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AN ESSAY ON WARM WEATHER.

(PreFixep TO0 THE Fimst EpITroNn or THIS WORK.)

HAVE the greater need to pen an Essay with such
a title as that which appears above, as introductory
to UNDER THE SUN, since I sit down to write it on
the Twenty-fifth of May—the merry month of May !

—with a blazing fire in my study, and the cat dozing on the

hearth-rug, instead of enjoying her natural offum at this time

of the year, in blinking on the coping of the garden wall. The
housekeeper has just knocked at the door to say that the coals
are nearly “out,” and that in view of such * bitter weather,”
it would be as well to communicate with Messrs. Cockerell
without delay. If the men with the sacks do not come, I shall

Be fain to bite my thumbs to warm them ; and I may well

strive to kindle a little mental caloric by writing about Warm

Weather, lest—with the thermometer looking at me with the

stony stare of a refrigerator—I should forget that there was

such a season as Summer at all, or that anything but frost and fog
could be felt and seen ¢ Under the Sun.”

I have given to this collection of Sketches of Travels and
Manners the title they bear, for the reason that the majority of
their number have a direct reference to the Hot Climates of the
lands in which I have wandered. It may strike the reader (and
in a stronger degree the critic) that some of the chapters in this
volume are, neither subjectively nor ohjectively, of a very sunny
nature, and have nothing to do with hot countries. I may point
in explanation, first, to the reservation “ mainly ” which appcars
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on the face of the book ; and next, to the facts that T wrote
% Wretchedville” in Rome, and *Stalls” in Spain, under cir-
cumstances of an abnormally inflammatory nature. Those essays
were both composed “in a state of siege,” and in the midst of .
revolutionary orises ; and they should: properly smell of brimstone
and boiling lava, With regard to the “ Hotel Chaos,” in which
I have endeavoured to depict the aspect of the city of Metz
during the month of July, 1870, I can scarcely think that even
the severest censor would feel inclined to question that it was hot
enough in Lorraine in the city, and at the time I have mentioned.

Bo much for my book : bat this is not by any means all I
have to say on the subject of Heat. It has long been my ambition
to say something in print on the subject of Warm Weather and
Warm Blood in connection with their influence on the Literary
Style and Character ; and I should wish it, in the outset, to be
distinetly understood that I am not addressing myself to the
jelly-fish section of mankind, to whom Weather, torrid or frigid,
is a matter of indifference ; nor to those Hyperboreans who revel
physically, in cold ; who “tub” in cold water on the First of
January, and even when they are forced to break the ice with a
hammer to reach their bath; who delight in skating, sliding,
snow-balling, sleighing, ¢ curling,” and other arctic diversions,
which to me only represent so many varieties of self-inflicted
agony. Those whom I desire to reach should be warm-blooded
animals, swarthy and sanguineous souls, worn black by the Sun's
am’rous pinches. I am not writing for Philosophers of the Glacial
Period, or the shareholders of the Wenham Lake Ice Company, -
or the dragmen of the Royal Hamane Society.

Many more years ago than I care to name, when I was a
little boy, the house in which I lived used to be thrown into
periodical commotion by sudden and alarming fits of indisposition
with which a near and dear relative of mine used, from time to
time, to be attacked. Such a running up and down stairs as took
place on these occasions is difficult of description. Warm flannels
and hot-water bottles were eent for from the lower regions. There
were no railway rugs—and few railways, indeed, in those  days—
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but the thickest of shawls and wraps were in request. When the
spasmodic sufferings of the invalid in the drawing-room became
unusually violent, the doctor would be sent for. I can remember
that when the medical practitioner came he was accustomed to
smile, and to say that the sufferer wonld be “all right presently,”
and that his invariable prescription in alleviation of the symptoms
was sherry-and-water hot. And, indeed, when the flannels and
bran-bags and water-bottles had been applied ; when the patient
had had a dozen extra coverings wrapped round her; when she
had been laid on the sofa with a pillow under her head ; and
especially when the fire had been well stirred and the hot sherry-
and-water administered—she would rarely fail to fall into &
tranquil slumber, and to wake up afterwards quite composed and
cheerful, to be, as heretofore, our hope, and comfort, and joy.

I should observe that these visitations always took place in
the winter months, and their severity was in a precisely propor-
tionate ratio to the asperity of the weather, and that their most
marked symptoms were a deficiency of circulation in the
extremities, accompanied by violent shivering. We children,
under these terrifying circumstances, used to cower in corners,
quaking with appalling misgivings; for we were but five left
from thirteen brothers and sisters, and we had very early indeed

"begun to understand what Death meant. As it happened, my
relative survived the severest of her shivering fits (one which took
place when I was a very small boy) full five-and-twenty years ; and
I am glad to conjecture, nay, to believe, now, that ague or palsy
had nothing whatever to do with my dear Mother’s ailment. She
trembled only because it was January, and a bard winter, and she
was 80 very cold. She was a West Indian, and Cold to her was
Pain,

I had the fortune, or misfortune, in after years to be sent to
a school in which the boys were never beaten—nay, not to the
extent of a rapped knuckle or a boxed ear ; and to that circum-
stance, perhaps, may be ascribed the generally imperfect nature of
my education, and my inability at this day to master the niceties
of Latin prosody. Had I been duly scourged, I might by this
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time have become another Codrus, and—in slightly bronchitie
accente—have recited another Theseid. I can nevertheless con-
scientionsly aver, comparing my own experiences with those of
friends educated wnder the beneficent rule of Doctor Busby,
Professor Thwackum, and Mr. Plagosus Orbilius, M.R.C.P., that
the physical anguish I endured during my school-life was quite as
severe, although not so ignominious, as thongh T had been beaten
every day into bruises and blains. I was -never Warm enough.
From July to September (if the skies were favourable, and there
was nothing the matter with the Gulf Stream) I enjoyed a tem-
porary respite from chilliness. During the remainder of the year
I shivered.

The Getting-up bell (which was rung at half-past five) pealed
on my ear a8 awfully, in degree, as the dreadful ding-dong of
St. Sepulchre’s may peal on the tympanum of the wretch in
Newgate doomed to die : yet, happier he, the knell is audible.to
him but once. I hesrd the Getting-up bell every morning,
clamouring and screeching, “Come out. Come and be cold.
Come and have a blue tip to your nose, and gooseflesh at the ends
of your fingers, and chilblains on all your toes. Come, and
shudder, and clash your teeth together.” That was the kind of
invite I heard in the bell. I know that for a length of time I
spent half my pocket-money in bribing a boy, whose seat was
nearer the stove than mine in the class-room, to allow me to
occupy his warm corner, and that I would smuggle additional
clothes into the dormitories, or borrow my schoolfellows’ blankets,
to cover myself at night. I know that I have had impositions of
horrible length set me for the offence of going to bed with the
major part of my garments on.

I had a schoolmaster, once, who was a clever and excellent
man, but a little mad, and who had a craze about making boys
“bardy.” He was pleased to fix upon me as a * chilly mortal,”
and expressed a determination to ‘‘make a man of me.” The
process of manufacture demanded that when I was snuggling over
the fire and a hook in play-time, I should be driven forth into the
bleak and bitter open “to play.” Now I never could play. At



AN ESSAY ON WARM WEATHER, ) tiii

this date, when I am grizzling, I scarcely know a cricket-bat from
8 stump, or prisoner’s base from rounders. I never could throw
8 ball, or catch one, properly ; and in childhood I was utterly
unable even to “ tuck in my twopenny ” at leap-frog, or to drive
a hoop. So, while a hundred merry lads round me raced and
gambolled, I used to lurk in a corner of the playground and
Shiver.

