, and the formerly famous port of Belgorod, prove a 
different state of the river.
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The present-day Dniester Liman is almost sweet, due to the peresyp and river waters (though 
this also depends on the wind). 
Locals maintain that the main course of the Dniester in the Liman flows along the western 
Bessarabian bank, to which the Istanbul throat belongs. 
The Liman is also deepest there. 
The shallows are dense in the center, and in places, reeds have even begun to grow. 
In winter, this entire vast expanse freezes over, so that people drive across it from one bank to 
the other; but the ice is never thick and constantly breaks up. 
Where it breaks wide, brave locals throw down planks and ride across such improvised 
bridges; or, most often, by giving their horses a run, says P. Nadezhdin, they jump over the 
crevasses. 
The post office then goes to Tiraspol and Bender, making verse 217 instead of 45.
As is the great Dniester Liman, so are all the others in general, on a smaller scale; each has its 
own narrow peresyp, within it the throat of a small river, if the river cuts through it. 



Such is the tiny Liman near the Dniester Liman in Ovidiopol, mentioned by Kohl and others.
A word now about the Dniester itself. 
Herodotus mentions it under the name Tyres. 
P. Nadezhdin, who attributes the local, Turkish-Tatar name for the Dniester: Turła to the 
remnant of the name Tyras, Tyres; the sounds of which he not without reason sees in the 
present name and name Dana-stris. 
The Dniester is mentioned by Ovid, who, although he probably did not live there, must have 
been on its banks, for he characterized its waters better than Herodotus, who supposedly never 
saw the Dniester at all, and therefore speaks briefly and concisely about it. 
Ovid describes it:

„Et nullo tardior amne Tyras.”

Tyras, also called by Pliny, Strabo, Ptolemy, and Scylax of Caryadene in Periplus, by the same 
name, including here with a distorted name – Nikonium. 
Under the name Danastris, it is found only in Ammianus Marcellinus (4th century AD). 
— He says that when the Huns first invaded Europe, two Goth leaders, named Allateus and 
Safrax, carrying with them the infant King Wideric, cautius descendentes all amnem 
Dunastrum pervenerunt, inter Istrum (Danube) et Borysthenem (Dnieper) per camporum ampla
spatia diffluentem.
Jornandes in the 5th century and Constantine Porphyrogenitus mention the Dunastrum. 
(Naruszewicz T. I., p. 8, Leipzig edition). 
The Dniester, according to our Długosz, flows from beneath the Beskid Mountains (sic) and 
the valley called Husta Połonina, near Sobień Castle, in a place called Dębowica, after the 
great Oak, from which, according to him, the Dniester, San, and Tysia were supposed to flow, 
flows through Galicia, Podolia, and Bracław. 
Its left bank is partly called Pohereże (Pohere). 
This river could easily be navigable, as the only obstacle is the small cataracts (rapids) near 
Jampol, which can either be bypassed by a canal or destroyed. 
During the reign of Sigismund Augustus, the Cardinal Commendoni visited these cataracts and
wrote the trade project mentioned above. 
Now, in recent times, attempts have been made and are being made to float the Dniester; but 
slowly and piecemeal. 
Navigation on this river is still to be tested, desired, and accomplished; happy is he who, in his 
own name, for the common good, weighing something, will open it. 
Gamba mentions the attempts made by X. de Nassau-Siegen, who tried to encourage others to 
do the same by his example. 
In 1789, he sailed down the Dniester, visited it, and had it probed, during a voyage made with 
X. Gaspari. In 1803 and 1804, the river was re-examined and its map was drawn up. When X. 
Richelieu became commander of New Russia, he encouraged new attempts. 
The ship used for this purpose was 120 feet long and 40 feet wide, equipped with a mast and 
sails resembling those sailing on the Labe (Elbe). 
Having left Rozwadów on April 25, 1804 (with high spring water), five miles from Lvov, 
where the Dniester begins to be navigable, he arrived at Zaleszczyki on the 29th, and remained
there until May 10, to collect a cargo of timber and other goods. Two days later he arrived at 
Isakowiec, opposite Chocim (then Turkish). There he took his passport and completed the 
cargo.
After passing through Mogilev (Count Potocki), where trade with Moldavia was quite 
significant, he reached Yampol without incident. 
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Here he took helmsmen for the Cataracts, between which there are only narrow passages, and 
the river's course was very rapid, which they successfully traversed; the ship reached 
Chekinovka and Dubossar. 
In the Dubossar area, Gamba mentions Vinnytsia, which, according to legend, dated back to 
Roman times. 
On May 31, the ship stopped in Bender and passed through Sloboda, from where the Dniester 
winds its way towards the Black Sea, through a forested and overgrown country. 
Here is the outline of a natural canal simplifying the route, which, with art, could easily be 
made navigable and save much time. 
The ship finally reached the Mayak (Lighthouse). 
Later, it sailed from Odessa on June 27 and, in fifty-nine days, traversed the Dniester upstream.
That same year, 1804, ninety-five ships of various sizes, loaded with cargo, reached Mayak. 
But later, navigation on the Dniester was abandoned again.

Not so long ago, the nine-verse-wide expanse of the Liman River, separating Ovidiopol from 
Akkerman, was occupied by small boats, sometimes for several hours, sometimes even a dozen
or so, with a contrary wind. 
Sometimes the gale propelled them even to the sea. Now the steamship „Count Vorontsov”, a 
tiny, English-built steamer, connects these two shores, running continuously five days a week, 
from Ovidiopol to Akkerman and back.

Right next to the post office is a port where, although steamers don't dock, people do arrive 
and load their loads onto them; those passing by get on board in small boats.

We stood and stood in Ovidiopol, awaiting the arrival of the ship, arguing over whether it was 
he or not, who was darkening the Liman. 
Finally, we were convinced that it was undoubtedly him, and that, turning toward us, he was 
approaching. 
Despite the scorching heat in the harbor, I ran from the window of the post office, followed 
him from the nearer pier, and searched for him on the beautiful Liman. 
A moment after our arrival, a multitude of Chumak carriages, carts full of colonists, and the 
carriage of Princess Suzzo (née Kallimachi) rolled into the harbor—the Princess and her 
daughter, seated with stoic patience in the scorching sun, also awaited the arrival of the couple.
Meanwhile, I was slogging along with my last remaining strength, surveying the port, the 
shore, the empty town that stretched far below, from the ancient fortress to beyond the Church. 
This church and post office are the only decent buildings here, giving the Turkish Chadži-Dere 
a semblance of a town. 
Near the church, there's a small, decent house with a red roof and white walls, belonging to the
church's iconopisc (painter), who was apparently the wealthiest citizen. 
My traveling companion, also taking advantage of the time, noted with his statistical zeal from 
the port book the steamship's movements and the number of people passing through the Liman 
that day. 
Thirty-one tickets were issued (some for several people together), and the daily income totaled 
44 rubles 18 kopecks. 
Wandering (for there's no other way to describe it) between the post office and the port, we 
finally saw the expected ship clearly appear from Akkerman, its black chimney and a wisp of 
smoke visible in the clear sky. We had already seen both the mast and the ropes tying the sail, 
until a commotion arose in the harbor heralding its arrival. 
We ran out, stood, and waited. The ship stopped some distance from the port proper, and the 
barges quickly reached the bridges designated for this purpose and considered, dropping 
anchors. 



These barges, quite large and long, so that two rows of wagons can stand on them, with the 
oxen in the middle, are called barges or sculls here. 
They are empty inside, but the entire load can be carried on board. To distinguish them, they 
add the term "flat-bottomed scow" to the name: they take in very little water. 
These are a type of ferry. The ship pulls the loaded scows behind it, a la remorque, on ropes, 
one behind the other. Travelers with tickets and tin badges waited in the steamboats.
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On the pier called the port, a rush of activity began. Some were disembarking from the barges, 
others, who had been waiting for a long time, were wheeling their wagons backwards, 
unhitching the oxen, and slowly driving them onto the sleighs. 
The commanders shouted loudly, the oxen resisted and struggled, and people were running 
around as if scalded. 

Meanwhile, from the east, from the direction of Odessa, a magnificent black cloud loomed 
menacingly in the sky and, flying across the steppe, swept dust behind it in enormous clouds 
that billowed until they reached us... 
The wind was almost against us. "It's hard to describe the loading of the wagons, the 
movement, the shouting, and the haste with which it all happened. On the sleighs, Chumak 
wagons stood fourteen abreast, and in the center, like a train, the oxen were driven and pressed 
into a heap. 
Everything was ready." A small boat, propelled by a few sailors, painted green, nimble and 
light, carried us along the Liman River towards the ship. 
We all boarded it: Princess Suzzo and her daughter, Mr. Skalkowski, myself, and Mr. Antonini,
one of the steamboat's steward, a polite and pleasant young man. 
Other passersby, the director, a certain Mr. S., and the rest, rode in the other. In a moment, 
having crossed the murky waters of the Liman, we stopped at the entrance to the steamboat. 
We stepped onto it just as the barges were being tied to it in a row behind, from the rudd side. 
On them remained our carriages, a bunch of Chumak harnesses, and a crowd of passing 
people. 

This ship, Count. Vorontsov, the tiny, with only 40 horsepower, all iron, beautifully built, and 
with all its equipment, had only five or six men, including the helmsman; and that's excluding 
the Captain. 
These men seemed to do almost nothing, except occasionally shovel some coal and shift the 
counterpoid from one side to the other two or three times when the steam engine tilted too 
much. 
The ship was still standing when we began to examine it with interest. Its cleanliness and order
deserved the highest praise. 
On its head, a carved bust of Count Vorontsov was carved; another, an engraved image, hung 
above the cabin door. It was entirely painted in oil, tastefully and almost elegantly constructed, 
starting with the rudder (rudder), which one man, smoking a cigar and dozing, carelessly 
steers; They occupy the space lengthwise: first, a compass, covered with a cover (because it's 
almost unnecessary for such a voyage), then the cabin window, covered with a grate, the stairs 
and door to it, another similar window, the engine's chimney and its two openings; to the left, 
an English stove, and finally, a tall mast. 
Here our small outfit gathered, consisting of several grimy people, various distinct types, but 
cheerful faces. 

The boiler roared, steam roared, and we set off with the hum of the ship's wheels—Vogue la 
galere!—We are on the Liman. Duchess Suzzo sits and watches calmly, her poor daughter has 
fainted, we are tending to the ship. 



In the travelers' cabin, around a carpet (sofa), a few engravings on the walls, clean and tidy, but
stuffy and hot, as on the entire ship. 
The steps leading here are carefully painted, with bronze handrails. In short: a tiny little 
treasure. 

We set off, sailing.
 Ovidiopol recedes from us, the helmsman silently steering the wheel, the sailors stand 
chattering, and the captain only appears a few times, ordering the scales to be moved. "The 
boat we arrived in, lifted, clings like a husk to the side of the steamboat." 
The cloud that threatened us in the harbor is approaching, the wind is changing, the drizzle is 
beginning to drizzle, a rainbow is outlined in the wonderfully picturesque sky. 
We haven't taken refuge in the cabin from the rain; rain is better than the stuffiness. 
Ovidiopol vanishes before our eyes; the church only grows white, and the fortress unfolds on 
the hill, then diminishes and disappears. 
The estuary to the right and left is unseen, but without those fresh colors that are the property 
of the sea. You can see the yellow, clayey shores, whose headland extends to the left at Liman. 
By doubling it, we'll be halfway there. 
I eagerly await the moment of drawing the Akkerman Castle, which grows increasingly black 
in the distance, against the waves and the sky, half in the water, half in the sky.
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It's time, let's seize the moment. 
Ovidiopol has almost disappeared, but the immense, long, dark walls of Bilhorod—the castle 
that remembers Greeks, Genoese, and Turks—unfold to the right; to the left, the Cossack 
kazarmés, like a castle with four white towers, the dome of the new Orthodox church, and the 
post office on a hill above the shore. 
The minaret of the old mosque, the lighthouse, darken ever more clearly in the western sky. 

Akkerman, scattered on the hills above the Liman, can be seen rising into its waters, so that the
rocks on which it rests are washed by a constant wave.
 A magnificent sunset, rich in color, illuminates this image of rare grace and illuminates our 
arrival. 
Leaning against the mast, I ponder, draw, while my traveling companion reads Little Russian 
novels to the sailors, who laugh naively at the top of their lungs. 
The captain gives orders, which are obeyed in the blink of an eye. 
We quickly approach the shore, and now we can clearly see the sprawling city, the enormous 
castle of local whitish stone, with deep moats also lined with stone, buttresses, towers, 
battlements, surrounding walls, a tall white minaret, the only one here, visible from afar, but 
stripped of its upper balustrade and finial. 
The castle is silent, somber, empty, yet solemn, and so many memories crowd its walls, so 
many mementos of this land, ours and not ours, ancient and eternal. 
A colorful crowd can be seen gathered, awaiting the guests who are about to land on the shore. 
On the slope of the hill, planted trees form a boulevard surrounding the former sultan's 
bathhouse, from which underground passages once led to the Castle. 

The boulevard could be a decoration, but the trees are still too young; in a dozen years, with its
picturesque steps, Gothic gate, low wall, and ruined bathhouse, it will be quite a beautiful 
stroll. 
— Further along the shore, the aforementioned building of the Cossack Kazarms, the old, tiny 
Greek Orthodox church, nestled close to the ground, and the water, and only the water, which 
vanishes the eye. 



We rode the shuttle from the ship to the bridge-port, wheeled out the carriage, harnessed the 
waiting post horses, and set off across the wide square beneath the castle, towards the town 
spread out further, to the right, the blackish walls of the fortress, magnificently illuminated by 
the setting sun. 
We had barely climbed the slope of the hill to the plain when, amidst the crowd of curious 
people watching from above as they landed, we spotted Mr. B.—whose guest we had 
announced. 
So we disembark and, sending the horses to his house, we hurry ahead to the Castle. 
These walls are truly enormous, and in such a state of preservation that, although they have 
been completely abandoned as a fortress for several years, they could still serve as one today. 
Within the walls stand several new small houses, a school, a doctor's house, a fire station, 
warehouses, and the remains of an arsenal, of which only one cannon and a few cannonballs 
remain. 
Above the main gate, having crossed the moat on a bridge, now defended only by two 
enormous stone cannonballs lying on the ground, we noticed the Sultan's numeral carved into 
the white marble. Similar figures are also found on two external towers. 
In the vast first courtyard, to the left, the walls, with their towers and defensive battlements, 
extend above a deep brick moat. 
Here and there, a tower juts upward, and a wide road runs around the top of the walls. 
The view from this mass of walls, of the Liman surrounding it on both sides, is magnificent. 
On the inner walls, separating this first courtyard from the second, Greek inscriptions, stone 
and bronze spheres, protrude here and there. 
On the remaining slender minaret with a broken head, three iron spheres, also embedded in it, 
are turning black.
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Beyond the first courtyard, there's a second, smaller one, again surrounded by walls, towers, 
moats, and wide walkways overgrown with green turf. 
Deeper inside, there's a third, but we couldn't see it today, as it was closed. 
We merely ran along the Białogóra walls, gazing at them with curious eyes, trying to grasp the 
general layout of this immense mass, to fix it in our minds. 
In the glow of the setting sun, I vainly stared at the inscriptions; it was difficult for me to 
distinguish their Greek from the Armenian ones, due to their sublimity. 
So I'll leave it for tomorrow. "In the first courtyard, some kind of coat of arms, in the shape of 
a stirrup or Greek Delphi (perhaps the Dorian coat of arms)?" I spotted it on the inner corner 
tower. 
In general, the character of the construction is reminiscent of Genoese times; it does not seem 
to be Turkish construction at all, and where Muslim hands have added something, you will 
recognize this newer addition by less careful workmanship and a shortage of materials. 
Apart from the minaret plastered with clay and the name minaret alone (for seisle, it resembles 
a chimney on the ruins of a burned-out hut more than a slender structure from which a muezzin
calls for prayers—apart from the sultan's numerals, the times of Turkish rule are not very 
recognizable here. 
On the side facing the Liman, or rather the Dniester, are the only three quite large windows in 
the castle, where, as they say, the Pasha's apartment was. 
From here, he would often look out on a quiet evening at the smooth surfaces of the Liman; on 
both sides, the castle washed away. 
The sight of this old, enormous, now almost completely empty structure, drenched in water 
and illuminated by a sunset of incomprehensible beauty to me, will remain in my memory 
forever. 



It was more than beautiful, because it was not a solemn, sad, and soul-speaking expression. 
Speaking—but words. 
These walls cannot be repeated—there were so many thoughts and languages mixed within 
them. 
Having walked around the castle and glanced at the surroundings, the sun had already 
completely set, its red rays shining on the water and peeking out brightly through the crevices 
of the towers, we turned to the town. 
My traveling companion, at every step, stood in surprise. 
He didn't recognize the old Akkerman; for a year, as if pushed by a strong hand onto a new 
path of progress, it had begun to build rapidly. 
The shapeless Turkish blocks disappear, the cribs, the winding walls forming a labyrinth of 
tangled streets; lines of decent houses stretch out, built of white stone similar to Odessa 
(slightly harder, though), and built with not at all bad architecture. 
We pass piles of materials, stones. Constructions in progress, piles of rubble that cover the 
street, scaffolding, unfinished gates. 
This country is no longer, is not at all, a wild Tatar steppe; it is full of life and movement, 
probably more than anywhere in our long-inhabited provinces. 
Thanks to the zealous efforts of the worthy Governor Fedorov, who, one might say, built 
Kishenev, Akkerman is also rising strongly and rapidly, building, populating, and putting in 
order. 
Steamships, vineyards, trade, public gardens, private constructions—everything is being 
brought here together, rising, and the prevailing commercial and industrial activity far exceeds 
the liveliest provinces of our region. 
At Mr. B.'s, we were hospitably and pleasantly welcomed. 
After resting and quenching our burning thirst with wine, water, and preserves, when the full 
moon appeared against the clear and dark background of the sky, at my encouragement, we set 
off again for a nighttime excursion to the Castle. 
The city streets were still alive; Armenian taverns were open. 
And illuminated, one could hear songs and music, 
Moldavians, Armenians, and Jewish moths gliding through the streets. 
The night was so beautiful! The full moon was showering silvery light on the wide Liman. 
We slowly crossed the streets. 
A furtive glance into the interiors of the barbershops revealed, around the dimly lit rooms, 
rather low, sitting on sofas (carpets)—people with black hair and tanned faces, with beards 
propped up under razors. A wedding party passed us, with drum and pipe music playing; 
leaping fantastically in the transparent shadows of that bright, light-filled, moon-drenched 
night.
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My curiosity led me to the Castle, which I wanted to see by moonlight; I had a premonition of 
its beauty, and I didn't regret the late excursion. 
We went first to the ruined bathhouse of the Pasha family, located, as I mentioned, among the 
present-day boulevard; a breach in the wall leads to it. 
Its top is covered with grass and turf, forming a kind of grave (tumulus), only a few openings 
revealing some interior. 
I asked to enter despite the darkness; I hadn't been there before; it seemed good, taking 
advantage of the opportunity, to visit it once, after moonlight and nightfall. 
Through low, narrow, sharp-edged doors, we slipped into vaulted chambers and passages, 
interwoven and connected now by slender doors, through which it is difficult to fathom how 
obese Muslims entered, now by doorways cut into shapely teeth, with grooves in the wall, 
ornaments, and so on. 



The moon, streaming through the upper openings, strangely illuminated the original ruin, to 
which the thought of so many scenes of harem life involuntarily attached. 
Now it was empty, quiet, silent, and sad; and even at night, it was frightening; the broken old 
vaults seemed every moment to want to fall on our heads. 
After running through several rooms and having sated ourselves with the sight of this 
subterranean labyrinth, we emerged again into the brighter world of God. 
The bathhouse, with its unusual shapes, adorns the newly laid boulevard, and nearby, on a 
wide square, there's also a mosque, now empty, where, long after Akkermann's occupation, 
until the construction of the new cathedral, Russian worship was held. 
This little mosque is a poor structure, a mud hut with a high roof and a gallery at the entrance, 
covered with reeds, topped with a newly attached dome, there's nothing remarkable about it. 

Now we were walking to Zanik, and to view it from a new angle, in the moonlight, from where
it looks most picturesque, we wound our way along a narrow path between towering rocks, 
leading above the Liman itself. 
The path, barely noticeable, slippery, sometimes on shells and sand, sometimes over rock 
fragments, led us, laboriously clinging, under the very towers and surrounding walls, higher 
and higher. 
Sometimes, especially after dark, we had to steady ourselves with our hands on the steeply 
bristling stones. 
Turning to the west, we stopped and looked. 
The view was worth the effort. Above our heads, walls loomed even more imposing; the 
mighty tower nearest us loomed dark and menacing, against the moonlit sky on the other side. 
To the left, to the right, walls towered, higher, lower, carved with windows, loopholes, towers, 
parapets, supported by enormous buttresses, standing on strangely broken rocks jutting into 
various shapes. 
A ray of moonlight, falling here and there with a bluish streak, illuminated a section of the 
wall, leaving the rest in deep shadow. We stood on a rock above the Liman itself, against which
its waves crashed, splashing us. It was hard to tear ourselves away from the sight, yet the very 
late hour forced us to retreat—jumping down from the rocks lying in the water, we scrambled 
back to the town. 
On the way, of course, we talked about what had struck us here, and about Bessarabia in 
general. 
Our kind host told us about the cauldrons full of bones found in the Castle, buried on the banks
of the Liman. 
I can't even guess what they meant. However, I also found a similar story in Baron de Tott, 
who, not far from Bakhchisarai in Crimea, saw stone tubs full of bones. 
He, too, couldn't explain them. 
The streets were emptyer than when we had walked to the Castle; However, the light was still 
on in the Armenian barns and low-rise houses, shadows drifted and dogs barked, the moon 
shone beautifully.
—Akkerman is now a district town.
—What kind of citizens are there in the district? I asked.
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-For the most part, these are wealthy Great Russians who have established vast estates here on 
the lands they have been granted. 
None of them live here; they rule their estates through plenipotentiaries, and since their estates 
are mostly very large, there are few proper citizens in the district; and even these are almost 
never seen. 
In the Bessarabian estates, the method of management is completely different from that of 
states. 



The peasants are not serfs, tied to the land. 
The local population, composed of Moldavians, Polish nobility, Little Russians, and Great 
Russians, composed of refugees and settlers, is all free; there is no proper serfdom at all. 
The peasants, or rather farmers, are all under contracts; they pay a tithe of land, or undertake to
cultivate a certain amount of land and fulfill certain duties for the land assigned to them. 
After the contract expires, they can move wherever they please." They form communes 
(obszczestwa-communes) which provide recruits (that is, they are supposed to, because they 
haven't done so far), pay taxes, and so on. 
— The most important one, Bessarabia, after its occupation, needed population, and granted 
many freedoms to its inhabitants, such as freedom from recruitment, reduced taxes, and the 
prohibition of extraditing fugitives — but the time for indulgence is running out. 
We began talking about estates, their prices, the formalities of acquisition, and so on.
— Would you believe, gentlemen, said the host, that even in Bessarabia there are litigants who 
only wait for trial and think of loopholes? 
— True; it's strange, I replied; but it turns out that there's no shortage of such things anywhere, 
even in newly populated countries. "I could cite examples of people who, having acquired land
here, were later prosecuted, and had to renounce both the acquisition and the money."

"Strange! This is a civilization coming from a rotten end—but take comfort, gentlemen, you 
only share in the common fate of civilized countries. Robberies of this kind are not uncommon
here either."

I then inquired about the present-day Akkerman, about which I had read quite briefly in the 
new travels through Bessarabia by PP. Nadezhdin and Kohl.
The former writes that the present-day Akkerman extends over a very considerable area of 
land; because some of the villages and suburbs (posts) belonging to it are five miles from the 
hearth, that is, the Castle. 
It has about 2,500 houses, and its inhabitants are Great Russians, Little Russians, Poles, 
Bulgarians, Moldavians, Greeks, Armenians, Germans, Jews, and Gypsies. 
Only the former owners, only Turks, are apparently absent here, the aforementioned adds. 
But with the traveler's apologies, during our search the next day, it turned out that there is, after
all, one old Turk in Akkerman, who weeps over the humiliation of the prophet's banner and 
glories in the future doom of the Giaours. 
What our traveler writes about very poor houses and rare decent buildings is now not entirely 
fair. A whole new street is being built up very neatly. Kohl counts the male population at 8,000,
and a total of 13,000 of both sexes. 
He also marvels at the shabbiness of the scattered, twisted-in-the-roads, and their original 
appearance. 
He says that there are 160 Armenian families. 
Finally, with even more kindness, he adds that the name Akkerman sounds so strange to the 
German ear, whatever its root might be in that language. 
The same traveler writes elsewhere that no language claims the word "Khutor," and that the 
Germans call it "Futter," as if after pasha! Oh, stupenda simplicitas!
The legend about the town seems far more precise, as I gathered from the innkeeper. 
According to the latest census of the population of all nations, it turned out to be up to 25,000 
in the Akkermann district. 
Each nation here constitutes a separate Obszczestwo (Commune), with its own cashier, 
administration, paying and collecting taxes, etc. – Besides the city itself, there is the 
neighboring and almost confluent Swiss Colony of Szaba, which is now about to secede. 



The city is divided into four parts: three suburbs (posads) and the city proper – Akkerman, the 
fortress itself, and what immediately surrounds it.
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The Shabah settlement is inhabited by Swiss and Little Russian colonists, with a suburb called 
Kimbet. There is a forest called Buhas; the meaning of the word was explained above. 
Here, too, the peresyps are generally called buhas in Turkish; because the forest, also changed, 
is occupied by a sandy peresyp. 
The second is Papushoya (Kukuruza in Moldovan), on which stands a church; and the third is 
Turla, or Turlaki (from the Turkish name for the Dniester River), with the suburbs of Chaira 
and Bykoza, inhabited solely by Little-Russians. 
The rest of the diverse population merges into the town itself. 
A stone bridge, called Kryvda, leads to these suburbs. 
Before we move on to further descriptions of the town; I will cite here some details from the 
earlier history of Akkerman. 
Akkerman, called Bilhorod in Slavic, known to the Greeks as Tyras or Ofiusa, to the Romans 
as Alba Julia, to the Genoese as Mon Castro or Mauro-castro, and to the Romanians as Citate 
Alba, was founded, apparently in the 6th century BC, by Greeks emigrating from Miletus, such
as Olbia and other colonies on the Black Sea coast. 
At that time, its port, now overcrowded and inaccessible to ships, was probably still open. 
Pliny mentions the city of Tyras, and Scylax Karjanderiski also mentions the ancient Ophius of
Strabo and Pliny. 
According to Ammianus Marcellinus, Ofiusa was initially founded by the Phoenicians and 
must have already existed in Herodotus's time. 
Therefore, it is a very ancient settlement. P. Nadezhdin mentions a gold coin found here, 
bearing the inscription:

 „Basileos Lysimachus.” 

This Lysimachus, after Alexander the Great's death, seized Thrace, and then the entire 
peninsula of Asia Minor (around 500 BC), began to fight his neighbors, the Getae, seeking to 
conquer their land. 
Captured by them in battle, but facing the certain death for which he had prepared, he was 
hospitably received and set free. 
A poor Getae ruler, having set a table before him, asked him after the feast whether it was 
worth conquering such a poor people? Moved by this, Lysimachus not only abandoned the 
conquest, concluded an alliance with the Getae, but also gave his daughter in marriage to the 
local ruler. 
The discovery of the coin, according to P. N., clearly proves the location of ancient Tyras-
Ophiuza, within the area of present-day Akkerman, although this seems beyond doubt. 
— Roman eagles, advancing deep into Dacia, must have destroyed Tyras, where perhaps a tiny
settlement, only the former wealthy Ophiuza, remained. 
Nestor writes that in his time, Slavs lived down the Dniester to the Danube.
In the area between the Prut and the Dniester, the Lutici and Tivertsi tribes were known, who 
had cities here. 
They likely revived the settlement of Bilhorod and named it that, as this name already existed 
at that time. 
This original Slavic name was explained in the names of other languages—the Greeks later 
called Bilhorod Aspro Kastron, Moldavia Chetate Alba; the Turks Akkerman.
It is certainly not known to what time period the local Genoese settlement should be dated, 
which must have been founded before the 14th century, although the history of Genoese 
settlements in Crimea testifies to it. 



