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PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION

THIS work was first issued in 1885, by Messrs.
Sampson Low, in two dlim volumes, with the
longer and, to most persons, enigmatical title of
The Purple Land that England Lost. A purple
land may be found in amost any region of the
globe, and 'tis of our gains, not our losses, we keep
count. A few notices of the book appeared in the
papers, one or two of the more serious literary
journals reviewing it (not favourably) under the
heading of "Travels and Geography"; but the
reading public cared not to buy, and it very shortly
fell into oblivion. There it might have remained
for a further period of nineteen years, or for ever,
since the deep of a book is apt to be of the un-
awakening kind, had not certain men of letters,
who found it on a forgotten heap and liked it in
spite of its faults, or because of them, concerned
themselves to revive it.

We are often told that an author never wholly
loses his affection for a first book, and the feeling
has been likened (more than once) to that of a

parent towards a first-born. 7 have not sad it,
v
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but in consenting to this reprint | considered that a
writer's early or unregarded work is apt to be
raked up when he is not standing by to make re-
marks. He may be absent on a journey from
which he is not expected to return. It accordingly
seemed better that | should myself supervise a new
_edition, since thiswould enable me to remove a few
of the numerous spots and pimples which decorate
* the ingenuous countenance of the work before
handing it on to posterity.

Besdes many small verba corrections and
changes, the deletion of some paragraphs and the
insertion of a few new ones, | have omitted one
entire chapter containing the Story of a Piebald
Horse, recently reprinted in another book entitled
El Ombu. | have dso dropped the tedious intro-
duction to the former edition, only preserving, as
an appendix, the historical part, for the ske of
such of my readers as may like to have a few facts
about the land that England lost.

W. H. H.
September, 1904.
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| NTRCDUCTI ON TO " THE
PURPLE LAND'

The vicissitudes of authorship are admirably
reveded in the history of Hudson's novel of the
Banda Oriental since its publication, forty-two
years ago, under the title The Purple Land that
England Lost. It had apparently died, and was
buried deep among other forgotten books of the
eighties. Nineteen years later it experienced a
resurrection. It came out again, with the title
shortened to its present form, and since that day
its vogue has gradually spread among the lovers
of books. In 1916 it was published in America,
and in the course of the next ten years eight print-
ings were required to cope with the growing inter-
est in this remarkable series of Reisebilder. Now
no apology is expected for its inclusion in the
Modern Library. It isknown to al men by name,
it is a peculiar favorite among those members of
the reading public who enjoy a narrative which is-
not constructed upon the fashionable contemporary
model.

In an introduction to a book, which has grown
like seed buried in a tomb, by reason of its own
vitality, out of oblivion into a secure position in
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modern literature, it would be impertinent and
cheap to indulge in the excited phraseology which
has been pilfered from our flamboyant essayists
by the writers of "jacket blurbs" The Purple
Land needs no purple language. It is described
from time to time as "a novel." If there is any
meaning at all left in that word, Hudson's book
is not a novel. It has been caled "a romance,”
and here again one addicted to romances might
easly feel cheated after reading it. It is as much
of a novel, as much of a romance, as Mr. Belloc's
classc The Path to Rome, as De Quincy's Opium
Eater or Mr. OBrien's White Shadows in the
South Seas. That isto say, it isa misnomer to in-
clude it among those novels and romances which
are accepted as such by the general public. Hon-
esty is imperative in dealing with the works of a
man like Hudson, and very little imagination is
needed to evoke the distaste he himself would
have manifested if he had heard anybody trying
to pass off one of his books for somethlng it did
not happen to be.

The Purple Land indeed, appears to me a very
successful example of the kind of book which
eventually succeeds for the very reason that it is
not a novel or even "a romance” Hudson's
equipment did not include a mastery of what we
cdl novel-technique. He was, | maintain against
al comers, primarily a naturalist with bohemian
habits, a queer, lovable fellow. Such a man
cherishes a philosophy which makes it difficult for
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him to move easily within the somewhat artificial
limitations of conventional fiction. To expect
Hudson to conform to the usages of a modern
story magazine, for example, would be like fitting
an Argentine vaquero with a suit of hunting pink
from a Bond Street tailor. It might be a consum-
mate fit, but the moment he began to exercise his
body according to his custom on the pampas the
coat would split down the back. So with Hudson
asanovelist. The conventional form never fitted
his mind. To tell the truth briefly, there was a
quality of simplicity in Hudson's mind which made
the sophisticated novel-form seem grotesque and
unreal to him. And it is that same simplicity of
spirit which attracts men and women to a book
like The Purple Land. It is responsible, more-
over, for the deceptive simplicity of his style, be-
cause unless you have a spirit like his, a spirit
happier among birds in the forest than among men
in the city, you will never achieve a style like his.
Joseph Conrad said, in an oft-quoted passage,
"You cant tell how this fellow gets his effects.
He writes as the grass grows; the good God makes
it there,, and that is all there is to it." The above
suggestion may help us to a guess, that it was be-
cause he was not overly occupied with "getting
an effect," that Hudson's prose steals upon us like
a change in the evening sky, or on the surface of
the sea a sunrise.  This marvelously "natural"
eae of execution delights both professional novel-
igts like Conrad, Galsworthy and Ford Madox
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Ford, al of whom knew and loved Hudson as a
persona friend, and the average reader. The
latter, a much-maligned person given to surprising
his traducers, reveals at times a decided preference
for a rambling narrative not overburdened with
an artificial plot. He enjoys a traveler's tale, and
the remoteness of Hudson's Purple Land is no
obstacle to his interest when it is seen through that
serene crystalline style, which like the clear air of
tropical regions makes distant objects seem miracu-
lously close at hand.

It is unexpectedly embarrassing to discuss this
book as a piece of fiction, which of course it is
after denying it a place among formal novels and
romances. But a certain amount of criticism is d-
lowed even to writers of introductions, and no ulti-
mate advantage accrues to Hudson by claiming for
The Purple Land the thrilling appeal of the mod-
ern cowboy book. For myself, the fable of the
book was never indispensable. The young Eng-
lishman whose amorous adventures precipitated
his flight from Buenos Aires to Montevideo across
those "unlovely red billows' of the La Plaa
River, is not entirely successful in disentangling
his personality from Hudson's own, and it is for
this reason the story falls into the class of travel-
narratives, or if you prefer it, travel-pictures, like
Heines, or Sterne's Sentimental Journey. And
this is the more true because, as Mr. Galsworthy
points out, Hudson depicts not only what he saw..
but the emotion behind" the observation—"the
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spirit of his vison." He never ceases to be a fine
type of the adventurous young Englishman; and
let the reader who is interested in character-
drawing note how sharply the young man's racia
traits stand out at the very moment when he is
among men of his own race. The colony of
drunken and shiftless scions of "old families"
exiled for the good of their country to the Banda
Oriental, is remarkably well done in The Purple
Land, It is a peculiar commentary upon history
that great leaders have usually emerged out of
such groups of nonentities to influence the des-
tinjegiof unborn millions. The whole point of
Hudson's origina title, The Purple Land that
England Logt, is that no such leader appeared on
this occasion. It is strange to read Hudson's very
emotional regrets—he who was the least jingoistic
of men, who had such scant sympathy for the in-
evitable changes which afflict a region when his
countrymen embark upon their schemes of im-
perial development. It might be said with truth
that here Hudson was inconsistent because in
general his opinion of birds and savages was
higher than his opinion of civilized humanity. He
seems to have had something of the elusiveness
of a gentle wild creature in himself. And what-
ever justice there may be in the didike of the Eng-
lish people for Mr. Epstein's strange sculpture of
the Hudson Memoria in a London park, that
sculpture, if it means anything at al, is a bold
attempt to express in stone the strangeness of
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Hudson's lovable personality. In Ford Madox
Ford's book on Conrad there is an unforgetable
alusionto avisit Hudson paid to Conrad's Kentish
home. At first it was believed to be the bailiff,
then a man come to discuss the sde of a horse,
when "an extremely tall man, with a dispropor-
tionately small head," went "stalking past the
window." It was Hudson, come to visit the
Polish seaman who had written "Almayer's
Fally." In some ways those two men were far
apart. Yet significant traits they had in common.
They were both original literary artists. Both
were so little rewarded by the public that Civil
List pensions e stood between them and penury.
To both the spectacle of civilized man, against the
background of tropical vegetation and the stu-
pendous grandeur of the untamed earth and seg,
evoked ironic sentiments. And both, in large
measure, stand out from their own generation on
account of their success in giving us authentic in-
terpretations of alien psychologies. The author
of The Purple Land would know how to estimate
the author of Nostromo. They were both ro-
mantic redlists, creating out of their oWn ex-
periences a world of bright glamor, shot through
with a lofty skepticism of man's ultimate destiny.
Neither of them ever successfully achieved the
modern rapid fire method of telling a story.  They
speak to us from an age which is nowadays being
subjected to much cynica analysis. But it is one
of the most astonishing characteristics of the Vic-
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torian Era that the great men of that era are so
often great men dtill, especidly those of them
who did not make much money.

The present age of literature will be known, no
doubt, for its satirical curiosity. We are going
about equipped with text-books of psycho-analysis,
discovering, to our own satisfaction, that the men
and women of al ages, who achieved anything in
the way of fame, suffered from various mental
lesions to which we give learned names. It must
be confessed, by one who remembers the vogue
of Max Nordau's Degeneration, in which most of
the great Victorians were catalogued as psycho-
pathic specimens, that the popular fashion in
biography is no more than the child of modern
fiction, sired by modern publishing and born in a
hospital. It is aliterary expression of the age of
jazz. It will pass if it be not aready passing.
But behind the tumult of those who surge to and
fro in the market place, seeking some new thing,
worshipping unknown gods, dwells another pub-
lic, less sophisticated and less certain that we are
at the apex of human culture.

- Thispublic The Purple Land has pleased and
will continue to please. To most of us today this
romantic narrative of life fifty years ago in the
Banda Oriental seems as fanciful as Gulliver's
Travels or Marco Polo's account of the Great
Khan. The Banda Oriental itself has vanished
and has become the model republic of Uruguay,
the virtuous child of the South America family.
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Roads and railways cut through the vast savannahs
over which Hudson's youthful hero rode in com-
Bany with heroes, n€er do weels, rogues, vaga-

onds and patriots. The incredibly innocent and
romantic young ladies whom he met have borne
daughters, who visit Paris and New Y ork and take
back with them shingled heads, golf-sticks and
police-dogs.  Uruguayans may still  proclaim
themselves Reds or Whites, Colorados or Blancos,
just as we are labelled Republicans or Democrats.
But the golden age of which Hudson wrote is
-gone like the Creole days of Cable's Grandissimes
.or the maritime era of New England. It is gone,
yet it is preserved forever in the crystal clarity of
these pages, the legacy of one of the great spirits

of his age.
WILLIAM McFEE

WESTPORT, CONN.,
December, 1926



THE PURPLE LAND

CHAPTER |
RAMBLES IN MODERN TROY

THREE chapters in the story of my life—three
periods, distinct and well defined, yet consecutive
—beginning when | had not completed twenty-
five years and finishing before thirty, will prob-
ably prove the most eventful of al. To the very
end they will come back oftenest to memory and
seem more vivid than all the other years of exist-
ence—the four-and-twenty | had aready lived,
and the, say, forty or forty-five—I hope it may be
fifty or even sixty—which are to follow. For
what soul in this wonderful various world would
wish to depart before ninety! The dark as well as
the light, its sweet and its bitter, make me love it.

Of the first of these three a word only need be
written.. This was the period of courtship and
matrimony; and though the experience seemed to
me then something altogether new and strange in
the world, it must nevertheless have resembled
that of other men, since al men marry. And
the last period, which was the longest of the three,
occupying fully three years, could not be told. It
was dl black disaster. Three years of enforced

eiipihocraan |
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separation and the extremest suffering which the
cruel law of the land allowed an enraged father
to inflict on his child and the man who had ven-
tured to wed her against his will. Even the wise
may be driven mad by oppression, and | that was
never wise, but lived in and was led by the pas
sgons and illusions and the unbounded self-con-
fidence of youth, what it must have been for me
when we were cruelly torn asunder ; when | was
cast into prison to lie for long months in the com-
pany of felons, ever thinking of her who was dso
desolate and breaking her heart! But it is ended
—the abhorred restraint, the anxiety, the brood-
ing over a thousand possible and impossible
schemes of revenge. If it is any consolation to
know that in breaking her heart he, at the same
time, broke his own and made haste to join her
in that silent place, | have it. Ah no! it is no
comfort to me, since | cannot but reflect that be-
fore he shattered my life | had shattered his by
taking her from him, who was his idol. We are
quits then, and | can even say, "Peace to his
ashes!" But | could not say it then in my frenzy
and grief, nor could it be said in that fatal country
which | had inhabited from boyhood and had
learned to love like my own, and had hoped never
to leave. It was grown hateful to me, and, flying
from it, | found myself once more in that Purple
Land where we had formerly taken refuge to-
gether, and which now seemed to my distracted
mind a place of pleasant and peaceful memories.
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During the months of quietude after the storm,
mostly spent in lonely rambles by the shore, these
memories were more and more with me. Some-
times sitting on the summit of that great solitary
hill, which gives the town its name, | would gaze
by the hour on the wide prospect towards the in-
terior, as if | could see and never weary of seeing
al that lay beyond—plains and rivers and woods
and hills and cabins where | had rested, and
many a kindly human face. Even the faces of
those who had ill-treated or regarded me with
evil eyes now appeared to have a friendly look.
Most of al did I think of that dear river, the un-
forgettable Yi, the shaded white house at the
end of the little town, and the sad and beautiful
image of one whom |, aasl had made unhappy.

So much was | occupied towards the end of that
vacant period with these recollections that | re-
membered how, before quitting these shores, the
thought had come to me that during some quiet
interval in my life | would go over it al again,
and write the history of my rambles for others to
read in the future. But | did not attempt it then,
nor until long years afterwards. For | had no
sooner begun to play with the idea than something
came to rouse me from the state | was in, during
which | had been like one that has outlived his
activities, and is no longer capable of a new emo-
tion, but feeds wholly on the past. And this
something new, affecting me so that | was al at
once mysalf again, eager to be up and doing, was
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nothing more than a casua word from a distance,
the cry of alonely heart, which came by chance to
my ear ; and hearing it | was like one who opening
his eyes from a troubled doze unexpectedly sees
the morning star in its unearthly lustre above the
wide, dark plain where night overtook him—the
star of day and everlasting hope, and of passion
and strife and toil and rest and happiness.

| need not linger on the events which took us
to the Banda—our nocturnal flight from Paguita's
summer home on the pampas; the hiding and
clandestine marriage in the capital and subsequent
escape northwards into the province of Santa Fé;
the seven to eight months of somewhat troubled
happiness we had there; and finally, the secret
return to Buenos Ayres in search of a ship to take
us out of the country. Troubled happiness! Ah
yes, and my greatest trouble was when | looked
on her, my partner for life, when she seemed love-
liest, so small, so exquisite in her dark blue eyes
that were like violets, and silky black hair and
tender pink and olive complexion—so frail in ap-
pearance! And | had taken her—stolen her—
from her natural protectors, from the home where
she had been worshipped—I of an aien race and
another religion, without means, and, because |
had stolen her, an offender againgt the law. But
of this no more. | begin my itinerary where,
safe on our little ship, with the towers of Buenos
Ayres fast fading away in the west, we began to
feel free from apprehension and to give ourselves
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up to the contemplation of the delights before us.
Winds and waves presently interfered with our
raptures, Paquita proving a very indifferent sailor,
so that for some hours we had a very trying time
of it. Next day a favourable north-west breeze
sprang up to send us flying like a bird over those
unlovely red billows, and in the evening we dis-
embarked in Montevideo, the city of refuge. We
proceeded to an hotel, where for severa days we
lived very happily, enchanted with each other's
society ; and when we strolled along the beach to
watch the setting sun, kindling with mystic fire
heaven, water, and the great hill that gives the
city its name, and remembered that we were look-
ing towards the shores of Buenos Ayres, it was
pleasant to reflect that the widest river in the
world rolled between us and those who probably
felt offended at what we had done.

This charming state of things came to an end
at length in a somewhat curious manner. One
night, before we had been a month in the hotel, |
was lying wide awake in bed. It was late; | had
aready heard the mournful, long-drawn voice of
the watchman under my window caling out,
"Half-past one and cloudy."

Gil Blas relates in his biography that one night
while lying awake he fell into practising a little
introspection, an unusual thing for him to do, and
the conclusion he came to was that he was not a
very good young man. | was having a somewhat
similar experience that night when, in the midst
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of my unflattering thoughts about myself, a pro-
found sigh from Paguita made me aware that she
too was lying wide awake and aso, in dl prob-
ability, chewing the cud of reflection. When |
questioned her concerning that sigh, she endeav-
oured in vain to conced from me that she was
beginning to feel unhappy. What a rude shock
the discovery gave me! And we so lately mar-
ried! It isonly just to Paquita, however, to say
that had |1 not married her she would have been
still more unhappy. Only the poor child could
not help thinking of father and mother; she
yearned for reconciliation, and her present
sorrow rose from her belief that they would
never, never, never forgive her. | endeavoured,
with al the eloquence | was capable of, to dispel
these gloomy ideas, but she was firm in her con-
viction that precisely because they had loved her
so much they would never pardon this first great
offence. My poor darling might have been read-
ing "Christabel,” | thought, when she said that
it is toward those who have been most deeply
loved the wounded heart cherishes the greatest bit-
terness. Then, by way of illustration, she told me
of a quarrel between her mother and a till then
dearly loved sister. It had happened many years
ago, when she, Paquita, was a mere child; yet the
ssters had never forgiven each other.

"And where" | asked, "is this aunt of yours,
of whom | have never heard you speak until this
minute?"
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- "Oh" answered Paguita, with the greatest sim-
plicity imaginable, "she left this country long,
long ago, and you never heard of her because we
were not even alowed to mention her name in
the house. She went to live in Montevideo, and
| believe she is there till, for severa years ago
| heard some person say that she had bought her-
sdf ahouse in that city."

"Soul of my life" said I, "you have never left
Buenos Ayres in heart, even to keep your poor
husband company! Yet | know, Paquita, that
corporeally you are here in Montevideo conversing
with me at this very moment."

"True" said Paguita; "I had somehow forgot-
ten that we were in Montevideo. My thoughts
were wandering—perhaps it is deepiness.”

"l swear to you, Paquita,” | replied, "that you
shall see this aunt of yours to-morrow before set
of sun; and | am positive, sweetest, that she will
be delighted to receive so near and lovely a rela-
tion. How glad she will be of an opportunity of
relating that ancient quarrel with her sister and
ventilating her mouldy gnevances' | know these
old dames—they are al aike."

Paquita did not like the idea at first, but when
| assured her that we were getting to the end of
our money, and that her aunt might be able to put
mein the way of obtaining employment, she con-
sented, like the dutiful little wife she was.

Next day | discovered her relation without very
much trouble, Montevideo not being a large city.
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We found Dona Isidora—for that was the lady's
name—Iliving in a somewhat mean-looking house
At the eastern extremity of the town, furthest away
from the water. There was an air of poverty
about the place, for the good dame, though well
provided with means to live comfortably, made a
pet of her gold. Nevertheless, she received us
very kindly when we introduced ourselves and re-
lated our mournful and romantic story; a room
was prepared for our immediate reception, and
she even made me some vague promises of assgt-
ance. On a more intimate acquaintance with our
hostess we found that | had not been very far out
in guessing her character. For severa days she
could talk of nothing except her immemorial quar-
rel with her sister and her sister's husband, and we
were bound to listen attentively and to sympa
thise with her, for that was the only return we
could make for her hospitality. Paquita had more
than her share of it, but was made no wiser as to
the cause of this feud of long standing; for
though Dona Isidora had evidently been nursing
her wrath all those years to keep it warm, she
could not, for the life of her, remember how the
quarrel originated.