We had a large bathroom, and (always with the benevolent
idea of “ making a man of me ) I was put through a bastard
course of hydropathy. I declare that in the midst of the most
biting winter weather I.have undergone the cold douche, the cold
shower-bath, and the cold sitz; that I have been packed in wet
sheets ; that I have been made to put a dry pair of socks over a
wet pair, and thus accoutred have been ordered to walk from
Hammersmith to Kew Bridge, before breakfast, in the dark, to
make me “hardy.” Unless another boy of the same “hardy”
breed was sent with me to see that I went through my training
properly, I used to perform the journey from Hammersmith to
Kew Bridge by sneaking to the widow Crump’s shop at Turnham
Green—she sold fruit, toys, periodicals, and sweetstuff—and sitting
by the fire in her little parlour, drinking warm ginger-beer, and
reading the Lives of the Pirates and Highwaymen.

The puling, sneaking, lily-livered milksop! I hear the
Hyperboreans cry. I acknowledge the hardest of the impeach-
ments ; and I confess, indeed, that indirectly I defrauded my
parents by my persistent chilliness ; for we had a racquet court,
a quintain, and a gymnastic apparatus at school. We were entitled
to lessons in swimming, fencing, riding, and calisthenics ; and had
I availed myself of all the Olympian facilities at my command, I
might by this time have become a distingunished athlete, well known
in the higher muscular circles in Elis. As it chanced, my good
crazy master did nof make & man of me. I grew up to be only a
sickly, long-legged, weak-kneed youth, with premature pains in
the bones, which developed in later years into chroni¢ rhenmatism
and intermittant neuralgia.

I had some glimpses of Warm Weather when I was a child,
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being much abroad, but only in temperate climes. But from the
age of thirteen to nearly thirty T lived mainly in London, and you
know what Cold Weather, and Warm Weather, in the British
metropolis mean. With Creole, Italian, Portuguese, Red Indian
blood in my veins (I am afraid that my great grandmother on the
maternal side was a'squaw, and was tattooed), I was always panting
to be Under the Sun—the real Sun, not the tepid rimulacrum we
see in this country—but it seemed as though my wish was never
to be gratified. I was always repeating :

Yet bear me from the harbour’s mouth,
‘Wild winds; I seek a warmer sky ;
And I shall see before I die

The Palms and Temples of the South.

I saw them, and the Sun himself, at last ; but I was con-
strained to seek my goal by a round-about route. The first real,
glorious, blazing, sweliering Summer I basked in was in Russia.
The cholera was rife in St. Petersburg when I went there. The
fashionable season was over, and all the grand folks were out of
town. The streets were dusty, the canals were malodorous.
‘What did all these things matter to me ? It was Summer, it was
Hot. My rheumatism took unto itself wings, and flew away. I
could once more feel my blood in its circuits. A long-congealed
mind began to thaw, and during that summer in Russia I studied
and worked more vigorously than ever I had worked or studied
before in my life.

Now and then, among the few favourable things people have
been good enough to say about me, I have been complimented on
the score of my “ industry.” Hearing such a compliment, I have
chuckled, not bitterly, but with much inward merriment, as
knowing myself to be constitntionally one of the most indolent of
men. “Ah, monsieur,” pleaded the French beggar to the stern
economist who reproached him with his vagabondage, ¢ si vous
raviez combien je suis paresseux!” If you only knew how idle I
was ; how I have wasted three-fourths of the time at my disposal
~—after the neceseary deductions for sleep, meals, and recreation
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had been made—in purposeless “ mooning,” in hatching vain
schemes, in covering the margins of books with trivial notes, in
filling commonplace books with useless entries, in making sketches
for pictures I shall never be able to paint ! In the face of a shelf
full of books, and thousands of newspaper columns I have scrawled,
1 know that, so far as Time is concerned, I have wantonly
squandered my substance and wasted my oil. I know, and can
honestly declare, that so strongly is the far niente temper ingrained
within me, that I have never sat down to serious labour without
reluctance, nor risen from st without exullation. 1 wonder how
many ¢ prolific writers,” *interminable scribblers,” * assiduous
hacks,” would make the same confession, were they only candid
enough to do so?

One cannot, indeed, repudiate one’s own handiwork ; and
during & literary course of three-and-twenty years, a man whose
only source of livelihood has been his pen, must needs have
accumulated & mass of work performed in some manner or
another. The craziest dunce’s punishment-tasks will fill many
copybooks. Thus, when I look at the volumes and the news-
paper-files before me, and ask how ever I could have nerved
myself to knead all these stacks of bricks—often with the
scantiest allowance of straw—I remember that I have always
Worked better in summer than in winter, and that I have always
worked best Under the Sun, thousands of miles away. The
Summer of 1864 was intensely hot ; yet I managed to do more
work in the United States, in Mexico, and in the West Indies,
in three months than I had done in all the preceding three
years. I felt my blood in every vein, and it oozed ont of my
fingers, and so into my pen’s point, into red ink. The glorious
warm weather melted away the mists and fogs by which I bad
been surrounded. I had been Hot and Happy. Ina kindred
but modified degree I have recognised the same influence of
Sunshine a8 encouraging activity in my own individual case—
and what do I know about other people’s 7—in Italy, in Spain,
and in Africa. :

I have been at home now, with brief intervals of con-
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tinental travelling, for four years, and I have written nothing
worth reading. No original book of mine has seen the light
for a very long time; and my publisher had to make my life
a torment to me ere he could incite me to collect these papers
and correct the proofs. If any persons wish me to be indus-
trious, let them combine- in demanding that I should be
banished very far beyond -the seas, and to the hottest climate
procurable. A double purpose would thus be served. Those
who disliked me personally would be able to get rid of me ;
whereas those who did not hate me might profit by my absence
by communing with me from afar off.

GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

Broxrron, May, 1872.




UNDER THE SUN.

1.
UNDER THE GUNS OF THE MORRO.

o | HERE used some years ago to be a little tobacconist’s
fdlglc  shop, somewhere between Pall Mall and Duncannon

};  Street, with the sign of the Morro Castle. It was such
a little shop, and it smelt so strongly of cedar and of
the Indian weed, that itself was not unlike a cigar box. Here I
used to think a threepenny cigar about the greatest luxury in
which a young man of pleasure could indulge ; but & lnxury only
to “be ventured upon at the occurrence of solemn festivals, and
when the treasures of the mines of Potosi, to the extent of a few
shillings, lay loose in one’s waistcoat-pocket. There were three-
penny cigars in those days, and they were delicious, I am afraid
that the manunfacture has ceased, or that the threepennies have lost
their flavour, for Ensign and Lieutenant Dickeystrap, of the
Guards, declares that you cannot get anything fit to smoke under
ninepence, and that a really tolerable “ weed " will « stand you in ”
eighteenpence. Prince Fortunatus, they say, gives half a crown
apiece for his Regalias.

The Morro Castle, however, did a very modest, but, I believe,
remunerative, business in cigars at from threepence to sixpence
each. Well do I remember courtly old Mr. Alcachofado, the pro-
prietor of the Morro—always in the same well-buttoned frock-coat,
B
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always with the same tall shiny hat with the broad turned-up brim
—always puffing at, apparently, the same stump of a choice Lon-
dres. It was well worth while laying out threepence at the Morro
Castle ; for, in consideration of that modest investment, you were
treated, for at least five minutes, like a peer of the realm. Mr.
Alcachofado himself selected your cigar, and, if you approved of
it, snipped off the end in & little patent machine, and presented it
to you with a grave bow. You proposed to light it ; but this
Mr. Alcachofado would by no means permit. He drew a splint
from a stack in a japanned stand, kindled it at the gas jet, and
with another bow handed it to you. If you wished to fill the heart
of Mr. Alcachofado with anguish, and to pass in his eyes for a
person of the very worst breeding, you would, when the splint had
gerved your turn, cast it on the floor and trample it under foot.
I have seen the proprietor of the Morro glare at people who did
this, as though he would have dearly liked to take off his curly-
brimmed hat and fling it at their heads. Regular customers knew
well the etiquette of the Morro, which was gently to blow out the
tiny flame of the splint and place it horizontally on the top of the
fasces in the japanned tin box. Then you bowed to Mr. Alcacho-
fado, and %s bowed in return ; and, taking a seat, if you liked, on
& huge cigar chest, you proceeded to smoke the calumet of peace.

