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Russian Laplanders; and Finns, or, as the latter are more
properly called, to save confusion, Kveens; the name Fin
being, throughout Scandinavia, generally used to signify a
Laplander. Towards the coast are a few Norwegian Laps,
and further inland are a few Finnish Laps.

Of course the Kvaens or Fins are a civilised nation, and
I need only mention the name of one individual—Baron
Nordenskiold—in proof; but those families who, forsaking
civilisation, push their way to these out-of-the-way parts as
colonists, are, in many instances, the scum of the nation,
and include some very rough customers, far more brutish
than the wildest Lap; though it would be ungrateful not to
record that even among these Kveen colonists some are most
worthy and kindly members of society.

With the exception of the Samoyeds, living in the north-
east of Russia—exclusively to the east of the White Sea—
the Laplanders are far and away the most primitive people
in Europe. They have diminished in numbers and prosperity
very considerably since the harsh law was passed by the
Russians, in 1811, which stops all Laplanders who are not
Russian subjects from grazing their herds of reindeer on
Russian territory. As the greater portion of Lapland proper
is now included in the vast domains of the Czar, while
comparatively few Laps cared to become his subjects, and
those few have hardly any reindeer, it will be in some degree
understood how cruel an edict this was to this diminutive
people. I say diminutive advisedly, because few LLap men ex-
ceed five feet four inches in height, while the women are very
frequently under five feet—four feet eleven inches being
perhaps their average height.

The Laplanders are now divided among four nations,
Norway, Sweden, Finland, and Russia. Each have their
own idiosyncrasies; but while excellent accounts have been
published of the two former branches, very little is known in
literature about the two latter divisions. The Laplanders
have always had an attraction for me since I first, as a very
small boy, saw a highly coloured fancy picture of a Laplander
travelling in his £jeriis or reindeer sledge, with the aurora
borealis blazing away behind him. But in later days I find
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trom the sea they again visit the cave, and, far from being
upset at the disappearance of the votive gifts, are delighted
to think that the <holy Trifan has deigned to accept their
little offerings! On a visit 1 paid to the cave I found it
decorated with a dilapidated old Russian sacred picture,
picked up from a wreck, and several little scraps of mouldy
bread, too far gone then to be worth any Norwegian Lap’s
while to appropriate.

Most of the Russian Lap villages or settlements are only
used for a certain number of years—I think a little over two
generations, or, say seventy years, would be about an average ;
then when the fuel within easy reach is all burnt, and the
bulk of the fish caught, they desert that exhausted spot and
build fresh huts elsewhere. Boris Gleb however, being
handy for the sea-fishing, and also no doubt partly on
account of the sacredness of the spot associated with the holy
Trifan, is a permanent settlement.

The huts are very tiny: they consist of a single room eight
or nine feet square, some having the addition of a small
entrance-lobby or passage. In the room is an open fire-
place (no grate, of course, as the fuel is wood, not coal). A
plank bench running along one or two sides, forms the
family’s beds; there are no bedclothes of any description,
everyone sleeping in his or her clothes. If the family are
more 1n number than they can squeeze, small as they are, on
to the benches, they lie about on the floor.

Sometimes there is a small bracket table, and occasionally
a low stool or two; but these are not universal luxuries. A
small ¢zkon (Russian sacred picture) of the commonest kind,
a woman's workbag, a flint and steel and tinder bag, an iron
pot, a small kettle, and perhaps a knapsack or box, and one
or two wooden spoons (Russian pattern), complete the
furniture. As not one of them can read or write, one never
finds a book of any description among the Russian Laps.
This is in marked contrast to the Norwegian and Swedish
Laps, who (so far, at least, as my experience goes) can very
nearly all read and write, thanks to the excellent provision of
itinerant school-masters provided by Government.

The cupolas of the church visible in the picture are not those
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of Trifan’s little old church, which lies to one side, but they
belong to a more imposing modern edifice, which was built by
command of the Czarivitch (the last Czar), after a visit he paid
to the place in 1874. No doubt the Czarivitch was a very
good man, who, struck with the senile decay of the little old
church, in a very commendable spirit of paternal care for the
spiritual welfare of this handful of despised Laps, thought
they ought to have a newer and larger church: but, at the
same time, one cannot help the uncharitable thought that
this spot is a sort of promontory of the Russian Empire, a
wedge running far into other people’s territories, which
might at some not distant date prove of great value, and so
old-established a church would be a very good title-deed.

The only Russians here are the priest and his family, and
the clerk and /s family. The priest, or pope as he is styled
in Russian, is an old friend having made his acquaintance
in 1881. His name is Constantin Schecoldin. I photographed
him standing at the doors of the new church: the old
church would almost pass through them. He cannot talk
much Norwegian, and as he has a habit of bursting into a
laugh every time a word fails him, his conversation in that
language is not easy to follow. His wife, however, speaks
Norwegian well. They are a most kindly couple, and while
the Russian priests generally bear, if one is to credit even
half the stories one hears about them, very indifferent
characters, this pope is, I fully believe, a most worthy man.
I have travelled occasionally in company with him and his
wife ; and have several times been in his house, and on one
occasion had supper there, and I hope it is not a breach of
hospitality to say a little about this supper. Before supper-
time, we refreshed ourselves with a glass or two of vodki, the
universal Russian spirit, besides a cup of tea from the never
failing samovar, or urn. When supper was ready, the
principal dish consisted of a bolshar pirok, or big pie, and big
it certainly was, for it consisted of a whole salmon, skin,
bones, and all, rolled up in pie-crust. To drink we had
unlimited libations of tea. Russians always drink tea out
of a tumbler, and add a slice of lemon instead of milk; but
my hosts, being aware of the eccentric habits of foreigners,