The author of a history of Genoese settlements in Crimea says that when the Genoese began to 
experience difficulties in free navigation on the Black Sea, they then undertook to take over the
land routes, seized the mouths of the Danube, and from there crossed to the Dniester. 
The Dniester area, containing numerous and abundant salt lakes in fertile land, yielding good 
wine, and finally the river itself teeming with fish, aroused in the Genoese a desire to 
reestablish a colony here on the ruins of ancient Greek Tyras—this became Mon-Castro. 
Josaphat Barbaro the Venetian mentions Mon-Castro as early as 1436.
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The Genoese, partly to protect themselves from floods and partly from attacks, surrounded 
their castle with a rampart, having purchased permission from the local Tatars to establish a 
settlement and fortress, and not to deny free navigation on the Dniester to all nations. 
P. Murzakiewicz rightly cites the trade in Polish wheat, which was exported from there to the 
Archipelago, as one of the reasons for the Genoese settlement. 
Stephen the Great, Hospodar of Bessarabia, Moldavia, and Wallachia, around 1474 took the 
Genoese under his protection, but despite this protection, after the capture of Constantinople 
and the occupation of Crimea, this colony, along with others in Moldavia, Wallachia, the 
Danube, and inland Bulgaria, could not last long. 
A Turkish detachment, sent in pursuit of Genoese fleeing from Crimea and hiding in Moldavia,
defeated Moncastro along the way and invaded Moldavia, then Wallachia, where it also 
defeated and destroyed other Genoese colonies, in Saczawa, etc.
The Turks initially captured and lost Moncastro several times, but the Genoese held out until 
1474 or 1475.
In 1450, at the insistence of Alexander, son of Elijah, Voivode of Multan, King Casimir IV 
Jagiellon sent his troops from Podolia and Ruthenia against the usurper Bohdan, who, also 
claiming to be Elijah's son, had seized Multan. 
The Polish army was commanded by Jan Oleski of Sienna, who, having quickly entered 
Multan, expelled Bobdan and seized Soczawa, Nyemcz, and Chocim on the Jagiellonia River 
(Alexander's border); but when the Poles withdrew, Bohdan fell back into Multan and exiled 
Alexandra and her mother to Poland. Bohdan then sent envoys to Poland again, offering his 
loyalty and obedience. 
"Therefore, it was the King's intention," writes Albertrandi, "not to neglect the promised 
opportunity of annexation and incorporation into Poland, the land of Multan, abundant in 
everything, and highly convenient for his port of Białogóra. 
The King, however, decided to support Aiexander. 
A truce was concluded when the army was already in Lipowiec; having withdrawn from there, 
despite warnings that Bohdan was plotting treason, the Poles were attacked and subsequently 
defeated." 
"In 1451, after Bohdan was killed by Peter in Multan, who himself claimed the right to rule, 
wanting to wrest it from the young Alexander, the Poles supporting him drove Peter out by 
sheer terror. 
Winter came, Alexander was promised help, Burgolab took over the Belgorod port on 
Alexander, to which the Castle of Nyemez also surrendered. 
The Genoese from Moncastro fled to the Castle of Soroca, where old Latin inscriptions on a 
tower in the city testified to this for a long time. 
From that time, the Dorian coat of arms remained, and on the inner walls of Moncastro, Greek 
inscriptions bearing the name of Stephen the Great, Hospodar, who ruled Besserabia and 
Wallachia around 1471.
Stephen helped the Genoese hold on in Moncastro, but after the Battle of Vale-Alba, he lost the
land beyond the Prut and Moncastro. 
Inspired by his mother's incantation to win or perish, he regained what he had lost, but not for 
long. 



In 1484, Bajazet, son of Muhammad (who died in 1481), attacked Bessarabia, vetoing his 
father's defeats, capturing Kilja and Bilhorod, from where, advancing towards Wallachia, he 
ravaged it with sword and fire. 
Stephen of Multan, hiding from him, offered homage to Poland, requesting reinforcements. 
The following year, in 1485, King Casimir accepted his homage in Kolomyia. 
In 1497, the castle was already in Turkish hands, because John Albert, setting out for 
Wallachia, ostensibly summoned Stephen, the Voivode, to the Turkish war, giving him hope of 
easily regaining Kilja and Bilhorod, which were already in Turkish possession. 
In 1498, 1498 The Turks returning from their expedition to Poland (to Lvov) marched on Kilja 
and Bialogród, then located on the border of the Ottoman state.
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In 1503, Bohdan III, the Hospodar, recognized himself as a Turkish vassal, and from then on, 
for many years, the moon continuously shone over the Castle, whose towers rose under the 
sign of St. George. 
In the 1510 peace treaty between Sigismund I and Bohdan V of Moldavia, signed in 
Kamieniec on January 23, the treaty read, ensuring free trade for Poles in Bessarabia. 
In the 15th century, under Casimir IV Jagiellon, as we mentioned above, this was the port from
which Polish wheat was exported to Cyprus, and already in the 16th century, under Sigismund 
I, the Venetian embassy, requesting the resumption of this abandoned trade, proved that it must
have ceased between the 15th and 16th centuries. 
At the end of the 16th century, In the 16th century, the Voivode of Bohdan attacked Bender 
shortly after the Ruszczuk incident; but, driven back by the local Bey, Mir-Ahmed, he quickly 
attacked Kilja and Akkerman, besieging the city. 
The inhabitants called on Gazi-Giraj Khan for help, who sent part of his army under the 
command of Adil-Giraj to the relief of the city. 
Forced to flee, the Voivode's army suffered significant losses in dead and wounded. Some were
captured. 
In the peace treaty concluded in 1607, on July 4, between Poland and Turkey, it was stipulated 
that the Turkish authorities in Silistria and Akkerman should ensure that no one except 
merchants dared to enter Polish lands. 
In 1626, a Polish envoy was sent to the port with information about the suppression of the 
Cossacks and a request to remove Kantemir from Kilja and Akkerman, who had been stationed
there with the Nogai hordes, to curb Cossack attacks. 
The Padishah issued orders to the Khan to transfer him, as well as all the Budjak Tatars, either 
voluntarily or by force, to Crimea, for the sake of peace in both countries. 
As a result of the treaty concluded, the Tatars were prohibited from attacking and raiding 
Poland. 
However, in the 1628-9 embassy (Korytsky), Poland again demanded that the Bey of Silistria, 
Bender, Akkerman, and Nikopol, as well as the Budjak Talars, be prohibited from venturing 
onto Polish soil. 
This was repeated in 1630–31, to Mirza Kantemir, Teimury, and Urak, as well as to the 
inhabitants of Belgorod. 
King Władysław's complaints in 1643 and 1644 against the Tatars, who had settled in Budjak, 
were later relocated to Crimea, and then returned to Budjak. 
The need to bring them back demonstrates how difficult it was for Poland to be in the vicinity 
of the Talars, whose nest was in Belgorod. 
From there, they constantly attacked Ukraine and Podolia. 
In 1700, Bender and Akkerman reinforced themselves with 148 brass cannons, 122 bronze 
cannons, 23 mortars, and vast supplies that had been brought here from Kamieniec. 
Former trade had to cease here, due to the overflowing of the Dniester estuary, and the fear of 
the Tartars themselves, with whom and in whose vicinity there was no safety. 



However, Coxe, writing in the 18th century, mentions the port of Akkerman as a trading haven,
where dry fruits, wool, Hungarian and Moldavian wines, and cattle hides were quite actively 
traded. 
He compares the ports of Varna and Akkerman, promising commercial benefits to both; 
through the regulation of relations with Adrianople and Bender (?).
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The Russians first captured Akkerman on September 25, 1770. 
Baron Igelström, after ten years of Turkish resistance, finally took it. 
The Kutchuk-Kaynardzhi peace returned it to the Turks. 
In the following war, Akkerman resisted Prince Potemkin, commanding the siege, for nineteen 
days and surrendered again, almost on the very anniversary of the nineteenth anniversary of 
the first surrender; that is, on September 30, 1789. 
Peace was concluded at Jassy, and it was returned to the Turks again, finally in 1806 on 
November 50; immediately after the announcement of a new war, Prince Richelieu took the 
city and the castle without a shot being fired. 
From then on, Ovidiopol fell completely, and Akkerman remained in Russian possession. Until
1832, a fortress was preserved here, later completely abandoned. A quarantine, a stronghold, 
brand guards, and so on were established.

August 1st. 

Having risen between six and seven in the morning, we took advantage of a moment of 
coolness and ran out to see the Castle and the city itself in detail, if possible.

I sat down first to draw an external view of the ruins of the Turkish Bath, illuminated obliquely
by the rays of the rising sun. 
Then we went inside, where there were two rooms: one round main one with carved 
doorframes; I also drew; finally, the other smaller. 
In the vaults, there are square holes for releasing steam; lower down, red clay pipes, remaining 
in the walls, through which water was introduced, are still visible. 
Here and there were painted decorations above narrow doors carved into teeth; They represent 
flowers, houses, and festoons, rather clumsily drawn in red and black on the plaster. 
The entire structure of this bathhouse is highly interesting and strange, because it resembles 
nothing familiar. 
In some places, the vaults have collapsed, grass has grown, and the sky peers through the ruins.
Besides the large, circular main hall, adjoining the corridor with an entrance from the outside, I
counted about a dozen small rooms, dark, narrow, oblong, and connected only by narrow 
doors, so low that one can barely bend down and slip through some sideways. 
The walls are still strong, and all the walls are faced with red cement, like a puzzola. 
The castle rests on two sides on the Dniester Liman; On the landward side, it is surrounded by 
a deep moat, an embankment, walls with loopholes, parapets, and towers. 
The moats are lined with stone, and in part, carved perpendicularly into the rock itself, and 
remain intact to this day. 
A wide road, now covered with turf, leads along the top of the walls; here and there stand brick
or round towers, the turrets still in relatively good condition. 
In one of these, the unfortunate Koniecpolski likely sat, chained to a chain embedded in a pillar
supporting the structure. 
Here is how the Białogród prison is described by the author of "Rodowod" (The Origin of the 
History of the Białogród), who was most aware of it. 



"The Turks, having arrived with a different harvest, handed over to Iskender Pasha the 
grandfather of Homei in Bilhorod (Akkerman), whom he had given to the tower. 
This tower, as it was built, was not neglected, through which a large chain was threaded in the 
middle, from which the chains slipped on spikes. Into such a chain, then, was placed the chain 
and shackles." It is indeed difficult to guess which of these towers and bastions was 
consecrated by the tears and sorrow of our slave and which was not; they all now bring to mind
a single image. 
In the first courtyard, very spacious, and with its depth opposite the entrance, protruding 
towards the Liman; where a single wall still separates the Castle from its waters, stands a 
minaret pierced by three bullets; here are stones with inscriptions in Greek and Armenian, and 
one with a coat of arms. 
A huge wall divides this courtyard from the one to the right, again surrounded by a moat, walls
(towers) on which you can comfortably walk, as the vault is still intact. 
Brick steps, relatively intact, lead to the towers, on whose roofs guards once had to stand. 
Within the walls themselves are long, dark passages and dungeons, leading from the Liman.
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The view from the upper positions here of the Liman, the city, and the Castle itself, marvelous,
was illuminated by the rising sun, increasingly scorching and advancing across the sky, 
uninterrupted by a single cloud. 
In this second courtyard, again a high wall with two round towers divides the last Citadella, 
where the powder magazine and other warehouses were located, facing the Liman. 
This third courtyard is narrow and enclosed by a high wall. 
On one of the walls is a coat of arms or sculpture, difficult to recognize; however, climbing a 
ladder towards it, one could make out something resembling a moon and a spur. 
This stone probably dates back to Genoese times. Above the gate of the powder magazine, 
there is also a Turkish inscription, attesting to its repair and reconstruction in the year of the 
Hegira 1171 (from Nar. Christ 1756). 
In the underground warehouse, which must have once served as a powder magazine, there is 
now a store of wines from the treasured vineyards, pressed in enormous trunks. 
Having traversed the length and breadth of the Castle, we returned to the first courtyard, 
where, wanting to copy the Greek inscription on the wall, I climbed a ladder in vain; for the 
awkward location and the obliteration prevented me from accomplishing this; I only lost my 
glasses and the work was in vain. 
In the courtyard, we found numerous shards of red clay vessels, handles (though without 
inscriptions) resembling those of Dietus (but probably not from them). We took some of these 
fragments as souvenirs. 
Now, after the day, we looked into the white room with three windows, the only one in the 
Castle, which, according to legend, was the Pasha's residence. 
The windows here were intriguing in shape, ending in a shapely arrow. 
They face west toward the Liman. The only room is rectangular, long, with a secret exit onto 
the walls. 
The entrances, as everywhere else here, are made of stone; all the walkways along the walls 
are also paved with stone. 
Having walked around the Castle interior, we set out to view it from the Liman and draw; but 
this walk, part of which we had already completed last night, became exceedingly difficult 
today during the day. 
In several attempts, with great difficulty, we could barely climb the rocks, using our hands to 
help ourselves, and losing our hats as they fell into the Liman. 
The view of the Castle from here is majestic. 
The name "White Castle," in all languages, could and must have come from the whitish stone 
of which it is built, but today it looks more gray and dark than white. 



Having filled our travel album with drawings of the Castle inside and out, we finally emerged; 
It was with regret that so soon the beautiful ruins had to be parted. 
A triple visit did not satisfy his curiosity at all. 
During his journey, Mr. Nadezhdin recalls that he was shown a tower here, on which Pushkin 
sat meditating all night; from then on, it bore the name of Ovidová—however, I could not 
inquire about this on the spot. 
He was also shown a tall tree growing in another tower, from a deep moat, where it had been 
planted by a certain Pasha on the grave of his beloved wife. 
He also tells of the discovery of the body of a woman who had fallen from the top of the wall 
into the moat, but was rescued; who, driven by her husband, jumped and then went to file a 
complaint against him. 
I didn't encounter this tree, these tales, here. 
I was rather looking for a trace of the tower in which Alexander Koniecpolski was chained; for
whose ransom they wanted 50,000 pure gold coins, and he was planted in the filth, in the 
sewers, along with a crowd of prisoners and the lowest slave. 
But where could we get information about the past, when the former inhabitants were gone? 
From the Castle, we walked along the banks of the Liman, towards the Greek Orthodox 
Church, from which at that moment a solemn procession was emerging with unfurled banners, 
shining like a multicolored ribbon. 
We had the agility to observe the people—unfortunately—so dressed up for the holiday that 
only fragments of their national costumes remained. 
Everything here, too, had assumed the trivial European attire of the entire world: 
uncomfortable, unattractive, and above all, meaningless.
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Greek women in headscarves, like turbans, but in dresses cut in our style, Greeks in fezzes and 
black, cheap tailcoats, etc.—The chant of the priests leaving the church was new to me, 
monotonously melodious. 
The church itself is low, sunken, and poor, on a cliff by the Liman; beneath it lies an old 
graveyard. 
The building is small, rectangular, with a low dome at the top. Beside it and below in the 
graveyard lie tomb lids with Greek inscriptions, but not too old. 
On the walls and stone fences, in the church floor, I noticed remnants of beautiful white marble
cornices, probably left over from the old church; today they serve as seats and fence coverings.
Inside, the church is no different from any other; modest yet colorfully decorated. 
A tiny chapel, adjacent to the graveyard, stands on the spot where St. John of Soczawa was 
murdered by the Turks. 
In its center, sacrificial candles burn above a kind of sarcophagus. In the floor, unfortunately 
smeared with the most clumsy paint, lies a truly ancient tombstone, on which two symbolic 
palms are crudely carved. The inscriptions on these stones read:
“St. Martyr John the New of Trebizond, murdered in Akkerman, 1492, on July 2nd. His holy 
remains are in Soczawa.”
P. Nadezhdin says that a manuscript of his life, written in Greek (he doesn't specify where), is 
to be found. 
He was a native of Trebizond, a merchant class, and martyred here, 7,000 years after the 
creation of the world (1492). 
This is the date of the final conquest of Bessarabia by the Turks. It is noteworthy that Genoese 
colonies were located in Akkerman, Sochawa, and Trebizond. 
Looking from there at the Liman and the beautiful distant view, I wanted to persuade my 
companions to go to the spring of St. Parascevia, but it turned out to be too distant. The sun 
was becoming increasingly hot, and we still had much to see, so I had to forgo this pleasant 
pilgrimage. 



About this spring, a verse and a half from the city itself, on the Liman, nestled in the rocks, 
among the bristling rocks on the shore—a beautiful legend is told in the mouths of the people. 
Parascevia was a Polish woman. 
During one of their raids on Podolia, the Tatars, having kidnapped her for her beauty, kept her 
as a gift for the Pasha. 
A fresh and beautiful girl, she was only sixteen, but possessed great piety and a soul strong 
beyond her years. 
In vain, the enamored Pasha caressed her, wanting to placate her, holding her in his harem and 
showering her with gifts, sweet, heart-warming words, and promises—she was gloomy, 
stubbornly silent, weeping, and offering nothing to cheer her up. Pasha wasted no time trying 
to persuade her to come to him. 
The Muslim begged and humbled her, but she resisted and prayed. 
Finally, enraged, he burst into the harem at night, into Paraska's apartment, and seized her. The 
angel stood in pious defense. 
The terrified Turk retreated, and Paraska, taking advantage of the open door and a moment of 
terror, jumped in. 
She passed the guards, ran to the Liman, along the shore, searching for a boat that could carry 
her, facilitating her escape! 
This is where the story splits—some say she ran along the shore, others that she slipped out of 
the Castle on her daily walk, reaching the far shore. 
They add that this exit had existed not long ago, and the Greek monks had now blocked it with 
a stone. 
A pursuit party, sent by the ever-reflective and angry Pasha, ambushed Paraska in the rocks 
where she was hiding, looking for boats on the Liman. 
They were just about to capture her when she dissolved into a clear water source. 
This spring is called the spring of Paraska, or the holy water source. 
They attribute miraculous healing powers to it; the sick come here to bathe. 
Now it's walled like a well, and it's a cubit and a half deep. 
I was incredibly sad that the heat and rush prevented me from drawing water from this sacred, 
poetic water source.
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Returning from the Greek Orthodox Church, we visited the Turkish part of the city, which 
remained much as it had been during the reign of the High Porte. 
It is a labyrinth of narrow streets, surrounded by walls so that nowhere near the house can one 
see them. 
Through a narrow gate, one enters a courtyard, where flimsy, poorly constructed houses stand, 
roofed with reeds, their windows fortified with wooden grates. 
In front of each house is a window that provides shade from the sun, and within it is a kind of 
table on which the Turks reclined under the roof, enjoying the cool air and working at their 
crafts or engaging in trade. 
It was thus, resting in the attic of the house, that we found another, perhaps the last in 
Akkerman, poor old Turk. 
On a hard bed and a leather pillow, he lay under the window of the house in a red skullcap, his 
slippers on the ground in front of him. 
He himself was in a long, dark caftan, with a snuffbox in his hand and a silver watch at his 
belt. 
Misunderstanding our request for a light for his cigars, he brought out some black tobacco, 
which he politely offered. 
All the streets of the old town are equally winding, narrow, and gloomy. 
On the way, we were struck by a gate in the wall, strangely composed of gravestones with 
Armenian inscriptions. 



One with a circular groove covered it, two others formed the walls. 
Beyond the wall, nothing could be seen. 
Yet this was the entrance to the sementary and the Armenian Church. 
On the threshold, in a long robe, girded with a wide belt, an Armenian priest received us and 
offered to open the Church. 
Before we received the keys, we went to see the tombstones, of which there are many around 
the courtyard. 
The priest couldn't even read the older ones to us; and the ones he translated were quite new 
and unassuming. 
The church isn't large, half-buried in the ground; it remains to this day as it was during the 
Turkish rule, when bells, singing, and public religious ceremonies were forbidden. 
The newer porch rises slightly above the church. 
The entire courtyard, the floor of the porch, and the hall, are lined with gravestones. 
The priest told us that there are one hundred and forty families of Armenian Nestorian in 
Akkerman, and from him we also learned that the tombstones he translated show the years 
counted from the Hegira. 
The church only half-rises above the ground, dark and gloomy. 
Above the main entrance, there is a separate, spacious gallery for women, lined with mats and 
cushions, as is the entire Church. 
There are no seats; even the Archbishop's throne, where his body rests, lacks a chair. 
The altar is similar to that of the Uniates. 
The walls are decorated with stones bearing very ancient inscriptions and symbolic decorations
such as palms, birds, fish, and so on. 
A stone baptismal basin is set into the sacristy wall. Here we also saw an old silver cup for 
incense, with a Hebrew inscription:

היים   בד  .יעקב

Which was explained to us as: Jacob ben Juchim. 
The paintings are similar to ancient Greek ones, and of the same type. 
This church, with its underground depression, tellingly reminiscent of the recent times of 
oppression and slavery, with mats, pillows, and slippers left here and there, has a completely 
original oriental character. 
We were sorry that the incompetent, or perhaps timid, priest was unable to explain the oldest, 
and therefore most interesting, grave inscriptions. 
The sun was beating down fiercely—when, drenched in sweat and exhausted, having spent 
almost seven in the morning until noon on a constant stroll without rest—we finally returned to
our apartment. 
But without wasting time, we were immediately harnessed to a cart and set off to see the 
vineyards.
Some of them have a reputation for being ancient, and undoubtedly, at the time of occupation, 
they came with the country together, and their spread and improvement began very recently. 
Vineyards spread out on a sandy plain; intersected by wide streets, mostly lined with 
mulberries, birch trees, and peach trees.
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Mulberries, however, which they plant here in view of introducing silkworms, are the most 
numerous. There are also walnuts. 
These gardens, stretching for several acres, were completely empty when we drove around 
them (the vines were still unripe); we didn't encounter a living soul as we passed. 



The vines are neither tied to trellises (treilles) nor even to catkins; they are cut down annually, 
grow bush-like near the ground, and the fruit ripens lying on the sand. 
In this way, local vineyard growers are deprived of the large harvest that a mature vine would 
yield, but the difficulty of obtaining trees (sticks) and perhaps the difficult wintering of older 
vines compel them to content themselves with the fruit of only one year's vine. 
These enormous vineyards are surrounded by sandy trenches overgrown with a kind of rough, 
long-leafed arenaria. 
The sight of them at this time of year is sad, but during the grape harvest, it must be all the 
more original, the greater the diversity of nations gathered for this celebration. 
Here they show some vineyards, supposedly very ancient, immemorial. 
In Akkerman, they produce red wines, somewhat similar to Petit Bordeaux (according to local 
legend), as well as white, acidic, greenish wines, approximately 200,000 buckets. 
Of these, 150,000 or 100,000 go for sale, the rest is consumed locally. 
From the pomace, they distill good vodkas. Here is the place to say a few words about the wine
industry. 
That wine was known to the Slavs from ancient times is evidenced in the folk songs, place 
names, writings, and the use of those who mention it. Wine is already mentioned under Oleg in
906, in northern Ruthenia in 1174, and in the Caucasus in 1395.
The early foreign wine trade in Ruthenia, through the Hanseatic League, in the 14th century 
was centered in Novgorod and the Molozhian fairs. 
The English brought wines here through the mouth of the Dvina in 1553.
In Ruthenia, Greek wine was first known, then French and German, and finally Spanish and 
Hungarian. 
However, priority was always given to Greek and Spanish wines. 
The import of Portuguese, Moldavian, and Wallachian wines began in the first half of the 18th 
century, and during Munich's campaigns against the Turks in 1756 and 1757, Crimean wines 
became most popular. 
Wine was introduced to southern Russia, probably first by the Greeks, in Taurida, and perhaps 
on the banks of the Borysthenian (Dnieper), the Boh (Hypanis), the Dniester (Tyras), and the 
Danube (Istria). 
The Genoese planted it in Crimea. 
The Khan's jarliks, given to the Russian clergy for all their vineyards in the 14th century (1313,
1333, 1557, 1379, etc.), demonstrate not only their existence but also a certain importance. 
The first evidence of the national government's concern for Russian winemaking begins only 
in the 16th century. 
A Saxon named Schlitt, who was in Moscow in 1547, received an order from Tsar Ivan 
Vasilievich to bring 123 skilled foreign workers to Russia to distribute the vineyards. 
The effect of this order is unknown. 
By the 16th century, vineyards already existed in Inſlanty and Poland. 
In Prussia, in the 12th century, vines brought from the Rhine and planted there were the most 
successful. 
In the 14th century, during the mastership of Winrych Kniprode, they were flourishing. 
Vineyards also existed near Polotsk; Russian monks had their vineyards in or near Vilnius. 
Father Veljamin Rutski imported and replanted two cartloads of grapevines from his Ukrainian 
estates to Ruta. 
There were also vineyards in Astrakhan; They were brought here by Persian merchants and 
given to monks, who took care of their propagation (in the 17th century). In 1636, private 
owners began planting vineyards.
Lawrence Müller and Olearius even mention the supposedly wild-growing vine in Tataria in 
1635.



In 1669, up to 200 barrels of wine and 50 buckets of wine vodka were produced for the Tsar in 
Astrakhan. 
Peter I did not neglect to promote the propagation of vineyards in Russia. 
In Chugaev, wine orchards were established around 1710-1713, and around 1756-1757 in 
southern Russia, in Pereyaslavl, Lubno, Poltava, Zhmievo, etc.—Continuous care brought 
continuous progress. 
In Kiev, wine orchards existed as early as 1763. 
In Taurida (Crimea), Tokaj wines were planted by Prince Potemkin, and similar ones were 
brought to Astrakhan; in the Caucasus, around 1785, the first vineyards near Odessa were 
planted in 1798 (on the Moldavanka); also around Kherson, and generally on the Yagul, 
Ingulk, and Dnieper rivers. 
A government viticulture school in Crimea was established in 1804.
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In 1523, the Bessarabian Oberforst-mayor, R. St. Count Paravicini, near Akkerman, was 
commissioned to establish treasury orchards on sandy ground where 50 vines from Turkish 
times remained. 
In Odessa, a school was established in 1829. A new plough for mulching the vines was 
introduced. 
In Taurica, 300,000 buckets are produced, in Kherson 55,000, in Bessarah 50,000, in the 
Podolian Governorate (along the Dniester) 2,500, and in all of Russia, according to Keppen, 
only 4,097,500.
The varieties of wine grown in southern Russia are as follows: Don, Crimean, Muscat, Persian,
Tsargrad, Tsimlya, Wallachian, and Hungarian, introduced in 1774, in the Ochakiv steppe, 
specifically in Akkerman, according to Storch,
I. Koarno Pomo (Moldavian): oblong, large, dark fruit.
II. Tivda Pomo, round, large.
III. Feti Pomo (virgin): small, white, sweet.
IV. Muscat. Bosiuko.
V. Jeplule Pomo (hare's) small, black — Vitis vulpina.
VI. Passerjasna Pomo (sparrow's) small, white.
VII. Pomo de Tsar-hrad — Hard green. 
In Kherson — Pomo Galbana; near Odessa, French, and from 1820, Akkerman. 
Because the difficulty was great in finding vats and barrels for decanting wines produced in a 
country as forestless as Bessarabia and Kherson, P. Olofson, living near Bender in Kaushany 
(the former residence of the Khans), noticed this and tried to build stone vats, pentagonal or 
quadrilateral. 
Starting in 1841, although built, they were not used due to the lack of glaze, and the glaze 
could not be applied to the stone. 
In 1842, together with P. Olofson, the St. Petersburg Academician Hele, experimented with tar,
wax, and finally, on plaster, he succeeded in producing a type of wax glaze that made this 
invention useful. 

We left that day at three-quarters of an hour, heading for Keshenev. 
For five verses, we drove along a hilly road that still runs through the foundations of 
Akkerman, along a wide street above the Linan River, over which the townspeople's gardens 
extend. 
We had time to admire the reed-roofed buildings, built of stone and clay; which, in keeping 
with the character of the inhabitants—Moldavians, Great-Russians, and Little-Russians—were 
taking on ever-changing shapes. 
Here and there, we could see the karchenkos scattered throughout this village-town. 



Roofs, fences, and hedges were all made of reeds, which they bring from the Dniester 
riverboats in huge carts for fuel and other uses. 
Vineyards also stretch along the Liman River; they are easily recognized, scattered in dark 
piles on the sand.

The road, moving further into the steppe, becomes increasingly smooth; At first, it was still a 
bit hilly, the steppe becoming increasingly flatter. 
At the fifteenth verse, dense graves begin, stretching to a station called Gura Rosza (red throat 
of the bocca?)—the name Gura, meaning "opening, mouth, mouth," or throat in Moldovan, is 
found in other place names: Gura Alba, Gura Bykuli (the mouth of the Byk River into the 
Dniester). 
We passed on the right the beautifully built estate of P. Marini, exemplarily furnished and 
famously landscaped. 
Spanish sheep grazing in the steppe, a beautifully constructed windmill, and vineyards 
convinced even a passerby of the flourishing condition of the farm. 
Further on, in the now bare and empty steppe, we encountered only mud huts surrounded by 
stacks, dugouts and huts of P. Lex's Dessiatines, nobles, and all sorts of people who paid tithes 
and cultivated the land. 
We passed a few such sad, treeless settlements. In the flat, empty steppe, only sheep and the 
shepherds who herded them broke the monotony of the landscape. 
These shepherds, with their menacing posture, half naked, carrying a huge staff from which a 
bottle of water hung, dwellers of the steppe, almost savage, constitute an interesting class of 
the local population.
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Rare contact with people; they make them superstitious and gloomily silent. 
— Shepherds of sheep flocks are called Czabans, whose herding and guarding are aided by 
enormous dogs, which lie in wait for wolves in the vast grasses of the steppe.
— A flock of sheep is called a zotar, a herd of cattle, as in our case, a herd, a skotar grazing, a 
flock herding horses, a herd of horses, a flock.
They tell strange stories about this class of people (shepherds), people consider them sorcerers.
Appearance alone may contribute to this; it is enough to look at their unshaven faces, their bare
and tanned chests, their black bodies, their backs, on which hangs a rag of sheepskin, their legs
covered in dirty trousers and heavy boots; to understand what superstitious folk can say about 
these half-savage inhabitants of the Alloy. 

In long hours of silence and conversation with the winds, the clouds, the dust clouds swirling 
along the road, how many strange thoughts must pass through these heads, how many thoughts
will pass through! 
More and more frequent are the graves, reminding the traveler of plains, piled with similar 
tumuli, near Troy, in Thrace. 
Baron de Tott, writing about these mounds, compares them to the graves in Flanders, 
specifically the Brabant region. 
This traveler considers them war graves, others as trail graves: intended to indicate the way, 
according to the Turkish custom, during war marches. 
The instructions of Sigismund I to the commissioners for the demarcation from Turkey 
mention Tatar graves in the Ochakiv steppe; but I doubt they are similar graves. 
Sometimes, amidst the steppe, down to the right, we could still see the narrowing Liman and 
the Dniester with its shallows, its dry riverbed overgrown with trees and wide reeds, amidst 
which the silver ribbon of the river winds. 
We were already in Budjak proper, so it was time to say a word about it, as well as about the 
name Bessarabia and the Nogai Tatars who once lived here.