Did I say that for five minutes you would be treated like a
nobleman ? You might softly kick your heels, and meditate on
the transitory nature of earthly things, in that snug little shop for
nearly half an hour. Threepenny cigars lasted five-and-twenty
minutes in those days. Austere personages of aristocratic mien
patronised Mr. Alcachofado. They looked like County Members,
Masters in Chancery, Charity Commissioners. They looked as
thongh they belonged to clubs. They called the proprietor
Alcatchanything, without the Mr. He was gravely courteous to
them, but not more so than to humbler patrons. 1 remember that
he always took in the second edition of The Globe. I have, in my
time, bespoken it, I think, not without fear and trembling, from a
baronet. They were affable creatures, those exalted ones, and
talked sedate commonplaces about the House, and the crops, and
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" the revenue, until I used to fancy I had land and beeves and a
stake in the country.

There was only one absolutely haughty customer. He wore a
spencer and gaiters, and sometimes swore. He smoked a costlier
cigar than the ordinary race of puffers ; and one had to rise from
the big cigar chest while Mr. Alcachofado, a shining bunch of keys
in hand, like a discreet sacristan, unlocked this treasure-coffer and
produced Regalias of price. Yet even this haughty man in the
spencer gave me a bow once when I brushed by him in the lobby
of the House, where I had been waiting two hours and a quarter
on a night when Sir Robert Peel was “ up,” in the vain hope of
getting into the Strangers’ Gallery with an Irish member’s order.
The haughty man thought he knew me. I felt so proud that I
had my hair cat the very next day, and determined, like Mr.
Pepys, to “ go more like myself.”

A grave company we were at Mr. Alcachofado’s. Now and then
on Opera nights, dandies in evening dress would stroll in to smoke
a cigarette. There was great scandal one evening—it was Grisi’s
benefit—when a tall young man, with a white cravat and a tawny
moustache, ordered Mr. Alcachofado to “open him a bottle of
soda, and look sharp.” Those were his very words. There was a
commotion among the customers. Soda-water! Was this a
tobacconist’s and fancy stationer’s in the Clapham Road ? As well
might you have asked the beadle of St. George’s, Hanover Square,
for hot whisky-toddy between psalm and sermon. Mr. Alcacho-
fado, under the circumstances, was calm. He gave the tall young
desperado one look, to wither him, and in slow and measured
accents, not devoid of a touch of sarcasm, replied, “ I sell neither
soda-water nor ginger-beer, nor walking-sticks, nor penny valen-
tines, sir.” The customers grimly chuckled at this overwhelming
rebuke. There was nothing left for the tall young man but to
withdraw ; but, as I was nearest the door, I am constrained to
state that as he lounged out he remarked that the “old guy,”
meaning Mr. Alcachofado, ¢ seemed doosid crusty.”

He is gone, this Grandison of the counter and till—gone, seem-
ingly, with most other professors of the grande maniére. The
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modern tobacoonist is loud-voiced and obtrusive ; proposes to send -
"you home a box of the “ Cabafia Kings” of which you have
scarcely tasted one; and, ere you have been in his shop five
minntes, gives you a tip for the Two Thousand Guineas. This
was not Mr. Alcachofado’s way of doing business. By-the-by, why
wasn't he & Sefior ? But he betrayed no symptoms of Iberian ex-
traction ; and when, seeing an engraving of the Morro Castle itself
on one of his cedar boxes, I strove to draw him out, and asked him
if the picture resembled the place itself, he replied, ambiguously,
that he had not visited foreign parts—adding, after & moment’s
pause, that he did not approve of their ways, Whence his Spanish
name, then ? Whence anybody’sname? I dealt with a green-
grocer once who had the gelf-same appellation as the last prime
minister of Constantine Paleologus; How Mr. Alcachofado had
come to enter the tobacco business—unless he was a retired
custom-house officer—was to me a mystery. There was a dim
something about him that always led you to fancy that before he
had dealt in cigars he had been in the Church.

The Morro Castle had tome always a fascinating sound. There
were three boys at the school at Turnham Green, where I com-
pleted my education—that is to say, where on the last day of my
last “half* I began to discover that I didn’t know anything—
three Spanish creole boys, all hailing from Havana. They kbpt
very close together and aloof from the rest of the school, and
wrapped themselves up in Castilian pride as in cloaks ; indeed, one
of them subseqnently admitted to me that, on leaving Cuba, his
papa had given him two special cautions: to beware of the
¢ Estrangeros,” and not to show them—¢ ensefiar "—the Spanish
tongue. 'We too were rather shy of them at first ; for there was
8 received tradition among us that all foreign boys, when moved
to anger, stabbed. Very unjustly we christened the youngest
creole, Dagger ; his little brother, Bodkin ; and the third, who was
8 tall lean lad with glittering eyes, Carving-knife. I think a good
deal of nonsense—as conld be proved by the police reports and the
Old Bailey sessions papers—has been talked about the *un-
English ” nature of the crime of stabbing. It is not the custom to
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carry deadly weapoms an the personin England, for the reason
that the laws for the protection of life and property are very
stringent, and, in the main, efficiently administered ; dut I never
heard of & drunken savage Englishman, who could get hold of &
Enifein a row, who wouldn't use ¢ ; nor, as regards the softer sex,
are the biting off the nose of an adversary, and the searing of
her face with a red-hot poker, quite *un-English” or un-Irish
practices.

Our schoolmaster, who was ®an eccentric instrmctor, half
Pestalozzi and half Philosopher Square, had an idea that all
Spanish children were weaned upon tobacco, and absolutely
permitted these three creole lads to smoke ; on condition, however,
that they should not light up their papelitos until night time,
when the other boys went to bed. How we used to envy them, as,
marching in Indian file to our dormitories, we could see those
favoured young dons unrolling their squares of tissue-paper, pre-
paratory to a descent into the playground and a quiet smoke !
The demoralisation among the juvenile community caused by this
concession to Spanish customs was but slight. One or two of us
tried surreptitious weeds on half-holiday afternoons; but the
Widow Jones in Chiswick Lane did not keep quite such choice
brands in stock as did Mr. Alcachofado of the Morro Castle ; and
Remesis, in the shape of intolerable nausea, very soon overtook us.
It is astounding, at fourteen years of age, how much agony of
heart, brain, and stomach can be got out of one penny Pickwick.
Pestalozzi Square, Ph. Dr., very wisely refrained from excessive
severity on this head. He made it publicly known that a boy
detected in smoking would not necessarily be caned, but that on
three elternate days for a week following the discovery of his
offence he would be supplied at 1 p.m. with a clean tobacco-pipe
and half an ounce of prime shag in lieu of dinwer. We had very
few unlicensed smokers after this announcement.

It was my singular good fortune, ere I left the tutelage of the
sage of Turnham Green, to be admitted to the acquaintance, and
almost to the intimacy, of the creoles. I had somewhat of a
Spanish-sounding name and lineage, and they decmed me not
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wholly to belong to the ¢ Estrangeros ;” at all events, they talked
to me, “showed” me some Castilian which was subsequently very
useful to me, and told me as much as I hungered and thirsted to
know about the Morro Castle. For, long before I began to deal
with Mr. Alcachofado, I had pondered over a picture of this
fortress, and mused as to what its real aspect might be. So,
softly and gratefully as dried mint falls upon pea-soup, did the
tales of these Spanish boys about the rich strange island of Cuba
fall upon my willing ear. I saw it in its golden prime, all sugar
and spice, and redolent of coffee-herries and the most fragrant of
cigars. I basked in the rich full light of the tropical sun. I
gaw the caballero gravely pacing on his Andalusian jennet ; the
lazy negro pausing a8 he cut the sugar-cane to suck the luscious
tubes ; the sefiora in her mantilla; the sefiorita with her fan. I
revelled in a voluptuous dream of the torrid clime, where you ate
fifteen oranges before breakfast, and a plateful of preserved
cocoa-nut af breakfast ; where you never failed to take a siesta
in your hammock during the noontide heats ; where full evening
costume consisted of a suit of white linen, a Panama hat, and a
guitar ; and where, with any little circumspection, you might
win the hundred thousand dollar prize in the lottery.