After breakfast each morning | would kiss her
and hand her over to the tender mercies of her
Isdora, then go forth on my fruitless perambula
tions about the town. At first | only acted the
intelligent foreigner, going about staring at the
public buildings, and collecting curios—strangely
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marked pebbles, and a few military brass buttons,
long shed by the garments they once made brave;
rusty misshapen bullets, mementoes of the im-
mortal nine or ten years siege which had won for
Montevideo the mournful appellation of modern
Troy. When | had fully examined from the
outside the scene of my future triumphs—for |
had now resolved to settle down and make my
fortune in Montevideo—I began serioudy to look
out for employment, | visited in turn every large
mercantile establishment in the place, and, in fact,
every house where | thought there might be a
chance of lighting on something to do. It was
necessary to make a beginning, and | would not
have turned up my nose at anything, however
small, | was so heartily sick of being poor, idle, and
dependent. Nothing could | find. In one house |
was told that the city had not yet recovered from
the effects of the late revolution, and that bus-
ness was, in consequence, in a complete state of
paraysis; in another that the city was on the eve
of a revolution, and that business was, in conse-
quence, in a complete state of paralysis. And
everywhere it was the same story—the political
dtate of the country made it impossible for me to
win an honest dollar.

Feeling very much dispirited, and with the soles
nearly worn off my boots, | sa down on a bench
besde the sea, or river—for some cdl it one
thing, some the other, and the muddied hue and
freshness of the water, and the uncertain words



10 THE PURPLE LAND

of geographers, leave one in doubt as to whether
Montevideo is situated on the shores of the At-
lantic, or only near the Atlantic and on the shores
of a river one hundred and fifty miles wide at
its mouth. | did not trouble my head about it; |
had other things that concerned me more nearly
to think of. | had a quarrel with this Oriental
nation, and that was more to me than the green-
ness or the saltness of the vast estuary that washes
the dirty feet of its queen—for this modern Troy,
this city of battle, murder, and sudden death, aso
cdls itself Queen of the Plata. That it was a
very just quarrel on my part | felt well assured.
Now, to be even with every human being who
despitefully uses me has ever been a principle of
action with me. Nor let it be sad that it is an
unchristian principle; for when | have been smit-
ten on the right or left cheek (the pain is just
the same in either case), before | am prepared
to deliver the return blow so long a time has often
elapsed that all wrathful or revengeful thoughts
are over. | strike in such a case more for the
public good than for my own satisfaction, and am
therefore right in calling my motive a? principle
of action, not an impulse. It is a very vauable
one too, infinitely more effective than the fantas-
tical code of the duellist, which favours the per-
son who inflicts the injury, affording him facilities
for murdering or maiming the person injured. It
is a weapon invented for us by Nature before
Colond Colt ever lived, and,it has this advantage,
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that one is permitted to wear it in the most law-
abiding communities as well as amongst miners
and backwoodsmen. If inoffensive people were
ever to catt it aside, then wicked men would have
everything their own way and make life intoler-
able. Fortunately the evil-doers always have the
fear of this intangible six-shooter before them; a
wholesome feeling, which restrains them more
than reasonableness or the law courts, and to which
we owe it that the meek are permitted to inherit
the earth. But now this quarrel was with a whole
nation, though certainly not with a very great one,
since the population of the Banda Oriental num-
bers only about a quarter of a million. Yet in
this sparsely settled country, with its bountiful soil
and genia climate, there was apparently no place
for me, a muscular and fairly intelligent young
man, who only asked to be allowed to work to
livel But how was | to make them smart for this
injustice? | could not take the scorpion they gave
me when | asked them for an egg, and make it
sting every individual composing the nation. |
was powerless, utterly powerless, to punish them,
and therefore the only thing that remained for
me to do was to curse them.

Looking around me, my eyes rested on the fa-
mous hill across the bay, and | all at once resolved
to go up to its summit, and, looking down on the
Banda Oriental, pronounce my imprecation in the
most solemn and impressive manner.

The expedition to the cerro, as it is cdled,
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proved agreeable enough. Notwithstanding the
excessve heats we were just then having, many
wild flowers were blooming on its dopes, which
made it a perfect garden. When | reached the
old ruined fort which crowns the summit, | got
upon a wall and rested for half an hour, fanned
by a fresh breeze from the river and greatly en-
joying the prospect before me. | had not left
out of sight the serious object of my visit to that
commanding spot, and only wished that the male-
diction | was about to utter could be rolled down
in the shape of a stupendous rock, loosed from its
hold, which would go bounding down the moun-
tain, and, leaping clear over the bay, crash through
the iniquitous city beyond, filling it with ruin and
amazement.

"Whichever way | turn,” | said, "l see before
me one of the fairest habitations God has made
for man: great plains smiling with everlasting
spring; ancient woods; swift beautiful rivers;
ranges of blue hills stretching away to the dim
horizon. And beyond those fair dopes, how many
leagues of pleasant wilderness are sleeping in the
sunshine, where the wild flowerswaste their sweet-
ness and no plough turns the fruitful soil, where
deer and ostrich roam fearless of the hunter, while
over al bends a blue sky without a cloud to stain
its exquisite beauty? And the people dwelling in
yon city—the key to a continent—they are the
possessors of it al. It is theirs, since the world,
out of which the old spirit is fast dying, has
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suffered them to keep it. What have they done
with this their heritage? What are they doing
even now? They are sitting dejected in their
houses, or standing in their doorways with folded
arms and anxious, expectant faces. For a change
Is coming: they are on the eve of a tempest. Not
an atmospheric change; no blighting simoom will
sweep over their fields, nor will any volcanic erup-
tion darken their crystal heavens. The earth-
quakes that shake the Andean cities to their foun-
dations they have never known and can never
know. The expected change and tempest is a po-
litica one. The plot is ripe, the daggers sharp-
ened, the contingent of assassins hired, the throne
of human skulls, styled in their ghastly facetious-
ness a Presidential Chair, is about to be assaulted.
It is long, weeks or even months, perhaps, since
the last wave, crested with bloody froth, rolled its
desolating flood over the country; it is high time,
therefore, for all men to prepare themselves for
the shock of the succeeding wave. And we con-
Sder it right to root up thorns and thistles, to drain
malarious marshes, to extirpate rats and vipers;
but it would be immoral, | suppose, to stamp out
these people because their vicious natures are dis-
guised in human shape; this people that in crimes
have surpassed all others, ancient or modern, until
because of them the name of a whole continent has
grown to be a byword of scorn and reproach
throughout the earth, and to stink in the nogtrils
of al men! .
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"l swear that I, too, will become a conspirator
if I remain long on this soil. Oh, for a thousand
young men of Devon and Somerset here with me,
every one of them with a brain on fire with
thoughts like mine!  What a glorious deed world
be done for humanity! What a mighty cheer we
would raise for the glory of the old England
that is passing away! Blood would flow in yon
streets as it never flowed before, or, | should say,
as it only flowed in them once, and that was when
they were swept clean by British bayonets. And
afterwards there would be peace,andthe grass
would be greener and the flowers brighter For that
crimson shower. o

"Is it not then bitter as wormwood and gal to
think that over these domes and towers beneath
my feet, no longer than half a century ago, flut-
tered the holy cross of St. George!  For never
was there a holier crusade undertaken, never a
nobler conquest planned, than that which had for
its object the wresting this fair country from un-
worthy hands, to make it for al time part of the
mighty English kingdom. What would it have
been now—this bright, winterless land, and this
city commanding the entrance to the greatest river
in the world? And to think that it was won for
England, not treacheroudly, or bought with gold,
but in the old Saxon fashion with hard blows, and
climbing over heaps of dlain defenders;, and after
it was thus won, to think that it was lost—will
it be believed?—not fighting, but yielded up with-
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out a stroke by craven wretches unworthy of the
name of Britons! Here, dtting aone on this
mountain, my face burns like fire when | think
of it—this glorious opportunity lost for ever!
‘We offer you your laws, your religion, and prop-
erty under the protection of the British Govern-
ment," loftily proclaimed the invaders—Generas
Beresford, Achmuty, Whitelocke, and their com-
panions ; and presently, after suffering one re-
verse, they (or one of them) lost heart and ex-
changed the country they had drenched in blood,
and had conquered, for a couple of thousand Brit-
ish soldiers made prisoners in Buenos Ayres across
the water; then, getting into their ships once more,
they saled away from the Plata for ever! This
transaction, which must have made the bones of
our Viking ancestors rattle with indignation in
their graves, was forgotten later on when we
seized the rich Falklands. A splendid conquest
and a glorious compensation for our losss When
yon queen city was in our grasp, and the regenera-
tion, possibly even the ultimate possesson, of this
green world before us, our hearts failed us and
the prize propped from our trembling hands. We
left the sunny mainland to capture the desolate
haunt of seals and penguins, and now let al those
who in this quarter of the globe aspire to live
under that 'British Protection' of which Achmuty
preached so loudly at the gates of yon capitad,
transport themselves to those lonely antarctic is-
lands to listen to the thunder of the waves on the
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grey shores and shiver in the bleak winds that blow
from the frozen south!"

After delivering this comminatory address |
felt greatly relieved, and went home in a cheer-
ful frame of mind to supper, which consisted that
evening of mutton scrag, boiled with pumpkins,
sweet potatoes, and milky maize—not at al a bad
dish for a hungry man.



CHAPTER I

PEASANT HOMES AND HEARTS

SEVERAL days passed, and my second pair of
boots had been twice resoled before Dona Isidora's
schemes for advancing my fortunes began to take
JLgrm. Perhaps she was beginning to think us a
burden on her somewhat niggardly establishmentj
anyway, hearing that my preference was for a
country life, she gave me a letter containing half
a dozen lines of commendation addressed to the
Mayordomo of a distant cattle-breeding establish-
ment, asking him to serve the writer by giving her
nephew—as she called me—employment of some
kind on the estancia. Probably she knew that this
letter would really lead to nothing, and gave it
merely to get me away into the interior of the
country, so as to keep Paquita for an indefinite
time to herself, for she had become extremely at-
tached to her beautiful niece. The estancia was
on the borders of the Paysandu department, and
not less than two hundred miles from Montevideo,
It was a long journey, and | was advised not to
attempt it without a tropilla, or troop of horses,
But when a native tells you that you cannot travel
two hundred miles without a dozen horses, he only
means that you cannot d%the distance in two days;
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for it is hard for him to believe that one may
be satisfied with less than one hundred miles a day.
| travelled on one horse, and it therefore took
me several days to accomplish the journey. Be
fore | reached my destination, called Estancia de
la Virgen de los Desamparados, | met with some
adventures worth relating, and began to feel as
much at home with the Orientates as | had long
been with the Argentines.

Fortunately, after | left the town, a west wind
continued blowing al day, bringing with it many
light flying clouds to mitigate the sun, so that |
was able to cover a good number of leagues before
the evening. | took the road northwards through
Camelones department, and was well on into the
Florida department when | put up for the night
at the solitary mud rancho of an old herdsman,
who lived with his wife and children in a very
primitive fashion. When | rode up to the house,
severa huge dogs rushed out to attack me: one
seized my horse by the tal, dragging the poor
beast about this way and that, so that he staggered
and could scarcely keep his legs, another caught
the bridle-reins in his mouth; while a third fixed
his fangs in the hed of my boot. After eyeing
me for some moments, the grizzled old herdsman,
who wore a knife a yard long at his waist, ad-
vanced to the rescue. He shouted at the dogs,
and finding that they would not obey, sprang for-
ward and with a few dexterous blows, dedt with
his heavy whip-handle, sent them away howling
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With rage and pain. Then he welcomed me with
great courtesy, and very soon, when my horse had
been unsaddled and turned loose to feed, we were
sitting together enjoying the cool evening air and
Imbibing the bitter and refreshing mate his wife
served to us. While we conversed | noticed num-
berless fireflies flitting about; | had never seen
them so numerous before, and they made a very
lovely snow. Presently one of the children, a
bright little fellow of seven or eight, came run-
ning to us with one of the sparkling insects in his
hand, and cried—

"Look, tatita, | have caught a linterna. See
how bright it igl"

"The Saints forgive you, my child," said the
father. "Go, little son, and put it back on the
grass, for if you should hurt it, the spirits would
be angry with you, for they go about by night and
love the linterna that keeps them company."

What a pretty superstition, | thought; and what
amild, merciful heart this old Oriental herdsman
must possess to show so much tenderness towards
one of God's tiny creatures. | congratulated my-
sdf on my good fortune in having fallen in with
such aperson in thislonely place.

The dogs, after their rude behaviour to me and
the sharp punishment they had suffered in conse-
quence, had returned, and were now gathered
around us lying on the ground. Here | noticed,
not for the first time, that the dogs belonging to
these lonely places are not nearly so fond of being
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noticed and caressed as are those of more populous
and civilised districts.  On attempting to stroke
one of these surly brutes on the head, he displayed
his teeth and growled savagely at me. Yet this
animal, though so truculent in temper, and asking
for no kindness from his master, is just as faithful
to man as his better-mannered brother in the more
settled country. | spoke on that subject to my
gentle herdsman.

"What you say istrue," hereplied. "l remem-
ber once during the siege of Montevideo, when |
was with a small detachment sent to watch the
movements of General Riveras army, we one day
overtook a man on atired horse. Our officer, sus-
pecting him to be a spy, ordered him to be killed,
and after cutting his throat we left his body lying
on the open ground at a distance of about two
hundred and fifty yards from a small stream of
water. A dog was with him, and when we rode
off we called it to follow us, but it would not stir
from its dead master's side.

"Three days later we returned to the same spot,
to find the corpse lying just where we had left
it. The foxes and birds had not touched it, for
the dog was still there to defend it. Many vul-
tures were near, waiting for a chance to begin
their feast. We alighted to refresh ourselves at
the stream, then stood there for half an hour
watching the dog. He seemed to be half-fam-
ished with thirst, and came towards the stream to
drink ; but before he got half-way to it the vul-
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tures, by twos and threes, began to advance, when
back he flew and chased them away barking. After
resting for a few minutes beside the corpse, he
came agan towards the stream, till, seeing the
hungry birds advance once more, he agan flew
back at them, barking furiously and foaming at the
mouth. This we saw repeated many times, and
at last, when we |eft, we tried once more to entice
the dog to follow us, but he would not. Two days
after that we had occasion to pass by that spot
again, and there we saw the dog lying dead beside
his master."

"Good God," | exclaimed, "how horrible must
have been the feelings you and your companions
experienced at such a sight!"

"No, senor, not at dl," replied the old man.
"Why, sefior, | myself put the knife into that
man's throat. For if a man did not grow accus
tomed to shed blood in this world, his life would
be a burden to him." .

What an inhuman old murderer! | thought.
Then | asked him whether he had ever in his life
felt remorse for shedding blood.

"Yes" he answered; "when | was avery young
man, and had never before dipped weapon in hu-
man blood; that was when the sege began. | was
sent with half a dozen men in pursuit of a clever
spy, who had passed the lines with letters from
the beseged. We came to a house where, our
officer had been informed, he had been lying con-
cedled. The master of the house was a young
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man about twenty-two years old. He would con-
fess nothing. Finding him so stubborn, our officer
became enraged, and bade him step out, and then
ordered us to lance him. We galloped forty yards
off, then wheeled back. He stood silent, his arms
folded on his breast, a smile on hislips. Without
acry, without a groan, with that smile still on his
lips, he fell pierced through with our lances. For
days afterwards his face was ever present to me.
| could not eat, for my food choked me. When
| raised ajug of water to my lips | could, senor,
distinctly see his eyes looking a me from the
water. When | lay down to deep, his face was
again before me, adways with that smile that
seemed to mock me on the lips. | could not un-
derstand it. They told me it was remorse, and
that it would soon leave me, for there isno ill that
time will not cure. They spoke truth, and when
that feeling left me | was able to do al things."

The old man's story so sickened me that | had
little appetite for supper, and passed a bad night
thinking, waking or deeping, of that young man
in this obscure corner of the world who folded his
ams and smiled on his dayers when they were
daying him. Very early next morning | bade my
host good-bye, thanking him for his hospitality,
and devoutly hoping that | should never look
upon his abhorred face again.

| made little progress that day, the weather
proving hot, and my horse lazier than ever. After
riding about five leagues, | rested for a couple of
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hours, then proceeded again at a gentle trot till
about the middle of the afternoon, when | dis
mounted at a wayside pulperia, or store and pub-
lic-house al in one, where severa natives were
sipping rum and conversing. Standing before
them was a brisk-looking old man—old, | say, be-
cause he had a dark dry skin, though his hair and
moustache were black as jet—who paused in the
discourse he appeared to be delivering, to saute
me; then, after bestowing a searching glance on
me out of his dark hawk-like eyes, he resumed his
talk. After caling for rum and water, to be in
the fashion, | sat down on a bench, and, lighting
a cigarette, prepared to listen. He was dressed in
shabby gaucho habiliments—cotton shirt, short
jacket, wide cotton drawers and chiripa, a shawl-
like garment fastened at the waist with a sash, and
reaching down half-way between the knees and
ankles. In place of a hat he wore a cotton hand-
kerchief tied carelesdy about his head; his left
foot was bare, while the right one was cased in a
coitus-skin stocking, called bota-de--potro, and on
this distinguished foot was buckled a huge iron
spur, with spikes two inches long. One spur of
the kind would be quite sufficient, 1 should im-
agine, to get out of a horse dl the energy of which
he was capable. When | entered he was holding
forth on the pretty well-worn theme of fate versus
free will; his arguments were not, however, the
usual dry philosophical ones, but took the form
of illustration, chiefly personal reminiscences and
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grange incidents in the lives of people he had
known, while so vivid and minute were his de-
scriptions---sparkling  with passion, satire, humour,
pathos, and so dramatic his action, while wonder-
ful story followed story—that | was fairly aston-
ished, and pronounced this old pulperia orator a
born genius.

His argument over, he fixed his keen eyes on
me and said—

"My friend, | perceive you are a traveller from
Montevideo: may | ask what news there is from
that city?"

"What news do you expect to hear?' sad I;
then it came into my thought that it was scarcely
proper to confine myself to mere commonplace
phrases in replying to this curious old Oriental
bird, with such ragged plumage, but whose native
woodnotes wild had such a charm in them. "It
is only the old story over again!" | continued.
"They say there will be a revolution some day.
Some of the people have already retired into their
houses, after chalking in very big letters on their
front doors, 'Please come into this house and cut
the owner's throat for him, so that he may rest at
peace, and have no fear of what may happen.'
Others have climbed on to their roofs and occupy
themselves there looking at the moon through spy-
glasses, thinking that the conspirators are con-
ceded in that luminary, and only waiting for a
cloud to obscure it, in order to descend upon the
city unobserved."
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"Hear!" cried the old man, rapping delighted
applause on the counter with his empty glass.

"What do you drink, friend?" | asked, think-
ing his keen appreciation of my grotesgue speech
deserved a treat, and wishing to draw him out a
little more.

"Rum, friend, thank you. They say it warms
you in winter, and cools you in summer—what
can you have better?"

"Tdl me" sad I, when his glass had been re-
filled by the storekeeper, "what | shall say when
| return to Montevideo, and am asked what news
thereisin the country?"

The old fellow's eyes twinkled, while the other
men ceased talking, and looked at him as if an-
ticipating something good in reply to my ques
tion.

"Say to them,” he answered, "that you met an
old man—a horse-tamer named Lucero—and that
he told you this fable for you to repeat to the
townspeople: Once there was a great tree named
Montevideo growing in this country, and in its
branches lived a colony of monkeys. One day one
of the monkeys came down from the tree and ran
full of excitement across the plain, now scram-
bling along like a man on al fours, then erect
like a dog running on its hind legs, while its tall
with nothing to catch hold of wriggled about like
a snake when its head is under foot. He came to
a place where a number of oxen were grazing,
and some horses, ostriches, deer, goats, and pigs.
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'Friends dl,’ cried the monkey, grinning like a
skull, and with staring eyes round as dollars, 'great
news' great newsl | come to tell you that there
will shortly be a revolution.' 'Where? sad an
ox. 'In the tree—where ese? said the monkey.
‘That does not concern us,' said the ox. 'Oh, yes
it does!" cried the monkey, 'for it will presently
spread about the country and you will al have
your throats cut' Then the ox replied, 'Go back,
monkey, and do not molest us with your news, lest
we get angry and go to besege you in your tree,
as we have often had to do since the creation of
the world; and then, if you and the other mon-
keys come down to us, we will toss you on our
horns.™

This apologue sounded very well, so admirably
did the old man picture to us with voice and ges-
ture the chattering excitement of the monkeys and
the majestic aplomb of the ox.