— "We Poles," says Naruszewicz, "commonly call Wallachia, Wallachia, that part of the land 
which is divided from our Ruthenian lands by the Dniester River and part of the Hungarian 
mountains, and which, running on the right bank of the Dniester to its mouth at Akkerman, 
from Akkerman along the shores of the Black Sea to the mouth of the Danube, goes along the 
left bank of the Danube towards Orshava, etc.
— Polish writers most often place the so-called Wallachia just beyond the Dniester, without 
considering Bessarabia separately.
— Some, however, exclude Budjak — but here we only want to warn that the general name 
Wallachia and Bessarabia, though only Bessarabia itself, is often understood.
Where did the name Bessarabia come from? Difficult to resolve, yet solvable questions. 
— From the given name The rulers, called Bessarabs. The origin of the Bessarab surname is 
the second category.
At first glance, it seems strange that a country would be named after a ruler, but this is 
undoubtedly the case. 
Bessarab and Bessaraba were the names of the Wallachian Voivodes, whose state occupied the 
so-called Bessarabia. 
This name is undoubtedly related to the name of the Bessarians, a people known to Herodotus, 
who lived in part of the Hemus mountain range. 
The conquered Bessarians merged with the Dacians. 
The head of the Bessarab family was supposedly Barbul, who, fleeing Turkish oppression, 
emigrated in the 15th century from present-day Bessarabia to Serbia, then to Wallachia to the 
Voivode Vlad II. Lajotas, who gave him the title of Ban of the Country, but since I. Radul the 
Black, founder of the Wallachian state, all the hospodars They called themselves Bessarabs; it 
seems that the name was not so much a family name as a national title of the leaders. 
P. Nadezhdin (from whom we borrow this argument) first assumes an origin from the words 
rabb, reb — in Turkish, leader, chieftain, which would mean the leader of the Bessarians, a 
nation living on both banks of the Danube, up to its mouth — in the first centuries after Christ. 
Herodotus, as we mentioned above, already knew this nation and placed its headquarters near 
the Balkans (Hemus). 
These were probably single-tribal peoples with Dacians, Getae, and later Antes. 
But P. Nadezhdin rightly observes that one cannot assume a Turkish etymology in the word 
Bessarab, because where could Turkish dialects have come from so long ago? 
Looking for another etymology, I find rabbi in Arabic v. rab (similarly in Hebrew and many 
other eastern dialects) - finally he wonders about Bess-Sorab - i.e. Bess-Serb; proving that 
these Bessy were Slavs.
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The Bessa, he says, along with the Getae, Dacians, and Antes, belong to the original Slavic 
population of the Danube valley (bassin), a large branch of which included the Serbs, long 
known by that name. 
Crowds of multi-tribal nations, rushing here, now from the east, now from the west, pushed 
them from place to place. 
Roman colonization in Dacia forced them to take refuge and settle in the mountains on both 
banks of the Danube. 
In the 7th century, with the decline of Roman power, the Transdanubian Bessa from the 
Balkans, from the regions adjacent to present-day Serbia, moved to this side of the Danube and
settled near the Alut (Olt) in present-day Wallachia Minor. 
Their leader could have called himself Bass-Soraba at that time, that is, the head of the Serbian
or Slavic Bessians, Slavs distinct from the Bessians of the Vlachs. 
Meanwhile, the pressure of Asian hordes from the east engulfed, but did not destroy, the 
Bessians on this side of the Danube, where in the lower part of present-day Bessarabia in the 



8th century they were known as Bessians and Biessens, later mixed with the Pechenegs and 
Polovtsians, or Comans. 
Perhaps the name Pechenegs, or Pacynaki in Byzantine, originally belonged to the Bessians 
(from the mouths of the Danube), and was merely a corruption of the former name Pencyns 
and Penkin, inhabitants of the mouths of the Danube island of Penka. 
Among these latter Bessarians, the name Bessarab also appears as the name of a leader, but is 
later mentioned in the chronicle of the Anonymous Archdeacon of Gniezno under the year 
1259. From him, the latter derives the name of present-day Bessarabia. 
Thus, from the 7th to the 13th centuries, many changes occurred. 
The Balkan Bessarians did not remain peaceful in their new settlements on the Olta River. 
The Magyars invaded the Carpathians and from there merged into the Danube Valley. 
The Hungarian King Stephen I, from 1004, ruled Transylvania, i.e., present-day Transylvania. 
On the other hand, the Bulgarians, whose first resettlement of the Bessarians from beyond the 
Balkans to beyond the Danube must have occurred, did not leave them in peace here either. 
In 1204, the Bulgarian King Ioannina, in the very center of Wallachia Minor, founded a city 
named Craiova, or rather, "Krajo" (Ioannina). 
The Bessarabs, so tightly pressed on the Olta River, were forced to move northeast, to their 
brothers at the mouths of the Danube, present-day Bessarabia. 
The account of the Archdeacon of Gniezno is consistent with established facts. 
Conflicts in Bulgaria and Hungary at the end of the 13th century allowed Radul the Black, the 
Bessarians of Transylvania, conquered by the Magyars, to gain independence for Wallachia, to 
which the Banate of Craiova was annexed. 
Radul and his successors retained the Bessarab title. Around 1356, Bessarab, Ban of Craiova, 
gave his land as a dowry for his daughter to Urash V, King of Serbia. 
The name Bessarabia, as a country, became exclusive to the present-day province of this name,
from where Barbul returned to his former homeland in the 15th century, having first spent time
in Serbia. 
The Bessarabians' relations with the Serbs demonstrate the memory of ancient ties and Serbian 
origins. 
Is this not the origin of the Turkish name Ak-Serb, White Serbia, corresponding to the present-
day Bessarabia? 
This is especially true because the Bessarabian national name seems to be closely related to 
"Biaz," meaning "ak," or "white" in Turkish. 
This is the hypothesis of P. Nadezhdin, who maintains that the Romans could never have 
established Bessarabia, so that their civilization and language would have completely 
overtaken the Slavic language. 
The Slavic language became the language of faith, nationality, and the main social language. 
The author also derives the name "Des" from the terror the Bessarabian name brought about by
their invasions of neighboring countries. 
In general, P. Nadezhdin's hypotheses are witty and skillful, but not all of them can be 
supported by historical evidence. 
Kantemir says that during the Turkish invasion of Bessarabia, Barbul Bessaraba was forced to 
flee to Serbia, and then to the Wallachian Prince Cheglul, where he was accepted and elevated 
to a high office. 
After the death of Prince Lajot, Berbul's son became Prince. 
His grandson was the Serban Bessaraba, known as the Great, who left two daughters, Ankuca 
and Ilinka, and the Bessarabian tribe died out. 
However, out of gratitude, the Prince Matthias, who was later elected, added the name 
Bessaraby to his own name, and married his daughter Ilinka to Constantine Kantakouzenos, 
giving her part of his father's land as a dowry.
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From here originated the Cantacuzene domains in Bessarabia. 
A few more details from the ancient history of this region. 
On the Tuman Sea, the Cimbri, then the Scythians, the ancestors of those peoples who later 
inhabited most of Europe, initially occupying the lands between the Ister (Danube) and the 
Tanais (Don). 
They are divided into tribes of various names, but the general name of the nation persists in 
memory. 
Herodotus describes the Scythians as wild, courageous, and valuing freedom above life. Justin 
marvels at their innate sense of justice. 
Darius, son of Histaspus, attempts to conquer the Scythians, who live on the shores of the 
Black Sea, between the Ister and the Tanais. Seven hundred thousand soldiers cross the 
Bosporus, pass through Thrace, and build a bridge on the Danube, between the cities of Trozmi
(near present-day Matchin) and Aegissus (Tuleza?) (near the fortress of Isakezi, according to 
Weltman). 
He finds only empty fields and steppes. 
Darius, led into the desert, loses his army to starvation, and, defeated without a skirmish, 
retreats. 
The Scythians pursue him. 
Many Persians, unable to hasten and cross the Danube, perish. 
The Greeks in Darius's army, on this expedition, must have found the Black Sea coast 
convenient; soon after, they appeared on the borders of Scythia and began establishing 
colonies. 
Herodotus says that in the southern part of present-day Bessarabia, at the mouth of the Tyras 
River to the sea, lived the Tyrites, of Greek origin. 
They had cities on the Dniester Limanus, Tyras v. Tyrys, or Oxia, which, according to Pliny, 
was later called Ophiuza; the city of Lycostomon at the mouth of the Danube; and on the Black
Sea coast between the Tyras and Danube rivers, Kremniskos, Neoptolemon, and Antiphila: 
these cities were founded by those who came from Megara or Miletus. 
Philip, King of Macedonia, crossed the Danube in the western part of present-day Bulgaria, 
defeated the Scythian army defending the crossing, took 20,000 prisoners and considerable 
booty, and returned with it. The terrified Scythians retreated eastward from the Danube, while 
the Getae, who lived, according to Herodotus, on the right bank of the Danube, crossed the 
river and settled the deserted land. 
Philip's son, having defeated the Thracian army, disguised himself through Remus and 
advanced against the Triballi, who lived beyond the mountains. They outran him and escaped 
to the island of Peuce, formed by branches of the Danube. Alexander could not reach them 
here. 
Now the branches of the Danube do not form inhabited islands, but in the past, according to 
historians, he must have sailed towards the Karasu River; the island of Peuce occupied the 
space between the Danube, the sea, and this river. 
Alexander crossed the Danube and entered the Getae desert. 
Although terrified by the attack, they nevertheless resisted. 
Their capital was destroyed, and a temple was erected on the riverbank in honor of Jupiter, 
Neptune, and the Danube. 
Alexander, after conferring with Getae envoys, returned to the other bank of the Danube 
because of the unrest in Paeonia. 
The Scythians, through their relations with the Greeks, gained insight, but refused to accept the
Athenian laws, which Anacharsis, a disciple of Solon, had introduced to them. 
They called themselves invincible at the battle of Tanais. 



Alexander, having defeated the Bactrians, marched against them. 
Quintus Curtius places a speech in the mouths of the Scythian envoys that, according to 
Weltman, is supposed to demonstrate the Scythian mental state, but in our opinion, proves 
nothing at all except Curtius's eloquence. This speech describes the borders of Scythia. 
"Tanais," he says, "divides us from the Bactrians; from Tanais we occupy the space to Thrace. 
In Asia, we can protect our conquests." 
Tyras could have marked the Scythian border from the Getae. 
Herodotus writes about the courage of the Getae and their contempt for death. 
Strabo attributes this to the teachings of the philosopher Zamolxis. 
He adds that the Getae in his time were famous for the victories of their king Berebista, who 
aroused the envy of the Romans; that they stopped the Sarmatians on the shores of the 
Borysthenian, from the Caucasus, Tanais, and the Caspian Sea, who were following 
Mithridates' victories, breaking the Scythian power and settling between the Borysthenian and 
the Danube. 
Appian, describing Mithridates' wars with Rome, says that Mithridates, wanting to enter the 
Roman state, along the Danube, had to make an alliance with the Bastarnae and the Thracians. 
The ancients, Weltman adds, called all the nations living in the Hemos Mountains and beyond 
them Thracians; as: Thracians proper, Mysians, Getae or Dacians.
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Initially, Thrace was a land from the Danube to the south to the Aegean Sea, Pontus Euxinus to
the east—a region; but when the Getae crossed the Danube and settled in present-day 
Wallachia, Moldavia, and parts of Hungary, their lands were called Transdanubian Thrace. 
The Bastarni lived from the banks of the Dniester to the Dnieper, and perhaps even between 
the Prut and the Dniester; a portion of the Getae tribe, armed with Augustus, penetrated the 
Getae, but they repelled the Romans and, in revenge, fell into Italy. 
Domitian wanted to conquer them, but had to pay for peace with a tribute. 
Until Trajan's time, they terrified Rome; Trajan defeated the Dacians. The Danube was 
probably the border between Dacia and the Roman state. 
Strabo says that the Getae—Dacians—shared a common language with the Transdanubian 
Thracians. 
A part of the country, the corner from the mouth of this river, forms a peninsula, surrounded by
a rampart called Trajan's. 
This rampart begins at the Danube and extends along the left bank of the Karasu River to M. 
Kyustendzi. 
The Dacians, led by Decebalus, attempt to break away from Rome. 
Trajan wages war against them, Apollodorus of Damascus builds a bridge across the Danube—
Dacia is transformed into a Roman province.
The ramparts in Bessarabia, known as Trajan's Rampart, Trajan's Road, or Lower Trajan, begin
at the Prut River and extend eastward in two lines. 
The first, from the village of Waduluj-Isak to the heights of Lake Yalpukha, from which it 
abruptly turns right to Lake Katlabuh and ends resting against it, lower down its heights, line 
three. 
The second, beginning at a right angle from the first, extends in a broken line through the 
heights of Lake Kitai to Lake Sasik and ends there. 
Others maintain that it extends further into southern Russia. 
The author of a history of the 1769 Turkish war describes this wall as beginning at 
Petervardee, stretching through Hungary, the Iron Gates (Mount Murkapu), Transylvania and 
Wallachia, Moldavia, crossing the Prut near the village of Trajan, the Bothnia River near 
Kaushan, the steppes of Tatary, and ending at the Don! 



P. Weltman maintains that this wall is not Trajan's, primarily because of its location, 
considering that its northern side seems more clearly intended for defense than the other. 
He concludes that this wall may have been built against Rome and Trajan. Leaning against 
Lake Sasik, or rather the former sea bay, the lower Trajan's rampart ends here: it's not worth 
continuing, for here the sea formed a screen, with no port to Akkerman. 
From Akkerman, the rampart begins again and follows the slope of the upper Dniester bank, 
where its traces are barely visible; they call it the Snake Rampart; these do not seem to have 
belonged to the great rampart.
At the mouth of the Botna River into the Dniester, from the marshes or from the village of 
present-day Kirkayeshty, the rampart again becomes more distinct and is called the Upper 
Trajan. 
At first, it follows the upper left bank of the Botna River, then across Bessarabia to the town of
Leova on the Prut, rising everywhere on the southern side. 
From Leova to the village of Waduluj-Isaki, down to the Prut, its traces are visible on the upper
bank. 
Their height was considerable, because after the 17th century, they still rise here and there, 
four to five cubits high. 
These ramparts, enclosing the entire present-day Budjak, form a single, enormous redoubt, 
bearing Trajan's name—they encompassed the entire country and defended it. 
Because of the country's pronounced elevation on the outside, the author concluded that it was 
intended to defend it internally from Trajan's incursions. 
The Prut rampart constituted a lateral defense, while the Dniester rampart, only partially 
visible, had no connection with the others.
Which nation, Weltman asks, was surrounded by this rampart from Trajan? 
The Bastarni lived on the Dniester, almost as far as the Danube. 
Some of them, under the name of Peucini, lived south at the mouth of the Danube, on the islet 
of Peuce, in the branches of that river. 
Lactantius, writing in 304, mentions a nation expelled by the Goths from the area between the 
Dniester and the Prut. 
Emperor Galerius accepted them into his kingdom. 
Emperor Proba's biographer writes twenty years earlier that the Emperor accepted 100,000 
Bastarnae into his land and gave them a place to settle in Thrace. 
Malte-Brun describes the Nyctophalli, a Getian people who fought against Marcus Aureli 
during the reign of Caracalla, crossed the Carpathians and fought against the Romans on the 
Danube, concluding that between 280 and 300, they also invaded the land of the Bastarnae 
between the Dniester and the Prut and expelled them to Thrace. 
The author, relying on other evidence, places these Bastarnae in Bessarabia until the 4th 
century AD and concludes that they built the ramparts to defend themselves against Trajan.
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The conquered Gothia (Wallachia, Moldavia, Transylvania, and Temeswar) is called Dacia by 
the Romans. 
Trajan established Roman colonies here. Adrian, fearing a barbarian invasion, destroyed 
Trajan's Bridge on the Danube in 133. 
The colonists could no longer expect defense or aid from Rome. 
The colonies must have been very numerous here, judging by the language that prevailed. 
In the 3rd century, the Goths from Scandinavia (under Jordan) conquered Roman Dacia and 
the Getae. 
In the 4th century, during the reign of Emmanrich, they ruled from Tauris and the Black Sea to 
the Baltic. 
Bessarabia belonged to their state. 



At the beginning of the 4th century, Christianity spread throughout the world, including here 
among the Goths.
The Huns in Europe conquer the Gothic region, forcing Athalaric, the Visigothic leader, to 
retreat to the part of Dacia between the Dniester and the Danube. 
Athalaric, says Ammianus Mercellinus, began to build a rampart or wall between the Huns and
the Prut and the Danube. 
The location of the country, according to Weltman, cut by rivers and mountains, made this 
unnecessary and impossible. 
Finally, the Goths fled to the lands of the Roman state. 
Allyla on the Danube decayed. 
Bessarabia became the center of his empire. 
With his death in 434, the Huns collapsed. 
One Hunnic tribe, called the Kutur-Huran, occupied the area from the Don to the Danube. 
They attacked the Roman state, all the way to Constantinople. 
The Utur-Hurans conquered this land, and the two tribes warred with each other.
Bessarabia, after the invasion of the Goths, became a transit point for savage peoples. 
In 472, the Avars (of Hunnic origin) became famous for their war with the Caucasian Savirs. 
The war moved to the banks of the Danube, and the Avars ravaged Thrace, settling in Pannonia
and the western part of former Dacia. 
Around the same time, according to Byzantine writers, the Bulgars advanced from the Volga 
and the Ural Mountains, ravaged Mysia and Thrace, and settled on the shores of the Black Sea 
from the Dnieper to the Danube. 
The Slavs appear in history—but they had long been present in Europe under other names. In 
500, the Slavic tribes united with the Bulgars on the Danube and united. The Bulgars are 
conquered by the Avars. 
In 581, the Slavs, still unconquered, devastate Thrace and part of Greece. At the end of that 
century, Bayan, the Avarian Khan, weakens them and conquers Dacia. 
In 626, the Bulgars and Avars jointly war against the Greeks. 
In the same year, Kuvrat, a Bulgar leader, frees them from Avars rule. 
The Slavs also liberate themselves from them, fighting in Thrace, Mysia, and the Peloponnese. 
Nestor writes that Slavs lived at that time downstream from the Dniester to the Danube. 
In the area between the Prut and the Dniester, the Lutitian and Tivertsi tribes were known, 
having city-states there. They likely founded Akkerman anew; for by then it was already 
known as Belgorod—this Slavic name remained with him to this day. 
After Kurvat's death, the Bulgarian lands were divided among his sons. 
They settled in Italy, in Pannonia, and on the banks of the Don. 
Aspars initially established themselves between the Dniester and the Danube, then conquered 
all of Mysia and founded the Bulgarian state. 
Some tribes then gave way to the Bulgars. 
The Lutians (Lutsy) from the Dniester advanced to the Oder, and the Tyvertsy likely remained 
in the Dniester highlands for a long time. 
Kadłubek and Boguchwał mention Tyvians living on the banks of the Dniester and serving the 
Galician Order in the 12th century. 
Until almost the 9th century, the Slavs spread increasingly to the northern side of the Danube. 
At that time, one of their tribes joined the Getae (Dacians), who were supposedly hiding from 
the barbarians in the Hemus Mountains. 
— Settled under the leadership of Bessarab on the northern side of the Danube in the western 
part of present-day Wallachia. 
In the 9th century, the Uhr, expelled by the Pechenegs, marched past Kiev and established 
themselves between the Dniester and Seret, expelling the Slavs living there. 



At the beginning of the 10th century, the Uhr forced the Pechenegs from their settlements on 
the Yanka and Volga rivers. 
Some of the Pecheneg tribes, following the Uhr, appeared near Kiev during the reign of Igor 
and were met by a strong army. 
They fled the battle, fled across the Dnieper, drove their Uhr predecessors from Bessarabia and
Moldavia to Pannonia, and occupied the space between the Dniester and the Danube.
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The second part of them lived near the Dnieper. In Bessarabia, it seems (according to 
Constantine Porphyrogenitus), there were two Pecheneg tribes: Hiayu-Chopon and Kunaksin-
Hila. 
He says that on the Bulgarian side of the Dnieper, at the river crossings, one can see the 
remains of cities called Bely, Tungatai, Kraknakatai, Salmakatai, Sanakatai, and Hinjukatai. 
Crosses and inscriptions can be seen in their ruins: ch ch. 
The location of these cities is unknown; but it can be assumed that he mentions Belygorod on 
the Dniester, and therefore that other ruins also lay between the Dniester and the Danube. 
Konstantin, writing about the trade between Rus' and the Greeks, says that between the 
Dniester and Sulina, the Rus' raided the Belya River (potamon aspron). 
Mr. Weltman considers this river to be the Dniester itself, named after Belgorod. 
During Oleg and Igor's marches against the Greeks, armies marched by land and sea. 
Cavalry traveled through Bessarabia to the mouth of the Danube, and ships traveled along the 
Dnieper to the sea and to the Danube to ferry troops. 
During both marches, the Pechenegs hired themselves out to the Rus against the Greeks, and 
therefore did not defend the passage through their land between the Dniester and the Prut. 
In the 11th century, according to the Byzantines, the Uzis, driven by the Pechenegs from the 
Volga and Yaika rivers, approached the Danube; near which, according to Anna Komnenova, 
not far from a hundred hills (Centum colles), one lake bears the name of the Uzi people 
(Ozolemne). 
She describes it as one of the largest lakes known at that time, into which great rivers flow, and
on which ships sail. Ducange suggests searching for this lake in Wallachia, where Hierasos (the
Prut) flows into the Danube. 
There is one there, but not the great Lake Bratish, and it does not have a hundred hills. 
Traveling through Bessarabia, the road along the Prut from the village of Branesti to Kostesti, 
the entire shore is strewn with graves, and this place is called Suta-Mozhyle (a hundred 
graves), but there is no lake here. 
Others suggest searching for hills in Bulgaria, but no better. Weltman says that the Uzis, having
driven the Pechenegs from the Etela (Volga) to the Danube, took possession of the space 
between Danapnis and Palus Meotides; that is, Little Scythia. 
The hundred graves of Anna Komnenos may have been the graves of Scythian kings, and that 
lake was named the Sea of Azov after the Uzians: Uzak-Dengis. 
The Pechenegs, driven by John and Emmanuel Komnenos beyond the Danube and two rivers 
beyond (probably the Seret and Prut). 
Emmanuel reached Tyn-Urma, defeated them, and dispersed them. The Pechenegs disappear 
into history. Bessarabia is free of them (mid-12th century). 
In the 12th century, Slavs and former Dacians, mixed together, occupy Wallachia under the 
leadership of Cherna Raddo. 
Others, under the leadership of Bohdan, settle on the Moldavian coast and then advance 
eastward and southward. 
Their land is called Bohdaniya, and its inhabitants are called Moldavians. 
On the shores of the Black Sea in the 12th century, the Genoese appeared in place of the 
former Megarian and Miletian colonies. 



For almost four centuries, they ruled the Black Sea; their colonies and fortresses were 
established on the Danube and Dniester – Khotyn, Olkhion, Tigin, Palancova, and Moncastro. 
Bessarabia was part of Wallachia until the 14th century, but in the 14th century Stephen of 
Moldavia conquered and occupied it. 
The subsequent fate of this land is already more widely known. 
The later name given to this province, Budjak, also raises an interesting question. 
This Tatar name served the lower part of Bessarabia, between the Dniester and the Prut. 
It is commonly derived from the name of the son of Nagai, the leader of the Kapchak hordes. 
The Byzantines call him Tzakas, or Jak. 
In 1294, when Tuktais took over his father's lands, he entered Bulgaria and occupied that 
country. 
It was probably then that the Tatars settled in southern Bessarabia and began to call themselves
after the Khan. 
The Nogai Horde, which broke away from the Great Horde around 1261, is a whole, of which 
the Budjaks were a part. 
Their occupation of the lands beyond the Dniester is, according to some, dated to 1560, when 
30,000 Nogai families fled here, breaking away from the rule of the Crimean Khans. 
But the Byzantines' narrative places their settlement here much earlier.
25
The origin of the surname Budjak from the chieftain Jak is rightly criticized and refuted by 
P. Nadezhdin. 
The word Budjak, known in the Turkish-Tatar dialect, means a corner, angle, or point. 
The naming of this corner of the earth likely came about for this reason. 
The name extended from the Corner Tatars. These Tatars, a Muslim Cossack people, had their 
own Khans here, to whom the Porte granted the title of Bey. 
One of them, Khan Temir Murza, forced the Porte to relinquish the title of Pasha to Akkerman.
From then on, the Budjak Tatars probably began to be called Belgorodian. 
The local Khans, or zimownik, were wintering, judging by the meaning of the place's surname 
(and from elsewhere); — there was Khan-Kishla, not far from our road, where the remains of 
two fountains and the legend of a great ancient city and the Pasha's palace still remain. 
Baron de Tott recalls Kishla as the capital, where the Sultan of Bessarabia, the Sultan's son, 
lived at that time, with the title of Seraskier. 
"Except for the Sultan's and Mirza's attire, which, while not wealthy, possesses a certain 
neatness and elegance, all the Tatar furnishings show that they only cater to the most exacting 
needs. 
Not even mirrors or glass are visible, except in the Sultan's room. In others, instead of glass, 
they cover the windows for the winter with paper." 
Elsewhere, Tott writes that on January 7, 1769 (?), Bessarabian regiments under Seraskier-
Sultan set off from Kiszeli to join the Crimean-Gerye forces, which were moving from 
Kaushany. 
Beauplan describes Budjak thus: "The plain between Bilhorod and Kilja, up to 12 miles long 
and 5 to 6 miles wide, serves as a settlement for the Tatars, who refuse to acknowledge the rule
of the Crimean Khan or the Turkish Sultan. 
They have 80 to 90 settlements, constantly riding across the steppe, plundering; they enslave 
Christians and sell them to the galleys." 
Like a predatory animal, they feed on a single prey item, escaping into Ukraine and Podolia, 
though not for long, for their gangs number no more than 4,000 or 5,000 men, and without 
stopping anywhere, they march on and on. 
Meanwhile, the Budjak Tatars constantly wander across the borders and into the uninhabited 
steppe. Their mobile villages consist of huts built on two pegs, like our shepherds' huts. 



When they need fodder in one place, they let themselves go"—Beauplan considers the Budjak 
Nogais to be braver than the Crimean ones.
In 1806, when the war with Turkey began, the government, through envoys of Nogais from 
Crimea and the so-called Moloch Nogai district and Brigadier Katarzi, compelled the Budjak 
Horde to relocate it from Bessarabia and submit it to Russia. 
In this circumstance, the above-cited list of the areas where they roamed and the tribes to 
which they belonged was compiled. 
From it, it turns out that the Nogais were divided into three Hordes: the Yedissan (Yedissan—
in Nogai, Dzety-San—70,000) Horde, the main one; the Dzhambuylut Horde (from the Emba 
River, where they roamed as late as the 16th century, in Kalmyk) called Dżem), from which 
the Hordes derive the old Polish word "jambulować," to ravage, to destroy, and the third, the 
Jedyczkulskaya (Jedi-kule, meaning "fortress"). 
These three hordes, (excluding the Budjak horde) the Jedyssanskaya horde, sometimes 
incorrectly called the Belgorod horde, and properly called Uzu, after the Dnieper and Ochakiv;
occupied the land later known as Ochakiv Oblast, that is: between the Dniester, the Boh, the 
Kodyma, and the Yahorlik. 
The Jedyczkulskaya horde lived between the Dnieper and the Perekop ditch, the 
Dzambuylucka horde between the so-called Perekop line and the mountainous part of Crimea. 
The remnants of the great Kyrgyz hordes resided partly in Crimea, on the Perekop steppe, and 
for the most part, they wandered in the Kuban, calling themselves the Kuban horde. (in the 
present-day land of the Black Sea Cossacks). 
The Budjak Tatars were divided into encampments, and these into four districts. 
The first district, Et-Shan, lay in the forests, balks, and rivers of Khadzhi-Dere (Ovidiopol), 
Alkaly-Dere, Sarata; Chelebi (Spiritual), Beja, Kunduk, and Chinda, with 61 villages.
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The second district, Orak-oglu (the children of Orak), had 30 villages in the forests and balks: 
Eskimus, Kobylnik, and Chaka. 
The third district, Orumbek-oglu (the children's orum-beka), had 76 villages in the forests of 
Salcha, Yalpuchan (now the Bulgarian colony of Bothrad on Lake Yalpuchan), Bujuk-Yalpu 
(little Yalpu), and Ulupka. 
The fourth district, Izmaylov, was divided into two clans or tribes: Kyrgyz and Jambuylut, with
6 villages in the former and 26 in the latter, situated on the balks extending from the Danube. 
Kodża-Kujlin, Kapłubuda, and Lashlyk (Stone) totaled 208 encampments, with a total male 
population of 2,342, 2,568, 1,198 families, and a total population of 6,404. Only the villages 
near Izmailov, untouched, were not included here. 
The Budża Tatars moved to the Mołochna River and founded 35 new villages there in 1808. 
They remained in Kryn until 1812, after the conclusion of the Treaty of Bucharest, which 
allowed those who requested relocation to leave for Turkey. 
At the instigation of a certain three-story Pasha, held prisoner in Mykolaivka, the Budżakis 
moved to Turkey. 
What was called the Ochakiv Horde was actually Yedissan, a Nogai nomadic people, roaming 
the vast steppes of Uzu (Ochakiv was called Uzu-Kalesi). 
At its greatest power, this Horde, which also occupied the area where Odessa is today, 
numbered 4,000 to 5,000 families and was divided into three parts. 
1. From the Dniester (from Akkermnu) to Balta (Rodyma), and across to Kuyalnik I. Its 
commander, according to Cossack legends, lived upstream on the Kuchurhan River, where the 
Strasburg Colony is now. 
2. From there to the heights of Teligulu (Deli-gol, a mad lake) and Axjak (where the Emporion 
of Ordyssos was, incorrectly transferred to present-day Odessa); The main campsite was in the 
middle Kuyalnik.