I longed to go to Havans, or ¢ the Havannah,” as it was termed
in our time. Who has not so longed to visit strange countries
when he was young and imaginative, and had no money ?
Byron’s words unsed to drive us crazy to see Sestos, and Abydos,
and Athens. “ Anastasius, or the Memoirs of a Greek ”—why does
not some one republish that pearl of picaroon romance ?—made us
tremble with eagerness to see the Fanal of Constantinople and the
Bagnio of Smyrna ; and, later in the day, Eothen sent us wild to
catch a gazelle, and bathe in the Dead Sea, and read the Quarterly
Review” in the Valley of Jehoshaphat. I cannot say the same of
“@il Blas.” Unsurpassed as Le Sage’s great work is as a feat of
story-telling, it is to me singularly deficient in local colour. The
Robbers’ Cave might be in Italy, or in England in the days of
Robin Hood. The Archbishop of Granada might be resident at
Barchester Towers. I know Doctor Sangrado. He lives in
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Bloomsbury. Now “ Don Quixote,” on the contrary, is odorous
of the real Spanish garlic from the first to the last page. But
“Don Quixote ” is not a boys’ book, whatever you may say. It is
a book for men.

Well, the great whirling teetotum of life spun round, and one
day it fell, spent, athwart a spot on the map marked “United
States of America.” I packed up my bundle and crossed the
Atlantic, but with no more idea of visiting Havana than I have,
at this present writing, of going to Afghanistan. I am not
ashamed to confess that I had but a very dim notion indeed
respecting the topographical relation in which New York stood
towards the Island of Cuba. I think there must have been some-
thing wrong in the manner they taught boys geography in our
time : it was too sectional ; you were made to swallow Mercator’s
Projection in isolated scraps of puzzles ; and if your eye wandered
towards the Gulf of Mexico when it should have been intent on the
Bay of Fundy, they boxed yourears. We used to learn all about the
‘West Indies, and Wilberforce, and Clarkson, and Granville Sharpe ;
but no stress was laid on the fact that Cuba, and St. Domingo,
and 8t. Thomas were likewise West India Islands ; and they were
never mentioned in connection with North America. I think
Admiral Christopher Columbus, or the Spanish Concilio de las
¥ndias, must take some of the blame in this matter. What on
earth made them call those American, or rather Columbian, islands
Indian ones ? I have never surmounted the early perplexity which
beset me on the subject, and to this day it is to me incomprehen-
sible why the passage from Halifax to Bermuda should be such a
short and easy one ; you ought to go round the Cape, surely, to
the Indies. ,

Round again went the teetotum, and the tip of its tiny staff
pointed to the Southern Atlantic. * Havana” was inscribed on
the uppermost facet. Again I packed my bundles, and teking
passage in a United Btates mail steamer, sped past Charleston,
the which luckless city General Gillmore was then actively
engaged in warming with Greek fire, and which Northern
preachers were cheerfully and charitably comparing every Sunday
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to.Sodom and Gomorrah. On the third day we were close on the -
Gulf Btream, and the usual feat of parlour, or rather gangway
magic, was performed by a boatswain’s mate, who lowered a
bucket of water over the gide and bade us plunge our hands
into it. It was cold as ice. Twenty minutes afterwards he
lowered the bucket again, drew up more water, and bade us dip.
We did, and the water was tepid, almost warm. There was an
increase of thirty degrees in temperature, and we were in that
stream which an irate American politician once threatened to
dam up and divert from the shores of England, thus leaving us
“ont in the cold,” and freezing perfidious Albion to the glacial
mean of Spitzbergen.

Three times—I do not understand the mysteries of navigation
—we crossed the Gulf Stream. We skirted the coast of Florida
go closely that we could see the pines that made a grim horizon
to that swampy shore—so closely, that you might almost fancy
you could see Secession in arms shaking its fists at the Stars
and Stripes we carried. All this country was, at the time to
which I refer, a land tabooed and accursed in Northern eyes.
It was the coast of a rebellious state. Below St. Augustines,
half-way between that and Key West, wé saw the coral reefs
and the Everglades. Coral reefs, I may observe, do not make
so pretty a show on the coast of Florida as the material does, i
the form of bracelets and earrings, in Mr. Phillips's windows in
Cockspur Street. In fact, a prudent shipmaster keeps as far
away from the coral reefs as he possibly can.

‘We should also have sighted Cape Florida Light and Carysfort
Light ; but the Confederates having carefully put the lights out,
to favour blockade running and perplex their enemies as far as
they could, it was rather ticklish navigation after sunset. How-
ever, it is but a few days’ voyage from New York to Cuba, and
we had a tight ship and great confidence in our captain, Occa-
gionally, when the look-out man signalled a sail, there was &
slight exhibition of nervousness among the passengers. The
loyal immediately assumed the stranger to be the Alabama, and
indulged in dire forebodings that within two hours the steamer’s
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chronometers would be ticking in the cabin of Captain Baphael
Semmes, C.8.A., the ship burnt, or bonded, and themselves
carried off to some port in the White Sea or the Indian Archi-
pelago, thence to firid their way to their destination as best they
could. The disloyal, of whom I am afraid we had a considerable
proportion among our passengers, generally jumped at the con-
clusion that the speck on the horizon, momentarily growing
larger, was a Yankee gunboat, specially detached from the
blockading squadron to overhaul us. What sudden declarations
there were of “whole hog” Union sentiments !—whsat divings
into state-rooms, there presumably to make such little matters as
revolvers, Confederate commissions; and rebel mail-bags, snug !

The captain was & discreet man, Union to the backbone, but
not inveterate against the opposite party. We had one pas-
senger on board who, for all the privacy in which he kept, and
the very large cloak in which he wrapped himself, was unmis-
takably; inside and out, Southern Greyback and ¢ Secesh.” To
this gentleman in political difficulties I heard onr worthy cap-
tain remark one morning, “ My Christian friend, I'll tell you
what it is : a8 soon as we get inside the Morro I should advise
you to clear out of one of the starboard ports, and never stop
running till we’ve got steam up again. The smell of Uncle
Sfm’s mail-bags ain’t good for you. It ain't, indeed.” The
which, I take it, was very sensible and at the same time very
kind-hearted counsel.

All this time, while we were eating and drinking, and lounging
and smoking, and dawdling over books and newspapers, and
card-playing, and listening to the grand pianoforte in the saloon,
which was exemplarily punished at least a dozen times a day
by Mrs. Colonel Spankie and Miss Alexandra McStinger, lady
passengers—and pretending that the time hung heavily on our
hands, when, to tell the truth, sluggards as we were, we revelled
in our laziness—there was going on all around us, and to a cer-
tain extent in our very selves, a curionsly phenomenal process
called Transformation. You have read poor Hawthorne’s deli-
cious book ; you have read “ Faust” (with an English “crib ") ;
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you have seen Lucas Cranach’s picture of the Fontaine de
Jouvence in the Berlin gallery? Well, we and our surround-
ings had become Transformed.