"Sdior," he continued, after the laugh had sub-
dded, "l do not wish any of my friends and neigh-
bours here present to fly to the conclusion that |
have spoken anything offensive. Had | seen in
you a Montevidean | should not have spoken of
monkeys. But, senor, though you speak as we
do, there is yet in the pepper and salt on your
tongue a certain foreign flavour."

"You areright,” | said; "I am a foreigner."

"A foreigner in some things, friend, for you
weredoubtlessb o r nunder other skies; butinthat
chief quality, which we think was given by the
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Creator to us and not to the people of other lands
—the ability to be one in heart with the men you
meet, whether they are clothed in velvet or in
sheep skins—in that you are one of us, a pure
Orienta."

| smiled at his .subde lattery; possibly it was
only meant in payment of the rum | had treated
him to, but it pleased me none the less, and to his
other mental traits | was now inclined to add a
marvellous skill in reading character.

After a while he invited me to spend the night
under his roof. "Your horse is fat and lazy," he
said with truth, "and unless you are a relation of
the owl family, you cannot go much further be-
fore to-morrow. My house is a humble one, but
the mutton is juicy, the fire warm, and the water
cool there, the same as in another place.”

| readily accepted his invitation, wishing to see
as much as | could of so original a character, and
before starting | purchased a bottle of rum, which
made his eyes sparkle so that | thought his name
—Lucero—rather an appropriate one. His rancho
was about two miles from the store, and our ride
thither was about as strange a gdlop as | ever
took. Lucero was a domador, or horse-tamer, and
the beast he rode was quite unbroken and vicious
as it could be. Between horse and man a fierce
sruggle for mastery raged the whole time, the
horse rearing, plunging, buck-jumping, and put-
ting into practice every concevable trick to rid
itself of its burden; while Lucero plied whip and
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spur with tremendous energy and poured out tor-
rents of strange adjectives. At one moment he
would come into Violent collison with my cold
sober beast, at another there would be fifty yards
of ground between us; till Lucero would not stop
talking, for he had begun a very interesting story
at starting and he- stuck to his narrative through
everything, resuming the thread after each tem-
pest of execration vented on his horse, and raising
hisvoice amost to a shout when we were far apart.
The old fellow's staying powers were realy ex-
traordinary, and when we arrived at the house he
jumped airily to the ground and seemed fresh and
calm as possible.

In the kitchen were severa people sipping mate,
Lucero's children and grandchildren, dso his wife,
a grey old dame with dim-looking eyes. But then
my host was old in years himself, only, like
Ulysses, he still possessed the unquenched fire and
energy of youth in his soul, while time bestowed
infirmities together with wrinkles and white hairs
on his helpmate.

He introduced me to her in a manner that
brought the modest flame to my cheek. Standing
before her, he sad that he had met me at the
pulperia and had put to me the question which a
smple old countryman must ask of every traveller
from Montevideo—What the news was? Then,
assuming a dry satirical tone, which years of prac-
tice would riot enable me to imitate, he proceeded
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to give my fantastica answer, garnished with
much original matter of his own.

"Sefiora” | sad when he had finished, "you
must not give me credit for al you have heard
from your husband. | only gave him brute woal,
alnd Qe has woven it for your delight into beautiful
cloth."

"Hear him! Did | not tell you what to expect,
Juana?" cried the old man, which made me blush
still more.

We then settled down to mate and quiet con-
versation. Sitting in the kitchen on the skull of a
horse—a common article of furniture in an Ori-
ental rancho—was a boy about twelve years old,
one of Lucero's grandchildren, with a very beauti-
ful face. His feet were bare and his clothes very
poor, but his soft dark eyes and olive face had
that tender half-melancholy expression often seen
in children of Spanish origin, which is dways so
strangely captivating.

"Wheré's your guitar, Cipriano?' sad his
grandfather, addressing him, whereupon the boy
rose and fetched a guitar which he first politely
offered to me.

When | had declined it, he seated himself once
more on his polished horse skull and began to play
and sing. He had a sweet boy's voice, and one of
his balads took my fancy so much that | made
him repeat the words to me while | wrote them
down in my notebook, which greatly gratified
Lucero, who seemed proud of the boy's accom-
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plishment. Here are the words trandated almost
literally, therefore without rhymes, and | only
regret that | cannot furnish my musical readers
with the quaint, plaintive air they were sung to.—

O let me go—O let me go,

Where high are born amidst the hills
The streams that gladden all the south,
And o'er the grassy desert wide,

Where slakes his thirst the antlered deer,
Hurry towards the great green ocean.

The stony hills—the stony hills,

With azure air-flowers on their crags,
Where cattle stray unowned by man;
The monarch of the herd there seems
No bigger than my hand in size,
Roaming along the tall, steep summit.

| know them well—I know them well,
Those hills of God, and they know me;
When | go there they are serene,

But when the stranger visits them

Dark rain-clouds gather round their tops-
Over the earth goes forth the tempest.

Then tell me not—then tell me not
Tis sorrowful to dwell aone:

My heart within the city pent

Pines for the desert's liberty;

The dtreets are red with blood, and fear
Makes pae the mournful women's faces.
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O bear me far—O bear me far,

On swift, sure feet, my trusty steed:

| do not love the burial-ground,

But | shal sleep upon the plain,

Where long green grass shall round me wave—
Over me graze wild herds of cattle.



CHAPTER 111

MATERIALS FOR A PASTORAL

LEAVING the eloquent old horse-tamer's rancho
early next morning, | continued my ride, jogging
quietly along all day and, leaving the "Florida
department behind me, entered upon that of the
Durazno. Here | broke my journey at an estan-
cia where | had an excellent opportunity of
studying the manners and customs of the Ori-
entals, and where | aso underwent experiences
of a mixed character and greatly increased my
knowledge of the insect world. This house, at
which | arrived an hour before sunset to ask for-
shelter ("permission to unsaddle" is the expres-
sion the traveller uses), was a long, low structure,
thatched with rushes, but the low, enormously
thick walls were built of stone from the neigh-
bouring sierras, in pieces of al shapes and sizes,
and presenting, outwardly, the rough appearance
of a stone fence. How these rudely piled-up
stones, without cement to hold them together, had
not fallen down was a mystery to me ; and it was
more difficult still to imagine" why the rough in-
terior, with its innumerable dusty holes and inter-
gices, had never been plastered.

I was kindly receivedggy a very numerous fam-
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ily, consisting of the owner, his hoary-headed old
mother-in-law, his wife, three sons, and five
daughters, al grown up. There were dso severd
small children, belonging, | believe, to the daugh-
ters, notwithstanding the fact that they were un-
married. | was greatly amazed at hearing the
name of one of these youngsters. Such Christian
names as Trinity, Heart of Jesus, Nativity, John
of God, Conception, Ascension, Incarnation, are
common enough, but these had scarcely prepared
me to meet with a fellow-creature named—well,
Circumcision!  Besides the people, there were
dogs, cats, turkeys, ducks, geese, and fowls with-
out number. Not content with all these domestic
birds and beasts, they also kept a horrid, shriek-
ing paroquet, which the old woman was inces-
santly talking to, explaining to the others al the
time, in little asdes, what the bird said or wished
to say, or, rather, what she imagined it wished to
say. Therewere aso several tame young ostriches,
aways hanging about the big kitchen or living-
room on the look-out for a brass thimble, or iron
spoon, or other little metallic bonne bouche to be
gobbled up when no one was looking. A pet ar-
madillo kept trotting in and out, in and out, the
whole evening, and a lame gull was aways stand-
ing on the threshold in everybody's way, perpetu-
dly walling for something to eat—the most
persstent beggar | ever met in my life.

The people were very jovial and rather indus-
trious for so indolent a country. The land was
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their own, the men tended the cattle, of which they
appeared to have a large number, while the
women made cheeses, rising before daylight to
milk the cows.

During the evening two or three young men—
neighbours, | imagine, who were paying their
addresses to the young ladies of the establish-
ment—dropped in; and after a plentiful supper
we had singing and dancing to the music of a gui-
tar, on which every member of the family—
excepting the babies—could strum a little.

About eeven oclock | retired to rest, and
stretching myself on my rude bed of rugs, in a
room adjoining the kitchen, | blessed these sim-
ple-minded hospitable people. Good heavens,
thought | to myself, what a glorious field is wait-
ing here for some new Theocritusl How unut-
terably worn out, stilted, and artificial seems all
the so-cdled pastoral poetry ever written when
one sits down to supper and joins in the graceful
Cielo or Pericon in one of these remote semi-bar-
barous South American estancias! | swear | will
turn poet myself, and go back some day to aston-
ish old blase Europe with something so—s0——
What the deuce was that? My deepy soliloquy
was suddenly brought to a most lame and impo-
tent conclusion, for | had heard a sound of ter-
ror—the unmistakable zzzzing of an insect's
wings. It was the hateful vinchuca. Here was
an enemy against which British pluck and sx-
shooters are of no aval, and in whose presence
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one begins to experience sensations which are not
usualy supposed to enter into the brave man's
breast. Naturalists tell us that it is the Connor-
hinus infestans, but as that information leaves
something to be desired, | will proceed in a few
words to describe the beast. It inhabits the en-
tire Chilian, Argentine, and Oriental countries,
and to dl the dwellers in this vast territory it is
known as the vinchuca; for, like a few volcanoes,
deadly vipers, cataracts, and other sublime natural
objects, it has been permitted to keep the ancient
name bestowed on it by the aborigines. It is all
over of a blackish-brown colour, as broad as a
man's thumb-nail, and flat as the blade of a table-
knife—when fasting. By day it hides, bug-like,
in holes and chinks, but no sooner are the candles
put out, than forth it comes to seek whom it may
devour; for, like the pestilence, it walks in dark-
ness. It can fly, and in a dark room knows where
you are and can find you. Having sdected a
nice tender part, it pierces the skin with its pro-
boscis or rostrum, and sucks vigoroudly for two
or three minutes, and, strange to say, you do not
feel the operation, even when lying wide awake.
By that time the creature, so attenuated before,
has assumed the figure, size, and genera appear-
ance of a ripe gooseberry, so much blood has it
drawn from your veins. |Immediately after it
has left you the part begins to swell up and burn
as if stung by nettles. That the pain should come
after and not during the operation is an arrange-
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ment very advantageous to the vinchuca, and |
greatly doubt whether any other blood-sucking
parasite has been equally favoured by nature in
this respect.

Imagine then my sensations when | heard the
sound of not one, but two or three pairs of wings!
| tried to forget the sound and go to deep. |
tried to forget about those rough old walls full
of interstices—a hundred years old they were,
my host had informed me. Most interesting old
house, thought |; and then very suddenly a fiery
itching took possesson of my great toe. There
it is sad |; heated blood, late supper, dancing,
and al that. | canh dmost imagine that some-
thing has actually bitten me, when of course noth-
ing of that kind has happened. Then, while |
was furiously rubbing and scratching it, feeling
a badger-like disposition to gnaw it off, my left
am was pierced with red-hot needles. My at-
tentions were quickly transferred to that part;
but soon my busy hands were called elsewhere,
like a couple of hard-worked doctors in a town
afflicted with an epidemic; and so al night long,
with only occasona snatches of miserable deep,
the contest went on.

| rose early, and going to a wide stream, a quar-
ter of a mile from the house, took a plunge which
greatly refreshed me and gave me strength to go
in quest of my horse. Poor brute! | had in-
tended giving him a day's rest, so pleasant and
hospitable had the people shown themselves ; but
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now | shuddered at the thought of spending an-
other night in such a purgatory. | found him so
lame that he could scarcely walk, and so returned
to the house on foot and very much cast down.
My host consoled me by assuring me that | would
deep the sesta dl the better for having been mo-
lested by those "little things that go about,” for
in this very mild language he described the afflic-
tion. After breakfast, at noon, acting on his hint,
| took a rug to the shade of a tree and, lying
down, quickly fell into a profound deep which
lasted till late in the afternoon.

That evening visitors came again and we had a
repetition of the singing, dancing, and other pas-
toral amusements, till near midnight; then, think-
ing to cheat my bedfellows of the night before,
| made my simple bed in the kitchen. But here
aso the vile vinchucas found me, and there were,
- moreover, dozens of fleas that waged a sort of
guerilla warfare al night, and in this way ex-.
hausted my strength and distracted my attention.,
while the more formidable adversary took up his
position. My sufferings were so great that be-
fore daybreak | picked up mv rugs and went out
a distance from the house to lie down on the open
plain, but | carried with me a smarting body and
got but little rest. When morning came | found
that my horse had not yet recovered from his
lameness.

"Do not be in a hurry to leave us" sad my
host, when | spoke of it; "I perceive that the lit
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tle animals have again fought with and defeated
you. Do not mind it; in time you will grow ac-
customed to them."

How they contrived to endure it, or even to
exist, was a puzzle to me; but possbly the vin-
chucas respected them, and only dined when, like
the giant in the nursery rhyme, they "smet the
blood of an Englishman."

| again enjoyed a long siesta, and when night
came resolved to place myself beyond the reach
of the vampires, and so, after supper, went out to
deep on the plain.  About midnight, however, a
sudden storm of wind and rain drove me back to
the shelter of the house, and the next morning
| rose in such a deplorable state that | deliber-
ately caught and saddled-my horse, though the
poor beast could scarcely put one foot on the
ground. My friends laughed good-humouredly
when they saw me making these resolute prepa-
rations for departure. After partaking of bitter
mate, | rose and thanked them for their hospi-
tality. :

"You surely do not intend leaving us on that
animal!" sad my host. "He is unfit to carry
you."

"l have no other,” | replied, "and am anxious
to reach my destination."

"Had | known this | should have offered you
a horse before" he returned, and then he sent
one of his sons to drive the horses of the estancia
into the corrdl.
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Sdecting a good-looking animal from the herd,
he presented it to me, and as | did not have money
enough to buy a fresh horse whenever | wanted
one, | accepted the gift very gladly. The saddle
was quickly transferred to my new acquisition,
and once more thanking these good people and
bidding adieu, | resumed my journey.

When | gave my hand before leaving to the
youngest, and aso, to my mind, the prettiest of the
five daughters of the house, instead of smiling
pleasantly and wishing me a prosperous journey,
like the others, she was silent, and darted a look
a me, which seemed to say, "Go, sir; you have
treated me badly, and you insult me by offering
your hand; if | take it, it is not because | feel
disposed to forgive you, but only to save appear-
ances."

At the same moment, when she bestowed that
glance on me which said so much, a look of intel-
ligence passed over the faces of the other people
in the room. All this reveded to me that | had
just missed a very pretty little idyllic flirtation,
conducted in very novel circumstances. Love
cometh up as a flower, and men and charming
women naturally flirt when brought together. Yet
it was hard to imagine how | could have started
a flirtation and carried it on to its culminatory
point in that great public room, with dl those
eyes on me; dogs, babes, and cats tumbling about
my feet; ostriches staring covetoudy at my but-
tons with great vacant eyes, and that intolerable
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paroquet perpetualy reciting "How the waters
came down at Lodore" in its own shrieky, beaky,
birdy, hurdy-gurdy, parrot language. Tender
glances, soft whispered words, hand-touchings,
and a thousand little personal attentions, showing
which way the emotions tend, would scarcely have
been practicable in such a place and in such con-
ditions, and new signs and symbols would have
to be invented to express the feelings of the heart.
And doubtless these Orientas, living al together
in one great room, with their children and pets,
like our very ancient ancestors, the pastoral Ar-
yans, do possess such a language. And this pretty
language | should have learnt from the most
willing of teachers, if those venomous vinchucas
had not dulled my brain with their persecutions
and made me blind to a matter which had not
escaped the observation of even unconcerned |ook-
erson. Riding away from the estancia, the fedl-
ing | experienced at having finally escaped from
these execrable "little things that go about" was
riot one of unmixed satisfaction.



CHAPTER IV
VAGABONDS' REST

CONTINUINGmyjourney throughtheDurazno
district, | forded the pretty River Yi and entered
the Tacuarembd department, which is immensely
long, extending right away to the Brazilian fron-
tier. | rode over its narrowest part, however,
where it is only about twenty-five miles widg;
then crossing two very curiously named rivers,
Rios Salsipuedes Chico and Salsipuedes Grande,
which mean Get-out-if-you-can Rivers, Little and
Big, | a length reached the termination of my
journey in the province or department of Pay-
sandl. The Estancia de la Virgen de los Desam-
parados, or, to put it very shortly, Vagabonds
Rest, was a good-sized square brick house built
on very high ground, which overlooked an im-
mense stretch of grassy undulating country.
There was no plantation about the house, not even
a shade tree or cultivated plant of any descrip-
tion, but only some large corrales, or enclosures,
for the cattle, of which there were six or seven
thousand head on the land. The absence of shade
and greenery gave the place a desolate, uninvit-
ing aspect, but If | was ever to have any authority
here this would soon be changed. The Mayor-
domo, or manager, Doﬂ Policarpo  Santierra de
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Peiidosa, which, roughly done into English,
means Polycarp of the Holy Land abounding in
Slippery Rocks, proved to be a very pleasant,
affable person. He welcomed me with that quiet
Oriental politeness which is never cold and never
effusive, and then perused the letter from Dona
Isdora. Finally he said, "I am willing, my friend,
to supply you with all the conveniences procura-
ble at this elevation ; and, for the rest, you know,
doubtless, what | can say to you. A ready un-
derstanding requires few words. Nevertheless,
there is here no lack of good beef, and, to be
short, you will do me a great favour by making
this house with everything it contains your own,
while you honour us by remaining in it."

After delivering himself of these kindly senti-
ments which left me rather in a mist as to my
prospects, he mounted his horse and rode off,
probably on some very important affair, for | saw
no more of him for several days.

| at once proceeded to establish myself in the
kitchen. No person in the house appeared ever
to pay even a casua visit to any other room. This
kitchen was vast and barn-like, forty feet long at
least, and proportionately wide; the roof was of
reeds, and the hearth, placed in the centre of the
floor, was a clay platform, fenced round with cows
shank-bones, half buried and standing upright.
Some trivets and iron kettles were scattered about,
and from the centre beam, supporting the roof, a
chain and hook were suspended to which a vast
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iron pot was fastened. One more article, a spit
about six feet long for roasting meat, completed
the list of cooking utensils. There were no chairs,
tables, knives, or forks; everyone carried his own
knife, and at meal-time the boiled meat was emp-
tied into a great tin dish, whilst the roast was eaten
from the spit, each one laying hold with his fingers
and cutting his dice. The seats were logs of
wood and horse-skulls. The household was com-
posed of one woman, an ancient, hideously ugly,
grey-headed negress, about seventy years old, and
eighteen or nineteen men of al ages and szes,
and of all colours from parchment-white to very
old oak. There was a capatas, or overseer, and
seven or eight paid peones, the others being dl
agregados—that is, supernumeraries without pay,
or, to put it plainly, vagabonds who attach them-
salves like vagrant dogs to establishments of this
kind, lured by the abundance of flesh, and who
occasionaly assist the regular peones at their work,
and also do a little gambling and stealing to keep
themselves in small change. At break of day
everyone was up sitting by the hearth sipping bit-
ter mate and smoking cigarettes, before sunrise
al were mounted and away over the surrounding
country to gather up the herds;, at midday they
were back again to breakfast. The consumption
and waste of meat was something frightful. Fre-
quently, after breakfast, as much as twenty or
thirty pounds of boiled and roast meat would be
" thrown into a wheelbarrow and carried out to the
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dust-heap, where it served to feed scores of
hawks, gulls, and vultures, besides the dogs.

Of course, | was only an agregado, having no
sdary or regular occupation yet. Thinking, how-
ever, that this would only be for a time, | was
quite willing to make the best of things, and very
soon became fast friends with my fellow agre-
gados, joining heartily in al their anusements and
voluntary labours.