3. From there, we went to Uz (Ochakov and the Dnieper), never reaching the fortress itself, 
however, because the Cossacks had taken their camp there for fishing, guarding the Liman, 
Boh, and Dniester rivers. The main campsite was between the Janczakrak River and the Balka, 
to the Berezhany River.

Such is the long history of these steppes, terrifying to Poland, for their small, yet predatory 
population. 
Now let's return to our journey. 
For twenty-seven verses, we rode through barren steppe, a plain unlike any I'd ever seen 
before, barren, little cultivated, and smooth as a table. 
Nothing was visible except barrows—graves scattered here and there.
All around, for the immense plain, one could see no further than a verst in radius, and it is easy
to believe that the keen eye of a Tatar, according to Baron de Tott's story, could have seen a 
Tatar appearing there, first the head, then gradually half the body, and finally the whole, as he 
approached. 
We discussed the origin of the word "Kurhan," assuming it was Slavic. 
One of us maintained that it came from "górka" (hill), "górkan," the other derived it from 
"kruhan" (round); only later did I discover from Klaproth that in the Caucasus, in the 
Circassian language, any hill is called "Kurch" (v. "Kurk"), which is undoubtedly related to the
name "Kurgany." 
That this name comes from the East is beyond doubt. Klaprolh in the dictionary of the Turkic 
dialects of the Caucasus, a hill (colline) is called Kurgan by the Kizylbash. 
This same root is found in the imported Circassian Kurk, and our "hill" is probably related to 
it. Many of our Slavic words, very original, can be easily derived from the dialects of the 
Caucasus. 
The sight of this steppe is strange, whose only monuments and decoration, the only guide to 
the path, are these silent kurgans; witnesses to Tatar encampments, today a new country of 
settlement and cultivation. 
— This is a true steppe; for you will see nothing but a smooth expanse, across which a black 
trail winds, dry grass, graves, and the sky above.
— Rare birds soar from the mountain, crickets, and grasshoppers. When the road is dry and 
excellent, and once seated, everyone can sleep comfortably, without taking out the driver, who 
only drives the horses and has no need to steer them; he also usually dozes when not in use.
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We rarely encountered people on the road, carrying timber from forest Bessarabia, wool, salt, 
hides, and so on, to Belgorod. 
Dusk was already setting, and the moon was rising behind us, the serene sky. 
The steppe, so illuminated, seemed strange; the eye roamed over it restlessly, with nowhere to 
rest. 
Along the now undistracted road, through the empty and sparsely cultivated steppe, we 
reached the Lotosy postal station quite late. 
This is the name of the Balka, or Yar, in which the station is located; it is also named after him.
Here we learned that to Kaushany, on our way, once the residence of the Khans and now the 
residence of P. Olofson, the inventor of stone wine vats, there was no reason to go, nor 
anything to see. 
The postal clerk, as it later turned out, was acting in his own interests, advising us to cross the 
Dniester from there directly, passing Kaushany on the side, to Bender. 
He related that the only remnant of the Khan's buildings in Kaushany remained in the ruins of 
a bathhouse, which had been turned into a forge. 



And he was so able to appeal to our laziness that, with the promise of a twelve-mile detour, six 
of which were occupied by a difficult mountain, he persuaded us to set off from there directly 
to Bender, saving time. 
So, sipping tea with Mr. Writer, discussing the Moldavians, the country, customs, and so on, 
we decided to go straight to Bender from there and pass Kaushany. 
Lotosy lies only two lanes from the Dniester. 
Due to this proximity, we were surrounded by countless mosquitoes, arriving from the local 
fishing grounds to feed on our blood and peace! 
Overnight stays were not at all comfortable amid their buzzing company, but, weary from the 
journey, sleep had glued my eyelids shut.

XXVII.

August 2nd. 

The road along the Dniester. Botnica. Kaushany. The Dniester. Bender and Varnica.
Legend. Memories. Charles XII in Varnica. Estate. Leszczyński in Bender. Continuation

of the road to Kishinev. Cincyrany. Kishinev. View. Name. Estate.

August 3rd. 

Overview — Streets — Church. Orthodox churches. Library. Toboltok. Moldavia. The
language of the Romanians. Songs — Familje. Bessarabia: temperature, location, land,
produce. Ancient local laws. Monasteries. M. Hirzhavsky. Father Spiridjon Filipovich.

August 4th.

 Bender. Fortress. View. Crossing the Dniester flood. Parks. Tiraspol, Kuchurhany.
Gidyrym. Dalnik. Odessa.

On August 2nd, we left Lotosy station quite early, taking advantage of a wonderfully beautiful,
clear morning. 
The road, which led us through hilly and forested, already diversified, cultivated land, quickly 
erased the Kaushany we had passed so disdainfully. 
The country along the Dniester was once again completely different, from the steppe we had 
seen yesterday. 
The river banks were high, curved, and hilly. 
To the right, in a wide valley overgrown with reeds and woods, appeared the magnificent 
Dniester, winding picturesquely, surrounded by shapely hills, now bald, now overgrown, with 
various shrubs. 
These hills, here and there covered, curved, yellowish, greenish, and spotted with groves; with 
bare humps protruding from the undergrowth—present a sight of uncommon beauty. 
As we approach the Dniester, the flora visibly changes, but many shrubs, trees, and grasses are 
familiar to us; they mingle with plants new to us. 

https://pl.wikisource.org/wiki/Plik:Kraszewski_wspomnienia_odessy_3_s255.png


The trees are generally low and tubular; I haven't seen a single old and straight one, the 
greenery fresh, the thicket lush. Beautiful, difficult to assimilate here, the little trees, covered in
pink fluff, so beautifully diversifying the greenery of the oaks and birches; — they grow here 
in heaps, in clumps, curling out from under the branches, with their fluffy flowers.
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To the right, the blue Dniester will appear, then disappear. I head straight for Bender, a shorter 
and supposedly better route. 
But after a while, we realize that straight roads are usually the longest and most difficult to 
traverse. 
Having passed part of the beautiful banks of the picturesque Dniester, having passed Leontiev 
General Ponset, where we were already warned that we wouldn't get straight to Bender 
because the water in the girla (throat) had flooded greatly, and even the Botnia River, which we
had to cross, was full of it; however, we continued on. 
The Botnia River, which I mentioned here, begins in the interior of upper Bessarabia, passes 
Kaushany, and flows into the Dniester. 
Above it, or rather above the arm of the Botnia River, lies the village of Karbuna, where the 
Bess chiefs lived, and in 1346, the Vali-Khan. 
On this road, we passed a beautiful oak grove on a hill, and after leaving the overgrown ravine,
we approached the Dniester river basins; that is, the enormous stretches of water stretching 
along the river, overgrown with grass, reeds, and osiers. 
Having reached the village of Chekeyniszki (as the postilion called it), which could be seen 
from afar, we had to ask the Moldavians passing by, who unanimously testified to the 
enormous flooding. 
We also had to send a postilion to see if it would be possible to cross that way. 
It turned out that, while Moldavians had been fishing in the dry meadows a moment earlier, 
and the water was constantly rising in the throat, it was no longer possible to cross safely; so 
we had to turn left through the Botnia River and the riverbanks above it, towards Kaushany. 
Here, through still dry meadows, we reached the postal road, six miles beyond Kaushany, 
which had fallen behind. 
Above the riverbanks, we saw rock outcrops peeking out from the sides of the mountains and 
the remains of some ramparts (perhaps Trajan's). 
We again set off into a less beautiful country, dotted only with bald slopes and hills. 
We were at the very hearth where excursions to Podolia had formerly been organized, the 
Tatars of Budjak usually entering from Bender. 
They marched towards Zaporizhzhia through the Boh River, above Olhopol, where the hill 
connects with the Sieniukha River. 
Having passed Kaushany, darkening behind us beneath the mountains, a barren plain dotted 
with barrows and crisscrossed with graves, we hurried towards Bender. 
The location of Kaushany, as far as we could discern from here, was not at all favorable for a 
military settlement, as it was besieged by hills and easily conquered. 
Part of the so-called Trajan's Wall, or rather the Dacian Road, passes through here. 
Baron de Tott often mentions Kaushany, where after the Baltic affair, the army intended to 
attack Novo-Russia gathered. 
Kaushany, he writes further, became the center of Tartary; all orders emanated from there; 
people were bought here from everywhere. Here also arrived the envoy from the Confederation
to the Khan, to negotiate regarding the war. 
From here, Tott himself was sent to the Confederates at Danková near Khotyn. 
Crimea Gerai set off from there on January 7, 1769, on an expedition. 
Today, in this wintering ground and the capital of the Khans, P. Olofson is thinking about a 
way to create stone vats for wine. 
How eloquently he describes the change of times! 



We were still gazing at the Dniester, appearing to the right; the road for six verses stretched 
slightly uphill, we passed the villages of Kierniczany and Tanatary, nestled in balks, then the 
bay-like forests on the side of the Dniester. 
At the fifteenth verse from Kaushany, the road turns to the right and reveals a magnificent view
from above. 
Far, far away is the Dniester and its beautiful green bays, and further still looms Tiraspol; 
Closer to home is Bender, with its gardens, mills, fortress bristling with towers, fire turrets, 
scattered cottages, and wide fields sown with corn. 
But this cannot be traced with a pen. 
At the bend of the road, to the left, lies a grave, or rather an oblong mound, which people call, 
for some reason or other, Suvorov's grave.
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Here, just a word about the history of Bender and the surrounding area, which we will discuss 
in greater detail later. 
We stopped at the post office, not far from the fortress and the city, situated in a valley humped
by the camps of Charles XII and Potemkin. 
Bender, in Russian Bendery, formerly Tyhin, sometimes called Tyhinia by our writers, wasn't it
called by the Turks, as the Russian name seems to indicate—Bendere? 
It lies on the very banks of the Dniester, in a beautiful location, scattered across the valley, 
across wide hills, mostly devoid of trees and domes. 
The formerly Turkish city was between the fortress and the present-day, flimsy district town, 
where a single, abandoned minaret of a mosque still stands today. 
The fortress remains in a fortified state to this day. 
The town seems saddened by the lack of trees. 

From Akkerman to Bender, Bessarabia has the most vineyards; further afield, although they 
exist, they are smaller and sparser. 
From the fortress to the station, the entire square is occupied by old houses, the ground covered
with a camp, right under the fortress, from the station only a few towers visible to passersby. 
Bender, like Akkerman, was taken and given away several times: taken by Count Panin in 
1770, given to Turkey in 1775, returned to them a second time around 1791, and finally taken 
for good in 1806, it remained in Russian hands. 
Bender and Varnica arouse the traveler's curiosity, most famous for the stay of Charles XII, 
which paints the character of a hero whose chivalrous spirit escalated to stubborn eccentricity, 
and his thirst for war and pride to unreasonable madness. 
From the station, we headed towards Varnica; between the village of that name and Bender, 
was the second and last camp of Charles XII; the first, closer to the fortress, was flooded. 
The camp site itself, not far from the village of Varnica on the banks of the Dniester, is all 
rutted and mounded, in a rather beautiful location. 
From here, one can see nearby Bender, the river, and the blue hills. 
Here, Charles XII fiercely and stubbornly refused to surrender with a handful of his men to the 
overwhelming Turkish force; here Mazepa died. 
The earth is dug up, full of rubble and stone. In Varnica, a church and a dozen or so cottages, 
sheds, and stirts glow white. 
This village provided food for Charles's court; along with the surrounding area, it belonged to 
the so-called Bendery Rai. 
Despite the already scorching heat, I sat down on the site of Charles XII's house, to 
immortalize this memorable area in a travel album, at least with a few strokes. 
Here, according to P. Nadezhdin, Darius was supposed to have stayed on the Dniester, this 
Charles stood here, this Stanisław Leszczyński sat here—so many mementos! 



P. Kohl, mentioned so often by us, says that in Varnica, the locals told him a supposedly 
surviving legend about Charles, that he buried considerable treasures here, and whoever can 
discover them will possess them and, what's more, marry the deceased princess's daughter. 
We have suspicions about this supposed legend because Kohl includes it; The shepherd who 
showed us the camp didn't mention any. 
Today's Bender, with its extensive grounds, like all the suburbs of local cities, has a population 
of about 10,000. 
Around 1595, according to the annals of Naim Effendi, the Voivode of Bohdan, shortly after 
the Ruschuk incident, attacked Bender, but the local Bey-Mir-Ahmed drove him back with 
losses. 
In 1684, the Cossack Hetman Kunicki (the Turks call him Konaska) attacked from Moldavia, 
the land from Bender to Kilja and Izmail. 
He crossed the Turła (Dniester) directly towards Bender, and the people of the coastal villages 
joined him, numbering about 30,000 people. Meanwhile, the Yalyags (coastal agas; Yaly, also 
known as the Dniester River Basin) were near Vienna, but their lieutenants had gathered about 
3,000 Tatars; they were defeated and had to retreat. 
The Cossack army remained at Bender for 11 days and launched a surprise attack one night, 
but the garrison repelled them, and only a few houses in the suburb were set on fire. Breaking 
camp, they marched from there towards Izmailov.
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Tott recalls that the Tatar Khan, on his return from the 1770 expedition, stopped at Bender. His 
reception here is worth quoting: —
"We were still some distance from Bender when the Bender governor rode out to meet us. 
Upon the Khan's approach, the Vizier with his entire retinue dismounted, approached the Khan,
bowed deeply to me (Baron de Tott), and took the lead, beginning to walk before him, but 
Krim Geraj allowed him to mount his horse. 
He led him thus all the way to the Dniester, which lay between the belt and the fortress. 
Then a bridge of ships, which the Pasha had ordered to be built, became visible, with all the 
greater difficulty that it was necessary to break the ice by which the Dniester was still bound. 
But these efforts, to please the Khan, were of no avail; the Vizier's insistent pleas did not 
persuade him to cross the bridge.
"I cross the rivers in a much more economical way," he said, "and in this way He set his horse 
at a slow trot, compelling Pasha to follow, though he was trembling with fear. 
The crack of ice breaking beneath us must have truly aroused pity in him, over the pontoons, 
and only on the other bank did he realize their uselessness. 
During this crossing, cannons thundered. Bender, Krim Geraj, entered it amidst the roar of 
cannons. 
The Khan stayed here, having sent his court to Kaushany to prepare for his reception there. 
But of all the memories of Bender and Varnica, the most vivid and dramatic is the memory of 
Charles XII's stay, which we will recount in Voltaire's words, as we have found no more 
detailed source. 
Voltaire, as he himself says, had this from an eyewitness who was in Bender all this time, when
the mad Charles XII, fighting the Porte's resistance, intriguing in the Seraglio, still musing 
about war with Russia, with several hundred Swedes, faced tens of thousands of Turks and 
Tatars, without the slightest need, without any advantage, only out of stubbornness and pride. 
After the disastrous Battle of Połtava, the wounded Charles XII stood on the Dnieper on the 
night of July 9-10. Lövenhaupt arrived here with the remnants of his army. 
The Swedes saw their King, whom they believed to be dead. "The enemy was approaching; 
everyone expected a last, deadly battle to be fought on the Dniester," at least that was what 
Charles XII's character led him to assume. 



But this time, the wounded, weakened, and despairing hero lost his spirit for a moment; he 
allowed himself to be put on a boat, which Mazepa also boarded; on another, a carriage was 
placed, intended for the onward journey. 
Mazepa, somehow, saved several chests of money; but during the crossing of the Dniester, 
when the boat, driven by the rush of water and the violent wind, began to sink, he was forced 
to throw three-quarters of his treasures into the water. 
Müllern, the royal chancellor, and Poniatowski boarded other boats with the rest of the court. 
Three hundred horsemen, a considerable number of Cossacks and Poles, decided, trusting in 
their horses, to cross the river by swimming. 
Pressing together in a group, they resisted the rush; but, thrown back by the mass below, they 
sank. Of the infantry, although many tried, no one crossed the river. 
Meanwhile, while the rest of the army was being taken prisoner or drowning in the Dnieper, 
Charles XII, with Major General Horn, dangerously wounded, was escaping in his salvaged 
carriage. 
Behind him, the remnants of the court and army, on foot, on horseback, and in wagons, 
traversed the deserted, trackless steppe, stripped of everything, and lacking even water. 
It was the first days of July; the sun was scorching, the steppe was scorching, horses were 
dying, men were dying from exhaustion, thirst, hunger, and wounds. 
Finally, they came upon a muddy stream, one of those that flows along the balconies of the 
steppe. It was already evening; leather bags were filled with water, and this little bit saved 
many lives. 

After five days of travel, they reached the Buh and finally approached Ochakov, a Turkish 
border town. The townspeople, seeing a crowd of unknown people arriving, speaking an 
incomprehensible language, refused to let them into the city without an order from Mehmed 
Pasha, the ruler of Ochakov. 
The king sent a special messenger to him, but Pasha didn't dare take a decisive step without the
knowledge and permission of Seraskier, who was residing in Bessarabia in Bender.
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Meanwhile, Russian troops were approaching, pursuing the King. 
Having caught up, he pressed on to Ochakov. 
Finally, after persistent pleas, Pasha promised to provide boats for the King and several 
members of his retinue. 
Forced to cross, the Swedes decided to cross; some, having reached the other bank, captured a 
boat, obtained a canoe, and began to cross the river. 
At that time, the Turks, fearing the loss of their gain, arrived in droves with their canoes. 
A response from Seraskier Bendery also arrived. 
The enemy delighted the 500 men in Charles' eyes. Pasha Ochakiv apologized for the delay, 
begging him not to complain about him to the Sultan. 
Charles promised to remain silent, but rebuked him in his own way. 
The Seraskier of Bender sent Aga to meet the King with a sumptuous tent, food, luggage, 
wagons, all the amenities, a convoy—in short, everything he could possibly need for the 
journey to Bender. 
Charles XII reached Bender by way of the steppe, which, as Voltaire writes, was formerly 
called the Getaean desert (solitude des Gétes). 
The Turks provided everything along the way; a multitude of Poles, Swedes, and Cossacks 
fleeing joined the small royal retinue. 
There were 1,800 men with the King when they arrived in Bender, and the Turks fed and 
maintained this entire crowd. 
The King decided to camp near Bender, unwilling to live in the city. 



Seraskier Yusuf Pasha ordered him to pitch a tent and other tents for his court; a little later, a 
house was built for him and his courtiers. 
The soldiers set up huts, and the camp became a small town. 
Charles was still suffering from a leg from which a bone had been removed, but as soon as the 
wound closed, he returned to his former active life; he mounted a horse, rose at sunrise, 
tormenting three horses under him every day, and constantly drilling the soldiers. 
In his free time, he sometimes played chess. 
Voltaire adds that while playing chess, Charles XII (a circumstance most likely deliberately 
created for characterization) rode most of the time and advanced the King. 
In Bender, everything was plentiful; he was given all kinds of commission, including 500 
thalers daily. 
In addition, he borrowed money from France and from Constantinople merchants. 
Some of it went to the intrigues of the Seraglio, while Charles XII lavished the rest with his 
usual imprudent generosity, heartily aided by his favorite and Treasurer, Grothusen. 
Foreigners of all origins, Turks, Tatars, from the surrounding area flocked to Bender, marveling
and looking at Charles with reverence. Muslims, in particular, admired his sobriety and public 
prayers. 
Having nothing else to do, Charles even began reading in Bender. 
Baron Fabrice, a courtier of X. Holstein, a young man sent to Charles XII on behalf of X. 
Folstein, knew how to ingratiate himself with him. "He read Racin and Corneill to him." 
Voltaire relates the anecdote that, upon finding in Boil's Satire an expression that Alexander the
Great was furious and mad, Charles tore up the book. Of the tragedies, he liked Mithridates 
best. 
He understood the French language well, but never spoke it; even with the French envoy sent 
to the Porte by Désaleurs, he refused to speak in French and used an interpreter. 
Thus, Charles XII, awaiting the ever-expected Turkish reinforcements, spent his time in 
Bender; convinced that through the intrigues of the Seraglio, he would incite the Porte against 
Russia. 
But the Sultan remained silent to complaints, grievances, and petitions. 
Only once did he respond with a gift of twenty-five Arabian horses, one of which, fortunate 
enough to bear the Sultan himself, was covered with a saddle and saddlecloth adorned with 
precious stones, with gold stirrups. 
These gifts were accompanied by a polite letter. Szurluli, an enemy of Charles XII, 
accompanied this gift with five beautiful horses, but Charles refused them, replying proudly 
that he took nothing from his enemies.
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Meanwhile, Poniatowski worked in Istanbul, though in vain. 
They desperately wanted to send Charles's reinforcements home through Germany. 
Eight hundred purses (500 thalers each) were sent to him, requesting his return through 
Germany or on French ships to Marseille. 
The French envoy, Mr. Feriol, was obligated to deliver these. 
In vain, Charles threatened Turkey with the growing power of Russia. 
And while important changes were taking place in Sweden and Poland, while Peter the Great 
was enjoying his victory, Charles was alone in Bender, battling the intrigues of the Seraglio 
and the evil disposition of the Divan. 
The Coupruli was deposed, and news spread in Bender that Charles XII was doing whatever he
wanted in Istanbul. 
Finally, war was declared on Russia. 
The Crimean Khan received orders to present himself with 40,000 Tatars, Crimeans, Nogais, 
and Budjaks. 



According to Charles XII's wishes, the troops were to converge at Bender. 
The Khan was to arrange this for Charles, to demonstrate that the war was beginning for him 
alone, not for anyone else. 
The new Vizier, however, changed the location of the army's meeting, designating Adrianople, 
the usual gathering point for Turkish forces. 
Here, they hesitated for only three days and entered Bessarabia. We will not describe this 
campaign and the Prut expedition, from which Peter the Great emerged so strangely, happily, 
and unharmed. 
Under the terms of the Prut agreement, free passage was reserved for Charles. 
Just as Peter the Great was retreating after concluding the agreement, Charles XII, eager for 
battle, ran from Bender to Jassy on horseback, swam across the Prut, penetrated the Russian 
camp, and reached the Turkish army and Poniatowski's tent, who greeted him with sad news.
 "He stormed the Vizier, whom he boldly rebuked." The Grand Vizier replied proudly, 
"Charles, having torn his robe with his spur, mounted his horse and returned in despair to 
Bender."

Here, Charles found his camp flooded by the Dniester, which was overflowing its banks. 
Unable to remain any longer, he retreated along the nearby bank towards Varnica, where, on 
the Dniester, he ordered a large brick structure built, as if for defense, and arranged it elegantly,
contrary to his custom, to oppose the Turks.

Besides the main building, two more houses were built: one for the chancellery; the other for 
Grothusen, who received guests at one of the royal tables.

While this was happening, Baltazi Muhammad sent the resident to Austria to request free 
passage for Charles XII through the hereditary Austrian lands. 
Within three weeks, the answer arrived that Charles XII could safely pass through and reach 
Pomerania. 
The Vizier sent three Pashas to the King, telling him to leave the land of the Ottoman Porte. 
The King ordered them to first inform him that if they thought of proposing anything unworthy
of him, he would have all three hanged. 
The Pasha of Salonika deftly swallowed this, the King made no reply to the embassy, and 
Müllern, Chancellor, left alone with the envoys, explained Charles's refusal. 
The Vizier was not deterred and ordered Ishmael Pasha, the new Seraskier of Bender, to 
threaten the King with the Padishah's wrath if he were not to obey him. 
The Pasha spoke gently with the King and received the answer that he could not yield until the 
Sultan had done two things to him. 
He will punish the Vizier and give him 100,000 troops so that he can re-enter Poland. 
The Vizier felt that Charles XII would probably intrigue against him, so all his avenues were 
cut off; he was deprived of secret food supplies and wages. 
As soon as the King learned of this, he immediately ordered the Marshal of the Court to keep 
four open tables instead of two.
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Borrowing began everywhere, from servants and envoys. 
Mr. Fabrice, the envoy X. Holstein, Jeffreys the English minister, the secretaries, everyone 
who could borrowed anything they could. 
The king didn't bother. 
They had to deceive the posted guards and send money all the way to Istanbul. 
But even here, no one was willing to give; only the English merchant Couk gave 40,000 
thalers. 



This money arrived at the royal camp when everything was already running out. Meanwhile, 
negotiations were underway in Istanbul. 
Count Desaleurs, the French envoy, who supported Charles XII and King Stanislaus and was 
the Austrian Emperor's minister, intrigued against them. 
The Grand Vizier was thrown out. 
The English and Dutch residents forced Charles XII's swift removal from Turkey. 
Meanwhile, Charles XII always demanded a large army, and the Porte offered only a few 
thousand escorts. 
The Sultan himself finally informed Charles, in a letter dated April 19, 1712, that he could 
withdraw from his lands through Poland at his request. 
Charles replied with an outpouring of gratitude, but complaining that they wanted to send him 
back with such a meager escort through Poland, where Peter the Great could easily have 
captured him and taken him prisoner. 
This letter was followed by further declarations and arrangements for war with Russia, and the 
imprisonment of Polish envoys in Adrianople. 
But these war preparations came to nothing, and pressure was everywhere for Sultan Charles 
XII to be forced out of Turkey. 
In a new treaty with Russia, safe passage for Charles through Poland was once again 
guaranteed. 
Ishmael Pasha, the Seraskier of Bender, went to Varnica and reported this to the King, 
implying that they should set out without delay. 
Charles stubbornly replied that the Sultan had promised him an army, not an escort, and that 
Kings should keep their word. 
General Fleming, Augustus' favorite, corresponded with the Tatar Khan and Seraskier of 
Bender. 
Le Marc, a French colonel in the Saxon service, traveled several times from Bender to 
Dresden; he was suspected of secret collusion. 
Fleming's messenger was detained with the letters, information about the collusion with the 
Tatars was learned, and fears arose that Khan Charles might be handed over to the Saxons. 
After deciphering the intercepted letters, Grothusen, Müllern, and the King conferred, and only
agreed that the situation was utterly dangerous. 
The departure of Sapieha, who had defected from Charles XII to Augustus and withdrawn 
from Bender, confirmed the idea of some kind of conspiracy; a bargain over Charles's person 
with the Tatars. 
Meanwhile, Charles XII always maintained a strange confidence that the Porte would help 
him, only replying to Seraskier to delay that he would not move until he had paid his debts, for
which he needed 1,000 purses. 
Although his purse was restored, it was never sufficient. 
The Pasha wrote to Istanbul, and the Sultan sent 1,000 purses to the city, sending 1,200 purses 
(Letter 1214). While this was happening, Charles XII accused the Tatars of treason; the letter 
was intercepted and not admitted. 
The king, seeing himself as a sort of slave, decided not to move. 
He could have demanded a return through Germany or by sea to Marseille, but he preferred to 
remain and remained silent. 
When the 1,200 purses were sent, Chancellor Grothusen wheedled them from Seraskier with 
the promise of an early departure, believing they could intrigue in the Seraglio and still count 
on the port's help. 
At first, Seraskier was reluctant to give the money, resisting, but finally, when Grothusen 
began to list the costs of the journey and preparations, he let it go. 
The king immediately declared that he would not go. The pasha was frightened, as he had 
orders not to give the money otherwise until the moment of departure. 



He feared the Sultan's wrath, from which promises of royal notice could not protect him. 
Seraskier, together with the Tatar Khan, sent a letter to Istanbul, announcing that they had not 
given the money until after the promise of departure, and now Charles again had no intention 
of moving. 
Charles XII, always suspicious that the Khan and Seraskier wanted to hand him over to the 
enemy, complained about them through his envoy in Istanbul, Funk, again demanding 1,000 
purses.
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But Funka, when he came with a new request, was imprisoned. 
An order was sent to Bender via Bujuk Imramur Konjuszy and Cziausz Pasha to dispatch 
Charles immediately. 
Seraskier, while at the Khan's, received this order. He immediately hurried to Warnica, asking 
whether the King wished to yield as a friend, or, through his resistance, to force him to the 
strictest fulfillment of the Sultan's orders. 
Charles XII flew into a furious rage.
"Listen to your Lord, if you have the courage, and get out of my sight." Seraskier galloped 
away; and as he flew by, he called to Mr. Fabrice:
"The King refuses to listen; you will see strange things." 
The King's food and Janissary guard were immediately taken away, and the Poles and 
Cossacks were informed that if they wanted food, they should withdraw from the Warnica 
camp and go to Bender, under the protection of the Porte. 
Everyone obeyed and withdrew, leaving Charles with his court and 300 Swedes, facing 20,000 
Tatars and 6,000 Turks. 
There was no food in the camp for men or horses. 
The King ordered twenty of the Arabian horses he had received as a gift from the Sultan to be 
taken outside the camp and shot, saying:
“I want neither horses nor food from them.” The Tatars ate horsemeat as a delicacy and 
flooded the camp from all sides. 
Charles XII, neither surprised nor afraid, ordered his 300 Swedes to dig regular trenches, 
working alone with the Chancellor, Treasurer, Secretaries, and all the servants. 
Some barricaded the windows, others blocked the doors with beams. 
Having fortified the house, the King walked around the trenches and calmly sat down to play 
chess with Grothusen, as if he had nothing on his mind. 
Fortunately, Fabrice, the ambassador X. Holstein, and Jeffreys, the English minister, did not 
live in the camp, but in a village between Bender and Varnica. 
Seeing such arrangements, they offered themselves as intermediaries. 
The Khan and Seraskier readily accepted the proposals. There were two Conferences in 
Bender, at which the Istanbul envoys were present. 
Fabrice argued that the King was rightly afraid of being handed over to the enemy. 
The Turks swore on their heads that this accusation was unjust. Fabrice was convinced and 
asked if they intended to force the King to leave. 
They replied that they would carry out the order even if it meant shedding blood—such was 
the Sultan's will. 
The assault was prepared; the death of Charles XII seemed inevitable. 
They also sent a message, demanding firm orders, to the Sultan, who was in Adrianople. 
Jeffreys and Fabrice, having received relief, ran to inform Charles of this. 
Received a cold reception, Charles maintained that the order was a fabrication, when new, 
more explicit ones were sent for. 
Offended, Jeffreys withdrew, unwilling to interfere. Fabrice remained with the King, imploring
him not to needlessly risk his life, out of stubbornness. 