I had left New York in the middle of January, and in the
rigidest throes of a Northern winter. The snow lay thick in the
streets. They were skating on the lake in the Central Park.
There were midnight sleighing parties on the Bloomingdale
Road. The steamers on the North River had frozen fringes on
the water-lines of their hulls, like the callons raggedness thrown
out from the ends of a fractured bone; and you could see the
very shapes of the ferry-boats’ keels cut out in the quickly part-
ing ice that gathered about the landing-place. I had left Pier
No. Seventy-seven, bottom of I forget which street, swathed in
furs and woollens, and shivering through all my wrappers. I
heaped mountains of extraneous coverlets in my berth that night.
It was not quite so cold next day. On the third it was positively
mild. On the fourth morning, taking my ante-breakfast walk on
deck, I remarked with astonishment that I was clad in a full
suit of the very thinnest nankeen, and that I wore a very broad-
brimmed straw hat. Nankeen, white linen, or thin blue flannel,
was the only wear among my fellow-passengers, and the ladies
had become positive Zephyrs. The smallest children on board
testified very conclusively indeed as to the weather having
become warmer, by removing their apparel altogether, unless
restrained by parents or nurses; and then I remembered that I
had kicked off all the bed-clothes during the night, and had had
troubled dreams bearing on iced cider-cup. We had all become
Transformed. Where yesterday was a fire-shovel, to-day was a
fan. We looked no more on a gray angry wintry ocean, but on a
summer sea. It seemed ten years ago since there had been any
winter, and yet that was only the day before yesterday.

For four-and-twenty hours did we sigh and swelter and com-
plain of the intolerable heat, and yet think it the most delightful
thing in the world. We dined at four o’clock, as usual ; but the
purser, if he contracted for our meals, must have made rather a
good thing of our repast that day. The first course was scarcely
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over before seven-eighths of the diners rushed on deck to see the
highlands of Cubs. Yonder, rather blue and indistinct as yet,
was the Pan of Matanzas. That day we dined no more ; but,
there being a “bar” on deck, forward, with a New England
bar-keeper of many virtues and accomplishments in his profession,
dry cheerful spirits adjourned to his little caboose, and, with

stepdfast and smiling conviviality of countenance, did *liquor

up” on Bourbhon and old Rye, till the Pan of Matanzas, to which

we had come so close that it was clearly visible to the naked eye,

must have been to the convivialists more indistinct than ever.

We were yet many miles from Havana; but by the help of
strong opera-glasses and lively conversation and a glorious
tropical sunset, they were the shortest miles I ever kmew, by
land or sea. Coasting along the northern shore of Cuba from
Matanzas westward, by high hills and white houses which, with-
out any intervening beach or sand, came right down to the
water’s edge, like the castle-crowned vine-hills of the Rhine, we
gighted, just before sundown, the Morro Castle itself: a great
mass of dun-coloured rock, and tower, and battlement, and steep,
of which the various parts seem to have grown into one another,
like the rocky convent of the Sagrado San Miguel, so that you
could scarcely tell which was castle and which crag. From its
s®mmit floats the flag of the Most Catholic Queen, blood-red
and gold; and in front, and in the sea, like a tall grenadier on
guard, stands the Morro Lighthouse. No Confeds have put that
out.

‘We pass between the Morro and a promontory called the Punta,
and can see a harbour, forested with masts, and a city all glanc-
ing and twinkling with light. We revel in thoughts of landing ;
of abandoning our keys to a commissionnaire, and leaving the
examination of our luggage nntil the morrow morning ; of rush-
ing to an hotel ; of bathing and supping and going to the Tacon
Theatre, or eating ices at La Dominica, after the band had done
playing on the Plaza de Armas. Bless you, we know all about
Havana by this time., I seem to have been familiar with the
place for years. Did not Dagger and Bodkin and eke Carving-
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knife tell me all about it ? But the Captain of the Port of Sav
Cristobalde la Habana is a great man—a very great man, under
correction of the Captain-General Dulce be it spoken—and his
laws are stringent. The sunset gun has been fired ; the last notes
of the warning trumpets bave died away from the ramparts. We
are just permitted to smuggle into the outer harbour ; but thee”
is no landing for us until six a.m., and under the guns of the
Morro we are bound to remain all night. A very few years ago
even this privilege would not have been granted us, s0d we
ghould have been forced to turn our heads seaward, and anchor
in the roads.

It was tantalising, certainly ; but still it was exceedingly plea-
sant, and no one felt inclined to grumble. It was something, at
least, to know that the huge engines were at rest, and that we
ghould hear their churning and grinding, their panting and
trembling, no more, until, like Poor Jack in Dibdin’s song, we
“went to ses again.” 8o all the call was for coffee and cigars ;
and we idled about the deck and speculated on what might be
going on in the innumerable tenements in which the lights, now
dim, now bright, were shining. Then out came the moon, like a
great phantom of greenish white, and spread her arms right over
the city of Havana. We could make out the hoary towers of the
cathedral, and the church where is the tomb of Christoplfer
Columbue ; we could see the long slanting shadows cast by the
beetling guns of the Morro on the rubbled walls. Boats came
and went on the glassy waters of the harbour. There were
lights in the port-holes of the ships too. What was going on
there, 1 wonder ? Skipper drinking cold rum-and-water. First
officer playing & quiet rubber with the surgeon, the supercargo,
and duommy. Purser making up his acoounts; foremast men
drinking “Bweethearts and Wives,” in the round-house. Every-
body glad that the voyage is over, save perhaps that poor
Northern lady in the captain’s state-room, propped up with
pillows, affectionately tended by that little band of Sisters of
Charity who are going to New Orleans, and who is dying of con-
saumption. Even she, perchance, is grateful that the restless
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er.gines no longer moan and labour, and that to-morrow she may
lend and die in peace.

/ As “good nights” and “buenas noches” cross each other in
she harbour, you begin to wish you could find a friend to take a
gicond in “ All's well.” For the waning moon now deserts you,
a1 d only the twinkling lights shine out from the black masses of
buddings. The lights, too, are growing fewer, and ever since
yoi ceme into port—which was at about eight o’clock—you have
heard from time to time gusts of wild martial music from the
shore. These gusts, the captain tells you, are the strains of the
military bands playing in the Plaza de Armas. Hark! s most
tremendous crash! then what a quaint yet plaintive flow of
melody. Is that a Seguidilla, or a Cubana, or one of the hun-
dred variations of the Jota Aragonese? Now comes another
crash ; the cymbals have it clearly ; the bassoons have given out ;
’tis the big drum that is making all the running ; the cymbals
are nowhere ; bah, it is a dead-heat, and the grosss cassse and the
plated dishes comein together. Now the sounds have changed
their direction. The soldiers are marching home to their har-
racks. Now the wild sounds grow fainter ; now they die away
altogether, and Havana is left to silence and to me.

I walked the deck until long after the ship was wrapped in
darkness—all save the illumined binnacles and my fellow deck-
walkers’ cigar-tips. It was not at all the kind of night for going
to bed. It was, the rather, & night on which to stroll and stroll,
and indulge in the deleterious habit of smoking, and wonder how
many broadsides from the guns of the Morro it would take to
blow you out of the water, and try to remember one of the move-
ments of the Jota Aragonese, and at last, softly stealing into the
saloon and quite disdaining state-room berth, to fling yourself on
a couch and dream till morning of Mr, Alcachofado and the
three young creoles of Turnham Green.
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1I.
Tae HuMours oF HAVANA.

g: HE morning, you may be sure, did not find me a
sluggard on my couch in the saloon. Never rose a
lark, or & landscape-painter on his first sketching-
tour in Wales, with more alacrity than did I from
the steam-packet’s scrubby velvet sofa. Early bird as I was,
there had been even lighter sleepers ; and the ship, above and
below, was full of joyous life. During the few hours of darkness,
too, that process of Transformation I lately spoke of had been
making rapid progress. I had fallen asleep, it is true, in Span-
ish waters but in Anglo-Saxon company, but I woke up on board
a caravel belonging to the Spanish Armada. The grave, sonorous,
and dignified Castilian—noblest and most Romanesque of tongues
—resounded on every side ; and although the day wanted several
hours of breakfast-time, the blue filmy fumes of the cigaritus
were floating about the cabin like aromatic gossamer.