In a few days | got very tired of living exclu-
svely on flesh, for not even a biscuit was "pro-
curable at this elevation"; and as for a potato, one
might as well have asked for a plum-pudding. It
occurred to my mind at last that, with so many
cows, it might be possible to procure some milk
and introduce a little change into our diet. In the
evening | broached the subject, proposing that on
the following day we should capture a cow and
tame her. Some of the men approved of the
suggestion, remarking that they had never
thought of it themselves, but the old negress,
who, being the only representative of the fair sex
present, was aways listened to with al the def-
erence due to her position, threw herself with im-
mense zed into the opposition. She affirmed that
no cow had been milked at that establishment since
its owner had paid it a visit with his young wife
twelve years before. A milch-cow was then kept,
and on the senora partaking of a large quantity of
milk "before breaking her fast," it produced such
an indigestion in her that they were obliged to
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give her powdered ostrich stomach, and finaly to
convey her, with great trouble, in an ox-cat to
Paysandu and thence by water to Montevideo,
The owner ordered the cow to be released, and
never, to her certain knowledge, had cow been
milked since at La Virgen de los Desamparados.

These ominous croakings produced no effect on
me, and the next day | returned to the subject. |
did not possess a lasso, and so could not under-
take to capture a half-wild cow without assistance.
One of my fellow agregados at length volunteered
to help me, observing that he had not tasted milk
for severa years, and was inclined to renew his
acquaintance with that singular beverage. This
newfound friend in need merits being formally
introduced to the reader. His name was Epifanio
Claro. He was tall and thin, and had an idiotic
expression on his long, sallow face. His cheeks
were innocent of whiskers, and his lank, black
hair, parted in the middle, fell to his shoulders,
enclosing his narrow face between a pair of raven's
wings. He had very large, light-coloured, sheep-
ish-looking eyes, and his eyebrows bent up like a
couple of Gothic arches, leaving a narrow strip
above them that formed the merest apology for a
forehead. This facial peculiarity had won for
him the nickname of Cejas (Eyebrows), by which
he was known to his intimates. He spent most of
his time strumming on a wretched old cracked
guitar, and singing amorous ballads in a lugubrious
whining falsetto, which reminded me not a little
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of that hungry, complaining gull | had met at the
estancia in Durazno. For though poor Epifanio
had an absorbing passion for music, Nature had
unkindly withheld from him the power to express
it in a manner pleasing to others. | must, how-
ever, in justice to him, alow that he gave a pref-
erence to ballads or compositions of a thoughtful,
not to say metaphysica character. | took the trou-
ble of translating the words of one literaly, and
here they are—

Yesterday my senses opened,

At a rap-atap from Reason,
Inspiring in me an intention

Which | never had before,

Seeing that through all my days

My life has been just what it is.
Therefore when | rose | said,
To-day shall be as yesterday,

Since Reason tells me | have been
From day to day the self-same thing.

This is very little to judge from, being only a
fourth part of the song; but it is a fair specimen,
and the rest is no clearer. Of course it is not to be
supposed that Epifanio Claro, an illiterate person,
took in the whole philosophy of these lines; dill it
is probable that a subtle ray or"two of their deep
meaning touched his intellect, to make him a wiser
and a sadder man.

Accompanied by this strange individual, and
with the grave permission of the capatas, who de-
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dined, however, in words of many syllables al
responsabilidad in the matter, we went out to the
grazing grounds in quest of a promising-looking
cow. Very soon we found oneto our liking. She
was followed by a small calf, not more than a
week old, and her distended udder promised a
generous supply of milk; but unfortunately she
was fierce-tempered, and had horns as sharp as
needles.

"We will cut them by-and-by," shouted Eye-
brows.

He then lassoed the cow, and | captured the
caf, and lifting it into the saddle before me,
started homewards. The cow followed me a a
furious pace, and behind came Claro at a swing-
ing galop. Possibly he was a little too confident,
and cardlessy let his captive pull the line that
held her; anyhow, she turned suddenly on him,
charged with amazing fury, and sent one of her
horrid horns deep into the belly of hishorse. He
was, however, equal to the occasion, first dealing
her a smart blow on the nose, which made her re-
coil for a moment; he then severed the lasso with
his knife, and shouting to me to drop the calf,
made his escape. We pulled up as soon as we had
reached a safe distance, Claro drily remarking that
the lasso had been borrowed, and that the horse
belonged to the estancia, so that we had lost noth-
ing. He dighted, and stitched up the great gash
in the poor brute's belly, using for a thread a few
hairs plucked from its tail. It was a difficult task,
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or would have been s0 to me, as he had to bore
holes in the animal's hide with his knife-point, but
it seemed quite easy to him. Taking the remain-
ing portion of the severed lasso, he drew it round
the hind and one of the fore feet of his horse, and
threw him to the ground with a dexterous jerk;
then, binding him there, performed the operation
of sewing up the wound in about two minutes.

"Will he live?"l asked.

"How can | tel,” he answered indifferently.
"l only know that now he will be able to carry me
home; if he dies afterwards what will it matter?”

We then mounted and rode quietly home. Of
course we were chaffed without mercy, especialy
by the old negress, who had foreseen al aong,
she told us, just how it would be. One would
have imagined, to hear this old black creature talk,
that she looked on milk-drinking as one of the
greatest moral offences man could be guilty of,
and that in this case Providence had miraculously
interposed to prevent us from gratifying our de-
praved appetites.

Eyebrows took it al very coally.

"Do not notice them,” he sad to me. "The
lasso was not ours, the horse was not ours, what
does it matter what they say?'

The owner of the lasso, who had good-na
turedly lent it to us, roused himself on hearing
this. He was a very big, rough-looking man, his
face covered with an immense shaggy black beard.
| had taken him for a good-humpured specimen
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of the giant kind before, but | now changed my
opinion of him when his angry passions began to
rise. Blas, or Barbudo, as we cdled the giant,
was seated on a log sipping mate.

"Perhaps you take me for a sheep, grs, because
you see me wrapped in skins" he observed; "but
let me tell you this, the lasso | lent you must be
returned to me."

"These words are not for us" remarked Eye-
brows, addressing me, "but for the cow that car-
ried away his lasso on her horns—curse them for
being so sharp!"

- "No, gr," returned Barbudo, "do not deceive
yourself; Aey are not for the cow, but for the
fool that lassoed the cow. And | promise you,
Epifanio, that if it is not restored to me, this
thatch over our heads will not be broad enough to
shelter us both."

"l am pleased to hear it said the other, "for
we are short of seats; and when you leave us, the
one you now encumber with your carcass will be
occupied by some more meritorious person.”

"You can say what you like, for no one has yet
put a padlock on your lips" said Barbudo, raising
his voice to a shout; "but you are not going to
plunder me; and if my lasso is not restored to me,
then | swear | will make myself a new one out of
a human hide."

"Then," said Eyebrows, "the sooner you pro-
vide yourself with a hide for the purpose, the
better, for 1 will never return the laso to youj
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for who am | to fight against Providence, that
took it out of my hands?'

To this Barbudo replied furiously—

"Then | will have it from this miserable
starved foreigner, who comes here to learn to eat
meat and put himself on an equality with men.
Evidently he was weaned too soon; but if the
starveling hungers for infant's food, let him in
future milk the cats that warm themselves beside
the fire, and can be caught without a lasso, even
by a Frenchman!"

| could not endure the brute's insults, and
sprang up from my seat. | happened to have a
large knife in my hand, for we were just prepar-
ing to make an assault on the roasted ribs of a
cow, and my first impulse was to throw down the
knife and give him a blow with my fist. Had |
attempted it | should most probably have paid
dearly for my rashness. The instant | rose Bar-
budo was on me, knife in hand. He amed a
furious blow, which luckily missed me, and at the
same moment | struck him, and he reeled back
with a dreadful gash on his face. It was al done
in a second of time, and before the others could
interpose; in another moment they disarmed us,
and st about bathing the barbarian's wound. Dur-
ing the operation, which | daresay was very pain-
ful, for the old negress inssted on having the
wound bathed with rum instead of water, the
brute blasphemed outrageously, vowing that he
would cut out my heart and eat' it stewed with
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onions and seasoned with cummin seed and vari-
ous other condiments.

| have often since thought of that sublime culi-
nary conception of Blas the barbarian. There
must have been a spark of wild Oriental genius in
his bovine brains.

When the exhaustion caused by rage, pain, and
loss of blood had at length reduced him to silence,
the old negress turned on him, exclaiming that he
had been rightly punished, for had he not, in spite
of her timely warnings, lent his lasso to enable
these two heretics (for that is what she caled us)
to capture a cow? Wall, his lasso was logt ; then
his friends, with the gratitude only to be expected
from milk-drinkers, had turned round and well-
nigh killed him.

After supper the capatas got me alone, and with
excessve friendliness of manner, and an abun-
dance of circumlocutory phrases, advised me to
leave the estancia, as it would not be safe for me
to remain. | replied that | was not to blame, hav-
ing struck the man in self-defence, aso, that |
had been sent to the estancia by a friend of the
Mayordomo, and was determined to see him and
give him my version of the affair.

The capatas shrugged his shoulders and lit a
cigarette.

At length Don Policarpo returned, and when |
told him my story he laughed dightly, but sad
nothing. In the evening | reminded him of the
subject of the letter 1 had brought from Monte-
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video, asking him whether it was his intention to
give me some employment on the estancia

"You see, my friend,” he replied, "to employ
you now would be usdless, however vauable your
services might be, for by this time the authorities
will have information of your fight with Bias.
In the course of a few days you may expect them
here to make inquiries into that affair, and it is
probable that you and Bias will both be taken into
custody."

"What then would you advise me to do?' |
asked.

His answer was, that when the ostrich asked the

deer what he would advise him to do when the
hunters appeared, the deer's reply was, "Run
away."
“"1 laughed at his pretty apologue, and answered
that | did not think the authorities would trouble
themselves about me—also that | was not fond of
running away.

Eyebrows, who had hitherto been rather in-
clined to patronise me and take me under his pro-
tection, now became very warm in his friendship,
which was, however, dashed with an air of def-
erence when we were aone together, but in com-
pany he was fond of parading his familiarity with
me. | did not quite understand this change of
manner at first, but by-and-by he took me mys-
t_e;:ously asde and became extremely confiden-
tial.

"Do not distress yourself about Barbudo," he
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sad.  "He will never again presume to lift his
hand against you; and if you will only condescend
to speak kindly to him, he will be your humble
dave, and proud to have you wipe your greasy
fingers on his beard. Take no notice of what the
Mayordomo says, he dso is afraid of you. If the
authorities take you, it will only be to see what
you can give them: they will not keep you long,
for you are a foreigner, and cannot be made to
serve in the army. But when you are again at
liberty it will be necessary for you to kill some-
one."

Very much amazed, | asked him why.

"You s¢" he replied, "your reputation as a
fighter is now established in this department, and
there is nothing men envy more. It is the same
as in our old game of Pato, where the man that
carries the duck away is pursued by dl the others,
and before they give up chasing him he must prove
that he can keep what he has taken. There are
severd fighters you do not know, who have re-
solved to pick quarrels with you in order to try
your strength. In your next fight you must not
wound but kill, or you will have no peace.

| was greatly disturbed at this result of my
accidental victory over Bias the Bearded, and did
not at al appreciate the kind of greatness my of-
ficious friend Claro seemed so determined to
thrust upon me. It was certainly flattering to
hear that | had aready established my reputation
as a good fighter in so warlike a department as
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Paysandu, but then the consequences entailed were
disagreeable, to say the least of itj and so, while
thanking Eyebrows for his friendly hint, | re-
solved to quit the estancia at once. | would not
run away from the authorities, since | was not an
evil-doer, but from the necessity of killing people
for the sake of peace and quietness | certainly
would depart. And early next morning, to my
friend's intense disgust, and without telling my
plans to anyone, | mounted my horse and quitted
Vagabonds Rest to pursue my adventures dse-
where.



CHAPTER V

A COLONY OF ENGLI SH GENTLEMEN

FAITH in the estancia as a field for my activities
had been weak from the first ; the Mayordomo's
words on his return had extinguished it ato-
gethery and after hearing that ostrich parable |
had only remained from motives of pride. | now
determined to go back towards Montevideo, not,
however, over the route | had come by, but mak-
ing a wide circuit into the interior of the country,
where | would explore a new field and perhaps
meet with some occupation at one of the estancias
on the way. Riding in a south-westerly direction
towards the Rio Malo in the Tacuarembo depart-
ment, | soon left the plains of Paysandu behind
me, and being anxious to get well away from a
neighbourhood where | was expected to kill some-
one, | did not rest till 1 had ridden about twenty-
five miles. At noon | stopped to get some re-
freshment at a little roadside pulperia. It was a
wretched-looking place, and behind the iron bars
protecting the interior, giving it the appearance of
a wild beast's cage, lounged the storekeeper smok-
ing a cigar. Outside the bar were two men with
English-looking faces. One was a handsome
young fellow with a somgwhat worn and dissipated
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look on his bronzed face; he was leaning against
the counter, cigar in mouth, looking slightly tipsy,
| thought, and wore a large revolver slung osten-
tatiously at his waist. His companion was a hig,
heavy man, with immense whiskers sprinkled
with grey, who was evidently very drunk, for he
was lying full-length on a bench, his face purple
and swollen, snoring loudly. | asked for bread,
sardines, and wine, and careful to observe the cus-
tom of the country | was in, duly invited the tipsy
young man to join in the repast. An omission of
this courtesy might, amongst proud and sensitive
Orientals, involve one in a sanguinary quarrel,
and of quarrelling | had just then had enough.

He declined with thanks, and entered into con-
versation with me; then the discovery, quickly
made, that we were compatriots gave us both great
pleasure. He at once offered to take me to his
house with him, and gave a glowing account of the
free, jovial life he led in company with severd
other Englishmen—sons of gentlemen, every one
of them, he assured me—who had bought a piece
of land and settled down to sheep-farming in this
lonely district. | gladly accepted the invitation,
and when we had finished our glasses he preceded
to wake the deeper.

"Hullo, | say, Cap, wake up, old boy," shouted
my .new friend. "Quite time to go home, don't
you know. That's right—up you come. Now let
me introduce you to Mr. Lamb. Pm sure he's an
acquisition.  What, off againl Damn it, old
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Cloud, that's unreasonable, to say the least of it."

At length, after a great deal of shouting and
shaking, he succeeded in rousing his drunken com-
panion, who staggered up and stared at me in an
Imbecile manner.

"Now let me introduce you," said the other.
"Mr. Lamb. My friend, Captain Cloudedey
Wriothesley. Bravo!l  Steady, old cock—now
shake hands."

The Captain said nothing, but took my hand,
swaying forwards as if about to embrace me. We
then with considerable difficulty got him on to his
saddle and rode off together, keeping him between
us to prevent him from falling off. Haf an
hour's ride brought us to my host Mr. Vincent
Winchcombe's house. | had pictured to myself a
charming little homestead, buried in cool green-
ery and flowers, and filled with pleasant memories
of dear old England; | was, therefore, grievously
disappointed to find that his "home" was only a
mean-looking rancho, with a ditch round it, pro-
tecting some ploughed or dug-up ground, on
which not one green thing appeared. Mr. Winch-,
combe explained, however, that he had not yet
had time to cultivate much. "Only vegetables
and such things, don't you know," he said.

"l don't see them," | returned,

"WEel, no; we had a lot of caterpillars and
blister beetles and things, and they ate everything
up, don't you know," sad he.

The room into which he conducted me con-
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tained no furniture except a large dea table and
some chairs; aso a cupboard, a long mantelpiece,
and some shelves against the walls. On every
available place were pipes, pouches, revolvers,
cartridge boxes, and empty bottles. On the table
were tumblers, cups, a sugar-basin, a monstrous
tin teapot, and a demijohn, which | soon ascer-
tained was half-full of Brazilian rum, or cana
Round the table five men were seated smoking,
drinking tea and rum and talking excitedly, all of
them more or less intoxicated. They gave me a
hearty welcome, making me join them at the table,
pouring out tea and rum for me, and generously
pushing pipes and pouches towards me.

"You seg" said Mr. Winchcombe, in explana-
tion of this convivial scene, "there are, altogether,
ten of us settlers here going in for sheep-farming
and that sort of thing. Four of us have already
built houses and bought sheep and horses. The
other six fellows live with us from house to house,
don't you know. Well, we've made a jolly ar-
rangement—old Cloud—Captain Cloud, don't
you know, first suggested it—and it is that every
day one of the four—the Glorious Four we are
called—keeps open house; and it's considered the
right thing for the other nine fellows to drop in
on him some time during the day, just to cheer
him up a bit. Waell, we soon made the discovery
—old Cloud, I fancy, made it—that tea and rum
were about the best things to have on these occa
gons. To-day it was my day and to-morrow it
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will be some other fellow's, don't you know.
And, by Jove, how lucky | was to meet you at
the pulperial It will be ever so much jollier
now."

I had certainly not stumbled upon a charming
little English paradise in this Oriental wilderness,
and as it always makes me uncomfortable to see
young men drifting into intemperate habits and
making asses of themselves generaly, | was not
rapturously delighted with "old Cloud's’ system.
Still | was glad to find myself with Englishmen in
this distant country, and in the end | succeeded in
making myself tolerably happy. The discovery
that | had a voice pleased them greatly, and when,
somewhat excited from the effects of strong
cavendish, rum, and black tea, | roared out—

And may his soul in heaven dwell,
Who first found out the leather hotel,

they all got up and drank my health in big tum-
blers, and declared they would never let me leave
the colony.

Before evening the guests departed, al except
the Captain. He had sa with us at the table, but
was too far gone in his cups to take part in the
boisterous fun and conversation. Once in about
every five minutes he had implored someone in a
husky voice to give him alight for his pipe, then,
after two or three ineffectual puffs, he would let
it go out again. He had dso attempted two or
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three times to join in the chorus of a song, but
soon relapsed again into his imbecile condition.

Next day, however, when he sat down refreshed
by anight's sleep to breakfast, | found him a very
agreeable fellow. He had no house of his own
yet, not having received his money from home, he
confidentially informed me, but lived about,
breakfasting in one house, dining in a second, and
deeping in a third. "Never mind," he would
say, "by-and-by it will be my turn; then I will
receive you all every day for six weeks to make it
al sguare.”

None of the colonists did any work, but all spent
their time lounging about and visiting each other,
trying to make their dull existence endurable by
perpetual smoking and tea and rum drinking.
They had tried, they told me, ostrich-hunting,
visiting their native neighbours, partridge-shoot-
ing, horse-racing, etc.; but the partridges were too
tame for them, they could never catch the
ostriches, the natives didn't understand them, and
they had finally given up al these so-called
amusements. In each house a peon was kept to
take care of theflock and to cook, and as the sheep
appeared to take care of themselves, and the cook-
ing merely meant roasting a piece of meat on a
spit, there was very little for the hired men to
do.

"Why dont you do these things for your-
sdves?' | innocently asked.
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"l fancy it wouldn't quite be the right thing,
don't you know," said Mr. Winchcombe.

"No," said the Captain gravely, "we haven't
quite come down to that yet."

| was greatly surprised to hear them. | had
seen Englishmen sensibly roughing it in other
places, but the lofty pride of these ten rum-drink-
Ing gentlemen was quite a new experience to me.

Having spent a somewhat listless morning, |
was invited to accompany them to the house of
Mr. Bingley, one of the Glorious Four. Mr.
Bingley was redly a very nice young fellow, liv-
ing in a house far more worthy of the name than
the dovenly rancho tenanted by his neighbour
Winchcombe. He was the favourite of the colo-
nists, having more money than the others, and
keeping two servants. Always on his reception-
day he provided his guests with hot bread and
fresh butter, as well as with the indispensable
rum-bottle and teapot. It therefore happened
that, when his turn came round to keep open
house, not one of the other nine colonists was ab-
sent from his table,

Soon after our arrival a Bingley's, the others
began to appear, each one on entering taking a seat
at the hospitable board, and adding another cloud
to the dense volume of tobacco smoke obscuring
the room. There was a great ded of hilarious
conversation ; songs were sung, and a vast amount
of tea, rum, bread and butter, and tobacco con-
sumed ; but it was a wearisome entertainment, and
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by the time it was over, | felt heartily sick of this
kind of life.