Charles XII responded by pointing to the trenches and asking only to be allowed to obtain food
through them. 
The Turks allowed themselves to be captured and provided with food, awaiting the return of a 
messenger from Adrianople. 
The Khan even forbade the Tatars, eager for loot, from touching the Swedes, so that Charles 
XII, with forty horses, slipped out of his camp and rode among the Tatars, who let him pass 
without harming him. 
The Sultan's clear order arrived: to slaughter the Swedes if they resisted, not sparing even the 
King. 
Seraskier showed it to Mr. Fabrice, trying to soften Charles further.
"Have you seen this order?" the King asked. "I have."
"Well, then tell them this is a second trumped-up order, and that I am not moving." Fabrice fell 
at his feet, begging him not to resist, but in vain.
"Go back to the Turks and tell them that if they attack me, I can defend myself." The royal 
chaplains knelt before him, imploring him not to expose the remnants of the Połtawa army to 
slaughter, and above all, his dearest person, assuring him that he had resisted in vain, and that 
by this resistance he had violated the hospitality of the law.
 — Charles became angry with them and replied:
— I took you to prayer, not to counsel.
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Generals Hord and Dardoff showed him their chests and bodies covered with wounds, assuring
him that they would gladly die for him, but begging him to risk himself if necessary, not here.
—“I know,” replied Charles XII, “after your wounds and mine, that we fought bravely, you 
have fulfilled your duty honestly until now, fulfill it now.”— Therefore, only blind obedience 
remained, and everyone was ashamed to refuse to die for the King. 
Charles XII, preparing for the assault, rejoiced that with three hundred Swedes he would be 
resisting the entire army of the infidels. 
He placed everyone in their positions: Chancellor Müllern, Secretary Empreus, and the 
Chancellors, leaving them to guard the Chancellery, Baron Fief at the head of the kitchen 
servants, in second place; stable boys and cooks in third. In his case, everyone had to be a 
soldier. 
Alone, he rode around the trenches and the house, promising rewards to everyone, making 
them officers, and giving captaincy to his servants if they fought well. 
Soon, the Turkish and Tatar army arrived at the trenches with ten cannons and two mortars. 
Hatchets fluttered, music sounded, and shouts of "Allah!" echoed around the circle. Baron 
Grothusen believed that the army wasn't insulting the king in their shouts, but merely calling 
him "Iron Head." 
Taking advantage of this disposition, the Chancellor went out to the Janissaries, who had 
recently been paid and given gifts by the King. 
He shouted at them that they would probably not want to slaughter three hundred defenseless 
soldiers and the great King, who had given them so much, "Friends!" He added, "He only asks 
for three days' rest, and the Sultan's orders are not as harsh as you are told.
" The captured Janissaries swore on their beards that they would not attack Charles and 
declared they would hold out for three days. 
The signal for an assault was given, but the Janissaries refused to go and began to pose 
menacingly if the king were not granted three days' relief. 
Seraskier had to be patient. Pretending to agree, he ordered the Janissaries to retreat to Bender
—the Tatar Khan immediately wanted to assault; the Pasha begged him to hold off until the 
next day. 
Returning to Bender, Seraskier gathered the senior Janissaries and the more distinguished 
soldiers, showing them the Sultan's order. 



Sixty elderly graybeards offered to go to the king and ask him to entrust himself to them, to 
their guard. 
The Pasha granted this; with only white sticks in hand, they set off for Varnica. 
They went to Baron Grothusen and Chancellor Müllern, declaring that if the king were willing 
to entrust himself to them, they would escort him themselves to Adrianople to see the Sultan. 
At the moment these proposals were being made, the king was reading letters from Istanbul, 
sent secretly from Mr. Fabrice, through one of the Janissaries. 
These letters were from Poniatowski, who had been detained in the capital after a repeated 
request for 1,000 purses. 
He reported that the Sultan's orders to capture the king, and even kill him if he resisted, had 
indeed been issued, that they should be obeyed, etc., and the rest left to time. 
But neither the Janissaries' honest requests nor Poniatowski's letters could persuade the king to 
submit to another's will. 
He preferred death to captivity among the Turks, as he called it. 
He sent the old Janissaries away to see them, even unintentionally; Having ordered them to say
that they would have their beards cut off if they didn't yield, which is a great insult in the East, 
as if someone had said here that they would cut off their ears.

The old men, offended, left, shouting:

"Oh! Iron Head! He wants to die, let him die!" They returned to Bender to report what they had
done to Seraskier and his companions. The Janissaries then declared their readiness to attack 
tomorrow.

The order was given. 
The Turks were pounding the trenches, the Tatars were just waiting for them. 
The cannons began to fire, the Janissaries on one side and the Tatars on the other, taking 
control of the small camp fortifications. 
No sooner had 20 Swedes drawn their weapons than three hundred of them were surrounded 
and taken prisoner without resistance. 
The king stood on horseback between his house and the camp with Generals Hord, Dardoff, 
and Sparre; seeing that all the soldiers had surrendered before his eyes, he said coldly to those 
around him: "Let us go and defend our house—we will fight," he added with a smile, "pro aris 
et focis."
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With that, he galloped toward the house, where about forty retainers stood guard. 
It was fortified to the best of their ability. 
The generals, accustomed as they were to Charles's stubbornness and courage, were astonished
by the coolness and determination with which he resolved to defend himself with a few dozen 
men against tens of thousands and ten enemy cannons. 
At the door of the house, they were already met by the Janissaries; about two hundred Turks 
and a Tatar had burst through the windows inside and taken over the rooms, except for one 
hall, where the king's servants had taken refuge. 
This hall was close to the main door, through which the king and twenty of his surrounding 
men had entered. 
He dismounted with a pistol and sword in hand, the rest of the court following him. 
At this point, the Janissaries surround him, invigorated by the Pasha's promise of eight ducats 
to anyone who so much as touches the king's robe if he is captured. "Charles beats and kills 
anyone who attacks." 
The wounded Janissary put his musket to his face, and if not for a chance movement of his 
hand touched by the crowd and din, Charles would have died. 



The bullet slid across his nose, tore off a piece of his ear, and shattered the hand of General 
Horde, who always had the good fortune to receive wounds for the king and by his side. 
The king, defending himself, stabbed the Janissary in the stomach, and the servants locked in 
the hall opened the door through which he burst in with the court. 
It was quickly blocked and barred again as best as possible. Charles remained in that hall with 
the rest of the people—servants, officers, servants, secretaries, the court. "Janissaries and 
Tatars flooded the rooms and looted." 
"Let's go and drive out this mob of barbarians," he said, taking the lead. The King himself 
opened the bedroom door, entered, and fired on the robbers. 
The Turks, burdened with loot, at the sight of the King, whom they had come to respect, threw 
down their weapons, jumped out the window, and hid themselves in the cellars. 
Charles, taking advantage of the impression he had made, began to chase them through the 
rooms, wounding and killing them, so that in fifteen minutes he had cleared the entire house. 
In the heat of this strange battle, the King spotted two Janissaries hiding under his bed and 
killed one with a thrust of his sword. 
The other cried out, "Amman!" 
"I will spare your life," he cried, "on condition that you go to the Pasha and tell him what you 
saw here." 
The Turk jumped out the window. 
The Swedes then took possession of the house again, locked and boarded up the windows. 
There was no shortage of weapons. 
One lower room, full of muskets, gunpowder, and bullets, remained untouched because it had 
been unnoticed by the Janissaries. 
The Swedes began firing through the windows, almost resting their muskets on the attacking 
Turks, whom they dispatched of two hundred in fifteen minutes. 
The cannon began firing at the house, but the local stone was so soft that bullets made holes in 
it without tearing down the walls. 
Khan Pasha was determined to capture the king; having lost so many men, fighting against 
sixty, they were already ashamed. 
They set the house on fire by throwing arrows wrapped in burning wicks onto the roof. 
The house caught fire, the roof engulfed in flames, threatening every moment to collapse on 
the heads of those imprisoned. 
Meanwhile, Charles, calmly, gave orders to extinguish the fire; and finding a barrel of liquid, 
which he didn't know contained vodka, with the help of two Swedes, he threw it into the place 
where the fire was most fierce. 
Due to the haste, no one believed it was flammable; the fire had intensified dramatically. 
The rooms were ablaze, the great hall where they were, full of black smoke and flames 
shooting out through the doors of the side chambers. 
Half the roof collapsed, the other half collapsed outside, throwing firebrands and sparks. 
One of the guards, named Walberg, shouted, "We must surrender!" 
"A strange man," replied the King, "would rather go into captivity than be honestly burned." 
The second, Rosen, said, "The Chancellery House is fifty paces away, its roof is tiled, it can 
withstand the fire. We must make a raid, get there, and defend ourselves." 
"That's the Swede!" shouted Charles XII, hugging him, and immediately making him a 
Colonel. 
"Well!" friends, take as many bullets and gunpowder as you can, and with sword in hand, we 
will break through to the chancellery.
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 The Turks, surrounding the house in flames, watched with amazement that the Swedes hadn't 
emerged; but they were even more astonished when the door suddenly opened and the King, 
with his men, attacked them with desperate courage. 

Charles and his companions were armed with swords and pistols; each fired twice when the 
door opened, and in an instant, dropping their pistols and seizing their swords, they repelled 
the Turks by fifty paces—but they were immediately surrounded. 

The King, wearing his boots with spurs as usual, tripped over something and fell. Twenty 
Janissaries fell upon him. Charles threw his sword into the air to prevent it from being 
returned, and the Turks led him to Seraskier's quarters, some holding him by the legs, others by
the arms, cautiously, as if he were a sick man. 

Taken, Charles immediately softened and cooled from his fighting fervor. He didn't say a word,
didn't show any sign of anger, and looked smilingly at the Janissaries, who carried him away, 
shouting, "Allah!" Looking at him with both respect and indignation. 
The royal court was also taken and stripped by the Turks. This happened on February 12, 1713.
The Pasha waited for Charles in his tent, with Mark the interpreter by his side. He received 
him respectfully and asked him to rest on the sofa. 

The King, oblivious, stood. 
"Praise be to the Most High that you are alive, Grand Duchy of Lithuania." I was in despair, 
but forced to fulfill the Sultan's orders. 
The King, distraught by the loss of his three hundred soldiers in the trenches, exclaimed. 
"If you had defended yourself properly, you would not have captured me in ten days." "This is 
misused courage," said the Turk. "The King was escorted to Bender on a richly saddled horse. 
All the Swedes were captured or beaten—their belongings, papers, and clothes were seized and
burned; the officers were driven along the road, practically naked, bound two by two, and 
marched with the Tatars and Janissaries." "The Chancellor Generals, suffering the same fate, 
became prisoners of those into whose hands they fell."

Ishmael Seraskier, in Bender, surrendered his quarters to the King, but posted a Janissary guard
and the door. A bed was prepared, but he, undressed, collapsed on the sofa in his boots and fell 
asleep. The officer standing beside him covered his head with the cap the King had thrown off 
after waking from his first dream. 

The next morning, Ishmael brought Mr. Fabrice to the King. Fabrice saw him in a torn robe, 
covered in mud and blood, with singed hair and eyebrows, but a serene face. 

He fell to his knees, unable to speak, but soon calmed down, and began to talk, as before, 
familiarly about the Warnica need. Laughter even entered the conversation.
... Jeffreys, the English minister, helped him achieve this, and a Frenchman, out of curiosity, 
who came to Bender, who described most of the events mentioned here, also gave what he had.
Both, with the help of money and the Pasha's efforts, ransomed the officers, their clothes, and 
their luggage from the Turks and Tatars. 
The next day, the King was taken away in a scarlet-draped cart along the road to Adrianople. 
Grothusen was with him, Müllern and his companions rode in the second cart, the rest on 
horseback. 

They wept as they looked at the royal cart.Seraskier commanded the escort. Fabrice explained 
to him that the King should have been given a sword, that it was proper for him to have one.
“God forbid!” replied the Pasha. “He would have cut off our beards.” 
Later, however, a little later, he gave it to him. 



At the same time, King Stanisław Leszczyński was being transported to Bender; he was 
detained en route when he and Baron Sparre, under the Frenchman's name Haran, tried to 
reach Charles. The two kings met on the road.
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Charles XII sent P. Fabrice to him to tell him: "Do not make peace with Augustus; I assure him
that things will soon change." 
The Pasha of Bender, having escorted Charles, returned and sent an elegantly saddled Arabian 
horse against Stanisław Leszczyński. 

He was received magnificently on March 7 (1713), with the thunder of cannons, and treated as 
a king. 
The rest of Charles's story does not belong to us. — Such was his stay in Bender and Warnica. 
Stanisław, through Poniatowski's efforts in Constantinople, later obtained 80,000 men to 
accompany him to Poland. 

On August 3, the troops gathered at Bender, divided into two detachments of 40,000 each, set 
out under the command of the new Seraskier and Khan. Leszczyński followed them on August 
7th, to take command of the border town of Chocim. 

But on the 13th, orders were changed, and Stanisław was ordered to return to Bender, where he
did. The vizier informed Stanisław that this had supposedly happened because of news of a 
planned betrayal and plot against him. 

They even named Sieniawski and Fleming, commanders of the Turkish army, as his 
commanders, calling them bribed. 
Stanisław lacked nothing here except freedom. Through the Porte, he reached an agreement 
with Augustus and an amnesty for the Poles of his party. 

He even wanted to negotiate a resignation from the throne and a renunciation of his rights, but 
Charles would not allow it. 

For nine more months, Stanisław remained in Bender, until Charles finally decided to go to 
Sweden. Leszczyński was pleased, but he refused to go with him.
“I will not draw my sword again to fight for my crown,” he said.
“I will draw it for you, and in the meantime I give you the Duchy of Two Bridges, where my 
subjects will receive you as King of Poland.”

 At the end of May 1714, King Stanisław left Bender, traveling through Moldavia, 
Transylvania, Hungary, and Austria.
Starting from Bender and Warnica, one rides along hills, here and there overgrown with oak 
trees, a rather beautiful location, all the way to the village of Roszkany, owned by Baron 
Müller, on the Byk River, in a valley. 

Nothing remarkable here, except a small church with a single dome, which whitens above the 
village on the hill. “Just a settlement down below, by a pond.” From Roshkan to Cyncyran, one
travels between hills, mostly a valley, a bare country, diversified only by graves and mounds. 
Their number is great. 
From Cyncyran, the same road continues, through the valley above the Byk River; passing 
occasionally Moldavian settlements; neat houses and corn baskets, high, like turrets, stand out, 
fields sown with corn. 

— The language of these descendants of Roman colonization is common here and most widely
spoken; the place names are almost all Tatar-Moldavian.



— The country is again bare and treeless, only beyond Kishenev do the great forests begin, 
which they call Kodras; the thickets and groves along the Dniester on this side are an 
exception, of little use.

Approaching the winding and slightly sloping road towards Kishinev, we encountered an 
increasing num

ber of Bulgarians, easily distinguishable from Moldavians by their attire and facial features. 
The men mostly wore navy blue dresses, the women wore dark aprons, with patterns like trails 
in various directions, and the curly heads resembled those of the Moldavians and were perhaps 
borrowed from them. 
Five verses before Kishinev, the Bulgarians' extensive gardens stretched out, leading all the 
way to the city. 

They cultivated gardens, vegetables, and fruit on such a scale that one was truly amazed at who
could possibly need so much. 

The city, like all the others here, was striking in its vastness, scattered over a vast area and 
seemingly overdelineated. 

White houses, sometimes in clusters, sometimes individually scattered among the orchards, 
stood out among them, the white towers of the Orthodox Church; the Gothic arrow of the 
Lutheran church, the two disproportionate domes of the Catholic church, the tops of the 
Moldavian churches (the service is held in the Slavic language, while they pray and sing in 
Moldavian) — the Armenian church, etc.
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To the right, the so-called new town emerges more neatly and humbly; in fact, quite newly 
built or rising. 
Before reaching the city, we passed a newly planted garden, several fountains and springs 
arranged as laundry rooms, a sulfurous spring, quite beautifully enclosed. 
The streets, just like everywhere else, are overgrown with white, shapely, and insignificant 
little houses. 
This expression is not at all exaggerated here! 
For the buildings are truly growing before our eyes. 
I encountered only a few more original old houses, half wooden, half brick, with balustrades, 
porches, high roofs, carved spires, external steps, upward-facing shutters, and a shaded 
window, under which Greeks, Bulgarians, and Moldovans sat with their legs folded under 
them, slowly smoking tobacco. 
But such picturesque-looking houses, interesting to the traveler, are becoming fewer every day;
one has to look for them, and soon they won't be found. 
Instead, there will be comfortable, large white boxes, which are commonly called beautiful 
townhouses, probably because they are smooth and white. 
The houses are old, almost all marked as scattered. I did, however, catch one particular corner 
house of this kind and tucked it away in my travel album. 
Overall, as far as one can gather from a first glance at Kishinev, this city is making enormous 
strides forward; civilized customs, clothing, and architecture are eradicating what was once 
proper, local. 
However, the costumes still remind you that you are here and not elsewhere. 
Moldavians in kilts and smocks, Greeks in fezzes, Bulgarians, and so on, sneaking through the 
streets, sitting on the doorsteps with pipes, herald a land recently conquered by so-called 
civilization. 



Past these remnants of the East, elegance in tailcoats imported from Vienna and polished 
yellow gloves slips past, just as a sheine-katrynka plays Donizetti and Bellini arias and Strauss 
waltzes next to an Armenian barbershop; next to a sale of Bessarabian wines, a fashion store 
opens, straight from Paris, to Madame, who has arrived in Kishinev.
Kishinev, whose name supposedly comes from the Tatar-Moldavian Kishi-nau, the new 
garden, according to P. Kohl, has up to 40,000 inhabitants, a fact confirmed by Nadezhdin, 
who gives this number or even higher. 
At first glance, despite its vastness, it is hard to believe; perhaps precisely because of its 
vastness, in which the population disappears and dissolves. 
Among this 40,000 number, there are supposedly 15,000 Jews, 800 Bulgarian families (who, 
always according to P. Kohl, have 4,000 and 6,000 head of cattle in the Kimps steppe), 100 
families of Armenians, Gypsies, Great Russians, Little Russians, and the rest Greeks. 
There are 200 Germans, Evangelicals, and 800 Catholics.
P. Kohl exaggerates in many of his descriptions. 
For example, when he mentions the number of buckets of wine produced in Kishinev and the 
surrounding area, he gives an incredibly large and improbable figure. 
He was struck by the length of the main street, called the Million Street, which he extends to a 
verse; perhaps also exaggerating. 
In fact, it is very long and relatively wide, but only half of it is built up, and this vastness 
seems It's empty. 
P. Nadezhdin praises the beauty of the city, its buildings, and its streets, and with good reason, 
considering the place and time from which this city began its new existence; this is hardly 
surprising. 
But despite this, it's difficult to agree to excessive praise. 
From the name Kishinau (from Kiszła, winterer, khutor), P. Nadezhdin surmises that Kishinev 
was probably the winterer of either the Tatar Murza or the Bender Pasha. 
Before this country was annexed to Russia, it was a small village. 
They wanted to designate Bender or Orhei (Orgiev) as the capital of the new province; 
Kishinev wasn't even considered.
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This choice was made by Archarch Gabriel Bodoni. 
The location of the place in the middle of Bessarabia, between the steppe and the forested 
parts, may have led to the choice. 
The Vladika established his Cathedral here, which to this day bears the name of Metropolis. 
Kishinev quickly rose. 
However, until 1831, however large and growing, it was still only a Moldavian village: 
buildings, squares, streets, gardens, and water, all thanks to the efforts of Governor Fedorov.
The local Jews, writes the aforementioned traveler, own a significant number of houses, but are
not very active. (?) 
The dominant population and language are Romanian. P. N. accuses them of a weakness for 
Viennese education, which they consider the nec plus ultra of civilization: The educational 
institutions are: the Theological Seminary, the recently founded Gymnasium, the District 
School, the Lancaster School, the best in Russia, the Chancellor's School, and a Jewish higher 
school modeled on the Odessa one. 
To these civilizing measures, let us also add, as they are no less active, the Russian Club and 
Theater, and occasionally German and French theaters arriving from Jassy or Odessa. 
Isn't that enough? 
Arriving, we immediately spotted a ruined house on the hill, familiar to me from an engraving,
where Pushkin had lived for a time. Whether this one was also destined for demolition, I don't 
know; it would be a pity, not for the building itself, but for the memory of the great poet. 



The second Pushkin will not be born soon. 

August 3rd. 
We spent the entire morning taking a detailed look at Kishinev. 
The city's main street, which Kohl, as I said, had drawn out, cuts through it and constitutes its 
main artery. 
Isn't it called Million Street because it wouldn't be easy to fill it with a million people? 
A million, indeed, and tens of thousands could be comfortably accommodated in this vast 
space. 
On this street, which is like a program for Kishinev's future, stand and rise very beautiful 
houses (white or yellow and large); conveniently, because they are quite far apart, sometimes 
individually, sometimes in clusters of several. 
The same is true on all the new streets; however, the old, winding, narrow streets are 
overgrown with houses like mushrooms. 
One called out to the other, they crowded, crowded, and huddled together. 
Their black roofs still shoot upwards here and there, carved with fantastic spires that adorn 
their abutments. The new buildings are all constructed of white stone, similar to Odessa, but 
harder and better. 
If one should be surprised by the progress, movement, and life of Odessa, which possesses so 
many auxiliary resources, what about Kishenev, a city deep in the Bessarabian desert, which in
1812 had only 7,000 inhabitants and consisted of miserable Turkish-Moldovan houses and 
small shops; today it has 40,000 inhabitants, lofty buildings, a public garden, a club, a theater, 
several schools, and shops full of goods.
— The oldest of the new buildings is the Metropolis, built in 1814, as the inscription attests, 
but it cannot be compared to the newer ones.
The magnificent Cathedral Church stands on a beautiful square, lined with trees, which greatly 
adorn it.
In front of it is a rather shapely tall bell tower, and an even more shapely gate with a clock; 
through which the entrance to this boulevard is from Million Street.
Million Street urgently requires development and population. 
The Catholic Church on the other side, freshly renovated; very neat and clean, but the structure
is not attractive; two domes are pinned to the facade, disproportionate. 
I viewed it from the choir and bowed to the image of God the Mother of God in the great altar; 
and how I rejoiced, seeing the hymn abandoned on the railing, begun to be transcribed in 
Polish: "The Heavenly Court of the Lady!" 
Carpenters, painters, and master craftsmen were milling around, for the church was just 
finishing the pious renovation it had undertaken.
I didn't see the Lutheran Church inside; the outside is a low building with a tall Gothic tower. 
The architecture is passable, just like the other buildings. 
The Cathedral Church is impressive, the others are very decent; their architecture is ordinary, 
as is common everywhere. 
The public garden with a gazebo and carousel is a rather pleasant grove of acacias, lindens, and
poplars; it's kept clean. 
Also worth mentioning, in such a recently deserted area, are the fountains established by 
General Fedorov, the laundry facilities, which are absolutely necessary here due to the water 
shortage, the sulfur spring, and the new, large garden being established a few verses outside the
city.
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Kishenev also has a well-organized public library with 2,500 volumes, the librarian of which is
the kind old man P. Kozlov, formerly Russian Consul in the United States.



 
We toured the old and new bazaars, and deliberately drove into the fourth part of the city, 
designated for demolition. 
The houses that are to be demolished are marked with crosses on their roofs. I spoke about 
their construction above. 
In the confectionery shop, where we went to buy sherbet, there were still some Oriental goods, 
carpets and sofas all around; but there was no sherbet; we were directed to a shop where they 
sold them. 
I couldn't find any Oriental goods either, not even slippers, which I wanted to buy for my feet 
as a souvenir of the Bessarabian capital. 
In the costumes I saw, especially among the men, I found reminders of the East: chestnuts, 
turbans, fezzes; the women's, on the other hand, were completely meaningless. 
The mixture and commotion were the most bizarre; French, Polish, Russian, German, and 
Armenian inscriptions crisscrossed the street signs. 
However, the dominant language on the streets was Moldavian, i.e., Romanian, and in this 
language the delivery men called out their wares: rolls (franzoli), pears, watermelons, and 
other fruits (all sold by weight). 
On the inn where we were standing, one of the boards bore a Polish inscription; there was a 
factor like a Jewish man, and the hired cabman appeared to be from Vilnius. 
The host had an Italian surname. 
Everything was a similar mix; And it's no wonder that Kishinev represents, as is typical of the 
population of all of Bessarabia, a concourse of people of the most diverse origins. 
We drove back to the Cathedral Church. I saw nothing striking here, except (as everywhere 
else) a large number of offering candles, which the pious, buying at the door, light before the 
icons. 
Some icons of saints were surrounded by them. 
This is apparently a custom adopted throughout Russia. 
Sometimes the person offering the offering prays with a candle in his hand. 
Scorched by the heat, which was constantly increasing, we returned home to rest and continue 
our journey. 
We intended to visit monasteries located in the wooded part of mountainous Bessarabia; But 
our idea, due to the thousand difficulties involved, could not come to fruition. 
I had to renounce it with regret and pack for my return, having only explored a small part, and 
perhaps the least interesting part, of the country. 
Just before leaving, a Jew dealing in ancient coins (in Kishinev!!), which he valued incredibly, 
came to show us his wares; but to no avail. 
I forgot to add that during our ride through the city, we saw the prison where the famous local 
bandit Tobółtok was imprisoned and from which he managed to escape. 
We heard about him everywhere; he must have left behind many souvenirs in this country, 
which he had long been a terror.
— This is the Bessarabian Carmeluk. His fame spread around the world with the journey of P. 
Kohl.
 But what this traveler didn't know, and what we are happy to add to such an important story of
a great man: that Toboltok was born in the village of Bajmakli; that his surname (Tubultok? 
Tubyłtok?) means "Stout" in Romanian; that "Bułtok" in the same language is called the flock's
club, with which he drives the flock.
His gang consisted of two hundred thugs, thieves, and robbers, according to circumstances and
need. 
Twice captured, twice managed to escape, and once even supposedly from the Kishinev prison.
The third time (third time's a charm) he was captured by a Moldavian (as we were told, from 
his Greek mistress); he was knifed. 



Carmeluk was also taken from his mistress; nothing more dangerous appears (at least for 
people of this sort) than mistresses. 
With Toboltok, the robberies in Bessarabia ended. It was previously exposed to them, and had 
to be, because its population consisted of vagrants. 
Today, it is as safe, perhaps even safer, to travel and walk here day and night than in civilized 
Paris, where Toboltoks abound.
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I haven't seen enough of the Moldavians here to be able to make any conscientious judgment 
about them. 
However, I will cite the words of one traveler who, writing at the end of the 18th century, 
described the customs of the Moldavians and Vlachs in this way. 
He found the cities similar to the villages, miserable; villages composed of small cottages 
scattered throughout the forests and mountains, without wells, without courtyards. 
The huts were made of wood, clay, and dung, smeared with white clay. 
Inside, in a circle, were benches, and on them were mattresses and carpets, with very few 
tables and chairs. 
Their food was fatty, seasoned with butter and lamb fat, sweetened with sugar, and seasoned 
with spices; they did not eat roasted meat. 
He describes the dances strangely; namely, one in a circle, men and women together, dressed in
crimson trousers hanging down to the heels, and sheepskin coats with fur on the outside, 
reaching to the waist; In which the dancers twisted, performing not only with their arms and 
legs, but also with their bellies and hips. 
The methodical movements of the arms, as if marionettes guided by a wire, and the legs, also 
stepping forward and back in time together; hunched backs, stretched necks, staring, 
expressionless eyes, turning now to the right, now to the left, made it easier for Mr. Carr to 
compare the Moldavian dancers to a tired mule. He adds, finally, that after observing these 
leaps, he asked himself very carefully whether the Moldavians learned them from bears, or the 
bears from the Moldavians. 
The music for the dance was composed by Gypsies playing a scribe, a guitar, and an eight-note
pipe. This pipe is clearly a type of flute with which they paint Pan. 
The peasant's costume is gray, cut like a jacket, with long sleeves. 
The townspeople wear fur coats and wide jackets, yellow or red shoes, and cylindrical hats, 
with a square top, made of Astrakhan sheepskin. 
This traveler goes on to say:
Moldavian women are of dark sex and hair; of a passionate nature. (?) 
Their attire is a long dress without pleats, clinging to the body and held by a pin below the 
breasts, which remain completely bare. 
Over the dress, they wear a fur coat, worn even in summer, when leaving the house. 
Peasant women, who find it difficult to afford a silk or cotton dress, cover themselves with a 
shirt embroidered on the shoulders and an apron of thick linen, belted in front and reaching to 
the calves. 
Married women and girls braid their hair into several braids, which they hang or lift under a 
scarf tied on their heads in the shape of a helmet (sic), adding trinkets and trinkets for 
decoration. 
Jewish women, who do not wear hair, adorn their caps with a small amount of gold coins 
around their faces. 
Women's education in the privacy of their homes. 
Regarding wedding ceremonies, he adds: that on the wedding day, they cover the bride with a 
veil embroidered with silver and gold, wide and waist-length; they dress her in tall black 
feathers. 