The consumption of chocolate was immense. Only yesterday
we had been content with an early morning cup of coffee ; but
chocolate is the sole recognised Spanish desayuno, or break-
fast ; nor, with & glass of cold water and a cigarito afterwards,
does it make you so very bilious. Or is it that your liver
becomes, on your entrance into these torrid climes, so utterly
disorganised that nothing can make you mors bilious, save the
yellow fever which kills you? ¢ If in doubt, take a drink,” says
the American proverb. You had better give chocolate the benefit
of the doubt, and drink zkat; for althongh made so thick that
a spoon will well-nigh stand upright in the cup, it is & most
delicious and refreshing beverage. .I noticed, too, that several of
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our Transatlantic fellow-passengers, in compliment to the climate
and the Spanish flag, had substituted chocolate for their habitual
“morning glory,” or cocktail ; in fact, one gentleman, used to
these latitudes, informed me that he had “swore off” alcohol
altogether, until when returning from New Orleans, whither he
was bound, he should be north of Cape Florida again; “and
then,” he concluded, “I guess I will change my breath, and
nominate my p’ison”—a pradent resolve, and one that English-
men a8 well as Americans would do well to imitate in the tropics.
Yellow Jack is & bitter foe, and swamp fever a fearful scourge ;
but I will back Old Rye and brandy-pawnee to sweep off more
Anglo-Saxons in a week than the “ vomito” or the fever will do
in a month.

Tables and chairs covered with oranges—come from none could
tell precisely where ; but it seems to rain oranges in Havana—
and the presence of sundry officials in suits of white linen or
faint blue stripe, with huge Panama hats, helped to complete the
idea of Transformation. Are you aware of the beanties of a
Panama hat? It is of fine straw—straw so fine and so exquisitely
plaited that it appears to be of one united glossy nature. It is
as soft as silk, and as strong as chain-mail, and as elastic as
caoutchouc. If you are caught in a shower of rain, and your
Panama gets wet through, you have only to wring it out as
though it were a towel, and hang it on your walking-stick to dry,
and in a quarter of an hour it will have regained its pristine
shape. The Spaniards declare that a Panama is shot-proof and
an infallible protection against sunstroke ; but of these assertions
I have my doubts. The life of a Panama hat may he measured
by that of a raven. It is supposed never to wear omt. At all
events, there is a cunning hatter in New York, who, for ten
dollars, will undertake to return to you, as good as new, a
Panama which is twenty years old, and has been in the wars,
and shipwrecked, and thrown into & lime-kiln, a tan-pit, and a
bucket of tar. This peerless hat is not to be purchased at & mean
price. It is the dearest head-gear manufactured. Red-skinned
maidens have intoned whole cantos of Indian epics while they
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plaited and sewed together those minute eircles of straw. A
good Panamsa will stand yom in frem fifty to seventy-five pesos
ds oro—from ten to fifteen pounds sterling.

And now, on this first of tropical mornings, did the steamer’s
state-rooms give up their semi-dead. Whole families of sefioras
and sefioritas made their appearance in shiny black and pink
silks, and low mantillas, and pink stockings, and white satin
shoes, and colossal fans, ready for any amount of flirtation,
serenade-bearing, and bull-fight witnessing. Where had those
wefioras and sefioritas been for the last five days? On their
backs, I trow, in their berths, screeching piteously when the
ateamer pitched ; moaning dismally when she rolled ; imbibing
chlorodyne, cognac, tea, and other nostrums against sea-sickness,
and calling upon many saints. Our Lady de los Remedios
might be the best to invoke under such circumstances, perchance.

There is an immensely stout old lady in violet-coloured satin,
with a back-comb as high as the horn of Queen Philippa in old
tlluminations, & burnt-sienna countenance, a cavalry recruit’s
moustache, a8 bright green umbrella, and an oaken casket clasped
with brass under one arm. This is the old lady, I apprehend, to
whom the stewardess used to take in such tremendous rations of
stewed beefsteak, fried bananas, and bottled ale every day at
dinper-time.  She suffered awfully. Her cries for “Cervesa
Inglesa” were incessant., She was troubled in her mind one
afternoon when we had a chopping sea on, and sent for one of
the Sisters of Charity; but I am sorry to say that nurse and
patient did not agree, and that the good sister was speedily dis-
missed with unhandsome epithets. Sister Egyptiaca being of
Irish extraction, fresh from an orphanage in New York—whence
she was_going, good little creature, in perfect peace and content-
ment, to risk her life in the fever-haunted wards of a New
Orleans hospital—and speaking nothing but English, and the old
lady only talking Spanish, may have had something to do with
their misunderstanding. However, the old lady is all right now.
She is very voluble ; she has given the steward a golden ducat ;
and he has kindled a match for her, and she has begun to smoke
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8 cigarette. It is reported that the oaken casket with the brass
olasps is full of diamonds. The stewardess says she always kept
it under her pillow during the voyage. She looks a rich old
lady ; comfortably quilted with ounces, moidores, and pieces of
eight, I connect her in my mind with a huge sugar estate and
teeming gangs of negroes. I would rather be her overseer than
her slave, I think.

It is worthy of remark, as another element in the Transforma-
tion we have undergone, that our talk is now all of a metallic
coinage. Five days ago nobody had anything but greenbacks.
The stewards won’t look at greenbacks now. Five days ago, the
passenger who had hoarded a silver dollar was quite & lion ; he
who had an English sovereign hanging to his watch-chain was
made much of ; and one thin dry New Englander, who was abso-
lutely the owner of an American gold double eagle—the hand-
somest coin in the world—kept it in a wash-leather case, like a
watch, would -only exhibit it on pressing solicitation, and I am
led to infer made rather a good thing of it by taking the precious
piece forward and allowing the “hands ” to smell it at five cents
a sniff. But what cared we for paper money now? Piles of
gold suddenly made their appearance. Little bills for stimulants
were paid in five-dollar pieces bearing the effigy of Isabel
Sedunda. For the first time in my life I saw those numismatic
parallels to Brobdingnag and Lilliput—to dignity and impudence
—the gold dollar, which is about the size of an English silver
penny, and the gold doubloon or ounce, which, to the dazed and
delighted eye of the possessor, looks as large as one of King
Orcesus’ chariot wheels, but is in reality about the diameter of &
crown-piece and is worth three pounds ten shillings sterling.

They say Havana is the dearest city in the world ; and I can-
not help thinking that the costliness of living there is mostly due
to the fact of the ounce heing held to many intents and purposes
the financial unit. It is the creole sovereign. If you stay at a
friend’s country-house and his body-servant has valeted you, you
give the man an ounce; if you bet on a cock-fight, you bet an
ounce ; if & bull-fighter has won your approbation, you send him
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an ounce ; if the prima donna at the Tacon takes a benefit, you
purchase a stall and pay an ounce—or &8s many ounces a8 your
admiration for the prima donna prompts you to disburse. A
whole lottery-ticket—an  entiero,” as it is called—costs an ounce.
If you hire a volante and two horses for the day, the driver very
coolly demands an ounce for his fare : in short, I should imagine
that the only wild animal in Cuba must be the Ounce. “I call
‘that man a gentleman,” I once heard a German settler in Havana
remark, “who can afford to lose at ‘monté’ or ¢tressilio,
every day of his life, four or five ounces.,” Four or five ounces !
Ingots and goldbeaters’ hammers! to what a Tom Tiddler’s
ground had I come! '

I went on deck, where everything was noise, bustle, and Trans-
formation, and where they seemed already to be taking in oranges,
bananas, and cocoa-nuts as a return cargo. The skipper only
remained untransformed. He wore the same fluffy white hat,
the same long-skirted bottle-green coat with the same blue-black
velvet collar, and the same shepherd’s-plaid trousers in which he
had stood imposingly on the paddle-bridge of his ship, foot of
pier Number Something, New York city, five days since. He
had a heart of oak, this skipper of ours, and I believe was an
excellent seaman and navigator ; but I could never divest myself
of the impression that he had been concerned in dry-goods, or
even a wooden nutmeg factory, before he had taken to going
down to the sea in ships. He had made, I daresay, fifty trips to
Cuba, but he couldn’t speak Spanish yet. He pressed the doctor
into his service to act as interpreter in a slight dispute with the
health officer. ¢ Ain’t posted up in his lingo,” he unaffectedly
remarked.