Before separating, after "John Ped" had been
sung with great enthusiasm, someone proposed
that we should get up a fox-hunt in real English
dyle. Everyone agreed, glad of anything, | sup-
pose, to break the monotony of such an existence,
and next day we rode out, followed by about
twenty dogs, of various breeds and sizes, brought
together from all the houses. After some search-
ing about in the most likely places, we at length
started a fox from a bed of dark-leafed Mio-mio
bushes. He made straight away for a range of
hills about three miles distant, and over a beauti-
fully smooth plain, so that we had a very good
prospect of running him down. Two of the
hunters had provided themselves with horns,
which they blew incessantly, while the others al
shouted at the top of their lungs, so that our chase
was avery noisy one. The fox appeared to under-
stand his danger and to know that his only chance
of escape lay in keeping up his strength till the
refuge of the hills was reached. Suddenly, how-
ever, he changed his coursg, this giving us a great
advantage, for by making a short cut we were al
soon close a his heds, with only the wide level
plain before us. But reynard had his reasons for
what he did; he had spied a herd of cattle, and in
a very few moments had overtaken and mixed
with them. The herd, struck with terror at our
shouts and horn-blowing, instantly scattered and
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flew in al directions, so that we were able ill to
keep our quarry in sight. Far in advance of us
the panic in the cattle ran on from herd to herd,
swift as light, and we could see them miles away
fleeing from us, while their hoarse bellowings and
thundering tread came borne by the wind faintly
to our ears. Our fat lazy dogs ran no faster than
our horses, but still they laboured on, cheered by
incessant shouts, and at last ran into the first fox
ever properly hunted in the Banda Oriental,

The chase, which had led us far from home,
ended close to a large estancia house, and while
we stood watching the dogs worrying their victim
to death, the capatasof the establishment, accom-
panied by three men, rode out to inquire who we
were, and what we were doing. He was a small,
dark native, wearing a very picturesque costume,,
and addressed us with extreme politeness.

"Will you tell me, senores, what strange animal
you have captured?' he asked.

"A fox!" shouted Mr. Bingley, triumphantly
waving the brush, which he had just cut off, over
his head. "In our country—in England—we
hunt the fox with dogs, and we have been hunting
after the manner of our country."

The cafatas smiled, and replied that if we were
disposed to join him, it would afford him great
pleasure to show us a hunt after the manner of
the Banda Oriental.

We consented gladly, and mounting our horses,
st off at a swinging galop after the cafatas and
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his men. We soon came to a small herd of cat-
tle; the cayatas dashed after them, and unloosen-
ing the coils of his lasso, flung the noose dexter-
oudly over the horns of a fat heifer he had singled
out, then started homewards at a tremendous pace.
The cow, urged forward by the men, who rode
close behind and pricked it with their knives,
rushed on, bellowing with rage and pain, trying to
overtake the cafataSy who kept just out of reach
of its horns; and in this way we quickly reached
the house. One of the men now flung his lasso
and caught the beast's hind leg; pulled in two
opposite directions, it quickly came to a standstill;
the other men now dismounting, first hamstrung,
then ran a long knife into its throat. Without re-
moving the hide, the carcass was immediately cut
up, and the choice pieces flung on to a great fire
of wood, which one of the men had been making.
In an hour's time we all sat down to a feast of
came con cuero, or meat roasted in the hide, juicy,
tender, and exquisitely flavoured. 1 must tell the
English reader who is accustomed to eat meat and
game which has been kept till it is tender, that
before the tender stage is reached, it has been
permitted to get tough. Meat, game included, is
never so tender or delicioudy flavoured as when
cooked and eaten immediately after it is killed.
Compared with meat at any subsequent stage, it is
like a new-laid egg or a salmon with the cream on,
compared with an egg or a sdmon after a week's

keeping.
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We enjoyed the repast immensaly, though Cap-
tain Cloud bitterly lamented that we had neither
rum nor tea to wash it down. When we had
thanked our entertainer and were about to turn
our horses heads homewards, the polite capatas
once more stepped out and addressed us.

"Gentlemen," he said, "whenever you feel dis
posed to hunt, come to me and we will lasso and
roast a heifer in the hide. It is the best dish the
republic has to offer the stranger, and it will give
me great pleasure to entertain you; but | beg you
will hunt no more foxes over the ground belong-
ing to this estancia, for you have caused so great a
commotion amongst the cattle | am placed here in
charge of, that it will take my men two or three
days to find them al and bring them back again."

We gave the desired promise, plainly perceiv-
ing that fox-hunting in the English fashion is not
a sport adapted to the Oriental country. Then we
rode back, and spent the remaining hours at the
house of Mr. Girling, of the Glorious Four, drink-
ing rum and tea, smoking unlimited pipes of
cavendish, and talking over our hunting experi-
ence.



CHAPTER WV
THE COLONY UNDER A CLOUD

| SPENT severa days at the colony ; and | sup-
pose the life | led there had a demoralising effect
on me, for unpleasant as it was, every day | felt
less inclined to break loose from it, and sometimes
| even thought seriously of settling down there
myself. This crazy idea, however, would usually
come to me late in the day, after a great dea of
indulgence in rum and tea, a mixture that would
very soon drfve any man mad.

One afternoon, at one of our convivial meet-
ings, it was resolved to pay a visit to the little
town of Tolosa, about eighteen miles to the east
of the colony. Next day we s&t out, every man
wearing a revolver slung at his waist and provided
with a heavy poncho for covering; for it was the
custom of the colonists to spend the ni?ht at Tolosa
when they visited it. We put up at alarge public-
house in the centre of the miserable little town,
where there was accommodation for man and
beadt, the last aways faring rather better than the
first. 1 very soon discovered that the chief ob-
ject of our visit was to vary the entertainment of
drinking rum and smoking at the "Colony,” by
drinking rum and smoking a Tolosa  The bibu-
lous battle raged till bedéiesme, when the only sober
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‘member of our party was myself; for | had spent
the greater part of the afternoon walking about
talking to the townspeople, in the hope of picking
up some information useful to me in my search
for occupation. But the women and old men |
met gave me little encouragement. They seemed
to be a rather listless set in Tolosa, and when |
asked them what they were doing to make a liveli-
hood, they said they were waiting. My fellow-
countrymen and their visit to the town was the
principal topic of conversation. They regarded
their English neighbours as strange and dangerous
creatures, who took no solid food, but subsisted
on a mixture of rum and gunpowder (which was
the truth), and who were armed with deadly en-
gines called revolvers, invented specialy for them
by their father the devil. The day's experience
convinced me that the English colony had some
excuse for its existence, since its periodical visits
gave the good people of Tolosa a little whole-
some excitement during the stagnant intervals be-
tween the revolutions.

At night we all turned into a large room with a
clay floor, in which there was not a single article
of furniture. Our saddles, rugs, and ponchos had
al been thrown together in a corner, and anyone
wishing to deep had to make himself a bed with
his own horse-gear and toggery as best he could.
The experience was nothing new to me, so | soon
made myself a comfortable nest on the floor, and,
pulling off my boots, coiled mysdf up like an
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opossum that knows nothing better and is friendly
with fleas. My friends, however, were evidently
bent on making a night of it, and had taken care
to provide themselves with three or four bottles
of rum. After conversation, with an occasional
song, had been going on for some time, one of
them—a Mr. Chillingworth—rose to his feet and
demanded silence.

"Gentlemen," he said, advancing into the mid-
dle of the room, where, by occasionally throwing
out his arms to balance himself, he managed to
maintain a tolerably erect position, "I am going
to make a what-d'ye-call-it."

Furious cheers greeted this announcement,
while one of the hearers, carried away with en-
thusiasm at the prospect of listening to his friend's
eloquence, discharged his revolver at the roof,
scattering confusion amongst a legion of long-
legged spiders that occupied the dusty cobwebs
above our heads. . '

| was afraid the whole town would be up in
arms at our carryings on, but they assured me that
they all fired off their revolvers in that room and
that nobody came near them, as they were so well
known in the town.

"Gentlemen,” continued Mr. Chillingworth,
when order had been at length restored, "I've been
thinking, that's what I've been doing. Now let's
review the situation. Here we stand, a colony of
English gentlemen: here we are, don't you know,
far from our homes and country and dl that sort
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of thing. What says the poet? | daresay some
of you fellows remember the passage. But what
for, | ask! What, gentlemen, is the object of our
being here? That's just what I'm going to tell
you, don't you know. We are here, gentlemen, to
infuse a little of our Anglo-Saxon energy, and all
that sort of thing, into this dilapidated old tin-pot
of a nation." _

Here the orator was encouraged by a burst of
applause.

"Now, gentlemen,” he continued, "isn't it hard
—devilish hard, don't you know, thatjso.little.is
made of us?. | feel it—I feel it, gentlemen ; our
lives are being frittered away. | don't know
“whether you fellows feeTit" You see we ain't a
melancholy lot. We're a glorious combination
against the blue devils, that's what we are. Only
sometimes | feel, don't you know, that al the
rum in the place can't quite kill them. | can't
help thinking of jolly days on the other side of
the water. Now don't you fellows look at me as
if you thought | was going to blubber. I'm not
going to make such a confounded ass of myself,
don't you know. But what | want you fellows to
tell me isthis: Are we to go on al our lives mak-
ing beasts of ourselves, guzzling rum—I—I beg
your pardon, gentlemen. | didn't mean to say
that, really. Rum is about the only decent thing
in this place. Rum keeps us dive. If any man
sys a word againgt rum, I'll cdl him an inferna
as | meant to say the country, gentlemen—this
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rotten old country, don't you know. No cricket,
no society, no Bass, no anything. Supposing we
had gone to Canada with our—our capital and
energies, wouldn't they have received us with open
arms? And what's the reception we get here?
Now, gentlemen, what | propose is this: let's pro-
test. Let's get up a what-d'you-call-it to the thing
they call a government. Well state our case to
the thing, gentlemen; and well insist on it and be
very firm; that's what well do, don't you know.
Are we to live amongst these miserable monkeys
and give them the benefit of our—our—yes, gen-
tlemen, our capital and energies, and get nothing
inreturn? No, no; we must let them know that
we are not satisfied, that we will be very angry
with them. That's about dl | have to say, gen-
tlemen.”

Loud applause followed, during which the ora-
tor sat down rather suddenly on the floor. Then
followed "Rule Britannia," everyone assisting
with al the breath in his lungs to make night
hideous.

When the song was finished the loud snoring of
Captain Wriothesley became audible. He had
begun to spread some rugs to lie on, but becoming
hopelessly entangled in his bridle-reins, surcingle,
and stirrup-straps, had fallen to deep with his
feet on his saddle and his head on the floor.

"Hallo, we can't have this!" shouted one of the
fellows. "Let's wake old Cloud by firing at the
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wal over him and knocking some plaster on tc
his head. Itll be awful fun, you know."

Everybody was delighted with the proposd,
except poor Chillingworth, who after delivering
his speech had crept away on al fours into a
corner, where he was sitting alone and looking
very pale and miserable.

The firing now began, most of the bullets hit-
ting the wall only a few inches above the recum-
bent Captain's head, scattering dust and bits of
plaster over his purple face. | jumped up in
alarm and rushed amongst them, telling them in
my haste that they were too drunk to hold their
revolvers properly, and would kill their friend.
My interference raised a loud, angry remon-
strance, in the midst of which the Captain, who
was lying in a most uncomfortable position, woke,
and, struggling into a sitting posture, stared va
cantly at us, his reins and straps wound like ser-
pents about his neck and arms.

"What's all the row 'bout?' he demanded husk-
ily. "Getting up rev'lution, | spose. A'right;
only thing to do in this country. Only don't ask
me to be presdent. Nor good enough. Goo
night, boys, don't cur my throat by mistake. Gor
bless you dl."

"No, no, dont go to deep, Cloud," they
shouted. "Lamb's the cause of al this. He says
were drunk—that's the way Lamb repays our hos-
pitality. We were firing to wake you up, old Cap,
to have a drink——"
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"A drink—yes," assented the Captain hoarsely.
" "And Lamb was afraid we would injure you.
Tel him, old Cloud, whether you're afraid of
your friends. Tel Lamb what you think of his
conduct."

"Yes, I'll tell him," returned the Captain in
his thick tones. "Lamb shan't interfere, gentle-
men. But you know you took him in, didn't you
now? And what was my opinion of him? It
wasn't right of you fellows, was it, now? He
couldn't be one of us, you know, could he now?
I'll leave it to you, gentlemen; didn't | say the
fellow was acad? Why the devil doesn't he leave

me aone then? [I'll tell you what I'll do with
Lamb, Il punch his damned nose, don't you
know."

And here the galant gentleman attempted to
rise, but his legs refused to assst him, and, tum-
bling back against the wall, he was only able to
glare at me out of his watery eyes.

| went up to him intending, | suppose, to punch
Ms nose, but suddenly changing my mind | merely
picked up my saddle and things, then left the
room with a hearty curse on Captain Cloudesey
Wriothesley, the evil genius, drunk or sober, of
the colony of English gentlemen. | was no sooner
outside the door than the joy they felt at being
rid of me was expressed in loud shouts, clapping
of hands, and a generd discharge of firearms into
the roof.
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| spread my rugs out of doors and soliloquised
myself to deep. "And so ends" sad I, fixing
my somewhat drowsv eyes on the constellation of
Orion, "adventure the second, or twenty-second
—little does it matter about the exact number of
them, since they all alike end in smoke—revolver
smoke—or aflourish of knives and the shaking of
dust from off my feet. And, perhaps, at this very
moment Paquita, roused from light slumbers by
the droning cry of the night-watchman under her
window, puts out her arms to feel me, and sighs
to find my place still vacant. What must | say to
her? That | must change my name to Ernandes
or Fernandes, or Bias or Chas, or Sandariaga,
Gorostiaga, Madariaga, or any other aga, and con-
spire to overthrow the existing order of things.
There is nothing ese for me to do, since this
Oriental world is indeed an oyster only a sharp
sword will serve to open. As for arms and armies
and military training, al that is quite unnecessary.
One has only got to bring together a few ragged,
dissatisfied men, and, taking horse, charge pell-
mell into poor Mr. Chillingworth's dilapidated
old tin-pot. | amost feel like that unhappy gen-
tleman to-night, ready to blubber. But, after dl,
my position is not quite so hopeless as his; | have
no brutalised, purple-nosed Briton sitting like a
nightmare on my chest, pressing the life out of
me."

The shouts and choruses of the revellers grew
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fainter and fewer, and had amost ceased when |
sank to deep, lulled by a solitary tipsy voice dron-
ing out in a lugubrious key:—

We won't go—gome till morring.



CHAPTER VII
LOVE OF THE BEAUTIFUL

EARLY next morning | left Tolosa and travelled
the whole day in a south-westerly direction. |
did not hurry, but frequently dismounted to give
my horse a sp of clear water and a taste of green
herbage. | aso caled during the day at three or
four estancia houses, but failed to hear anything
that could be adavntageous to me. In this way |
covered about thirty-five miles of road, going a-
ways towards the eastern part of the Florida dis-
trict in the heart of the country. About an hour
before sunset | resolved to go no further that
day; and | could not have hoped to find a nicer
resting-place than the one now before me—a neat
rancho with a wide corridor supported by wooden
pillars, standing amidst a bower of fine old weep-
Ing willows. It was a cam, sunshiny afternoon,
peace and quiet resting on everything, even bird
and insect, for they were silent, or uttered only
soft, subdued notes, and that modest lodge, with
its rough stone walls and thatched roof, seemed to
be in harmony with it al. It looked like the home
of simple-minded pastora people that had for
their only world the grassy wilderness, watered
by many clear streams, %ounded ever by that far-
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off unbroken ring of the horizon, and arched over
with blue heaven, starry by night and filled by
day with sweet sunshine.

On approaching the house | was agreeably dis-
appointed at having no pack of loud-mouthed,
ferocious dogs rushing forth to rend the presump-
tuous stranger to pieces, a thing one aways ex-
pects. The only signs of life visible were a white-
haired old man seated within the corridor smok-
ing, and a few yards from it a young girl stand-
ing under a willow tree. But that girl was a pic-
ture for one to gaze long upon and carry about in
his memory for a lifetime. Never had | beheld
anything so exquisitely beautiful. It was not that
kind of beauty so common in these countries,
which bursts upon you like the sudden south-west
wind called pampero, amost knocking the breath
out of your body, then passing as suddenly away,
leaving you with hair ruffled up and mouth full
of dust. Its influence was more like that of the
spring wind, which blows softly, scarcely fanning
your cheek, yet infusing through al your system
a delicious magical sensation like—like nothing
else in earth or heaven. She was, | fancy, about
fourteen years old, dender and graceful in figure,
and with a marvellously clear white skin, on
which this bright Oriental sun had not painted
one freckle. Her features were, | think, the
most perfect | have ever seen in any human being,
and her golden brown hair hung in two heavy
braids behind, amost to her knees. As | ap-
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preached, she looked up to me out of sweet, grey-
blue eyes; there was a bashful smile on her lips,
but she did not move or speak. On the willow
branch over her head were two young doves; they
were, it appeared, her pets, unable yet to fly, and
she had placed them there. The little things had
crept up just beyond her reach, and she was try-
ing to get them by pulling the branch down to-
wards her.

Leaving my horse | came to her side.

"I am tall, senorita" | said, "and can perhaps
reach them."

She watched me with anxious interest while |
gently pulled her birds from their perch and trans-
ferred them to her hands. Then she kissed them,
well pleased, and with a gentle hesitation in her
manner asked me in.

Under the corridor | made the acquaintance of
her grandfather, the white-haired old man, and
found him a person it was very easy to get on
with, for he agreed readily with everything | said.
Indeed, even before | could get a remark out he
began eagerly assenting to it. There, too, | met
the girl's mother, who was not at dl like her beau-
tiful daughter, but had black hair and eyes and a
brown skin, as most Spanish-American women
have. Evidently the father is the white-skinned,
golden-haired one, | thought. When the girl's
brother came in, by-and-by, he unsaddled my
horse and led him away to pasture; this boy was
dso dark, darker even than his mother.



78 THE PURPLE LAND

The simple spontaneous kindness with which
these people treated me had a flavour about it, the
like of which | have seldom experienced ese
where. It was not the common hospitality usually
shown to a stranger, but a natural, unstrained
kindness, such as they might be expected to show
to a beloved brother or son who had gone out from
them in the morning and was now returned.

By-and-by the girl's father came in, and | was
extremely surprised to find him a small, wrinkled,
dark specimen, with jet-black, bead-like eyes and
podgy nose, showing plainly enough that he had
more than a dash of aboriginal Charrua blood in
his veins. This upset my theory about the girl's
fair skin and blue eyes; the little dark man was,
however, quite as sweet-tempered as the others,
for he came in. sa down and joined in the conver-
sation, just as if | had been one of the family
whom he had expected to find there. While |
talked to these good people on simple pastoral
matters, al the wickedness of Orientals—the
throat-cutting war of Whites and Reds, and the
unspeakable cruelties of the ten years sege—were
quite forgotten; | wished that | had been born
amongst them and was one of them, not a weary,
wandering Englishman, overburdened with the
ams and armour of civilisation, and staggering
aong, like Atlas, with the weight of a kingdom
on which the sun never sets on his shoulders.

By-and-by this good man, whose red name |
never discovered, for his wife smply caled him
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Batata (sweet potato), looking critically at his
pretty girl, remarked: "Why have you decked
yourself out like this, my daughter—it is not a
Saint's day?"

His daughter indeed! | mentaly ejaculated;
she is more like the daughter of the evening star
than of such a man. But his words were unrea-
sonable, to say the least of it; for the sweet child,
whose name was Margarita, though wearing shoes,
had no stockings on, while her dress—very clean.,
certainly—was a cotton print so faded that the
pattern was quite undistinguishable. The only
pretence of finery of any description was a narrow
bit of blue ribbon tied about her lily-white neck.
And yet had she been wearing richest silks and
costliest gems she could not have blushed and
smiled with a prettier confusion.

"We are expecting Uncle Anselmo this evening,
papita," she replied.

"Leave the child, Batata," said the mother
"You know what a craze she has for Anselmo;
when he comes she is aways prepared to receive
him like a queen."

This was really amost too much for me, and |
was powerfully tempted to jump up and embrace
the whole family on the spot. How sSweet was
this primitive simplicity of mind! Here, doubt-
less, was the one spot on the wide earth where the
golden age still lingered, appearing like the last
beams of the setting sun touching some prominent
spot, when elsewhere dl things are in shadow.
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Ah, why had fate led me into this sweet Arcadia,
snce | must presently leave it to go back to the
dull world of toil and strife,

———

That vain low strife
Which makes men mad, the tug for wealth and power,
The passions and the cares that wither life
And wadte its little hour?