Four women lead her slowly to the church; then follow the familiar leaps from the description 
above, and so on.
Moldavians who settled in Poberezh and Bessarabia have retained many of the customs to this 
day, which Carra describes rather imprecisely here. 
Their huts, lined with mats and rugs, surrounded by sofas, their attire, and their dances 
remained the same with only minor differences. 
The Romanians' language, vividly testifying (along with their surname) to their origins in 
Dacian Roman colonies, is full of words taken from Latin, though distorted, yet retaining 
traces of etymology. 
Here are a few examples: house - Kasa, nose - nassu, cow - vacca, water - apa, language - 
limba, steppe - kimps, (Wallachia is called la Mantia) head - kap, candle - luminare, moon - 
luna, hand - muna, finger - deszit, wolf - lup, husband - wom, woman - femin, from where? 
deunde, sweet - dulcze, eggs - uowo, door - porta. Carra also cites: puine, bread; vinn, wine; 
venuto (ventums), prapadito, lost, etc.
This language, after all, whose background is Latin, has incorporated a multitude of Turkish-
Tatar words, and perhaps forms as well (!); it also contains quite a few words of Slavic origin.
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Here is a Romanian song, which I offer on Mr. Kohl's faith, having found it translated by him:

"Green raspberry leaf, if I could never come to you again. 
And yet every evening I go to you
– Tell me just one word, do you no longer love me at all?
Tell me the pure truth, bad or good
– Oh, I would like to die at once and not live for a moment;
or live for you and never die."

"Green parsley leaf (sic. petrosilia – or in Mold. Frunse werde pindraja)
 – What shall I do with the wicked one? 
Will I tie you up and beat you? 
I would do it – but I only fear sin. 
I would sell you for a penny; but whoever buys you would lose the money. 
I would give you for free, and no one would take you. 
Come, little sister, let's go to the joker Labryszan and have some fun." 
"Green mulberry leaf—I walked through the muddy water, 
to the window of Katenka, the good Katenka
—She was sitting at her loom and weaving. 
But no—I don't know for sure, was she weaving or unwinding
—I only see that she's shedding tears. 
She's probably crying for her favorite. 
Katenka, couldn't you tell me his name? 
If I told you his name, the life would escape me."

The Romanians' family names often have something very Roman about them. 
I read in a list of peasants from the Poberezian Moldavians, the name Stella; and the 
Bessarabians Lupulus (Lupulus), Hermesillus (Hermesillus), Purczaly (Purcellus); these are 
corruptions of ancient names.

Bessarabia has highly variable temperatures, sometimes experiencing several months of 
drought and intense heat in summer, followed by long and harsh winters. 
However, the thermometer does not usually drop below 15 degrees Celsius. 



Mr. Tardent attributes the cooling of the climate to the destruction of forests that once existed 
here; evidence is provided by the discovery of deep oak and elm stumps. 
Northern and western Bessarabia have forests, but in very poor condition. 
They have now begun sowing and planting them; if the project continues, the climate could be 
moderated by their influence. 
Fruit trees thrive here and are nurtured in significant numbers. The government is encouraging 
the planting of forests and fruit trees by all means. 
Vineyards are located in the Danube, Prut, Dniester regions, and in the Kishinev and 
Akkerman districts. 
Akkerman is considered the oldest and best. 
They occupied a space twelve verses long and five verses wide, now expanding even further.

 Grapes are grown here: Muscatel of Alexandria for eating, Chasselas doré or Hungarian 
Tokay, Muscadia of Greece, Petit-Gamé of Burgundy, Le perlé, and Bordelas of France and 
Portugal, whose grapes weigh up to three pounds. 
The soil is sandy, resting on whitish, dense clay; it favors viticulture. 
The wine matures before the end of September. 
The local rocks are limestone and shell-like, of recent formation. 
In the area around Akkerman, they are quite hard and suitable for construction; north of 
Kishinevo, the stone is polishable and produces excellent millstones. 
The banks of the Dniester and Danube are covered with jasper, granite, porphyry, and quartz. 
The clay deposits are covered by a large layer of vegetative soil. 
Good coal is found along the Danube. Huge mammoth teeth and aurochs horns are unearthed 
here. 
Salt is mined between Akkerman and Kilja. 
Bessarabia also abounds in bees that produce excellent honey; silkworms are bred, feeding 
them on the leaves of white mulberry trees, which thrive here. 
The local waters yield fish in abundance and of the most diverse species, crayfish, shells, and 
so on. P. Tardent also cites frogs, lizards, turtles, and water snakes up to ten cubits long. 
Birds of the temperate regions (pelicans) — A comprehensive list of local plants was compiled 
by the same Mr. Tardent; we refer you to him.
Let's return to the people; and let's also mention local Bessarabian laws.
Within the borders of present-day Bessarabia, Mr. Linowski writes in the introduction to his 
treatise on this subject, lived Dacians and Getae from the Cissa and the Carpathian Mountains 
to the Danube, Dniester, and Black Sea. 
Darius, Alexander the Great, and Lysimachus the Thracian could not defeat them. Rome paid 
them tribute from 88 to 100 AD. 
Trajan conquered them, began colonizing the country, and paved the way, traces of which can 
be seen in the remaining ramparts stretching from the Prut to the Dniester.
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Dacia, recognized under Caracalla (212 AD), was recognized as part of the great Roman state 
(that is, its citizens, Roman citizens), and established a new bond with the Metropolis. 
Ultimately, it was conquered by barbarians: Goths, Huns, Gepids, Avars, and so on.
Wallachia from the 7th to the 13th centuries was subjected to constant devastation. 
The Mongols devastated Moldavia. 
Dragosh, the founder of the Moldavian state, appeared. 
The Turks conquered the Moldavians. Ultimately, they passed from Turkish rule to Russian 
rule. 
After the Treaty of Bucharest, Russia in 1812 received the lands lying between the Prut and 
Dniester, from the Austrian border to the Black Sea. 



— Initially, their western part belonged to Upper and Lower Moldavia, while the southeastern, 
that is, the present-day Bender and Akkerman counties, although belonging to Moldavia, from 
the end of the 16th century were increasingly exclusively assimilated to Turkey, under whose 
rule they finally came, as well as Khotyn and its surroundings.
— In the former Moldavian lands, the original inhabitants of the principality, the Romanians, 
remained; and the Turkish paradises turned into deserts.
Having occupied the land, efforts were needed to improve the lives of the former and to 
populate the deserts. 
Soon colonists were found to replace the Nogai encampments; and it was almost more difficult
to improve the condition of the occupied Romanians than to create a new population in this 
desert. 
Ancient Dacian laws are completely unknown to us. 
After Trajan's victory over Decebalus and Dacia, Roman law entered the area. 
After the barbarian invasion, there were no laws, and when Dragosz dismantled his state, there 
was nothing to guide or base it on. 
Alexander I, Voivode of Moldavia from 1401 to 1432 (according to Kantemir), introduced 
Greek law, extracted from the books (toon basilikoon). 
Exceptions from them had the force of law and binding force. Engel refutes this claim, 
following Sulzer and arguing that no laws remained after Alexander. P. Linowski speculates 
whether it was not Armenopul's handbook collections that served Alexander as a lawgiver. 
Besides the Greco-Roman legislation established by Alexander, due to Moldavia's frequent 
contacts with Slavs, and particularly with the Bulgarians, a distinct customary law developed; 
Namely, regarding the division of inheritance, wills, and border law. 

Vasil Lupul the Albanian (from 1634 to 1654) collected written and customary laws, 
previously existing only by virtue of tradition, into a single book for judicial use. 
It is worth mentioning here the confirming privilege of Alex. Maurocordato of 28 December 
1785.
After occupying Bessarabia for its organization, the Russian government ordered a 
clarification of local laws. 
The Armenopul reference collection, the conciliar hramote X. Maurocordato, and the Donich 
collection, printed in Iaşi in 1814, were indicated. 
Vasil Lupul's book is not mentioned. 
Earlier courts were held three to four times a week, except on holidays. 
The Hospodar judged in the Divan. 
Upon entering, petitioners with complaints were admitted. 
The Hospodar himself considered the more important cases, while others he recommended to 
the boyars, members of the Divan. 
The boyars discussed the matter at home and judged according to their observations. If the 
parties agreed to the court, the matter was concluded; if not, the Divan would adjudicate the 
case. 
The Divan would punish the boyar if he concluded that for any reason he had judged unfairly; 
he would punish a party if they refused to accept the verdict due to quarrelsomeness and anger.

In more important cases, which the Prince adjudicated, the parties were present, and the 
members of the Divan would give their opinions one by one. 
After collecting the votes, the Prince would ask the Metropolitan about the law. 
The Lord would read it, recommending mercy and leniency. 
The Prince would issue the verdict. 
If he could not be present, a note of the case was sent to him. 



Anyone could submit a request. 
In the evening, the Logofet of the Divan would read it and immediately write down the 
response. 
There was a separate executor of verdicts. 
Also at the Divan were Zapczy (Assessor) Wataw de Aprezi, Czausz de Aprozi, and Wataw de 
Diwan; they brought to the court whoever was needed and conducted searches. 
Those present in the courts, with batons in hand, observed propriety and order.
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In addition to the Divan and the Prince, the following judges were also present: First-class 
boyars, members of the Divan when they were in the capital; but their verdict was not final. 
Appeals were free to the Prince, unless both sides had previously accepted them as judges. 
Secondly, the rulers of the two Moldavian districts, upper and lower, the Grand Master of 
Carin de Sus and the Grand Master of Cara de Zhos. 
Residents of both districts were subject to their courts. 
In towns and cities, for cases, there were, as in the capital, First-class boyars; judges called 
Parakulabs, Masters, and Cameras. 
They judged only everyday cases, referring to the Divan in more important cases. 
A deadline for appearance was set on a sheet of paper, which, when cut open, was given to 
both parties. 
Those who failed to appear paid a fine, according to their ability, ranging from 25 to 600 
ducats. 
The only excuses were service or illness. 
For details, we refer the curious to P. Linowski's treatise, which may satisfy this need. 
From Kishinev, we intended to go to the Hirzhava Monastery, but we learned that the local 
abbot, Spiridion (Filipovich), whom I longed to meet, was due to arrive in the city at any 
moment. 
So we delayed our departure, waiting, and having not arrived, we had to depart with regret. 
In the very center of present-day Bessarabia, where the remains of Trajan's ramparts once 
served as the border between Bessarabia proper and the Budjak steppe and eastern Moldavia; 
the forests that the Romanians call Kodra begin and stretch widely from south to north. 
They grow on the hills stretching from the Carpathians, above Putna, Byk, Ikil, and part of the 
Renta, flowing into the Dniester. 
These forests are also called Orhei forests. 
In these forests lie famous monasteries, twelve of which are located above the Ikil valley in 
Orhei district. (In the Bessarabian Oblast, there are twenty-two, that is, 16 male and 6 female.)

 They stand as far apart as the Thebaids, says Nadezhdin. "The twelve other monasteries lie 
between Reut and the Dniester, in the coastal rocks; the most distinguished one here, 
Horodeshti (Horodishche), is in Kodry; it is counted among the first (the richest is Kipryana, 
which had twelve villages granted to it); Nestled deep in the forest, nine of our miles from 
Kishinev. 
Two roads lead to it: one from Orgiev, along the Inkula Valley, past the monasteries of Kurki, 
Tabor, Tsyganeshti, Rechuly, Tormoshiki, and Herbowiec; the other from Kishinev, along the 
valley of the Byk River. 
Here, against the green backdrop of dense forests, stands a huge church with a tall bell tower. 
Monks' cottages stand in the circle, encircled by a high wall. 
The cottages connect with the church via sandy paths. The interior of the church is said to be 
magnificent. 
On the garden side, there is a hall for guests; beyond, a beautiful orchard, fountains, etc. 
The profound silence, broken only by songs and the rustle of the forest. 
The abbot of Hirzhava is a Serb—Spiridian Filipovich. 



He was born in Austrian Dalmatia on January 15, 1779, in Sebenico, from the Sundecici family
(?) resettled there from Bocca-Caltaro, a town in Risano. 
He received his initial education in Zara, and in 1794 he left for Venice to complete his studies.
Troubles ensued, and his family's estate was destroyed during the turmoil, barely surviving. 
The family's second estate in Scardona was saved from ruin by a contribution. 
Spiridjon fled with his brothers and sisters to the islet of Jezierina, which belonged to them. 
He was then seventeen years old. 
There, news reached him that his other relatives had perished in the turmoil. 
Spiridjon fled to Bocca di Caltaro in (Austrian) Albania. Dressed poorly, he crossed there on a 
fishing boat and wandered through the mountains for about a month. 
Finally, he reached Castel Nuovo near Bocca. 
Here, on his way, he encountered the Savina Monastery. 
He approached it, claiming to be a poor orphan from Dalmatia, concealing his surname. 
He was received quite well and allowed to rest. 
Young Spiridion, shaken in mind and worn out in body, fell ill with a fever – the monks treated
and nursed him. 
Meanwhile, the country was calming down. 
Spiridion's relatives began searching for him. 
Count Vlastielinovich (later married to Spiridion's sister) arrived at the Monastery and met 
him. 
He was just beginning to recover. 
On his sickbed, he had vowed to become a monk. In vain they tried to persuade him and ask 
him to return to the quiet life of the countryside - he remained unmoved.
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In 1796, he donned the monastic habit at the Savina Monastery. 
A year later, he became Jerodjakon and Jeromonach of that same monastery, consecrated by 
Peter Niegusz. 
The Peace of Campo-Formio in 1797, Bocca, and Dalmatia left Austria. 
To eliminate the influence of the Montenegrin Lord on these lands, the Vienna Cabinet decided
to give them a separate bishop, chosen from among the local inhabitants. In 1803, the 
Dalmatian Magnanimous Count de Bradia was ordered to send a young priest from the region 
to Vienna for three years. 
The choice fell on Spiridjon. 
In 1805, after the Peace of Pressburg, Austria ceded Dalmatia and Bocca to the Italian 
kingdom. 
Bocca appealed to the protection of Russia, whose squadron, under Admiral Senyavin, was 
stationed in the Mediterranean. 
The Bocca Oblast swore allegiance to the Emperor of Russia. 
Spiridjon, with the consent of the Montenegrin Vladika, was taken and lived alongside General
Senyavin. 
On April 23, 1806, the Montenegrin Vladika consecrated him Archimandrite; in 1807, he 
received the Gold Cross on the Ribbon of the Order of St. George. 
After the Peace of Tilsit, Bocca moved to Italy in 1807. 
Spiridjon left with the Admiral for Russia. 
Sieniavin's squadron, driven by storm to Lisbon on its return, arrived there on November 1. 
1807, just as the House of Bragant was fleeing its capital that same day, forced out by 
Napoleon, for Brazil. 
From there, after five months, Father Spiridion traveled by land to Russia. 
He left Lisbon in March and arrived in Madrid at Easter, where he found Count Strogonov as 
ambassador. 



From there, he went to Paris, then to Frankfurt am Main, Berlin, Königsberg, and St. 
Petersburg. 
In 1808, on August 17, he departed for Serbia via Vienna and settled in Belgrade. 
After the conclusion of the treaty between Russia and the Porte in 1812; in March 1813, he 
went to Kalisz, Emperor Alexander's headquarters, and returned to Belgrade, magnificently 
endowed. 
Before the Turks captured the city, Spiridion left on September 20, 1813.
With various orders, he traveled via Semlin to Vienna, Freiburg, and Basel (January 5, 1814), 
where he pursued the Imperial headquarters; he then stayed in Vienna until 1816. 
He later visited St. Petersburg and Moscow; and, intending to visit his family in 1818, he set 
off again through Vienna to his hometown; however, not having arrived, he returned. 
This existence, so active, so turbulent, one might say, ends with a peaceful respite in the 
Hirzhava Monastery, of which he has been superior since 1818.
I was glad to see the old man who had seen, experienced, and remembered so many events and
people, but time did not permit me to wait any longer. 
So we left Kishinev with regret. 
Around three o'clock, the post horses rang, carrying us back to the Cincyrans. 
Quite late, we stopped for the night in Bender. A multitude of mounds, graves, and the remains 
of ramparts constantly popped up along the way. Some bore fresh stone crosses. 
On the morning of August 4th, we left the post office; having learned nothing more about 
Bender, except a proverb that preserved the memory of the Chuma (plague) that used to 
wander here. 
The proverb proves that nothing is worse than the Chuma (plague) of Bender. 
From Bender, we wanted to go to Tiraspol, but the Dniester had flooded so much that crossing 
between Bender and Tiraspol was considered almost impossible. 
We decided to try it, however, and to this end, we rode above the fortress towards the ferry that
ran across the river. 
The old stronghold, with its thick walls, heavy towers, and freshly painted red roofs, loomed 
menacingly over the river. 
At its foot, the Dniester Valley, green and overgrown, was now mostly flooded by the immense
floodwaters. 
Here and there, the tops of tall trees only protruded above the swelling waves. So it wasn't 
enough to cross the Dniester itself; we had to swim across its wide opening (throat).
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At the shore, gazing at the fortress, we arranged a crossing. 
A Jew was found who guaranteed we would be safely across, and we found ferrymen 
(Bulgarians and Moldavians) who offered to guide us through the flood on foot. 
Before the carriage was pushed onto the ferry, before the carts waiting for the crossing were 
rolled in with it, we had time to admire the beautiful view of Bender and the Dniester River, 
which had flooded into the circle. 
But this flood had caused enormous damage, taking over gardens, haylofts, even cottages; 
many of the hopes of the poor colonists were swept away by the water. 
We stood on the ferry; the beautiful features of a truly masculine face, with a bare chest and 
neck, on which hung a colorful scarf and a consecrated image—a middle-aged Bulgarian 
steered the tiller. 
The rush of water carried us a little, and after a moment we stood on land. But this was only 
the first part of the crossing, the least dangerous part. 
We had to swim across a huge flood, from which only the tops of willows and poplars peeked 
out. 
The water roared and rushed; a little deep to the left, a little deep to the right, and only one 
road that was passable. 



Our Bulgarians, poles in hand, walked ahead, judging and leading, while we sat in the carriage,
not without some emotion watching as the carriage began to almost float away as we went 
further and further along. 
Finally, at the deepest point, we encountered the postal carriage; both it and we had to duck a 
little to the side. 
The water began to press into the carriage. 
But this only lasted a moment, and through an increasingly shallow ford, we reached the bank, 
along the fence towards the colony. 
Here we had to dry ourselves off, empty the water, and give the poor horses a respite. 
I used this moment to draw a beautiful view of Bender from the side of the fences, whose 
fortress stood picturesquely white above the green, rising waters.

Parkany, a Bulgarian colony located in Komarowa Balka, is remarkable only for the fact that 
the mulberry trees and silkworms here are said to be the oldest, dating back to Turkish times. 
The Bulgarians were brought here in 1803.

Beyond Parkany, a magnificent view of Bender, the wide Dniester, and the mountains opened 
up from above. 
The now enormously flooded waters added much to the view. We reached Tiraspol, a tiny, 
insignificant town with three churches and many miserable houses. 
There was a Suvorov fortress here, and traces of it remain in the mounds, supposedly built in 
1793, but occupied for only three years and now abandoned. 
Kohl counted 62 windmills here!! 
We couldn't have said that about Tiraspol without his help. 
Again, a magnificent view of the Transnistrian region from the heights. 
From Tiraspol to Kuchurhan, one rides through a barren steppe, where only distant graves 
stand. 
I couldn't get enough of the Dniester's flooding, and if it weren't for the sad thought of 
destruction, I would have been glad to have arrived at this hour. 
But the protruding tops of willows and poplars, fencing the towers, reminded us that this 
beautiful view had been paid for dearly. 
From here, we could still see Tiraspol in its entirety, with its ramparts, houses, a flock of mills, 
which our Lord Kohl had counted, and a village on a hill above the Dniester. 
Further on, only steppe and steppe, the old encampment of the Yedissan horde, and after it, a 
road marked with stone posts, instead of trees. 
We finally descend the mountain onto a wide, green plain, along which the Kuchurhan River 
flows. 
Here, a settlement from 1803, miserable. The post office is in a low, dirty, and uncomfortable 
cottage. Fortunately, we didn't need to stop. 
The steppe is beginning to be cultivated, strewn with mounds of grain and hay, red-headed 
horses flitting about, and we couldn't see them from the other side of the Dniester. 
The road is excellent, we fly as if on a stream. 
From Kuchurhan to Gidyryn, again, the steppe is treeless and empty. 
The Dniester had already completely disappeared to our right, only once again the mirror of its
waters flashed and above it the village on the hill with its mills.
48
Windmills are a sine qua non here. 
Every settlement counts them, if not by hundreds, then at least by dozens. 
Near Kuczurhan, there's a respectable German colony, Strasburg. 



After passing it, we encounter only the enormous wagons of German colonists, no smaller 
Moldavian radwans, and enormous coal-laden karucas. 
Not far from the post station, there's a colony in the Gidyrym forest, on the Baraboj River. 
A brick church and houses interspersed with green acacias were now drowning in stacks of 
various shapes, yellowing the landscape. "The settlement, like all the others here, lies in the 
Balka." 
Having barely caught our breath, we hurried, hoping to reach Odessa that same day, at the 
Dalnik station. 
Here we could already sense the proximity of Odessa; The traffic was heavier, with wagons 
stretching towards the still-invisible city; denser inns and settlements heralded a bonfire. 
From Dalnik, one could say, Odessa begins. 
This settlement already stands on city land, on the Dalnik River. It's hard to miss the wagons 
laden with fruit, vegetables, coal, grain, and wood. As we approach, the traffic increases; the 
gables of churches rise on the horizon, carving out the profiles of roofs in a long line. 
This is Odessa! 
We drive through Moldavanka, along Dalnitskaya Street, full of wells supplying water to the 
city. 
The population shimmers at every step; and so, meeting slightly more and more traffic, we 
reach Richelieuskaya Street, the Boulevard. 
Hello, sea!
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XXVIII.
August 5th.

Change. Sea cruise. Storm. Evening. August 6th, 7th, and 8th. Bathing. New Orthodox
Church. Lutheran Church. Bazaars. Population. August 9th - Seal and diorama.

Kujalnica Liman. P. Karlsberger's farm. Wine. August 10th. Count Worońców. Sunrises
to the sea. August 11th. Renaud's farm. Langeron's farm. Bathing. P. M. Murzakiewicz.

Antiquities of his collection. Snake Island.

August 12th. Bathing in Bellevue. New costumes. August 13th. P. Kozłowski. August 14th.
Daguerreotype. Views. August 15th. Street population. 16 August. Tamożnia. Musical

evening. 17 August. Autographs. Evening at P. Knjażewicz's. 18 and 19 August. Bathing
in the Liman. 20 August. Little Fountain. S. Priesto's farm 21 August. Temperature.

Earth, Seams, Coal. 22 August. Stefan's Cafe. Clothing. Fruit, Kawon. Churches.
Armenian. Greek Pokrovskaya Cathedral. Moldavian. Richelieu's farm. Ch.

Razumovsky's farm. Ceremony in the Port. Cossack Starling. 23 August. Ride to the
Cortazzi farm. Pictures. 24 and 25 August. Concert. 26, 27. Choosing the right road.

Dinner at Antonne's. August 28th. Tamozhnya. Ernst's Elegy. August 29th. Departure.
August 30th. The Road.

August 5th.

The transformation of life, of people, even of the objects around us, is very strange. 
Yesterday, only from the Budjak steppe, from the desert, where only graves are tended and 
pink-clad grasshoppers chirp, did I enter pleasant and cheerful Odessa again; today I was 
swept away by the whirlwind of city life. 



My God, a few thousand steps from the bustle and bustling life—there is the silence of the 
desert and the peace of the primeval ages. 
How far is it from Karuta to Dalnik? 
What a difference! 
How far is it from Odessa to Akkerman, from the empty towers of the old fortress, over which 
jackdaws soar in flocks; To the magnificent warehouses and halls of old Khadji Bey, where not
long ago a Pasha gazed pensive at the empty harbor and the silent waters of the sea? 

That afternoon, a sea cruise was planned, accompanied by music and a large company. 
Rain had been falling since morning, but it cleared up, as if out of courtesy, so that if not 
(according to the original plan) to Khutor Renaud, at least we could sail to the port. 
Thirteen boats were hired, but eight were barely full. 
At six o'clock we set out to sea; the sun was setting brightly over the peresyp, and above it and 
all to the south, a black, menacing cloud hung. 
The boats moved along to the sound of music, and everyone's eyes were fixed on the 
enchanting view of the boulevard, the city buildings, and the enormous sunrises, which from 
here seem like only ten great steps.
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"Beautiful! But how much nicer it would be to sail alone, or just the two of us, without looking
at the inevitable human ridiculousnesses that sat here, as everywhere, in the boats surrounding 
us."
- Of course, there were none on our boat. 
Seeing the approaching cloud, I easily prophesied a storm, which at first no one wanted to 
believe; but we barely had time to escape it to the harbor when raindrops began to fall, and 
lightning and thunder rolled overhead.
I ran home quickly; I hadn't needed to hurry like this in a long time. 
I reached our house just before the storm hit, a storm that was terrible.
The planned evening at the Carutti pastry shop after the stroll seemed unavoidable. 
Around ten o'clock, however, the sky brightened beautifully, cleared up, and the company was 
able to gather. 
It was a special evening of its kind, because first in the pastry shop, secondly, the ladies were 
dressed as if for a stroll, the men in frock coats or in full dress. 
All the requirements of a party, without the usual etiquette and toilette, were met; I think they 
must have had a wonderful time. 
As I write this, they are still dancing—I'm going home. 
From this evening, the most innocent in the world and the most exquisitely conceived, strange 
and strange things were later done. 
Some found it indecent (I wonder why?), others surmised that he must have been ridiculed, 
and so on. 
People, when they have nothing to do, spin threads from spiderwebs. 
August 6, 7, and 8. Friday and Saturday were spent reading at home and making a few visits. 
The days after the storm were cool and windy, but bathing in the turbulent sea was the most 
pleasant.

On Sunday, despite the wind that still rocks the sea and waves crash against the shore, the sky 
was clear, and the day was beautiful. 
In the morning, I went to the old and new Bazaars. 
A huge, beautiful, Byzantine-style church was being built in the new one, which can already be
seen from afar. 



Arriving in the city, we entered and marveled at the audacity of the construction and its 
meticulous execution; the enormous pilasters held the nave in place. 
My guide rightly believed that if a similarly massive building had been constructed elsewhere, 
the scaffolding would have been a huge and expensive affair. 
Here, dozens of—one might say—thin sticks and poles tied together with ropes served as all 
the necessary equipment. 
This church will undoubtedly be the most beautiful in Odessa, but it's a pity that the interior 
decorations were entrusted primarily to the painter P. Vitale, whose painting hanging in the 
Catholic church promises hideous scrawls. 
He has no understanding of the subject, no knowledge of art, and not even of the mechanics 
that are easiest to find. 
I don't know how P. Vitale will manage such a large undertaking, one that's too large for him; 
his conscience wouldn't even allow him to undertake it. 
From here, we went to the Lutheran Church, whose façade and needle are visible from afar at 
the end of the street (German). 
The austere exterior of the unadorned interior seemed even more gloomy, for Mrs. Fabre's 
catafalque was being decorated when we entered. 
Enclosed pews occupy the entire nave, and two side galleries separate it from rather beautiful 
columns. 
In a semicircular recess, an altar with two candlesticks and a cross. A sort of choir surrounds 
the church. 
Not long ago, very long ago, where the church stands today, the city ended. 
Next door, a house considered itself a so-called dacha; and beyond, the countryside, a German 
colony, was already beginning. 
Now, the enormously growing city, villages, and suburbs, had swallowed it up.
 
Who knows if, in its constant progress, Odessa might soon take over Dalny too? 
Although neither the time of year nor the time of day was favorable for viewing the old Bazaar
in its full splendor, we arrived there, and I found it still vast, vast, and full of astonishing 
activity. 
All sorts of goods, especially food, lay for sale here; fruits, vegetables, and vegetables in 
quantities that it seems impossible Odessa could ever need. In this Bazaar, one buys all the 
necessities of a home's pantry, everything a kitchen requires.
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Besides food, what else is missing here? 
All sorts of iron, wooden products, from shovels to wheels and axles, ropes, twines, and so on
—it's hard to squeeze through, with goods cluttering every corner. 
Under the stalls, dried fruit is sold, under others, fruit, meticulously arranged in pyramids on 
tables and benches, or scattered in heaps on the ground. 
Vendors weigh, argue, call, arrange, sell—buyers ride, get off, stop, haggle, and though it was 
noon, the bazaar was still open. 
The bazaar stretches all the way to the boulevard that encircles the city; the market is 
constantly changing, but it never ceases. 
The so-called benches (shops) stand first in the lower-floor apartments of the houses, then in a 
row beneath them, and thirdly, in the street, and this on both sides of the Bazaar. 
I'm not counting the shops and stalls clinging like swallows' nests to corners, window displays,
and walls. 

Everywhere seems crowded, with nowhere an empty corner. 



—On the boulevard itself, the open-air market of imported goods, fruits, and vegetables 
unfolds; under the shatras, it nestles, in covered, barely cleared carts; removed from their 
wheels and placed on the ground like stalls—cucumbers, corn, watermelons, melons, cabbage, 
garlic, onions lie in countless piles. 
Further on, trees, kiziak, ropes, strings, and yams. 
Everywhere, the market, activity, life. 
It's hard to describe; perhaps it would be easier to paint, and for a talented painter, there are 
many excellent subjects for a painting. 
Merry Ruthenians in red shirts playing a game of odds and ends; further on, a sunburnt 
Bulgarian, a black Moldavian covered in a cloth; more than one Lazaronic face, more than one 
beggar worthy of Murillo. 
Around the taverns, plenty of people are seen in the open air, or under tents; the scenes are also
exquisite. 
But nowhere is there any disgusting, repulsive drunkenness, in the form it sometimes manifests
here. 
Perhaps this is due to the fact that here, less people drink vodka, which intoxicates more 
quickly and harmfully.
 