I looked over the side and drank in a spectacle the most
gloriously picturesque I had ever beheld. I have travelled a
good deal ; but there are many spots, even on the map of Europe,
which to me are still terra #ncognita. I have never been to India.
I have never been in Australia. Looking out upon the crowded
port of Havana, I was reminded irresistibly of the market-scene
in “Masaniello ”—the Morro Castle doing duty for Vesuvius.
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‘We were close upon a quay swarming with sunburnt varlets in red
nightecaps, in striped nightcaps, in broad flapping straw hats, and
some with silken kerchiefs of gay colours twisted round their
heads. Nearly all wore gaudy sashes round their loins. They
were bare-armed and bare-legged ; their shirts were open at the
breast ; and if they had jackets, those garments hung loose upon
their shoulders, or with the sleeves tied in & knot before them.
Dark elf locks, black glittering eyes, earrings, and little dangling
crosses round the neck ; baskets of fish and baskets of fruit, crates
of crockery, coops of poultry; cries of gratulation, welcome,
derision, defiance, quarrels never ending in blows, general hubbub
and confusion ; and over all the hot, hot Sun and the cloudless
vault of blue.

But the market-scene in “Masaniello” soon faded away to
nothingness, Havana began to assert its own individuality. I
saw a town whose houses were painted in all the colours of the
rainbow. I saw long lines of gray and crumbling bastions, and
curtains and ravelins built in old times by jealous Spanish viceroys,
and which I learned, not without pleasure, General Dulce, the
then Oaptain-General, was beginning to demolish, to give the
pent-up city of Havana elbow-room. From all these bastions and
raveling the morning drums and trumpets of the garrison were
braying and rub-a-dubbing at the most alarming rate. The
port seemed as full of shipping as the Pool of London; and
what scant show of blue water there was to spare was packed
close as Cowes harbour at a regatta with the shore-boats. Pretty
little gkiffs they are, with a lateen sail, often decorated with a
full-length portrait of San Cristobal, the patron saint of Havana,
and with a gaily striped awning aft,

From where we lay was a good twenty minutes’ row or sail to
the custom-house. Were the Americans to gain possession of
Cuba—a consummation which, for many reasons, is most devoutly
to be wished, for they would be bound to commence their occupa-
tion by the abolition of slavery—they would have twenty piers
built in the inner port in less than six months, and the passenger
steamers would come quietly up to the pier-foot and discharge
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their passengers on the wharves without any boats at all ; but
this is not the Spanish way of doing business, ¢ Mafiana,” they
would answer, were this necessary reform pressed on their atten-
tion. The anthorities are of opinion that the harbour boatmen
have a right to live as well as other folks ; 80 you are not allowed
to proceed from your ship to the shore without the intermediary
of a boatman, to whom you pay & dollar and as much more as
he can argue you out of. He never threatens, never is rude : his
endeavours to obtain an additional four-and-twopence cannot
even be called begging. He puts the case to you as one between
man and man; he appeals to your sense of justice, your self-
respect, your honour. You are a caballero; he is a caballero.
This—here he rests on his oars a moment, or objurgates Pepe,
his assistant, who is putting on too much sail—will at once lead
you to accede to his demand. The name of the boat which con-
veyed me to the shore on this said morning was “ La Rectitud.”
The boatman was a most unconscionable rogue; but there was
something in the calm assumption of dignity in the name on the
stern which drew the dollars from us as though we had been two-
years children.

I am reminded that when I use the first person singular I
might with greater propriety use the plural, for in this trip to
Havana I made one in a party of three. I had two genial
travelling companions, both fellow-countrymen, in whose mirthful
fellowship I enjoyed to the full all the humours of Havana, and
with one of whom I was destined to travel to a stranger and more
distant land, of which in process of time I purpose to discourse.
But as these travelling companions happen to be alive and
merry~as they will probably read these papers, and a3 one in
the Old and the other in the New World are as well known as
Charing Cross—I feel that it would be impertinent to drag them
into & rambling and fantastic narration, full of perverse conceits
and most- egregions fancies ; and I hesitate, too, to veil them
under thin pseudonyms or provoking dashes.*

. * I may partially lift the veil as regards them now. One of my travel-
ling companions (alas), Don Eustaquio Barron, whom to know was to love,
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Let me, then, the old Babbler, be solely responsible for all I
put my egotism to; and as for any other travellers, not my
immediate companions, whom I may touch upon, do you set
them down as mere brain-worms, abstractions, and creatures of
the imagination. Do you know that I was once most savagely
handled by the Affectionate Review for having made an
“ unmanly attack” on the character of a lady, in depicting the
airiest shadow in the world of a harmless spinster, by name
Miss Wapps, with whom, years ago, I journeyed due north as
far as Cronstadt? To please critics of the affectionate school,
all travellers should be blind and deaf and dumb, and should
write their words in invisible ink and publish them in coal-
cellars.

I, then, Babbler, having, after many shouts and with much
loss of inward animal moisture, selected a boat from among
upwards o afty applicants, saw my luggage thereinto, and free
pratique having been granted by the officer of health, was rowed
to shore. I should not have minded that health officer’s boat as
a conveyance but for the thought that people whose business is
mainly with the quarantine and the lazaretto usually carry about
with them the seeds of the cholera or the yellow fever, and die
thereof. It was a most luxurious shallop, with an awning striped
crimson and white, a rich carpet, and cushioned benches. The
crimson and gold banner of Spain, with the crown on, floated at
the stern ; and under the awning the health officer lolled at his
ease, clad in bright nankeen, a red cockade in his Panama, and
smoking a very big Puro. My passport, a document with a very
big red seal, granted me by Mr. Archibald, her Majesty’s Consul
at New York, had been left with the purser on board the steamer,
and would duly be transferred to the Havana police anthorities.
and whose princely hospitality I enjoyed during my stay in Mexico, is dead.
Of mingled British and Spa.msh lineage—he used laughingly to say that he
scarcely kmew whether it was in English or in Spanish that he thought—
his friends declared that he had Two Hearts, and that both were of gold.
He was continually travelling about, doing kind and generous and noble

gmgu and gentle and simple, rich and poor, alike bewailed his untimely
ath
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The journey to the shore is very picturesque, though somewhat
tedious. One man rows; another attends to the sail ; both are
smoking and occasionally squabble ; and you, the passenger, are
expected to steer. If you happen to be totally unacquainted
with that art and mystery, the possibility of your running foul of
other craft in the port is not a very remote one ; and sometimes,
while the boatmen are quarrelling or singing a little duet about
% Juani-i-i-ta, la chi-i-i-quita ! the boat lets you know that she
has something to say for herself, by heeling over and capsizing.
But I believe no passenger in a shore-boat was ever known to be
drowned before he had paid his fare ; and if you steer badly, the
helmsman in the next boat may be steering worse ; and the two
negatives make an affirmative, saying “yes” to the question
whether you are to get safe to the custom-house. I suppose
there are persons who can steer by intuition. I know there are
people who can drive mail phaetons, mix salad, and compose
charades, without ever having been taught. It is a gift. One is
born to it, as to roasting meat and playing the overture to
“ Semiramide ” on the chin.