Had it not been for the thought of Paquita wait-
ing for me over there in Montevideo | could have
said, "O good friend Sweet Potato, and good
friends al, let me remain for ever with you under
thisroof, sharing your simple pleasures, and, wish-
ing for nothing better, forget that great crowded
world where all men are striving to conquer na-
ture and death and to win fortune; until, having
wasted their miserable lives in their vain en-
deavours, they drop down and the earth is shov-
elled over them!"

Shortly after sunset the expected Anselmo ar-
rived to spend the night with his relations, and
scarcely had he got down from his horse before
Margarita was at his side to ask the avuncular
blessing, at the same time raising his hand to her
delicate lips. He gave his blessng, touching her
golden hair; then she lifted her face bright with
new happiness.

Anselmo was a fine specimen of the Oriental
gaucho, dark and with good features, his hair and
moustache intensely black. He wore costly
clothes, while his whiphandle, the sheath of his
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long knife, and other things about him were of
massive silver. Of slver dso were his heavy
spurs, the pommel of his saddle, his stirrups and
the headstall of his bridle. He was a great talker;
never, in fact, in the whole course of my varied
experience have | encountered anyone who could
pour out such an incessant stream of talk about
small matters as this man. We al sat together in
the social kitchen, sipping mate; | taking little
part in the conversation, which was al about
horses, scarcely even listening to what the others
were saying. Reclining against the wall, | occu-
pied myself agreeably, watching the sweet face of
Margarita, which in her happy excitement had be-
come suffused with a delicate rosy colour. | have
aways had a great love for the beautiful: sun-
sats, wild flowers, especialy verbenas, so prettily
called margaritas in this country; and beyond
everything the rainbow spanning the vast gloomy
heavens with its green and violet arch when the
storm-cloud passes eastward over the wet sun-
flushed earth. All these things have a singular
fascination for my soul. But beauty when it pre-
sents itself in the human form is even more than
these things. There is in it a magnetic power
drawing my heart; a something that is not love,
for how can a married man have a feeling like that
towards anyone except his wife? No, it is not
love, but a sacred ethereal kind of affection, re-
sembling love only as the fragrance of violets re-
sembles the taste of honey and the honey-comb.:
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At length, some time after supper, Margarita
to my sorrow rose to retire, though not without
first once more asking her uncle's blessing. After
her departure from the kitchen, finding that the
inexhaustible talking-machine Anselmo was still
holding forth fresh as ever, | lit a cigar and pre-
pared to listen,



CHAPTER VIII

MANUEL, ALSO CALLED THE FOX

WHEN | began to listen, it was a surprise to find
that the subject of conversation was no longer the
favourite one of horse-flesh, which had held un-
disputed sway the whole evening. Uncle Anselmo
was just now expatiating on the merits of gin, a
beverage for which he confessed to a specid
liking. .

"Gin is, without doubt," said he, "the flower of
al strong drinks. | have always maintained that
it is incomparable. And for this reason | aways
keep a little of it in the house in a stone bottle;
for, when | have taken my mate in the morning,
and, after it, one or two or three or four sips of
gin, | saddle my horse and go out with a tranquil
stomach, feeling at peace with the whole world.

"Well, grs, it happened that on the morning
in question, | noticed that there was very little gin
left in the bottle; for, though | could not see how
much it contained, owing to its being of stone and
not of glass, | judged from the manner in which
| had to tip it upwards when pouring it out. In
order to remember that | had to bring home some
with me that day | tied a knot in my handker-
chief; then, mounting gy horse, | rode out to-
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wards the side on which the sun sets, little expect-
ing that anything unusual was going to happen to
me that day. But thus it often is; for no man,
however learned he may be and able to read the
almanac, can tell what a day will bring forth."
Anselmo was so outrageously prosy, | felt
strongly inclined to go to bed to dream of beauti-
ful Margarita; but politeness forbade, and | was
aso somewhat curious to hear what extraordinary
thing had happened to him on that very eventful
day.
"It fortunately happened,” continued Anselmo,
“that | had that morning saddled the best of my
cream-noses; for oh that horse | could say with-
out fear of contradiction, | am on horseback and
not on foot. | called him Chingolo, a name which
Manuel, aso called the Fox, gave him, because he
was a young horse of promise, able to fly with his
rider. Manuel had nine horses—cream-noses
every one—and how frorp being Manuel's they
came to be mine | will tell you. He, poor man,
had just logt al his money at cards—perhaps the
money he lost was not much, but how he came to
have any was a mystery to many. To me, how-
ever, it was no mystery, and when my cattle were
slaughtered and had their hides stripped off by
night, perhaps | could have gone to Justice—feel-
ing like a blind man for something in the wrong
place—and led her in the direction of the offen-
der's house; but when one has it in his power to
speak, knowing at the same time that his words
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will fall like a thunderbolt out of a blue sky upon
a neighbour's dwelling, consuming it to ashes and
killing al within it, why, srs, in such a case the
good Christian prefers to hold his peace. For
what has one man more than another that he
should put himself in the place of Providence?
We are all of flesh. True, some of us are only
dog's flesh, fit for nothing; but to all of us the
lash is painful, and where it rains blood will
sprout. This, | say; but, remember, | say not that
Manuel the Fox robbed me—for | would sully no
man's reputation, even a robber's, or have anyone
suffer on my account.

"Well, srs, to go back to what | was saying,
Manuel lost everything; then hiswife fell ill with
fever; and what was there left for him but to turn
his horses into money? In thisway it came about
that | bought the cream-noses and paid him fifty
dollars for them. True, the horses were young
and sound, nevertheless it was a great price, and |
paid it not without first weighing the matter well
In my own mind. For in things of this nature if a
person makes not hisreckoning beforehand, where,
let me ask, sirs, will he find himself at the year's
end? The devil will take him with al the cattle
he inherited from his fathers, or got together by
his own proper abilities and industry.

"For you see the thing is this. | have a poor
head for figures, al other kinds of knowledge
come easy to me, but how to calculate readily has
never yet found an entrance into my head. At
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the same time, whenever | find it impossible to
make out my accounts, or settle what to do, |
have only to take the matter to bed with me and
lie awake thinking it over. For when | do that, |
rise next morning feeling free and refreshed, like
aman that has just eaten a water-melon; for what
| have to do and how it isto be done is al as plain
to my sight as this mate-cap | hold in my hand.

"In this difficulty | therefore resolved to take
the subject of the horses to bed with me, and to
say, 'Here | have you and you shall not escape
from me' But about supper-time Manuel came
in to molest me, and sat in the kitchen with a sad
face, like a prisoner under sentence of death.

" 'If Providence is angry against the entire hu-
man race,' said he, 'and is anxious to make an ex-
ample, | know not for what reason so harmless
and obscure a person as | am should have been =
lected.’

"'‘What would you have, Manuel? | replied.
'‘Wise men tell us that Providence sends us mis-
fortunes for our good.

" True, | agree with you," he said. 'lt is not
for me to doubt it, for what can be said of that
soldier who finds fault with the measures of his
commander? But you know, Anselmo, the man
| am, and it is bitter that these troubles should fall
on one who has never offended except in being al-
ways poor.'

" "The vulture,' sad I, 'ever preys on the weak
and ailing.'
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"'Frst | lose everything,’ he continued, 'then
this woman must fall ill of a calenture; and now |
am forced to believe that even my credit is gone,
since | cannot borrow the money | require. Those
who knew me best have suddenly become stran-
gers.”

" 'When a man is down," said I, 'the very dogs
will scratch up the dust against him.'

" '"True,' said Manuel; 'and since these calami-
ties fell on me, what has become of the friend-
ships that were so many? For nothing has a worse
smell, or stinks more, than poverty, so that al
men when they behold it cover up their faces of
fly from such a pestilence."

"'You speak the truth, Manuel,” | returned;
'but say not al men, for who knows—there being
so many souls in the world—whether you may not
be doing injustice to someone.'

"'l say it not of you," he replied. 'On the con-
trary, if any person has,had compassion on meit is
you; and this | say, not in your presence only,
but publicly proclaim it to al men.'

"Words only were these. 'And now," he con-
tinued, 'my cards oblige me to part with my
horses for money; therefore | come this evening
to learn your decision.’

" 'Manuel, said I, 'l am a man of few words,
as you know, and straightforward, therefore you
need not have used compliments, and before say-
ing this to have sad so many things, for in this
you do not treat me as afriend.’
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"'You say well/ he replied} 'but | love not to
dismount before checking my horse and taking my
toes from the stirrups.'

" 'That is only as it should be/ | said} 'never-
theless, when you come to a friend's house, you
need not alight at such a distance from the gate.

" 'For what you say, | thank you,' he answered.
‘My faults are more numerous than the spots on
the wild cat, but not amongst them is precipi-
tancy.'

"That is what | like' sad I; 'for | do not
love to go about like a drunk man embracing
strangers. But our acquaintance is not of yester-
day, for we have looked into and know each other,
even to the bowels and to the marrow in the
bones. Why, then, should we meet as strangers,
since we have never had a difference, or any occa-
son to speak ill of each other?

"'And how should we spesk ill,; replied
Manuel, 'since it has never entered into either of
us, even in a dream, to do the other an injury?
Some there are, who, loving me badly, would
blow up your head like a bladder with lies if they
nould, laying | know not what thingsto my charge,
When—heaven knows—they themselves are per-
Paps the authors of al they so readily blame me

or.

"'If you spek.' sad I, 'of the cettle | have
lost, trouble not yourself about such trifles; for
if those who speak evil of you, only because they
themselves are evil, were listening, they might
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say, This man begins to defend himself when no
ﬁ_ne has so much as thought of drawing against
im.'

" True, there is nothing they will not say of
me. said Manuel; 'therefore 1 am dumb, for
nothing is to be gained by speaking. They have
alrleady judged me, and no man wishes to be made
aliar.

"'As for me' | said, 'l never doubted you,
knowing you to be a man, honest, sober, and dili-
gent. If in anything you have given offence |
should have told you of it, so great is my frank-
ness towards all men.’

"' All that you tell me | firmly believe, said he,
‘for | know that you are not one that wears a mask
like others. Therefore, relying on your great
openness in al things, I come to you about these
horses; for | love not dealing with those who
shake you out a whole bushel of chaff for every
grain of corn.'

" 'But, Manuel,'" sad I, 'you know that | am
not made of gold, and that the mines of Peru were
not left to me for an inheritance. You ask a high
price for your horses!

"'l do not deny it he replied. 'But you are
not one to stop your ears against reason and pov-
erty when they speak. My horses are my only
v%ealth and happiness, and | have no glory but
them.'

" 'Frankly then," | answered, ‘to-morrow | will
tell you yes or no/
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" 'Let it be as you say; but, friend, if you will
cloe with me to-night | will abate something
from the price.

"'If you wish to abate anything,' said I, 'let it
be to-morrow, for | have accounts to make up to-
night and a thousand things to think of.'

"After that Manuel got on to his horse and
rode away. It was black and rainy, but he had
never needed moon or lantern to find what he
sought by night, whether his own house, or a fat
cow—also his own, perhaps.

"Then | went to bed. The first question |
asked myself, when | had blown out the candle,
was, Are there fat wethers enough in my flock to
pay for the cream-noses? Then | asked, How
many fat wethers will it take at the price Don
Sebastian—a miserly cheat be it sad in passing—
offers me a head for them to make up the amount
| require?

"That was the question; but you see, friends, |
could not answer it. At length, about midnight, |
resolved to light the candle and get an ear of
maize; for by putting the grains into small heaps,
each heap the price of a wether, then counting the
whole, | could get to know what | wanted.

"The idea was good. | was feeling under my
pillow for the matches to strike a light when 1
suddenly remembered that al the grain had been
given to the poultry. No matter, sad | to my-
self, 1 have been spared the trouble of getting out
of bed for nothing. Why, it was only yesterday,
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sad |, dill thinking about the maize, that Pas
cuaa, the cook, said to me when she put my din-
ner before me, 'Master, when are you going to buy
some grain for the fowls? How can you expect
the soup to be good when there is not even an
egg to put in it? Then there is the black cock
with the twisted toe—one of the second brood the
spotted hen raised last summer, though the foxes
carried off no less than three hens from the very
bushes where she was sitting—he has been going
round with drooping wings all day, so that | verily
believe he is going to have the pip. And if any
epidemic comes amongst the fowls, as there was
in neighbour Gumesinda's the year before last,
you may be sure it will only be for want of corn.
And the strangest thing is, and it is quite true,
though you may doubt it, for neighbour Gume-
sinda told me only yesterday when she came to
ask me for some parsley, because, as you know
very well, her own was al rooted up when the
pigs broke into her garden last October; well, gr,
she says the epidemic which swept off twenty-
seven of her best fowls in one week began by a
black cock with a broken toe, just like ours, be-
ginning to droop its wings as if it had the pip.'
"'May al the demons take this woman!' |
cried, throwing down the spoon | had been using,
'with her chatter about eggs and pip and neigh-
bour Gumesinda, and | know not what besdes
Do you think | have nothing to do but to gdlop
about the country looking for maize, when it is
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not to be had for its weight in gold at this season,
and al because a sickly spotted hen is likely to
have the pip?'

"'l have said no such thing/ retorted Pascuaa,
raising her voice as women do. ‘Either you are
not paying proper attention to what 1 am telling
you, or you pretend not to understand me. For
| never said the spotted hen was likely to have
the pip; and if she is the fattest fowl in al this
neighbourhood you may thank me, after the Vir-
gin, for it, as neighbour Gumesinda often says,
for |1 never fail to give her chopped meat three
times a day; and that is why she is never out of
the kitchen, so that even the cats are afraid to come
into the house, for she flies like a fury into their
faces. But you are aways laying hold of my
words by the heels;, and if | said anything at al
about pip, it was not the spotted hen, but the black
cock with the twisted toe, | said was likely to have
it

" 'To the devil with your cock and your hen!'
| shouted, rising in haste from my chair, for my
patience was all gone and the woman was driving
me crazy with her story of a twisted toe and what
neighbour Gumesinda said. 'And may al the
curses fall on that same woman, who is aways
full as a gazette of her neighbours affairs! |
know well what the parsley is she comes to gather
in my garden. It is not enough that she goes
about the country giving importance to the
couplets | sang to Montenegro's daughter, when
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| danced with her at Cousin Teodoro's dance after
the cattle-marking, when, heaven knows, | never
cared the blue end of a finger-nail for that girl.
But things have now come to a pretty pass when
even a chicken with a broken toe cannot be indis-
posed in my house without neighbour Gumesinda
thrusting her beak into the matter!'

"Such anger did | feel at Pascuala when | re-
membered these things and other things besides,
for there is no end to that woman's tongue, that
| could have thrown the dish of meat at her head.

"Just then, while occupied with these thoughts,
| fell adegp. Next morning | got up, and with-
out heating my head any more | bought the horses
and paid Manuel his price. For there is in me
this excellent gift, when | am puzzled in mind
and in doubt about anything, night makes every-
thing plain to me and | rise refreshed and with
my determination formed."

Here ended Anselmo's story, without one word
about those marvellous matters he had set out to
tell. They had al been clean forgotten. He
began to make a cigarette, and, fearing that he was
about to launch forth on some fresh subject, |
hastily bade good night and retreated to my bed.



CHAPTER 1IX
THE BOTANIST AND THE SIMPLE NATIVE

EARLY next morning Anselmo took his de-
parture, but | was up in time to say good-bye to
the worthy spinner of interminable yarns leading
to nothing. | was, in fact, engaged in perform-
ing my morning ablutions in alarge wooden bucket
under the willows when he placed himself in the
saddle ; then, after carefully arranging the drapery
of his picturesque garments, he trotted gently
away, the picture of aman with atranquil stomach
and at peace with the whole world, even neigh-
bour Gumesinda included.

| had spent a somewhat restless night, strange
to say, for my hospitable hostess had provided me
with a deliciously soft bed, a very unusual luxury
in the Banda Oriental, and when | plunged into
it there were no hungry bedfellows waiting my
advent within its mysterious folds. | thought
about the pastoral simplicity of the lives and char-
acter of the good people slumbering near me ;
that- inconsequent story of Anseimo's about
Manuel and Pascuala caused me to laugh severa
times. Finaly my thoughts, which had been
roaming around in a wild, uncertain manner, like
rocks "blown about tBEz windy skies" settled
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quietly down to the consideration of that beau-
tiful anomaly, that mystery of mysteries, the
white-faced Margarita. For how, in the name of
heredity, had she got there? Whence that pearly
skin and lithesome form; the proud sweet mouth,
the nose that Phidias might have taken for a
model athe clear, spiritual, sapphire eyes, and the
wealth of silky hair, that if unbound would cover
her as with a garment of surpassing beauty? With
such a problem vexing my curious brain, what
deep could a philosopher get?

When Batata saw me making preparations for
departure, he warmly pressed me to stay to break-
fast. | consented at once, for, after dl, the more
leisurely one does a thing the sooner will it be
accomplished—especiadly in the Banda Oriental.
One breakfasts here at noon, so that | had plenty
of time to see, and renew my pleasure in seeing,
pretty Margarita.

In the course of the morning we had a visitor;
a traveller who arrived on a tired horse, and who
dightly knew my host Batata, having, | was told,
called at the house on former occasions. Marcos
Marco was his name; a tall salow-faced individ-
ual about fifty years old, dightly grey, very dirty,
and wearing threadbare gaucho garments. He had
a douching gait and manner, and a patient, wait-
ing hungry animal expresson of face. Very, very
keen were his eyes, and | detected him severa
times watching me narrowly.

Leaving this Oriental tramp in conversation
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with Batata, who with misplaced kindness had of-
fered to provide him with a fresh horse, | went
out for awalk before breakfast. During my walk,
which was along a tiny stream at the foot of the
hill on which the house stood, | found a very
lovely bell-shaped flower of a delicate rose-colour.
| plucked it carefully and took it back with me,
thinking it just possible that I might give it to
Margarita should she happen to be in the way.
On my return to the house | found the traveller
sitting by himself under the corridor, engaged in
mending some portion of his dilapidated horse-
gear, and sat down to have a chat with him. A
clever bee will always be able to extract honey
enough to reward hinl from any flower, and so |
did not hesitate tackling this outwardly very un-
promising subject.

"And so you are an Englishman,” he remarked,
after we had some conversation; and I, of course,
replied in the affirmative.

"What a strange thing!" he said. "And you
are fond of gathering pretty flowers?' he con-
tinued, with a glance at my treasure.

"All flowersare pretty,” | replied.

"But surely, senor, some are prettier than
others. Perhaps you have observed a particularly
pretty one growing in these parts—the white mar-,
garita?’

Margarita is the Oriental vernacular for ver-
bena; the fragrant white variety is quite common
in the country; so that | was justified in ignoring
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the fellow's rather impudent meaning. Assuming
as wooden an expresson as | could, | replied,
"Yes, | have often observed the flower you speak
of5 it is fragrant, and to my mind surpasses in
beauty the scarlet and purple .varieties. But you
must know, my friend, that | am a botanist, that
is, a student of plants, and they are al equaly
interesting to me."

This astonished him; and pleased with the in-
terest he appeared to take in the subject, | ex-
plained, in simple language, the principles on
which classification of plants is founded, telling
him about that lingua franca by means of which
adl the botanists in the world of al nations are
able to converse together about plants. From this
somewhat dry subject | launched into the more
fascinating one of the physiology of plants.
"Now look at this," | continued, and with my pen-
knife | carefully dissected the flower in my hand,
for it was evident that | could not now give it to
Margarita without exposing myself to remark . |
then proceeded to explain to him the beautiful
complex structure by means of which this cam-
panula fertilises itself.

He listened in wonder, exhausting al the Span-
ish and Oriental equivalents of such expressons
as "Dear me!" "How extraordinary!" "Lawks
a mussy!" "You don't say so!" | finished my
lecture, satisfied that my superior intellect had
baffled the rude creature ; then, tossng away the
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fragments of the flower | had sacrificed, | restored
the penknife to my pocket.