August 9th. 
The morning passed with respects, that is, with necessary visits. Then I visited, also almost out 
of necessity (for everyone visited him) the Sea Seal, who, according to the program, was 
supposed to speak "Baba" (Baby) in an excellent way; But in reality, it only sputtered 
exquisitely and gracefully turned its fat belly upside down. On the road from Foka, there was a
Diorama. 
We stopped there too. 
The paintings in this Diorama had the special quality of being pasted from straw on canvas, 
which gave them such a strange, fiery color that they were almost terrifying. 
Some strange, fantastic Hoffmanesque world, giant people, towering buildings, as if seen in a 
dream, a terrible light, as if on doomsday; and, to top it all off, the figures, one of which was 
not well drawn, distorted, bizarre. 
— Besides the ruins of Palmyra and Rome, there was Krakowskie Przedmieście and Nowy 
Świat with the Church of the Holy Cross: how idealized! 
After lunch, we went to the Kujalnia Liman, where, in Kalsberger's Chutor near the garden, 
they had set up water and blue baths for the sick.
We rode through the suburb of Peresyp, descending the Kherson estuary (the street leading 
from the top of Odessa to the bed of the old estuaries). 
The suburbs still had the appearance of a decent city. 
A few beautiful Gothic buildings had almost emerged from the city. 
Here, the Chumaks were in motion, long rows of carts and shops dedicated to them. 
The road further along the estuary was strewn with seashells, those sea flowers—we collected 
them with interest. 
At P. Karlsberger's, we viewed the decorated mud baths, a sort of infirmary for soldiers; 
officers, a garden, and a vineyard. 
We tasted the red wine, which, for local wine, was indeed excellent. 
Not far from the mainland is a settlement on a hill, a kuyalnik, where they quarries the stone 
used for construction in Odessa. —

August Tenth. 
From so many different sources, and always with such unwavering admiration, stories about 
Count Vorontsov reach us that even the most indifferent tourist would find it impossible not to 
record them in this diary. 



With genuine emotion, I was told of his arrival here during the Chuma War, of the love he 
gained everywhere; even from the Crimean Tatars.
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How rare such moral phenomena! 
How fascinating to the observer must be the character of this man, against whom, as against a 
new Aristide, nothing evil, nothing hostile, nothing even indifferent can be heard. —
And where the vox populi speaks in praise, it is perhaps even more fitting to call itself vox Dei 
than when it condemns.
Descending slowly from the east toward the sea, I gazed curiously at the figures that constitute 
the population of this part of the boulevard. 
First, there was a picturesquely seated girl with a basket of fruit; a few Jews and brokers 
gazing at the arriving ships; a few curious visitors from our provinces. 
In the last east, a blind, gray-haired grandfather and a few beggars, as if from a Murillo 
painting or a Goya sketch, stretched out their hands, begging for alms. 
The day was cloudy and not at all hot, with a gale, lightning, and darkness in the evening. 

August 11th. 
I spent the morning revisiting the Renaud and Langeron (Bellevue) farms. 
In the former, now abandoned, overgrown, and poorly maintained, the most beautiful thing I've
ever seen was the bay and cliff I mentioned above. 
From the Langeron Baths, the view is less beautiful, as you descend slowly, right to the shore. 
In the other direction, however, the Renaud farms and others are bluish, jutting into the sea 
with their promontories and stretching far out. 
Bathing here would be the most delightful experience in the world, were it not for the 
unpleasantly rocky seabed, treacherously studded with rocks that constantly cut your feet. 
But how quiet and peaceful it is here, what a vast space before you, how long you can freely 
play with conch shells and pebbles washed up by the sea! 
At five in the afternoon, I was with the 
Secretary of the Society of Antiquities, P. M. Murzakiewicz. 
With great courtesy, he showed me his interesting collections. 
Namely: his own collection and that of the Society of Antiquities (which he has brought to 
order)—ancient coins. 
Olbia, in particular, is in a large set at P. Murzakiewicz's; several beautiful and very well-
preserved medallions (which are rare) that Blaramberg did not possess in their entirety; also 
Pantikapea and Chersonesus (the Genoese-Tatar coins of Theodosia discovered here, a 
description of which will be included in the Society's Memoirs). 
P. Murzakiewicz also has a collection of Roman and Ruthenian coins. 
In the latter, he showed me gold and silver coins of Dmitry the False, Shuisky, and Władysław. 
—No less fascinating to me were the Olbia antiquities, the lids of clay vessels, the platters, the 
arrowheads, and so on from Olbia and the Snake Island. 
— The interesting and beautiful drawings by P. Bassoli, depicting the island from various 
angles, gave me an even better idea of this rocky and bare islet, situated a hundred miles from 
Odessa, and now called the Snake Island because of the number of snakes found there.
This rock, several miles in circumference, is irregularly rectangular in shape; constantly torn 
and washed away by the sea, it allows one to swim to it with difficulty. 
— Now completely empty, it harbors only an extraordinary number of snakes.
In the center of the island is a considerable eminence, where the temple of Achilles stood. 
Older plans show ruins, which no longer remain today. 
— Only traces of stone mounds, roads, and dikes remain, with which attempts were made to 
fortify the rock against the destructive action of the sea. P. M. Marzakiewicz, accompanied by 
the artist P. Bassoli, undertook an interesting archaeological journey here. 



Here he found medals from Kherson, Olbia, Panticapea, some Roman ones, etc., and even 
medallions with the imprint of St. John of Nepomuk, which had been accidentally misplaced. 
In addition, triangular iron arrows and bronze fragments; drawings of these, 
along with P. Bassoli's views and engravings of the dates discovered here, buckles, ornaments, 
etc., are to be published in the description of the journey. 
—About the island of Achilles, Arrian writes: "From this mouth (of the Danube River, Istros) 
to the right, flowing with the north wind, lies the island which is now called Achilles's 
(Achilleos nesos); from the color of its rocks they call it white (leuke). 
They say that Thetis founded this island for her son, and that Achilles lived on it.
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In the fourth Nemean Ode, Pindar sings: "In the Euxine Sea, Achilles rules the beautiful island.
On this island lies a temple dedicated to Achilles and a statue of his ancient workmanship. 
There are no people; only a few goats graze, dedicated to Achilles by those who land on the 
island. Various offerings are placed in the temple, such as bowls (vessels), annelids, and 
precious stones. 
These are thanksgiving offerings. There are various inscriptions in Latin and Greek, and poems
of varying lengths in praise of Achilles and Patroclus, for here they are both honored together, 
striving to please Achilles. 
On this island, a multitude of birds, lapwings, and sea crows breed. These birds are servants of 
the temple. 
Every morning they fly out to sea, wet their wings, and then hurry back, sprinkle the building, 
and sweep the feathers with the dry sweat, sweeping the dust from their bodies. 
Some say: from ships that arrive here, sailing here on purpose, they bring animals, and after 
slaughtering some for sacrifice, they dedicate the rest to Achilles. 
Those who are carried to the island by the storm ask the gods to give them food, and from the 
offerings they ask whether they can kill an animal. 
They pay whatever price they think is fair for the slaughtered animal; and if the oracle (for 
there was an oracle in the temple) does not confirm it, they raise the price constantly, offering 
higher and higher amounts until it is accepted. 
Then the designated animal comes alone and remains in the temple. 
From this purchase of offerings, much silver was gathered in the temple. 
Achilles appears in dreams not only when they land, but also when they sail not far from the 
island, showing them the safest way for the ship to sail and where to anchor. 
Others, Arrian continues, say that he also appears in reality on the mast, in the form of Castor 
and Pollux (Dioscuroi); with this difference, Castor and Pollux appear everywhere, while 
Achilles only appears to those approaching his island. 
"Others say that Patroclus has also appeared to some in dreams. All this," Arrian adds, "I heard 
about the island from people who were there, and I wrote down what I heard. 
This seems very probable to me, for I am convinced that there are few heroes equal to Achilles,
etc., etc.." Pausanias writes about this island as follows: 
"On the Euxine Pontus, at the mouth of the Ister, there is an island sacred to Achilles and called
Leuke. 
It is 20 stadia in circumference; it is entirely covered with a forest in which there are many 
wild animals. 
There is a temple and an idol of Achilles here. 
They say that Leonius the Crotonian was the first to sail to this place. 
At that time, war was raging between the Crotonians and the Locrians living in Italy. 
The latter, because of their ancient alliance with the Opuntians, summoned Ajax, son of Olius. 
Leonius, commanding the Crotonians, at first fell upon that part of the enemy army where he 
thought he would find Ajax. 



Severely wounded in the chest, he was forced to withdraw from the battlefield. 
Severely wounded, he went to The Delphic oracle; and Pythia ordered him to go to the island 
of Leuca, where he was to find Ajax, who would heal him. 
Leonis found this island and was healed. 
The Crotonians say that Leonis, upon returning, spread the word that he had seen Achilles 
there, and not only Ajax, son of Oile, but Ajax, son of Telamon, and with them Antilochus."

Such were the legends of ancient times, about this deserted islet, scattered in the sea, formerly 
filled with birds and Achilles' goats, but now inhabited by vipers. 
This island is now called the Viper's Island (Ilau Adosi) or Fidonisi. 
Jan Potocki mentions it in his New Peripel of the Black Sea.
"We will stop for a moment," he writes, "at the island of Achilles, which the ancients believed 
to be inhabited by his spirit. 
He appeared in dreams, showing sailors convenient places to anchor and anchor. No living soul
appeared to those who landed here; only wild goats, which went of themselves to the 
sacrificer's knife. 
White birds, leaving the surface of the water, flew to sprinkle and cleanse the temple. 
The entire island was a gift from Thetis, made to her son; and he desired to be venerated here, 
along with Patroclus. 
These are tales believed by the ancients, and even the philosopher Arian relates them, 
attributing faith to them. 
The memory of devotion to this place must have survived for a long time, especially among 
sailors, who were generally very superstitious people."
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Our people still call this island Fides Nixi, meaning "Isle of Faith" (Isle de la Foy). 
Ships and vessels sailing from the mouth of the Dnieper to Constantinople touch this island, so
that they can then turn south to avoid the sea currents. 
I myself made this journey in 1784 and did not fail to ask if there were any remains of a temple
or other building on the island. 
I was told that access was very difficult, both because of the precipitous shores and the 
multitude of virulent snakes. 
I do not know if anyone later attempted to visit this ancient pilgrimage site. 
It would be easy to visit this place in the scorching summer, when the dried grasses catch fire. 
By lighting them, one could drive away dangerous vipers and expose the ground, which might 
conceal interesting ancient monuments, etc. 
Potocki's wishes have come true—and we will soon have the pleasure of reading the 
description of Mr. Murzakiewicz's interesting journey. 
"To this (as I heard from him) we owe the discovery of a new list of Russian truth; (with the 
addition of a new article on the cut of percent); a new list of the Nestor's chronicles and the 
previously unpublished laws of Pskov."

August 12th.
 In the morning I went to Langerona's Chutor for a swim; and although the seabed on the local 
shore is rocky, mercilessly hurting my feet—I gladly agreed to exchange solitude and a 
beautiful view of the sea for a few mornings on my feet. 
The sea was delightful. It chattered loudly, crashed with enormous waves against the coastal 
rocks, boiled, seethed, tossed, frolicked like a spoiled child. 
Oh! what a delight! What a sight, what a bath in the roaring billows." I returned all bruised but 
happy. 
After dinner, I viewed the so-called New Attitude of General Majerov, opposite the Cathedral 
Church, a huge building. 



It is a largely completed three-story grand bazaar; two parallel wings, terminating on both sides
and connected by a circular colonnade. 
The structure is not beautiful, but its enormity is astonishing. 
Such is life here that the new buildings, still almost unfinished, are already filling with 
residents. 
The lower vaults are supposed to be noteworthy, in terms of construction. 
The evening bath, though the sea was rough, was not as pleasant as the morning one; because 
in these prosaic port bathrooms, where both the crowds of people and the sea are always 
closed, cut to pieces, dirty, sad, mate: it loses all charm; one can never be alone with a giant. 
The wind and storm howled all night. 

August 13th. 
The rough sea beats even harder. Huge billows. What a sight! What a delightful, yet breaking, 
bath! 
I met the musician P. Kozłowski, author of the popular melody for the muse about Hetman 
Kosiński; and the Piano School. 

August 14th. 
The sea is constantly wavy, the days are cloudy, the baths are excellent, though cold. In the 
morning, we visited P. Hass, who daguerrotypes. 
If it were worth a detailed description, one could create an excellent scene—playing out in a 
rather dirty courtyard; a wall covered with a white flannel quilt serves as a backdrop, piles of 
garbage and dirty gutters as accessories. 
A small table, two chairs, that's the whole apparatus; with strange haste, activity, and 
importance, they set up the camera, and position their head. — la commence! 
And the poor convict sits motionless for thirty seconds. P. Hass's assistant (deaf, to boot) 
quickly covers the glass. and calls out "Merci." Freed, he could have said the same to him, with
far deeper feeling. "You deserve it!" 
In a small room full of artistic disorder, the scene is completed by fumigations, washing, 
frying, and so on. 
All this takes place quickly, in an incomprehensible cramped space, between two pianos (for 
this is an instrument factory, also cluttered with a multitude of ingredients), beds, chairs, and 
piles of wood.
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At last, the plaque has emerged from its repeated baths, is being framed, framed, and presented
to your eyes. 
You need to see those waiting, as they grasp their likeness with restless hands, as they widen 
their eyes and finally, almost always, retreat, disenchanted. 
— Similar! 
— Dissimilar! 
— Terrible! 
— Spotty. 
— Indistinct! 
The beautiful ladies grimace, Mr. Hass, fortunately deaf, takes each expression as a sign of 
satisfaction, collects 25 rubles of attribution, and prepares new plaques. 
On the wall of the small room hangs a multitude of samples, and further on, a copy of 
Winterhalter's Decameron, copied from an oil print, not without talent, somewhat sharp. 
The sea is cool and wavy. 
Returning late in the evening, I gazed at the sky. It was black as ink, like a shroud—here and 
there, lighter spots, from which stars dimly shone. 



Against this background of inky, deep, chaotic darkness, the gray houses of the city shone, 
enormous. 
The dormitory seemed to me like the palace from Balthazar's wedding; the theater a 
continuation of it. In the distance, lights in the city and lights on the sea—a strange, terrible, 
suffocating image.
—Swathed in a dull, unbroken silence.

August 15th. 
The sea is always turbulent and wavy. 
A delicious swim, it's a pity I experience too much fatigue afterward. 
Returning from church and passing the crowds of people on the Rue Richelieu, I had the 
opportunity to observe again the Sunday population of the streets, quite different from the 
usual weekday crowd. 
— A multitude of figures from behind the craftsmen's workshops and merchants' tables now 
enter the crowd, freshly groomed, dressed for Sunday.
This accessory is easily recognizable by their distinct Sunday attire, their forced posture, their 
black hands, and their gleaming chains. 
Greeks, Germans, and Frenchmen glide freely for twenty-four hours. 
Poor Greeks! 
I saw several of them in paletots; distinguished only by their red fezzes. 
— That one could exchange one's national costume, beautiful and picturesque, so easily, so 
good-naturedly, for a bag called paletots, is incomprehensible. 
Here, as we have already mentioned, Greeks and Turks, no one notices the most bizarre attire. 
Everywhere else, there is some local population, ordinary dress; the prevailing belief, 
therefore, is that everyone should be more or less like them.
In Odessa, there are no locals, everyone is a stranger: so no one blames another for coming 
from the other side of the world, or for looking as if they did. 
Here, too, a Greek in a red turban, or an Italian musician with hair a la Paganini or Liszt, is 
allowed to adorn himself as he pleases—no one will even glance at them. 
In the evening, after a storm and rain, the sea is calm, the water is more calm, but cool. 
The boulevard, as usual on Sunday, is full of noise and activity. 
Music plays under the statue of Richelieu, and lychee guests move from end to end of the long 
street along the seaside. 
What faces, what costumes, what languages! 

August 16th. 
A bright, sunny day, not hot, the morning is already cold, and swimming too. 
Around noon I was in the port town. Busy.
Some of the figures remained in my Album; which was also enriched by figures of Greeks 
from Lewi's shop, where I bought tobacco, antiques, and pipes. 
A lovely musical evening at P. Jacobi's. 
They played Beethoven's beautiful Quartet. 
Studnicka from the Czech Republic played a movement from Thalberg's Concerto for piano, 
and the painter Korycki played variations on the guitar. 
We all marveled at the talent with which the latter was able to extract sounds full of diverse 
expressions from the thankless guitar.
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August 17th. I viewed an interesting collection of autographs at Mrs. Chirkovitz's (née 
Countess Rzewuska's) home; entire letters by Chateaubriand, Pitt, Wellington, Lavater, 
Delphine Gay, P. Staël, Pushkin, Mickiewicz, Feliński, Mrs. Krüdner, etc. 



A poem by Pushkin, written deliberately. 
In the evening at Mr. Kniażewicz's, I learned of the death of Professor Daniłłowicz, after 
whom the collections for the history of Lithuania he was working on, on which he was 
undoubtedly precious, were left. 
Returning at nine, I was surprised by the deserted streets, the silence, and the early sleep of the 
city. 
The sea was also sleeping quietly; two rows of streetlamps, two of which cast light on 
Richelieu's statue, illuminated the empty boulevard. 
There was no one there. 
The sky is clear, broken by a few distant clouds, scattered with stars. 
Signals flash on distant ships in the harbor. 

August 18th and 19th. 
The sea is quiet, smooth and cold like a mirror; while bathing, one can gaze at its bottom. 
Deeper, the water is already cool, and the surface only slightly warm.
— The steamboat was leaving for Crimea. 
After lunch, I went to see the Liman and try a bath in Doctor Andrzejewski's Baths.
We left the city along the seashore, passing the so-called spuski, that is, streets descending 
from the mountain on which Odessa stands, down to the perepiscopal embankment. 
The seashore, along which we were traveling, presents an engaging and lively sight. 
Traffic here, as everywhere, is everywhere: loaded carts pass each other, carriages and wagons 
pull in different directions. Some are going to bathe in the numerous baths along the shore, 
others are hurrying to the port to trade. Jews, gathered in black heaps on carriages, drag along. 
"The prisoners are working in the port, wheeling stones and earth." 
The seashore bristles in several places with strangely shaped rocks, beneath which bathers are 
thronged. 
"I don't know if there's such a riot of baths anywhere as here. Everything that lives bathes, 
splashes, and walks around with wet hair, from children to the elderly, from beggars and Jews 
to the highest aristocracy, with the only difference being that the aristocracy bathes in their 
own, more elegant baths, while the skinny servants either bathe in cheaper ones or simply on 
the seashore, under a blue tent. 
The sea here is so shallow that they enter it with their carriages a few hundred paces away." 

On one side of the shore, walls and meager structures stretch, on the other, enormous yards of 
timber, lying in heaps.
—The former Kazarmes and the Chubun (cast iron) factory. 
On a rather uneven road by the sea, among various buildings, one travels up the hill to the 
street leading from the slopes towards Tamozhnia and the peresyp. 
On the peresyp, there's still the city, with the traffic of wagons, Chumaks, Jewish carriages, 
oxen, horses, and people. 
There are even inns, wineries, card sales (similar warehouses are at both ends of the city), 
shops, and so on. 
But most of all, there are yards of timber and all kinds of wooden materials: wheels, axles, 
shafts, twigs, oak logs of various sizes and thicknesses. 
These stand in a row under the houses, very neatly arranged and classified. 
"In front of almost every such warehouse, there's a well, and in front of each, another table set 
on a barrel, with a few watermelons, cucumbers, and a bottle in cool water—in short, a tavern. 



After passing these tempting displays for the chumaks, one enters Tamożnya, and after a more 
or less gracious search, which might be content with examining the carriage or even going as 
far as the most hidden secrets of clothing, one enters the suburb again, stretching even further, 
with a similar appearance, but increasingly smaller, more sparse, more ephemeral. Here, there 
are still warehouses, shops, and inns.
We now enter the so-called Levshinsky forest, poplars, tamarisks, and acacias. Here, one can 
only sense the nearby city, but it's no longer visible. 
The needle of the Cathedral Church and a few turrets, a bit of the sea at the end of the street—
that's what's left of it." 
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To the left, past the dugouts and wells, we take a road along a mountain ridge, lined with 
tamarisks, birch trees, and poplars; toward the Chadzi-Bejski Liman. 
The liman is already visible to the right, mountains to the left, and here and there below the 
hill, more or less ornate houses with balconies and gardens, alongside them poor dugouts—a 
German semantic figure has slipped past us over the road. 
The liman approaches ever closer from the right, and we feel it increasingly in our breath. 
They stand on the banks of the bathhouses, bathed in water and mud, where they cover the sick
with mud and lay them out in the sun under glass to draw out all the evil. 
Poor sick people! 
Below the hill, P. Andrzejewski's buildings appear, quite shapely, especially the main house 
with its window—and among the planted acacias, the very neat bathhouses whiten. 
They stand on wheels. 
One even looks like a German wagon. Some of them have water entering through pipes and 
warming up. People prescribed Liman baths (which have a far stronger effect than sea baths) 
live here. 
The water in the Liman is thick, salty-bitter, sometimes smelling of sulfur, warmer than the 
sea; the ground is muddy and rocky. There are plenty of small, biting crayfish. —

August 20th. 
A warm day again, nineteen degrees in the shade, the sea calm and quite warm; however, it 
seems to be gathering for wind and storm.
The After lunch, Mr. Skałkowski and I drove to Chutory. 
Passing the acacia-lined roads leading to Chutory, Renaud, Papudowo, Marasli, etc., we 
followed a similar route to the seashore, towards the so-called Little Fountain. 
This small fountain supplies the city with the most water, and on the way to it, there's a 
constant flow of water carrier barrels. 
It lies at the foot of a rugged hill, right on the seashore. 
Not far away, a little to the right, behind a few white houses, a garden begins at the foot of the 
cliff, with old trees supposedly growing here since Turkish times: birch, acacias, and so on. 
There's a café under a tent and the Baths. 
Beyond the garden, you'll find a long, empty valley enclosed by mountains to the right, the sea 
to the left, and strangely picturesque, jagged rocks that, advancing a few dozen paces into the 
sea, turn black with fantastic shapes. 
After bathing here, I later went to draw the cliffs. 
This wild, somber, yet beautiful place belonged to Count S. Priest, and today to P. Sturza. 
In the middle of the valley, protrude fallen rocks and a stone mound, with a wooden cross, 
exquisitely placed there. 
The view is closed by a wall of landslides, seeming to threaten a new landslide; to the left, the 
seashore bristles with yellow, gray, and red rocks. 
The entire valley is rutted, for here the stone is in abundance, and even the slabs have begun to 
be sawn in one place. 



One can understand why the seashore, composed of soft stone and loose earth, slides so easily. 
Rains wash away the valleys, the sea erodes the foothills; finally, the sodden masses settle, so 
that sometimes a few hundred paces along the shore, it slips and falls, overturning or carrying 
with it houses, gardens, and plantations.
— A similar landslide, along whose entire length the former road was visible, was seen by me, 
seen, and described by P. Kohl. —
The horizon towards Odessa was closed by the sea, and the only warship visible in the distance
—the Varna. A steamship from Constantinople, returning from Odessa, passed by us, leaving a 
cloud of smoke and a white streak across the sea behind it.

I sat here for a long time and drew—staring, in turn, at the seashore and the meager 
fisherman's hut standing there, then at the cloudy sky hanging above us.
The beating of the sea against the shore, sitting on the cliff, gave a distinct feeling of a light 
earthy shock; as if a spasmodic trembling.

August 21st.
The climate of Odessa, from observations made from 1822 to 1850, can best be demonstrated. 
The hottest temperatures here reached 30.5 degrees Celsius, 
the coldest temperatures reached 23. 
Only once in eight years did temperatures reach 30 degrees Celsius and reach 23 degrees 
Celsius. 
The hottest temperatures occurred between July 21 and 27; 
the coldest temperatures between January 6 and 25. 
The average temperature was 8.4 degrees Celsius.
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February is the coldest; winter begins on December 18 and ends between February 18 and 
March 6 at the latest. 
In 1824, there were flowers in the gardens at Christmas, and the port didn't freeze at all. 
The average barometric height was 29.70, the highest 30.50, the lowest 29.25. 
Sometimes there's no cloud in the sky or rain for three weeks. 
Two or three-thirds of the year are quite sunny, with about three completely cloudy months. 
Most clear days are in August and September, the fewest in December. 
Snow fell 37 times in 1826, 21 in 1827; an average of twenty-something snowy days. 
Thunderstorms in 1826, 1827, and 1828 occurred 37, 18, and 19 times. 
Hail is rare here, and electricity is scarce. 
The prevailing wind in Odessa is southerly. 
In 1829, a westerly one prevailed, but this only occurred once every seven years. 
Days without wind are rare, and summer nights are often quiet. 
Northerly winds in January, August, September, November, and December; northeasterly in 
February; and southerly in March, April, May, June, and July. —
The land around Odessa is generally of the third-period type. 
The large plains surrounding it slope, as can be judged from the course of the waters, 
southward. Thick grasses cover the steppe, with graves, barrows, and shallow ravines. The 
shores of lakes and waters are densely overgrown with reeds. —
The seashores, of the third formation, consist of layers of shell-like limestone. 
These layers extend from Odessa, Nikolayev, Ochakov, Kherson, and Berislav to Nikopol, and 
the Krivoy-Bohu River beyond Uman and Voznesensk; from Akkerman, Izmail, Reni, Bolhrad,
Kishinev, Mogilev, beyond Khotyn, and Nowoselytsya to the Austrian border, the Prut and 
Dniester, the Bohu, the Dnieper, and the Danube, along the shores of the Black, Azov, and Gny
seas, in the northern part of Crimea. 



In many places, the third-period seas meet the transitional and elemental seas. Judging by the 
seams surrounding them, one can surmise that the Black, Azov, Rotten, and even Caspian seas 
are remnants of a single, vast inundation that once covered this land. 
They must have once constituted bays, the throats of a vast sea, extending far into the 
mainland.

Deposits of limestone are found under Odessa and in Bessarabia on the banks of rivers and 
balks; in them are fossilized mammoth bones, transformed into woody quartz, and a multitude 
of shells.

Odessa itself stands on deposits of gray clay and coarse quartz sand mixed with clay. 
These deposits rise high above sea level in places, then descend into it again with a slight 
inclination. 
The shell-like limestone is covered with a layer of earth, sand, clay, or a small layer of 
chernozem. 
The local stone consists of fragments of kardites, pictenites, solenites, mytilites, and other 
shells mixed with clay and sand. 
Mr. Pavel Kulshin provided sufficient and detailed information about the coal found in these 
provinces, in Novorossiya, Bessarabia, the land of the Don Army, etc. 
We saw samples of it in the Museum of the Economic Society. 
We spoke above about the forests and efforts to distribute them here. 
You can read about the native animals in P. Castelneau's work in the second volume of his 
travels. We cannot expand on this subject. 

August 22nd. 
On my morning stroll, I stopped in front of the famous (though I don't know why) Stefan's 
café. 
It's a good place to observe the middle class of the local population. 
Starting with the Jews, who were supposedly the most numerous—who was missing? 
A tangle of various figures, divided into small groups and clusters, darkened beneath the tent 
sheltering the entrance. 
A mixture of languages, a variety of costumes, though generally evident was everyone's desire 
to exchange their national costume for that unbearably prosaic and characterless European one:
a frock coat, tailcoat, and waistcoat, which are unsightly, do not dress a person. 
The Jews here, too, are slowly shedding their costume; hats, long frock coats, slightly shaved 
beards, and tall velvet yarmulkes are a transition to paletots, beards à la jeune france, and 
short-cropped or long-grown hair.
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Walking down the street in the morning, you'll recognize which shops belong to the wealthier 
merchants. 
These remain closed on Sundays. 
Some, again, remain half-finished all morning; for their masters haven't yet accumulated 
capital and bought houses and farms; so they work even on Sundays, like laborers, whom 
you'll also see working here quite often on holidays. 
The Greek Street is full of fruit on display: delicious baskets of white and blue grapes, plums, 
apples, pears, and the ever-present watermelon. 
Where could there not be a watermelon here? 
Who wouldn't sell it? 
Who wouldn't eat it? 
Every shop has watermelons, too; they lie on the street, in windows, in baskets, on tables; their
husks lie scattered in every garbage dump, floating on the sea. 



Moreover, they are being carried to you all day long in huge carriages under the windows, 
calling in a monotonous voice:
— Kauna, Kauna, Kauna! 
How can you not eat them? 
Everyone, even the dogs and horses, eat them. 
But even though August is almost over, they are neither very cheap nor, above all, very good. 
Wine is also sour and expensive. 
In the Catholic Church, which I mentioned above, the motto of the Langeron coat of arms 
caught my eye— Alors content. 
On the tomb is an exquisite inscription; who wouldn't be glad and at peace, having finally 
reached their final destination? 
Around noon, I went to see the Orthodox Church, and first a small one, without even a cross 
on the roof, poor but well-kept, standing not far from the old Bazaar, an Armenian one. 
I don't know why they don't have a Cross on the dome, and it's so poor there, when there are so
many Armenian families in the area, and so many in Odessa itself. 
The interior is similar to all Greek Orthodox churches. 
A single altar, sheltered by royal doors; in front of it, a priest and two boys were singing in 
copes with Crosses on their backs, but in copes made of poor calico. 
The singing was noisy, drawn-out, and unpleasant. 
At the door, as everywhere, there was a sale of thin, yellow and white candles, which the pious 
buy and burn at the images of their patron saints. 
Before the great altar is a whole table, covered with a multitude of brass candlesticks mounted 
in it, in which these sacrificial candles burn. 
Small candlesticks like these, clinging to each image, to the candlesticks and larger candles. 
We found few pious people. 
In the Armenian and Greek Orthodox Churches, there are seats for the elderly and women. 
Above the entrance is a small choir. 
The priest, who walked around the altar, wore slippers. 
The Greek Church is in the shape of a Greek cross. 
The iconostasis is rich, painted and gilded exquisitely. 
The same offering candles are also found here. In this Church are the tombs of several 
Patriarchs, namely George, martyred in Turkey in 1821. 
We found the royal doors open, and before them the priest with loose hair, in a cope, with a 
stole in his hand and on his shoulder, singing in almost the same tone as the Armenians. 
We arrived at the Pokrov Church, which was indistinguishable from the others in any way, 
after the morning service; We found only black-clad church ladies, and beggars. 
There are old paintings here, depicting a dozen or so objects on a single panel, brightly and 
clumsily painted. 
They are called Korsun paintings. (?) 
Some of the inscriptions on these paintings were Greek. 
The objects were combined together, all sorts of things. Jesus, the Virgin Mary, the Stations, St.
George, all pressed together.  The colors are red, vivid, almost without shadow. 
We finally reached the Cathedral, whose tall, sheet-roofed needle (the bell tower) is the 
furthest thing from the city. 
This bell tower is the work of a monk who never studied architecture. 
The Cathedral, now connected to the bell tower by a new structure, is quite small. 
The paintings are not bad, acquired thanks to the efforts of Duke Richelieu. 
Several of them have now been removed to install new icons, with more traditional features. 
We happened upon a Greek service, and the crowd was enormous. — In 1791, where the 
present-day Cathedral stands, there was only a wooden Orthodox church.
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From the mainland, we drove to Moldavanka, just outside the city, passing the Institute and the
Rizo Farm (supposedly with a Byzantine flavor) through the so-called water balk toward 
Richelieu's farm. 
The water balk is full of wells, from which the city's water is worse than from a small fountain,
but much closer and cheaper. 
In Turkish times, there were already a considerable number of wells here, and Richelieu 
ordered about a hundred of them to be cleaned and improved. 
Richelieu's farm is adorned with what are said to be the oldest trees here. 
The garden consists of a grove of acacias, birches, poplars, and oaks. 
The summer house is quite nice. Richelieu gave this farm to his adjutant, Stempkowski, and 
Stempkowski gave it to the city, with the intention that it would always belong to the Military 
Governor, or be turned into a museum or some scientific institution. 
They call it the farmstead of the city chief, or Richelieu. 
Not far from here, there are strange ruins on the hills of the sprawling farmstead of 
Razumovsky, grandson of the famous Helman. 
One of the Hetman's sons founded this farmstead near Odessa; wealthy, as he owned tens of 
thousands of souls, he lived here and, wanting to support the inhabitants of the Moldavanka 
suburb, constantly built something new. 
There are cascades, ponds, waterworks, escarpments, vaults, tombs, and so on—an 
underground theater, a palace, gazebos; all of this now lies in ruins. Razumovsky built and tore
down, and built again to provide income for the people; the people still remember and remain 
grateful. 
This place, despite the strange imposition of unnecessary decorations, may have been quite 
beautiful, for they knew how to use its hilly location. 
The view of the city from here is beautiful. Now, Prince Gagarin has a philharmonic and drama
school here for poor peasant and townspeople's children. The garden was deserted, the palace 
empty.
Returning, I found signs of celebration in the harbor. 
Two ships, at a signal from the Church, fired and in the twinkling of an eye adorned 
themselves with multicolored flags (pavrises). Signals were displayed on the ropes—yellow, 
red, striped, and variegated. 
Twenty-one shots from the brandwatch could be heard. 
Other ships stood silently and without any signs, hanging only their drying sails, which had 
been soaked by rain during the night. 
I must record here a legend about the so-called Szpak route. 
This route, which runs alongside the Balta River, is said to have been named after Szpak, a 
Cossack bandit who lived about a hundred years ago. 
This Starling usually sat on the highway at night, strewing the road with branches, which he set
on fire; while he himself, armed with his own fire, waited for passersby. 
They would pause along the fire-battered road, and Starling mercilessly killed the guilty and 
the innocent, the legend goes, that is, the cashier and the naked. 
He was captured and hanged; his grave is said to be in Żabokrzycze, and on the grave a stone 
cross with the inscription: Here lies the Cossack Starling, who, according to God's advice, 
innocently perished the Poles. 
In the evening, due to the rain, there could be no illumination; only the brandwatch shone, and 
a few flares released from it were beautifully reflected in the sea. 

August 23rd. 
A cool day, bathing was only possible around noon, but the bath was not cold at all. The 
weather cleared, and after lunch, we made the drive to the Cortazzi Farm, which we took in a 
dozen carriages and several dozen people. 



"Almost all the visitors from our provinces were here. 
The Cortazzi Farm is spacious and very beautifully maintained, situated by the sea, behind a 
small fountain. 
Partly on the plain, partly on the shore, with extensive tree plantations, a vineyard, a small 
house, an orangery, and flowers. 
This farm has fewer picturesque views than Renaud and Saint-Priest; it is almost entirely on 
the plain, but there are beautiful spots here too. 
Exemplary and very carefully maintained. 
There are views of the sea from the gazebo planted with wild vines (vigne vièrge) and several 
other points. 
After passing the tree plantations, around the house, you descend, past the orangeries and farm 
buildings, to the vineyard."
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Grapevines scattered on a hill; in the center runs a street adorned with a row of stone vases set 
on a wall. 
This street leads to the seashore—which is almost devoid of its most beautiful ornamentation, 
the cliffs. 
Only the higher banks, rugged by the Sturza farmstead, are visible to the left, and the elevated 
but relatively level seashore to the right. 
It descends to the sea, which here spreads out on a sandy bed. 
Our entire company, having passed through the vineyards and tasted the harvested wine, which
the gracious host generously provided, set off to try the catch in a fishing net that had been cast
for our good fortune. 
Three fishermen embarked in a boat, rowed a short distance from the shore, and cast a net, 
which was soon pulled onto the sand. 
We found a multitude of crabs and one crab in it. 
The sea was calm, the view beautiful; A merchant ship, sails unfurled and a friendly breeze 
blowing, glided from Constantinople to Odessa; another darkened far away on the horizon 
from Ochakov. 
After lingering in the gazebo, where afternoon tea had been prepared immediately, after sunset,
we left this beautiful villa with the moon. 
The moon shone wonderfully over the sea, gilding it; in the distance, the reddish light of a 
lighthouse twinkled. 
As we quickly fled across the plain to the city, the enchanting image vanished from sight. On 
this plain, as the grandstand remained, horse races were taking place. 

Oh! Why can't I complete this short note with a few exquisite (in the original) portraits that 
would be so easily transferred to paper? 
Portraits of figures that are as easy (au morale) to trace as the physiognomy of people endowed
with a characteristically overgrown nose, curved chin, and so on. 
We had several people in our company who fell into this category; who could be sketched with
two features. 
But alas! We experienced too much unpleasantness, because of one memory in the initial 
volumes (a visit to Vorontsov's palace), to dare to risk new ones. 
So I will leave in our notes the sketches of a young lord arriving from the capital; a young lady
arriving (as was obvious) from our provincial town; a grand lady riding in mourning with 
diamonds; a certain Colonel; a certain painter; certain wives and husbands; and so on.
Let them rest in the portfolio, awaiting the final volumes of The Lantern, for which they will 
be able to provide models. 



In the evening, the French actors, supposedly leaving for Jassy, bid us farewell with two less-
than-stellar performances. 
— La belle ecaillére and Un aveu, Bon Voyage!

August 24th, 25th. 
It's getting colder, almost freezing, you can't bathe; everyone is leaving Odessa. 
Some are heading home, others on a journey to Crimea—happy! — Today, an amateur concert,
for the benefit of the poor; three amateurs made their presence felt on the piano: 
P. Hołowińska, Młodecka, and Roubaud; one singer from our provinces, whose voice won 
universal applause. 

August 26th, 27th. 
Cold and cloudy. 
We're setting off; and how many things, put aside for the final days of our stay, now occupy all 
the hours, how many purchases are rushing from one end of the city to the other. 
The day after the cool morning was clear, the night was bright, moonlit, and beautiful; I 
strolled along the boulevard for too long and was sick all night. 
The days, however, were beautiful. 
A noticeable drop in temperature, starting in mid-August. 
Now in Odessa, the second spring, as they call it here, is just beginning; it's the most beautiful 
autumn, stretching into October. 
The trees are greening up again, the acacias and tamarisks are blooming, but no one bathes 
anymore, guarding against a treacherous breeze. 
The climate is pleasant and mild, but be careful with it! 
We dined at several restaurants with the most famous chef here, Autonne; who I don't know if 
he deserves his fame.
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It was a farewell to several gracious friends, whose warm welcome, courtesy, and kind, 
heartfelt kindness, I will never forget. 

August 28th. 
I spent almost the entire day at the prison, standing guard at the Pakhauz. 
What exquisite figures flashed before me! 
Why can't one describe the dramas there? 
The approaching unrest, the distress of women whose dresses were being tossed, the mortal 
shivers of those packed with forbidden goods, the convulsive tremors of a hand that, every 
now and then, falls on a protruding pocket, revealing the contraband locked within; and the 
sweet glances at the prison officials, the prayers sent and deftly inserted affixes, and a thousand
other exquisite scenes. 
The prisoner fulfills her duty strictly, strictly, but with the politeness and decency that 
distinguishes all officials in Odessa. 
Having escaped and sent our luggage to the perepiscopal port, I returned to the city alone for a 
belated dinner with the lovely Mr. and Mrs. Hołowiński.

Witalis Kwiatkowski and I spent our last night in Odessa working on Ernst's elegy, for piano 
and violin, which we had never heard before.

August 29th. 
Stay healthy, Odessa!



I bid you farewell, all my acquaintances and friends, who have sweetened my stay here with 
your warm welcome.
 "Stay healthy—forever? Perhaps! 
Who of us, even for a day, doesn't think we're leaving forever? 
Who of us knows when we'll return? 
So be healthy and happy, if you succeed! I wish you this from the bottom of my heart—believe
my gratitude. 
Everything is forgotten in this world; But undeserved kindness, a friendly outstretched hand—
never. 
Back on the perimeter, we were still saying our heartfelt farewells, and here, a few souvenirs 
collected and the Album given to me for the journey, demanded new gratitude. 
"We're past Odessa, the Limans are disappearing behind us, only the Chumatsky Balks and the 
steppe surround us. 
Late in the evening, we stopped in Sewerynówka.

August 30th and 31st. 
Now, we'll only hurriedly run through the places we'll see on our way home. 
Our readers must be weary of this journey, cut into days, with no tale, no legend, inanimate. 
"So let's finish, let's finish; we'll gallop home."
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XXIX.
September 1st. Return. Diaworowa. Hoculowa. Traktir. Construction. Population.

September 2nd. Bałta. Tulczyn. 3rd and 4th. Szpików. Tulczyn. September 5th. Collection
for the Orthodox Church. Boh. Bracław. Memories. Niemirów. Memories. A walk

through the town. September 6th. Sematary. Inscriptions. View. Road to Vinnytsia.
Vinnytsia. Memories. Lityn. September 7th, 8th, and 9th. Zasław. September 10th.

Ostróg. 11th. Return home.
September 1st.

The previous day, we had already traveled through the steppe with our friends; now, from 
Diaworowa, we turned a new road, a new balka. 
The surrounding mountains are far smaller, more compressed, a different semblance of the 
steppe. 
The buildings of the slobodas are made entirely of wood; there's no stone here anymore. 
Hotsułowo, the treasury town, is entirely wooden and very flimsy; the church is only made of 
brick. 
Moldavians, Little-Russians, and Jews live here. In the area, birch groves can already be seen 
in the ravines and on the sides of the hills, and more and more trees—the steppe is green, but 
fattened with herds. 
Villages appear now in balks, now on the peaks of hills, but in them there are more cones, 
stacks, and corn baskets than huts. 
The huts are made of clay and brushwood, structures seemingly made of wood, but from what 
kind of wood? 
More likely from sticks! 
We stopped for a rest in a miserable hut, bearing a grand inscription on the board: Traktir 
pomieszczyk Leontowicz. 
A low hut and shed made up a sad whole; the rooms were floorless; nothing was to be had. 



In Hocułów, the first Orthodox church with several domes. 
The physiognomy of this part of the steppe was completely different, built of clay and wood, 
no stone, but plenty of piles everywhere, the poorest earthworks surrounded by them, all the 
hills cultivated and green. 

From Dumowa to Borszcze, a hilly steppe stretches, oak groves peeking out over the ravines, 
settlements sparse. 
It's clear that the land is vast in relation to the population. 
In Borszcze, on 14,000 acres, only 400 souls, and 4,000 acres of young forest. 
Nearby is the famous Nesselrode sheepfold. The price of the estates is quite high. 

September 2nd, 
we cross the familiar Bałta, hurrying onward; The next day, we stop for a rest in Tulczyn. 

September 3rd and 4th 
are taken up with a stay in the already familiar Tulczyn and a trip to beautiful Szpików, which, 
if not for the late hour, would have been worth drawing. 
I regret that I couldn't do it. 

September 5th. 
From Tulczyn, we traveled along the postal road towards Bracław. 
At the exit, among the dikes, I was struck by the way they challenged passersby to make a 
collection for the Orthodox Church. 
Under an old willow tree, stood the Image of the Virgin Mary, on a tripod with a roof, next to a
collection box; a boy with a bell in his hand drew the attention of passersby to it, their copper 
coins falling into a wooden box. 
A picture ready for the painter.
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The road is slightly hilly, with groves to the left and right, through which the postal road 
ascends and descends in turn. 

Through such hills, amidst enormous orchards, groves, and wide-spreading yellow stubble 
fields, we reached Bracław. 
In the valley above the Boh River, which here flows quietly, not very wide and peacefully (its 
banks are rocky here and there), Bracław unfolds in a long line. 
Today a miserable and poor town, once a distinguished stronghold. 
Only the Orthodox church, a gatehouse, and a few innhouses remain. 
Today's town consists of 380 houses; the old one was located on the other, higher bank of the 
Boh River, where traces of ruins still remain. 
The history of Podolia is too familiar to be repeated here. 
In 1450, it was annexed to the Crown, and four years later, it was made a voivodeship. 
Bracław has several historical recollections. 
Sarnicki calls it the city of St. Peter. 
After conquering Olgerd and conquering Podolia from the Tatars, it was settled by the 
Korjatowicz princes. 
In 1465, the city of Kaffa asked Casimir IV Jagiellon for human reinforcements. 
A certain Hamazzo (Halezer in Naruszewicz's book) agreed to obtain them and bring them 
back. 



He traveled to Poland and gathered 500 men to fight the Turks. 
This band of adventurers, passing by Bracław, set the city on fire and killed a man. 
Michał, Prince Czartoryski, then Starost of Bracław, caught up with him on the Boh River and 
slaughtered him in revenge. 
Hamazzo was taken prisoner.

In 1496, during John Albert's expedition to Wallachia, King Alexander fortified the city against
the Tatars. 
It suffered the most varied fates during the Cossack wars. 
Twardowski mentions it several times; finally, about Bohuń's attempt to defend Bracław, which
proved futile. 
The Hetman – ... will march headlong

With his camp into Ukraine, dividing his army into three regiments. –
And now the news spreading

About this will spread throughout the Bracław region,

From here, fear will rise, and one thing will hear

Bohuń, left there on first guard.

With three regiments in Bracław, he will dare

to oppose them. But when he learned

Of our success, what had happened in Niemirów

And Kalnik, and in the head of the slaughtered Busza

It was fresh, it would shake his conscience greatly,

And from there, distrusting the power of Bracław,

he ran towards Uman. 

The Boh (formerly Hippanis), called Aksu in Turkish (white water), according to Herodotus, 
flowed from a lake around which wild white horses used to graze, hence its name from hippos;
in fact, it flows from beneath the mountain. 
Zborna Mound in Podolia, washes Międzyboż, Konstantynów, Bracław, Winnica, Koniecpole, 
and through the Tatar steppe flows into the Liman, joins the Dniester, and flows into the Black 
Sea. 
On the Boh, at a place called Kuczman, there was a bridge called Vytautas's (not far from the 
mouth of the Kodyma).
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From Bracław to Niemirów, the road follows a stream. 
Fertile land all around, crisscrossed with groves, to the left the Boh glows, distant forests 
darken. 
Niemirów is beautifully situated on a hill above a pond, a neat and pretty town, with a church, 
an Orthodox church, school walls, and the residence of its owner, Mr. Bolesław Potocki. 



Situated on a hill, surrounded by water, with a view of the surrounding countryside, the streets 
are lined with clean houses; the Catholic church is large and beautiful. 
There is also the only Protestant church in Podolia, rebuilt in the Gothic style after a recent 
fire. 
It would be more elegant if it had a higher tower. 
The name of the town, I'm told, comes from the river that flows through it, called Niemyrów. 
Święcicki mentions here famous handicrafts—I don't know which ones? 
In 1737, a congress and treaty between Russia, Austria, and Turkey were concluded. 
Twardowski sings about the capture of Niemirow:

BUDZIAK
The Voivode of Bracław, barely saved:

And so, the one who is most accustomed to deceive,
When fortune serves, began to decline
To ours again. And although they dare
To capture this church and burn the city,
Yet in the Castle, whenever they attempt it,
Not without their own harm must they yield.
Until, having learned from tongues why
This is such audacious
This roguery: they will notice that a large army
With their deaf Colonel in reinforcements
Helps everyone along.
Which will greatly frighten and confuse everyone.
So, the Starost of Bracław, at the same time,
Sent to him in a raid. But only if he appears to him
At Lipowiec, not having noticed the equal,
He will flee back. What's more, having fled from Tabor
And the lighter retainers. And he will follow him
At Vineyard just before dawn.
From where the commanders will barely lead
The army into the field against him: until they quarrel over something here in the city.
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Those left in the ditch and in this confusion
They will rob the lord's wagons. Therefore, in their disarray
Being so disorganized that it is impossible for them
To at least save themselves,
They will not all resist. Just as, from afar,
In the forest, a timid man will be frightened
A pack of wolves, though not so numerous.
So also those frightened, where fear will lay them
Eurypse, tangled and terrified,
Into the eyes of the Chimeras, they flee without violence
In immense confusion. And it would be worse
If Wiśniowiecki hadn't returned this way at dawn
From his guard and in such an urgent hour
Whatever he had kept them from coming to each other
They could have seduced at least the cannon. And God willed that they didn't fall into that 
retreat again
Piławiecka; and although they had



their own advantages up to that point, they there
disappointed them all miserably, together with the harvest and wagons
with which they entertained them. Suffice it to say that they
scraped their way to Bar. 

Through not very beautiful, because less varied, but equally fertile and cheerful country, one 
travels from Vinnytsia to Lityn. 
A few verses from the city, I greeted the first thick oaks of beautiful shapes on my return. 
Finally, over the mirror of a clear pond, appeared with a squat new church, unfinished walls, 
some mysterious building and a spur—Lityn. 

September 7th and 8th. 
I was already traveling through a familiar country.

On September 9th, 
rushing ever closer to home, I arrived at our familiar Zasław; with its originality, a spacious 
monastery, gleaming white on the hill, and a large, solemn, but not beautiful castle, they add. 
Opposite the castle, on the opposite hill, a small town and the aforementioned monastery are 
developing, over which a high tower looms. 
Further on, the cross of the brick Orthodox church gleams, along with walls, houses, trees, and 
so on. 
A small but quite decent town, a few brick houses in the market square; from there, a view of 
the castle in the distance across the water, gleaming with its sheet metal clad in quark. 

On September 10th, 
I passed Ostróg, a town of memories and ruins, today muddy, deserted, and sad, with ruins 
dominating all sides, raising their heads higher than the new buildings, as memories convey the
present. 
The Jesuit Church and Collegium, the beautiful Trinity Orthodox Church, the castle remains, 
the old high gate, already heralding from afar, the old fortified estate of one of the wealthiest 
families in the country, today a prosaic district town. 

On September 11th, I returned home. 
— Shall I describe to you the feeling with which I arrived and was welcomed?
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SUPPLEMENTS.

Wallachian law in Poland. 

Czacki, T. I. 190. (note 1024), testifies that individual emigrants from Wallachia and 
Wallachian settlements in Poland were often allowed to apply their own law. 
Thus, Władysław X of Opole, by granting the field and village of Hodle, on the Ternawa River,
to Alexander the Wallachian, his servant (1378), permitted him and his successors to be 
governed by Wallachian law. 

https://pl.wikisource.org/wiki/Plik:Kraszewski_wspomnienia_odessy_3_s275.png


In a privilege of 1426, the Ziemowit X of Masovia and Bełz granted permission for the village 
of Lubicz to apply Wallachian law. 
Even in 1545, Wallachian law was granted to one village in the Starosty of Biecz (Kraków 
Voivodeship). 
In 1568, Czacki found some features of Wallachian law in a decree issued by Stanisław 
Zamojski in the Sambor region. 
Wallachian settlements were subject to: 
1. Fines (pecuniary penalties) not to the royal treasury, but to the commune's treasury.
2. Courts were held by elders elected from the settlement, according to Wallachian laws and 
customs.
3. Meetings were held for consultations on the management and order.
4. Labor, a duty, was transformed into a tithe of cattle, grain, and garden produce.
Ochakov Oblast from 1790 to 1840. (According to a letter by P. A. Skalkowski. "Equal view of
the Ochakov Oblast from 1790 to 1840, 1842. Odessa 4").

The third article of the Treaty of Jassy concluded on December 29, 1791, stated: Turkey cedes 
to Russia the lands from the Dnieper (i.e., its mouth at the Liman) and the Boh River to the 
Dniester, occupying Ochakov in the process. 
The Dniester River was to be the border between the two states; so that its right bank 
(Bessarabia) would belong to Turkey, and the left to Russia. 
On the left bank of the Dniester began the Ochakov Oblast, Uzu, belonging to the small 
Tartary, subordinate to the Crimean Khan, except for Ochakov, where the Seraskier was always
a three-manoeuvring pasha, appointed by the port. 
The same was true everywhere in the more important positions and fortresses, always occupied
by Turkish troops. 
On the Ochakiv steppe, the Yedissanian Nogai Tatar Horde roamed, whose Seraskier, usually 
from the Giray clan, and the Kaymakan Horde resided for the most part in Ochakov.

After the campaign and the capture of Ochakov, the occupation of the country by Russian 
troops, the remnants of the Nogais crossed the Dniester, where they remained together with the
Budjak Horde until 1808, that is, until their final expulsion to the milky waters of Crimea. 
The Ochakov Oblast was a hexagon enclosed by the Bohemia, the Black Sea, the Dniester, the 
Mokry Yahorlik River, and the dry land from Podolia. 
Here lay the ancient cities of Olbia, Alektor, Nikonion, Odyssos, and so on.
On January 12, 1792, Empress Catherine II ordered Grand Ruler Vasily Kakhovsky to annex 
this oblast to the Ekaterinoslav Governorate, inspect it, and report back on what he found.
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Kakhovsky's report, dated May 5, 1792, is noteworthy historically. 
He left Ochakiv on April 25 for Adzhi-Dere, at the mouth of the Dniester Liman, along the 
Dniester River. 
He arrived in Dubassar on May 1, and surveyed the banks of the Berezhany, Tiligul, and 
Kuyalnia Limans. 
He found the land fertile, with dense and vast ruins of villages, and tall grass in the valleys. 
There was little sand, no mud at all, except for the occasionally wet banks of the Boh and 
Dniester Rivers and the Limans, overgrown with reeds that could be used as fuel. 
The stone was suitable for building in the mountains, from where the ancient inhabitants 
obtained it. Adzhi Bey (Odessa) found a beautiful hill with good water and easy access from a 
fountain. 
The city was to be built there. 



The banks of the Lutei Liman were overgrown with dense reeds, and the soil was clayey and 
black earth. 
Much white stone, from the ruins of old buildings, was supposed to suffice, according to 
Kakhovsky, for new buildings. 
The general needed only timber, lumber, logs, and beams. He also found old abandoned 
orchards here. 
In the second report, he says that the population was small, but there was great hope for 
emigrants from Poland, Moldavia, Bessarabia, Rumelia, and Anatolia to relocate here. 
He divided the district into four counties: Dubossar, Holt, Ochakov, and a fourth at the middle 
fortress opposite the mouth of the Botna River. 
This report shows a significant population shortage. 
The population at the end of the 18th century was: 312 in the settlements, towns, and villages, 
with 19,580 men and 16,870 women – a total of 36,450; in Odessa at the same time, 
approximately 7,000, with Black Sea Cossacks in the entire Oblast, approximately 50,000.

 This population consisted of Zaporozhians and Little-Russians emigrants who had settled 
before 1790; Moldavians, peasants settled between 1790 and 1797; Greeks, Arnauts, Serbs; 
treasury peasants from Russia, and refugees from Ruthenia and Poland. 

In 1834, the Ochakov Oblast consisted of four parts: with the cities of Odessa, Tiraspol, 
Grigorjopol, Dubossamini, Ochakov, the towns of Severynovka, Ovidiopol, Ananievo, 
Kantakuzenovka, Kovalivka, and so on. 
There were Bulgarian colonies in Greater and Small Bujalyk, Kuban, Cetynka, Catherine, and 
Parkany; thirty-eight German colonies. Armenians in Grigorjopol, Odessa, and Dubossary.

 Slavs (Serbs, Bulgarians), in the colonies, in the village of Niktychye and in the cities. 

Greeks in Odessa, Ovidiopol, Dubossary, and Alexandrovka. 

Germans in the colonies and cities. 

In Odessa, too, Jews and Muslims, Moldavians in villages and cities, Karaites in Odessa. 
On 2,000,000 tithes of land, 205,000 inhabitants. 
Ochakov lost all its importance with the founding of Kherson (1778-1780)

***

Index of articles on the history of Podolia, Yedisan and Odessa
on the "BUCZACCY" website:

1. BUCZACKIS   MEMORIES.  PDF format, 46 pages.

2. B  UCZACKI      AND      JAZŁOWIECKI      FAMILIES  of the Abdank coat of arms.     PDF format, 
17 pages.

3. POTOCKI,  BUCZACKI,  TWOROWSKI       FAMILIES  of the Pilawa coat of arms.      PDF 
format, 7 pages.

4. TWO  FAMILIES OF PODOLIA.  BUCZACKI  AND  JAZŁOWIECKI      of the Abdank coat   
of arms. PDF format, 9 pages.

https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/TWO-FAMILIES-OF-PODOLIA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/TWO-FAMILIES-OF-PODOLIA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/POTOCKI,-BUCZACKI,-TWOROWSKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACKI-AND-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACKI-AND-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACKI-AND-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACKI-AND-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACKIS-MEMORIES.pdf


5. MEMORIES  OF  ODESSA,  YEDYSSAN  AND  BUDZAK,  travel diary of 1843.    PDF 
format, 84 pages.

6. POLISH  NOBILITY IN  THE  RUSSIAN  EMPIRE. PDF format, 7 pages.

7. MEMORIES  OF JAZŁOWIEC. PDF format, 55 pages.

8. KAMIENIEC. THE CAPITAL OF POLISH KNIGHTS IN PODOLIA. PDF format, 76 pages.

9. EXECUTION  OF  NOBILITY  PROPERTIES  IN THE KINGDOM OF POLAND.    PDF 
format, 10 pages.

10. JOURNEY  THROUGH  VOLHYN  IA  ,  PODOL  IA    AND  ODESSA      in 1818.    PDF format, 62 
pages.

11. MEMORIES  ABOUT  THE   ABDANK    BUCZACKI, JAZLOWIECKI   and    KONOPKA    
FAMILIES.  PDF format, 14 pages.

12. KNIGHTS  OF  AWDANIEC  IN  MEDIEVAL  POLAND.   PDF format, 38 pages.

13. HASIDS   IN  THE  PODOLIAN  STEPPE.  PDF format, 33 pages.

14. BUCZACZ COUNTY.  HISTORY   and    LEGENDS.   PDF format, 136 pages.

15. KNIGHTLY  FAMILIES  OF THE  ABDANK coat of arms in the HISTORY OF POLAND.   
PDF format, 49 pages.

16. TOURS   AROUND   BUCZACZ  COUNTY i  n   1931.   PDF format, 32 pages.

*Images and texts may be protected by copyright.

*Original texts, uncensored.

* * *

=============================================================
    "  HISTORY      OF      THE      BUCZACCY      FAMILY  "    

=============================================================
    "BUCZACCY" -  HOME  PAG  E      OF  PORTAL  

=============================================================

https://buczaccy.pl/en/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/TOURS-IN-BUCZACZ-COUNTY-1931
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/TOURS-IN-BUCZACZ-COUNTY-1931.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/ABDANK-FAMILIES-IN-POLISH-HISTORY.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACZ-COUNTY,-HISTORY-AND-LEGENDS.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACZ-COUNTY,-HISTORY-AND-LEGENDS.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/BUCZACZ-COUNTY,-HISTORY-AND-LEGENDS.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/HASIDS-IN-THE-PODOLIAN-STEPPE.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/KNIGHTS-OF-AWDANIEC-IN-POLAND.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-ABOUT-ABDANK-BUCZACKI-JAZLOWIECKI-FAMILIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/JOURNEY-THROUGH-VOLHYNIA-PODOLIA-ODESSA.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/EXECUTION-OF-NOBILITY-PROPERTIES.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/CAPITAL-OF-POLISH-KNIGHTS.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-OF-JAZLOWIEC.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/POLISH-NOBILITY-IN-RUSSIAN-EMPIRE.pdf
https://buczaccy.pl/en/genealogia/MEMORIES-OF-ODESSA-%20YEDYSSAN-AND-BUDZAK.pdf