"These are matters we do not often hear about
in the Banda Oriental,” he sad. "But the Eng-
lish know everything—even the secrets of a flower.
They are aso able to do most things. Did you
ever, dr botanist, take part in acting a comedy?"

After al, | had wasted my flower and scientific
knowledge on the animal for nothing! "Yes |
have!” | replied rather angrily; then, suddenly
remembering Eyebrow's teaching, | added, "and
in tragedy aso."

"Is that so?' he exclaimed. "How amused the
spectators must have been! Well, we can all
have our fill of fighting presently, for | see the
White Flower coming this way to tell us that
breakfast is ready. Batata's roast beef will give
something for our knives to do ; | only wish we
had one of his own floury namesakes to eat with
it."

| swalowed my resentment, and when Marga
rita came to us looked up into her matchless face
with a smile, then rose to follow her into the
kitchen.



CHAPTER X
MATTERS RELATING TO THE REPUBLIC

AFTER breakfast | bade a reluctant good-bye to
my kind entertainers, took a last longing lingering
look at lovely Margarita, and mounted my horse.
Scarcely was | in the saddle before Marcos Marco,
who was aso about to resume his journey on the
fresh horse he had borrowed, remarked—

"You are travelling to Montevideo, good
friend ; | am dso going in that direction, and
will take you the shortest way."

"The road will show me the way," | rejoined
curtly.

"The road," he said, "is like a lawsuit ; round-
about, full of puddles and pitfalls, and long to
travel. It is only meant to be used by old half-
blind men and drivers of bullock carts"

| hesitated about accepting the guidance of this
strange fellow, who appeared to have a ready
wit under his heavy douching exterior. The
mixed contempt and humility in his speech every
time he addressed me gave me an uncomfortable
sensation ; then his poverty-stricken appearance
and his furtive glances filled me with suspicion.
| looked at my host, who was standing near, think-
ing to take my cue frggm the expresson of his
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face; but it was only a stolid Oriental face that
reveded nothing. An ancient rule in whist is
to play trumps when in doubt; now my rule of
action is, when two courses are open to me and |
am in doubt, to take the bolder one. Acting on
this principle, | determined to go with Marcos,
and accordingly we rode forth together.

My guide soon struck away across country, lead-
ing me wide of the public road, through such
lonely places that | at length began to suspect him
of some sinister design against my person, since |
had no property worth taking. Presently he sur-
prised me by saying—"You were right, my young
friend, in casting away idle fears when you ac-
cepted my company. Why do you let them return
to trouble your peace? Men of your blood have
never inflicted injuries on me that cry out for
vengeance. Can | make myself young again by
shedding your life, or would there be any profit
in changing these rags | now wear for your gar-
ments, which are dso dusty and frayed? No, no,
gr Englishman, this dress of patience and suffer-
ing and exile, my covering by day and my bed by
night, must soon be changed for brighter garments
than you are wearing."

This speech relieved me sensibly, and | smiled
a the poor devil's ambitious dream of wearing a
soldier's greasy red jacket; for | supposed that
that was what his words meant.  Still, his "short-
et way" to Montevideo continued to puzzle me
consgderably. For two or three hours we had been
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riding nearly paralel to a range of hills, or cu-
chilla, extending away on our left hand towards
the south-east. But we were gradually drawing
nearer to it, and apparently going purposely out
of our way only to traverse a most lonely and
difficult country. The few estancia-houses we
passed, perched on the highest points of the great
sweep of moor-like country on our right, appeared
to be very far away. Where we rode there were
no habitations, not even a shepherd's hovel ; the
dry, stony soil was thinly covered with a forest of
dwarf thorn trees and a scanty pasturage burnt to
a rust-brown colour by the summer heats, and
out of this arid region rose the hills, their brown,
woodless sides looking strangely gaunt and deso-
late in the fierce noonday sun.

Pointing to the open country on our right,
where the blue gleam of a river was visible, |
sad—"My friend, | assure you, | fear nothing,
but | cannot understand why you keep near these
hills when the valley over there would have been
pleasanter for oursdves, and esser for our
horses.”

"l do nothing without a reason,” he sad, with
a strange smile.  "The water you see over there
is the Rio de las Canas (River of grey hairs), and
those ,who go down into its valley grow old before
their time."

Occasiondly taking, but oftener slent, we
jogged on till about three o'clock in the after-
noon, when suddenly as we were skirting a patch
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of scraggy woodland, a troop of sSx armed men
emerged from it, and wheeling about came di-
rectly towards us. A glance was enough to tell
us that they were soldiers or mounted policemen,
scouring the country in search of recruits, or, in
other words, of deserters, skulking criminals, and
vagabonds of al descriptions. | had nothing to
fear from them, but an exclamation of rage
escgped my companion's lips, and turning to him
| percelved that his face was of the whiteness of
ashes. | laughed, for revenge is swest, and | till
smarted a little at his contemptuous treatment of
me earlier in the day.

"Is your fear so great?' | said.

"You do not know what you say, boy!" he re-
turned fiercely. "When you have passed through
as much hell-fire as | have and have rested as
sweetly with a corpse for a pillow, you will learn
to curb your impertinent tongue when you ad-
dress a man."

An angry retort was on my lips, but a glance at
his face prevented me from uttering it—it was,
in its expression, the face of a wild animal wor-
ried by dogs.

In another moment the men had cantered up to
us, and one, their commander, addressing me,
asked to see my passport.

"l carry no passport,” | replied. "My nation-
ality is a sufficient protection, for | am an Eng-
lishman as you can s

"We have only your word for that," sad the
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man. "There is an English consul in the capital,
who provides English subjects with passports for
their protection, in this country. If you have
not got one you must suffer for it, and no one
but yourself is to blame. | see in you only a
young man complete in al his members, and of
such the republic isin need. Your speech is aso
like that of one who came into the world under
this sky. You must go with us"

"l shal do nothing of the sort,” | returned.

"Do not say such a thing, master," said Marcos,
astonishing me very much with the change in his
tone and manner. "You know | warned you a
month ago that it was imprudent to leave Monte-
video without our passports. This officer is only
obeying the orders he has received; ill he might
e btehat we are only what we represent ourselves
to be"

"Oh!" exclaimed the officer, turning to Marcaos,
"you are also an Englishman unprovided with a
passport, | suppose? You might at least have
supplied yourself with a couple of blue crockery
eyes and a yellow beard for your greater safety.”

"l am only a poor son of the soil," sad Marcos
meekly. "This young Englishman is looking for
an estancia to buy, and | came as his attendant
from the capita. We were very cardess not to
get our passports before starting.”

"“Then, of course, this young man has plenty of
money in his pocket?' said the officer.

| did not relish the lies Marcos had taken upon
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himself to tell about me, but did not quite know
what the consequences of contradicting them might
be. | therefore replied that | was not so foolish
as to travel in a country like the Banda Oriental
with money on my person. "“To pay for bread and
cheese till | reach my destination is about as much
as | have" | added.

"The government of this country is a generous
one" said the officer sarcasticaly, "and will pay
for dl the bread and cheese you will require. It
will aso provide you with beef. You must now
come with me to the Juzgado de las Cuevas, both
of you."

Seeing no help for it, we accompanied our cap-
tors at a swinging gallop over a rough, undulating
country, and in about an hour and a half reached
Las Cuevas, a dirty, miserable-looking village,
composed of a few ranchos built round a large
plaza overgrown with weeds. On one side stood
the church, on the other a square stone building
with a flagstaff before it. This was the officiad
building of the Juez de Paz, or rural magistrate;
just now, however, it was closed, and with no sign
of life about it except an old dead-and-alive-look-
ing man sitting against the closed door, with his
bare, mahogany-coloured legs stretched out in the
hot sunshine.

"This is a very fine thing!" exclaimed the of-
ficer with a curse. "l fed very much inclined to
let the men go." '



THE PURPLE LAND 105

"You will lose nothing by doing so, except, per-
haps, a headache," sad Marcos.

"Hold your tongue till your advice is asked!"
retorted the officer, thoroughly out of temper.

“Lock them up in the calaboso till the Juez
comes to-morrow, Lieutenant,” suggested the old
man by the door, speaking through a bushy white
beard and a cloud of tobacco smoke.

"Do you not know that the door is broken, old
fool?" said the officer. "Lock them up! Here |
am neglecting my own affairs to serve the state,
and this ishow | am treated. We must now take
them to the Juez at his own house and let him
look after them. Come on, boys."

We were then conducted out of Las Cuevas to a
distance of about two miles, where the Sefior Juez
resided in the bosom of his family. His private
residence was a very dirty, neglected-looking
estancia-house, with a great many dogs, fowls,
and children about. We dismounted and were im-
mediately taken into a large room, where the
magistrate sat at a table on which lay a great num-
ber of papers—goodness knows what they were
about. The Juez was a little hatchet-faced man,
with bristly grey whiskers, standing out like a cat's
moustache, and angry eyes—or, rather, with one
angry eye, for over the other a cotton handker-
chief was tied. No sooner had we al entered
than a hen, leading a brood of a dozen half-grown
chickens, rushed into the room after us, the
chickens instantly distributing themselves about
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the floor in quest of crumbs, while the mother,
more ambitious, flew on the table, scattering the
papers right and left with the wind she created.

"A thousand demons take the fowls!" cried the
Juez, starting up in a fury. "Man, go and bring
your mistress here this instant. | command her
to come.”

This order was obeyed by the person who had
ushered us in, a greasy-looking, swarthy-faced in-
dividual, in threadbare military clothes;, and in
two or three minutes he returned, followed by a
very fat, slatternly woman, looking very good-
tempered, however, who immediately subsided,
quite exhausted, into a chair.

"What is it, Fernando?' she panted.

"What is it? How can you have the courage

ask such a question, Toribia? Look at the con-
rusion your pestilent fowls are creating amongst
my papers—papers that concern the safety of the
republic!  Woman, what measures are you going
to take to stop this before | have your fowls dll
killed on the spot?"

"What can | do, Fernando?—they are hungry,
| suppose. | thought you wanted to ask my ad-
vice about these prisoners—poor fellows! and here
you are with your hens."

Her placid manner acted like oil on the fire of
his wrath. He stormed about the room, kicking
over chairs, and hurling rulers and paper-weights
at the birds, apparently with the most deadly in-
tentions, but with shockingly bad aim—shouting,



THE PURPLE LAND 107

shaking his fist at his wife, and even threatening
to commit her for contempt of court when she
laughed. At last, after a great dea of trouble,
the fowls were al got out, and the servant placed
to guard the door, with strict orders to decapitate
the first chicken that should attempt to enter and
disturb the proceedings.

Order being restored, the Juez lit a cigarette
and began to smooth his ruffled feathers. "Pro-
cgte)ld he said to the officer, from his seat at the
table.

"Sr," sad the officer, "in pursuance of my
duty | have taken in charge these two strangers,
who are unprovided with passports or documents
of any description to corroborate their statements.
According to their story, the young man is an Eng-
lish millionaire going about the country buying
up estates, while the other man is his servant.
There are twenty-five reasons for disbelieving
their story, but I have not sufficient time to impart
them to you now. Having found the doors of the
Juzgado closed, | have brought these men here
with great inconvenience to myself; and I am now
only waiting to have this business despatched with-
out further delay, so that | may have a little time
left to devote to my private affairs.”

"Address not me in this imperative manner, sr
officer!" exclaimed the Juez, his anger blazing out
afresh. "Do you imagine, sir, that | have no pri-
vate interests; that the state feeds and clothes my
wife and children? No, gr, | am the servant of
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the republic, not the davej and | beg to remind
you that official business must be transacted during
the proper hours and at the proper place."

"Sr Juez," said the officer, "it is my opinion
that a civil magistrate ought never to have any
part in matters which more properly come under
the military authorities. However, since these
things are differently arranged, and 1 am com-
pelled to come with my reports to you in the first
place, | am only here to know, without entering
Into any discussion concerning your position in the
republic, what is to be done with these two pris-
oners | have brought before you."

"Done with them! Send them to the devil!
cut their throats ; let them go; do what you like,
since you are responsible, not I.  And be sure, sir
officer, | shall not fail to report your insubordinate
language to your superiors.”

"Your threats do not darm me" said the of-
ficer; "for one cannot be guilty of insubordination
towards a person one is not bound to obey. And
now, drs" he added, turning to us, "I have been
advised to release you; you are free to continue
your journey."

Marcos rose with aacrity.

"Man, st down!" yelled the irate magistrate,
and poor Marcos, thoroughly crestfallen, sa
down again. "Sr Lieutenant,” continued the
fierce old man, "you are dismissed from further
attendance here. The republic you profess to
serve would perhaps be just as wdl off without
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your valuable aid. Go, gir, to attend to your pri-
vate affairs, and leave your men here to execute
my commands.”

The officer rose, and having made a profound
and sarcastic bow, turned on his heel and left the
room.

"Take these two prisoners to the stocks" con-
tinued the little despot. "I will examine them to-
morrow."

Marcos was first marched out of the room by
two of the soldiers; for it happened that an out-
house on the place was provided with the usua
wooden arrangement to make captives secure for
the night. But when the other men took me by
the arms, | recovered from the astonishment the
magistrate's order had produced in me, and shook
them roughly aside. "Senor Juez," | said, address-
ing him, "let me beg you to consider what you
are doing. Surely my accent is enough to satisfy
any reasonable person that | am not a native of
this country. | am willing to remain in your cus-
tody, or to go wherever you like to send me; but
your men shall tear me to pieces before making
me suffer the indignity of the stocks. If you mal-
treat me in any way, | warn you that the govern-
ment you serve will only censure, and perhaps
ruin you, for your imprudent zed."

Before he could reply, his fat spouse, who had
apparently taken a great fancy to me, interposed
on my behalf, and persuaded the little savage to
spare me.
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"Very well," he said, "consider yourself a guest
in mv house for the present; if you are telling the
truth about yourself, a day's detention cannot hurt
you." .

| was then conducted by my kind intercessor
into the kitchen, where we dl sat down to par-
take of mate and talk ourselves into good humour.

| began to feel rather sorry for poor Marcos,
for even a worthless vagabond, such as he ap-
peared to be, becomes an object of compassion
when misfortune overtakes him, and | asked per-
mission to see him. This was readily granted. |
found him confined in a large empty room built
apart from the house ; he had been provided with
a mate-cup and a kettle of hot water, and was
sipping his bitter beverage with an air of stoica
indifference. Hislegs confined in the stocks, were
thrust straight out before him; but | suppose he
was accustomed to uncomfortable positions, for
he did not seem to mind it much. After sympa
thising with him in a genera way, | asked him
whether he could really deep in that position.

"No," he replied with indifference. "But do
you know | do not mind about being taken. They
will send me to the comandancia, | suppose, and
after a few days liberate me. | am a good work-
man on horseback, and there will not be wanting
some estanciero in need of hands to get me out.
Will you do me one small service, friend, before
you go to your bed?'

"Yes certainly, if 1 can," | answered.
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He laughed dlightly and looked at me with a
strange keen glitter in his eyes; then, taking my
hand, he gave it a powerful grip. "No, no, my
friend, 1 am not going to trouble you to do any-
thing for me" he said. "I have the devil's tem-
per, and to-day, in a moment of rage, | insulted
you. It therefore surprised me when you came
here and spoke kindly to me. | desired to know
whether that feeling was only on the surface; since
the men one meets with are often like horned cat-
tle. When one falls, his companions of the pas-
ture-ground remember only his past offences, and
make haste to gore him."

His manner surprised me; he did not now seem
like the Marcos Marco | had travelled with that
day. Touched with his words, | sat down on the
stocks facing him, and begged him to tell me what
| could do for him.

"Well, friend," said he, "you see the stocks
are fastened with a padlock. If you will get the
key, and take me out, | will degp well; then in
the morning, before the old one-eyed lunatic is
up, you can come and turn the key in the lock
again. Nobody will be the wiser."

"And you are not thinking of escaping?' | sad.

"l have not even the faintest wish to escape”
he replied.

"You could not escape if you did," | said, "for
the room would be locked, of course. But if |
were disposed to do what you ask,-how could |
get the key?"
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“That is an easy matter,"” said Marcos. "As
the good sefiora to let you have it. Did | not no-
tice her eyes dwelling lovingly on your face—for,
doubtless, you remind her of some absent rela-
tive, a favourite nephew, perhaps. She would not
deny you anything in reason; and a kindness,
friend, even to the poorest man, is never thrown
away."

"I will think about it," | said, and shortly after
that | left him.

It was a sultry evening, and the close, smoky
atmosphere of the kitchen becoming unendurable,
| went out and sat down on a log of wood out of
doors. Here the old Juez, in his character of
amiable host, came and discoursed for half an hour
on lofty matters relating to the republic. Pres
ently his wife came out, and, declaring that the
evening air would have an injurious effect on his
inflamed eye, persuaded him to go indoors. Then
she subsided into a place at my side, and began
to talk about Fernando's dreadful temper and the
manv cares of her life.

"What a very serious young man you are!" she
remarked, changing her tone somewhat abruptly.
"Do you keep al your gay and pleasant speeches
for the young and pretty senoritas?'

"Ah, senora, yon are yourself young and beau-
tiful in my eves" | replied: "but | have no heart
to be gay when my poor fellow-traveller is fas-
tened in the stocks, where your cruel husband
would also have confined me but for your timely
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‘intervention. You are so kind-hearted, cannot
you have his poor tired legs taken out in order
that he may aso rest properly to-night?"

"Ah, little friend," she returned, "l could not,
attempt such a thing. Fernando is a monster of
cruelty, and would immediately put out my eyes
without remorse. Poor me, what | have to en-
dure!"—and here she placed her fat hand on
mine.

| drew my hand away somewhat coldly5 aborn
diplomatist could not have managed the thing bet-
ter.

"Madam," | said, "you are amusing yourself at
my expense. When you have done me a great
favour, will you now deny me this small thing?
If your husband is so terrible a despot, surely you
can do this without letting him know! Let me
get my poor Marcos out of the stocks, and | give
you my word of honour that the Juez will never
hear of it, for | will be up early to turn the key
in the lock before heis out of his bed."

"And what will my reward be?' she asked,
again putting her hand on mine.

"The deep gratitude and devotion of my heart,"
| returned, this time without withdrawing my
hand.

"Can | refuse anything to my sweet boy?' said
she. "After supper | shal dlip the key into your
hand ; I am going now to get it from his room.
Before Fernando retires, ask to see your Marcos,
to take him a rug, or some tobacco or something;
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and do not let the servant see what you do, for
he will be at the door waiting to lock 1t when you
come out."

After supper the promised key was secretly con-
veyed to me, and 1 had not the least difficulty in
liberating my friend in misfortune. Luckily the
man who took me to Marcos | eft us alone for some
time, and | related my conversation with the fat
woman.

He jumped up, and, seizing my hand, wrung it
till 1 almost screamed with pain.

"My good friend," he said, "you have a noble,
generous soul, and have done me the greatest serv-
ice it is possible for one man to render to an-
other. You have, in fact, now placed me in a po-
sition to—enjoy my night's rest.  Good night, and
may Heaven's angels put it in my power to reward
you a some future time!"

The fellow was overdoing it a little, | thought;
then, when | had seen him safely locked up for
the night, | walked back to the kitchen slowly and
very thoughtfully.



CHAPTER XI
THE WOMAN AND THE SERPENT

| WALKED thoughtfully back because, after ren-
dering that unimportant service to Marcos, | began
to experience sundry qualms of conscience, and in-
ward questionings concerning the strict morality of
the whole proceeding. Allowing that | had done
something very kind, charitable, and altogether
praiseworthy in getting the poor fellow's unfortu-
nate feet out of the stocks, did al that justify the
ca; jolery | had practised to attain my object? O,
éaut It briefly in the old familiar way, Does the
sanctify the means? Assuredly it does' insome

casss, very easg to be imagined. Let us suppose
that 1 have a beloved friend, an ailing person of
a nervous, delicate organisation, who has taken it
into his poor cracked brains that he is going to
expire at the stroke of twelve on a given night.
Without consulting the authorities on ethical ques-
tions | should, in such a case, flit about his room
secretly manipulating his timepieces, till | had ad-
vanced them a whole hour, and then, just before
the stroke of midni%ht, triumphantly produce my
watch and inform him that death had failed to
keep the appointment. Such an acted lie as that
would weigh nothing %nS the conscience of any
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man. The fact of the matter is the circumstances
must always be considered and every case judged
on its own particular merits. Now this affair of
getting the key was not one for me to judge, since
| had been a chief actor in it, but rather for some
acute and learned casuist. | therefore made a
mental note of it with the intention of putting it
impartially before the first person of that de-
scription | should meet. Having thus disposed of
a troublesome matter, | felt greatly relieved in
mind and turned into the kitchen once more. |
had scarcely sat down, however, before | found
that one disagreeable consequence of my perform-
ance—the fat senoras clam on my undying devo-
tion and gratitude—had yet to be faced. She
greeted my entrance with an effusive smile; and
the sweetest smiles of some people one meets are
less endurable than their black looks. In self-de-
fence | assumed as drowsy and vacant an expres-
sion as | could summon on the instant to a coun-
tenance by nature amost too ingenuous. | pre-
tended not to hear or to misunderstand everything
that was said to me; finaly | grew so deepy that
| was several times on the point of falling off my
chair, then, after each extravagant nod, | would
start up and stare vacantly around me. My grim
little host could scarcely concea a quiet smile, for
never had he seen a person so outrageously seepy
before. At length he mercifully remarked that |
Seemed fatigued and advised me to retire.  Very
gladly 1 made my exit, followed in my retreat
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from the kitchen by a pair of sad, reproachful eyes.

| dept soundly enough in the comfortable bed,
which my obese Gulnare had provided for me,
until the numerous cocks of the establishment woke
me shortly after daybreak with their crowing. Re-
membering that | had to secure Marcos in the
stocks before the irascible little magistrate should
appear on the scene, | rose and hastily dressed my-
self. | found the greasy man of the brass buttons
aready in the kitchen sipping his matutinal mate-
amargo, and asked him to lend me the key of the
prisoner's room; for this was what | had been in-
structed to do by the sefiora. He got up and went
with me to open the door himself, not caring, |
suppose, to trust me with the key. When he threw
the door open we stood silently gazing for some
time into the empty apartment. The prisoner had
vanished, and a large hole cut in the thatch of the
roof showed how and where he had made his exit.
| felt very much exasperated at the shabby trick
the fellow had played on us, on me especidly, for
| was in a measure responsible for him. Fortu-
nately the man who opened the door never sus
pected me of being an accomplice, but merely re-
marked that the stocks had evidently been left un-
locked by the soldiers the evening before, so that
it was not strange the prisoner had made his escape.

When the other members of the household got
up the matter was discussed with little excitement
or even interest, and | soon concluded that the
sedret of the escgpe would remain between the
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lady of the house and myself. She watched for
an opportunity to speak to me aone, then, shak-
ing her fat forefinger at me in playful anger, whis-
pered, "Ah, deceiver, you planned it all with him
last evening and only made me your instrument!”

"Senora" | protested with dignity, "l assure
you, on the word of honour of an Englishman, |
never suspected the man had any intention of
escaping. | am very angry it has happened.”

"What do you suppose | care about his escap-
ing?" she replied laughingly. "For your sake,
sweet friend, | would gladly open the doors of
every prison in the Banda if | had the power."

"Ah, how you flatter! But | must now go to
your husband to learn from him what he intends
doing With the prisoner who has not attempted
to escape.”

With this excuse | got away from her.

The wretched little Juez, when | spoke to him,
put me off with a number of vague, meaningless
phrases about his responsible position, the peculiar
nature of his functions and the unsettled state of
the republic—as if it had ever known or was ever
likely to know any other state! He then mounted
his horse and rode away to Las Cuevas, leaving
me with that dreadful woman; and | verily believe
that in doing so he was only carrying out her pri-
vate instructions. The only comfort he gave me
was the promise he made before going that a com-
munication respecting me would be forwarded to
the Comandante of the district in the course of the
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day, which would probably result in my being
passed on to that functionary. In the meanwhile
he begged me to make free use of his house and
everything in it. Of course, the misguided little
wretch had no intention of throwing his fat wife
a my head; still 1 had no doubt that it was she
who inspired these complimentary phrases, telling
him, perhaps, that he would lose nothing by a
courteous treatment of the "English million-
are."

When he rode away he left me sitting on the
gate, feeling very much disgusted, and amost
wishing that, like Marcos Marco, | had run away
during the night. Never had | taken so sudden
and violent a dislike to anything as | then and
there did to that estancia, where | was an hon-
oured, abeit a compulsory guest. The hot, bril-
liant morning sun shone down on the discoloured
thatch and mud-plastered walls of the sordid-
looking building, while all about wherever | cast
my eyes they rested on weeds, old bones, broken
bottles, and other rubbish, eloquent witnesses of
the dirty, idle, thriftless character of the inmates.
Meanwhile my sweet, angelic child-wife, with her
violet eyes dim with tears, was waiting for me far
away in Montevideo, wondering at my long ab-
sence, and even now perhaps shading her face with
her lily hand and looking out on the white dusty
road watching for my arrival! And here | was
compelled to st, idly swinging my legs on the
gate, because that abominable fat woman had taken
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a fancy to keep me by her! Feeling mad with
indignation, | suddenly jumped down from the
gate with an exclamation not intended for ears
polite, causing my hostess to jump aso and utter a
scream ; for there she was (confound her!) stand-
ing just behind me.

"The Saints defend me!" she exclaimed, re-
covering herself and laughing; "what made you
startle me so?' ‘

| apologised for the strong expression | had
used; then added, "Sefiora, | am ayoung man full
of energy and accustomed to take a great deal of
exercise every day, and | am getting very im-
patient sitting here basking in the sunshine, like
a turtle on a bank of mud."

"Why then do you not take a walk?" she said,
with kind concern.

| said | would gladly do so, and thanked her for
the permission; then she immediately offered to
accompany me. | protested very ungalantly that
| was a fast walker, and reminded her that the sun
was excessvely hot, and | should dso have liked
to add that she was excessvely fat. She replied
that it did not matter ; so polite a person as myself
would know how to accommodate his pace to that
of his companion. Unable to shake her off, |
started for my wak in a somewhat unamiable
mood, the stout lady resolutely trudging on at
my side, perspiring abundantly. Our path led us
down to a little Canada, or valey, where the
ground was moist and abounding with numerous
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pretty flowers and feathery grasses, very refresh-
Ing to look at after leaving the parched yellow
ground about the estancia house.

"You seem to be very fond of flowers" ob-
served my companion. "Let me help you gather
them. To whom will you give your nosegay when
it is made?"

"Senora" | replied, vexed at her trivia chatter,
"I will give it to the——" | had amost sad to
the devil, when a piercing scream she uttered
suddenly arrested the rude speech on my lips.

Her fright had been caused by a pretty little
snake, about eighteen inches long, which she had
seen gliding away at her feet. And no wonder
it glided away from her with al the speed it was
capable of, for how gigantic and deformed a mon-
ger that fat woman must have seemed to it!  The
terror of a timid little child at the sight of a
hippopotamus, robed in flowing bed-curtains and
walking erect on its hind legs, would perhaps be
comparable to the panic possessng the shallow
brain of the poor speckled thing when that huge
woman came striding over it.

First |1 laughed, and then, seeing that she was
about to throw herself for protection like a moun-
tain of flesh upon me, | turned and ran after the
snake—for | had observed that it belonged to a
harmless species, one of the innocuous Corondla
genus—and | was anxious to annoy the woman. |
captured it in a moment; then, with the poor
frightened creature struggling in my hand and
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winding itself about my wrist, | walked back to
her.

"Did you ever see such lovely colours?' | cried.
"Look at the delicate primrose yellow on its neck,
deepening into vivid crimson on the belly. Tak
of flowersand butterflies! And its eyes are bright
as two small diamonds—Ilook closdly at them,
senora, for they are well worth your admiration."

But she only turned and fled away screaming
at my approach, and at last finding that 1 would
not obey her and drop the terrible reptile, she
left me in a towering rage and went back to the
house by herself.

After that | continued my wak in peace
amongst the flowers; but my little speckled cap-
tive had served me so well that | would not re-
lease it. It occurred to me that if | kept it on my
person it might serve as a sort of talisman to pro-
tect me from the disagreeable attentions of the
senora. Finding that it was avery dy little snakey,
and, like Marcos Marco in captivity, full of sub-
tle deceit, | put it into my hat, which, when firmly
pressed on to my head, left no opening for the
little arrowy head to insinuate itself through.
After spending two or three hours botanising in
the Canada | returned to the house. | was in the
kitchen refreshing myself with a bitter mate, when
my hostess came in beaming with smiles, for she
had, | suppose, forgiven me by this time. | po-
litely rose and removed my hat. Unfortunately
I had forgotten the snake, when put it dropped
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on thefloor | then followed screams, confusion,
and scuttling out of the kitchen by madame, chil-
dren, and servants. After that | was compelled
to carry the snake out and give it back its liberty,
which no doubt tasted very sweet to it after its
close confinement. On my return to the house,
one of the servants informed me that the senora
was too much offended to sit in the same room
with me again, so that | was obliged to have my
breakfast alone; and for the remainder of the
time during which | was a prisoner, | was avoided
by everyone (except Brass Buttons, who appeared
indifferent to everything on earth), as if | had
been aleper or a dangerous lunatic. They thought,
perhaps, that | still had other reptiles conceded
about my person.

Of course, one always expects to find a cruel,
unreasoning prejudice against snakes amongst ig-
norant people, but | never knew before to what
ridiculous lengths it will carry them. The preju-
dice makes me angry, but on this occasion it had a
use, for it enabled me to pass the day unmolested.

In the evening the Juez returned, and | soon
heard him loud in a stormy altercation with his
wife. Perhaps she wanted him to have me decapi-
tated. How it ended | cannot say; but when |
saw him his manner towards me was freezing, and
he retired without giving me an opportunity of
speaking to him.

Next morning | got up resolved not to be put
off any longer. Something would have to be done,
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or | would know the reason why. On stepping out
| was very much surprised to see my horse stand-
ing saddled at the gate. | went into the kitchen
and asked Brass Buttons, the only person up, what
it meant.

"Who knows?" he returned, giving me a mate.
"Perhaps the Juez desires you to leave the house
before he is up."

"What did he say?' | demanded.

"Say? Nothing—what should he say?"

"But you saddled the horse, | suppose?’

"Of course. Who ese would do it?"

"Were you told to do so by the Juez?"

"Told? Why should he tell me?"

"How then am | to know that he wishes me to
leave his beautiful house?' | asked, getting angry.

"The question!" he returned, shrugging his
shoulders. "How do you know when it is going
to rain?"

Finding there was nothing more to be got out
of the fellow, | finished taking mate, lit a cigar,
and left the house. It was a lovely morning,
without a cloud, and the heavy dew sparkled on
the grass like drops of rain. What a pleasant
thing it was to be able to ride forth again free to
go where | liked!

And so ends my snake-story, which is perhaps
not very interesting; but it is true, and therefore
has one advantage over dl other snake-stories told
by travellers.



CHAPTER XII
CHILDREN IN THE FOREST

BEFORE leaving the magistrate's estancia | had
made up my mind to return by the shortest route,
and as quickly as possible, to Montevideo; and
that morning, mounted on a well-rested horse, |
covered a great deal of ground. By twelve o'clock,
when | stopped to rest my horse and get some
refresnment at a wayside pulperia, 1 had got over
about eight leagues. This was travelling at an
imprudent pace, of course; but in the Banda Ori-
ental it is so easy to pick up a fresh horse that one
becomes somewhat reckless. My journey that
morning had taken me over the eastern portion of
the Durazno district, and | was everywhere
charmed with the beauty of the country, though
it was still very dry, the grass on the higher lands
being burnt to various shades of yellow and brown.
Now, however, the summer heats were over, for
the time was near the end of February ; the tem-
perature, without being oppressive, was deliciously
warm, so that travelling on horseback was delight-
ful. | might fill dozens of pages with descrip-
tions of pretty bits of country | passed that day,
but must plead guilty of an unconquerable aver-
gon to this kind of writing. After this candid
confession, | hope the re%er will not quarrel with
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me for the omission; besides, anyone who cares
for these things, and knows how evanescent are
the impressions left by word pictures on the mind,
can sail the seas and gallop round the world to
se them dl for himself. It is not, however,
every wanderer from England—I blush while
saying it—who can make himself familiar with
the home habits, the ways of thought and speech,
of a distant people. Bid me discourse of lowly
valley, lofty height, of barren waste, shady wood,
or cooling stream where | have drunk and been
refreshed; but all these places, pleasant or dreary,
must be in the kingdom called the heart.

After getting some information about the coun-
try | had to traverse from the pulpero, who told
me that | would probably reach the river Yi be-
fore evening, | resumed my journey. About
four o'clock in the afternoon | came to an ex-
tensive wood of thorn trees, of which the pulpero
had spoken, and, in accordance with his instruc-
tions, | skirted it on the eastern sde. The trees
were not large, but there was an engaging wildness
about this forest, full of the musical chatter of
birds, which tempted me to alight from my horse
and rest for a hour in the shade. Taking the bit
from his mouth to let him feed, | threw myself
down on the dry grass under a clump of shady
thorns, and for half an hour watched the spar-
kling sunlight falling through the foliage over-
head, and listened to the feathered people that
came about me, loudly chirping, apparently curi-



THE PURPLE LAND 127

ous to know what object had brought me to their
haunts. Then | began to think of all the people
| had recently mixed with; the angry magistrate
and his fat wife—horrid woman!—and Marcos
Marco, that shabby rascal, rose up before me to
pass quickly away, and once more | was face to
face with that lovely mystery Margarita. In
imagination | put forth my hands to take hers
and drew her towards me so as to look more closaly
into her eyes, vainly questioning them as to their
pure sapphire hue. Then | imagined, or dreamt,
that with trembling fingers | unbraided her hair
to let it fall like a splendid golden mantle over
her mean dress, and asked her how she came to
possess that garment of glory. The sweet, grave,
child lips smiled, but returned no answer. Then
a shadowy face seemed to shape itself dimly
against the green curtain of foliage, and, looking
over the fair gil's shoulder, gaze sadly into my
eyes. It wasthe face of Paquita. Ah, sweet wife,
never let the green-eyed monster trouble the peace
of your heart! Know that the practical Saxon
mind of your husband is puzzling itself over a
purely scientific problem, that this surpassingly
fair child interests me only because her fairness
seems to upset all physiological laws. | 'was, in
fact, just sinking to deep at this moment when the
shrill note of a trumpet blown close by and fol-
lowed by loud shouts from severa voices made
me spring instantly to my feet. A storm of an-
swering shouts came from another quarter of the
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wood, then followed profound silence. Presently
the trumpet sounded again, making me feel very
much alarmed. My first impulse was to spring
on to my horse and ride away for dear life; but,
on second thoughts, | concluded that it would be
safer to remain concedled amongst the trees, as
by leaving them | should only reveal myself to
the robbers or rebels, or whatever they were. |
bridled my horse so as to be ready to run, then
drew him into a close thicket of dark-foliaged
bushes and fastened him there. The silence that
had fallen on the wood continued, and at lat,
unable to bear the suspense longer, | began to
make my way cautiously, revolver in hand, to-
wards the point the sounds had proceeded from.
Stealing softly through the bushes and trees where
they grew near together, | came at length in sight
of an open piece of ground, about two or three
hundred yards wide, and overgrown with grass.
Near its border on one side | was amazed to see
a group of about a dozen boys, their ages ranging
from about ten to fifteen, al standing perfectly
motionless.  One of them held a trumpet in his
hand, and they al wore red handkerchiefs or rags
tied round their heads.  Suddenly, while |
crouched amongst the leafage watching them, a
shrill note sounded from the opposite sde of the
open space, and another troop of boys wearing
white on their heads burst from the trees and
advanced with loud shouts of vivas and mueras
towards the middle of the ground. Again the
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red heads sounded their trumpet and went out
boldly to meet the new-comers. As the two bands
approached each other, each led by a big boy, who
turned at intervals, and with many wild gestures
addressed his followers, apparently to encourage
them, | was amazed to see them al suddenly draw
out long knives, such as the native horsemen usu-
aly wear, and rush furiously together. In a mo-
ment they were mingled together in a desperate
fight, uttering the most horrible yells, their long
weapons glittering in the sunshine as they bran-
dished them about. With such fury did they fight
that in a few moments all the combatants lay
stretched out on the grass, excepting three boys
wearing the red badges. One of these blood-
thirsty young miscreants then snatched up the
trumpet and blew a victorious blast, while the
other two shrieked an accompaniment of vivas and
mueras. While they were thus occupied one of
the white-headed boys struggled to his feet, and,
snatching up a knife, charged the three reds with
desperate courage. Had | not been perfectly para-
lysed with amazement at what | had witnessed, |
should then have rushed out to aid this boy in
his forlorn attempt ; but in an instant his three
foes were on him and dragged him down to the
ground. Two of them then held him fast by the
legs and arms, the other raised his long knife and
was just about to plunge it in the struggling cap-
tive's breast, when, uttering a loud yell, | sprang
up and rushed at them. Instantly they started
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up and fled screaming towards the trees in the
greatest terror; and then, most wonderful thing
of all, the dead boys al came to life, and, spring-
ing to their feet, fled from me after the others.
This brought me to a stand, when, seeing that
one of the boys limped painfully after his com-
panions, hopping on one leg, | made a sudden dash
and captured him before he could reach the shelter
of the trees.

"O senor, do not kill me!" he pleaded, bursting
into tears.

"l have no wish to kill you, you unspeakable
young miscreant, but | think | ought to thrash
you," | answered, for, though greatly relieved at
the turn things had taken, | was excessively an-
noyed at having experienced al those sensations
of blood-curdling horror for nothing.

"We were only playing at Whites and Reds"
he pleaded.

| then made him sit down and tell me all about
this singular game.

None of the boys lived very near, he said; some
of them came a distance of severa leagues, and
they had sdected this locality for their sports on
account of its secluson, for they did not like to be
found out. Their game was a mimic war of
Whites and Reds, manoeuvres, surprises, skir-
mishes, throat-cutting, and all.

| pitied the young patriot at the last, for he had
sprained his ankle badly and could scarcely walk,
and so asssed him to the spot .where his horse
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was hidden; then having helped him to mount and
given him a cigarette, for which he had the im-
pudence to ask me, | laughingly bade him good-
bye. | went back to look for my own horse after
that, beginning to feel very much amused at the
whole thing ; but alasl my steed was gone. The
young scoundrels had stolen him, to revenge
themselves on me, | suppose, for disturbing them;
and to relieve me from al doubt in the matter
they left two bits of rag, one white and the other
red, attached to the branch | had fastened the
bridle to. For some time | wandered about the
wood, and even shouted aloud in the wild hope
that the young fiends were not going to carry
things so far as to leave me without a horse in
that solitary place. Nothing could | see or hear
of them, however, and as it was getting late and
| was becoming desperately hungry and thirsty, |
resolved to go in search of some habitation.

On emerging from the forest | found the ad-
jacent plain covered with cattle quietly grazing.
Any attempt to pass through the herd would have
been almost certain death, as these more than
half-wild beasts will always take revenge on their
master man when they catch him dismounted in
the open. As they were coming up from the
direction of the river, and were sowly grazing
past the wood, | resolved to wait for them to pass
on before leaving my concealment. | sat down
and tried to be patient, but the brutes were in no
hurry, and went on skirting the wood at a snail's
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pace. It was about six oclock before the last
stragglers had left, and then | ventured out from
my hiding-place, hungry as a wolf and afraid of
being overtaken by night before finding any hu-
man habitation. | had left the trees half a mile
behind me and was walking hurriedly aong to-
wards the valley of the Yi, when passing over a
hillock, 1 suddenly found myself in sight of a
bull resting on the grass and quietly chewing his
cud. Unfortunately the brute saw me at the same
moment and immediately stood up. He was, |
think, about three or four years old, and a bull
of that age is even more dangerous than an older
one; for he is quite as truculent as the other and
far more active. There was no refuge of any
kind near, and | knew very well that to attempt
to escape by running would only increase my
danger, so after gazing at him for a few moments
| assumed an easy unconcerned manner and walked
on; but he was not going to be taken in that way
and began to follow me. Then for the first, and
| devoutly hope for the last, time in my life |
was compelled to resort to the gaucho plan, and
casting myself fa