The custom-house was an apartment as big as a barn—all the
rooms in Havana are huge. The floor was intolerably dirty ; but
the roof was & magnificent open timber one: the timber being in
golid beams of delightfully fragrant cedar. 8o you had the Augean
Stables underneath and Solomon’s Palace in all its glory above—
not an uncommon contrast in Cuba. The custom-house officers
gave us very little tronble. I addressed the first gentleman with
a cockade I met as ¢ Sefior "—I should perhaps have called him
“ Caballero ”—begged a cigar light from him, and slipped a
dollar into his hand. He opened one of my trunks, let a little
tobacco-smoke into the orifice to famigate it, and then dismissed
me with & very low bow.

Then I was handed to a little grated wicket, where another
official—who was smoking so desperately that he sat, as it were, in
the midst of a fleecy cloud, like one of Sir James Thornhill’s
allegories in the Painted Hall at Greenwich—asked me my name
and country, and delivered to me a printed license to reside in
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Cuba for the space of three calendar months ; which was very
kind on his part, seeing that I only intended to remain in the
island until the West India mail-packet came in from 8t. Tiomas.
This license cost a good deal of money—four or five dollai, T
think ; and I noticed that, when the official had filled up the
form, he was a very long time in sanding it from a small pepper-
caster, and looked very hard at me. I know from long expe-
rience what being intently regarded by an official of the Latin
race means, and so “ executed ” myself without delay. We parted
the best of friends, and I was a dollar the poorer.

I was now free to proceed to an hotel ; but this was much
more easily said than done. In the first place, there were no
public conveyances about save the volantes, which are vehicles
far too ethereal to carry heavy luggage ; in the next, to find any
tolerably comfortable hotel in Havana is a labour which, had it
been imposed on Hercules, might have caused that strong man
to be a little less conceited about his triumph over the Eryman-
thian boar and the eleven otber difficulties. The wealthy and
splendid city of Havana is worse off for hotels than any other
in the civilised world. The Antilles, perhaps, cannot be held as
belonging entirely to civilisation ; but, as the “Queen” of the
Antilles, I think Havana might maintain at least one decent inn.

There is an hotel in the Plaza Isabel Segunda, close to the
Tacon Theatre, kept by M. Legrand, a Frenchman ; but I had
heard dismal reports as to its cleanliness, and it was situated,
besides, beyond the walls, whereas I wanted to be near the Plaza
de Armas and the sea. There i a very excellent boarding-house,
clean, comfortable, and well appointed, kept by Mrs. Almé, an
American lady; but her accommodation is limited, and her
establishment is nearly always as “complete” a8 & Parisian omni-
bus on & wet day. I have been told, also, that there is a slight
drawback to the comfort you enjoy at Mrs. Almé’s in the fact
of the house being the chosen resort of consumptive invalids
from the United States, who have fled from the asperity of the
northern winter to the warmer gky of Cuba. But they are often
in the penultimate stage of the discase when they land; they
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don’t get better ; and it.is apt to spoil your dinner—so I was
told—when, inquiring for your next neighbour of the day before
who talked so charmingly of the last opera and so hopefully of
the coming bull-fight, you are informed that he has been dead
for some hours, and will be buried this sundown in the Potters’
Field. You grow accustomed to this at last, for it may be said,
without exaggeration, life in these regions of “vomito ” and fever
resembles life on board a man-o’-war in war time. You are very
merry with Jack and Tom overnight ; and on the morrow Jack is
¢ knocked over” and Tom ¢ loses the number of his mess,” and
you say “Poor Jack !” “Poor Tom!” Their clothes are sold
by auction before the mast, and you forget all about the sad
occurrence.

With the exception of Legrand’s and Mrs. Almé’s, the inns of
Havana are all very like what I should imagine the fondas and
posadas of Old Spain, away from Madrid, to be. I had heard
such dreadful stories about them, that, blinking the pulmonary
drawback, I determined to try Mrs. Almé’s. By this time, with
the assistance of several willing and grinning negroes, who
danced with delight at the gift of a very small silver coin—I
never saw any copper money in Havana—my luggage had been
piled on a machine closely resembling one of those miniature drays
in England on which a very small barrel of beer is drawn by a
very big horse, conducted by & very big man. The beast of
draught was in this case a bullock, with a tremendous yoke, not
over his shoulders but right across his forehead. The poor animal
certainly earned his bread by the sweat of his brow ; and to judge
from his lean flanks and protruding bones, I should infer that the
jerked beef he might furnish, subsequent to his demise, would be
dear at threepence a pound.

The conductor, who sat the animal side-saddle fashion, was a
wrinkled old negro whose wool had turned white, and whose
wicked old head—he was such a nasty-looking old man—was
surmounted by a ragged straw hat. He was singing, of course,
occasionally varying that recreation by skinning and gobbling the
pulp of some oranges, of which he had & pocketful, and on the
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*whole took things very essily, I presume he was & slave. T was
bound to walk behind this sable drayman ; for although I might
have taken a volante, was it not my duty to follow my luggage ?
And but for an uncomfortable fancy that if I stepped on the
dray and sat aside my trunk I should look like a traitor being
drawn to execution at Tyburn on a sledge, I would have patron-
ised that mode of locomotion.

There was no obtaining admission at Mrs. Almé’s. Intending
visitors had written for their rooms a month or six weeks in
advance ; and the mansion was as full of phthisis as a Ventnor
lodging-house. Next I tried the “ Fonda de America,” a few
streets off. There was some room in that hotel, which was under
the arcades of a crumpling old portal, not unlike the Covent
Garden piazzas, with the aroma of all the Spanish onions, leeks,
and shallots of the adjoining market hanging about the stair-
case :—a despotism of garlic tempered by tobacco-smoke. The
landlady was a German—fair, fat, and twenty-five, and was bask-
ing in a rocking-chair, enjoying the smoke and the smell of onions
with apparently intense gusto. The perfume was almost like
Fatherland, She had one huge apartment to let. It was nbt
vacated yet; but the occupant, a French commercial traveller,
who had seemingly just risen, and who was carefully oiling and
curling himself before a glass, most courteously permitted me to
inspett the room. He was quite affable, indeed, and was good
enough to inform me that a packet I saw lying on a side-table
containeksome of the genunine Amaranthine soap of her Majesty
Queen Victoria, patented and gold medalled at the Universal
Exhibition of 1855, and that he was just then clearing throngh
“the custom-house eighteen cases of Bully’s Toilet Vinegar. Ere I
Miitted his quarters he likewise enounced the opinion that the
idand of Cuba was un fichu pays, and that the landlady of the
Fonda de America was a mégeérs.

Heaven bless the Frenchman, wherever in the world’s weary
journey you find him! He is always easy, sprightly, confidential,
and conversational. Bless him for his grimaces, his airy philo-
sophy, his harmless, naive vanity. He is, with the exception of
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the Englishman, the best travelling comrade in the world ; ouiy,
for an Englishman to speak to a stranger to whom he has not been
introduced, the stranger must be in the cramp-stage rof the
cholera morbus, or on the point of having his brains blown out
by robbers. Then, but then only, the Briton becomes own
brother to the man he doesn’t know. But the Frenchman waits
for no such crisis.

There was room at the ¢ America,” but not for all of me. You
will bear in mind that I was in triplicate ; and so raw was I then
to Hispano-American usages, that I imagined that a traveller with
money in his pocket had a right to a bedroom to himself. I had
yet to learn that our English word comrade is derived from three
Spanish words—* camar a dos,” double-bedded lodgings. I took
a bath at the “ America,” for the good of the house and my own
(the oftener you bathe before eating, and the more seldom after-
wards, in the tropics, the better it will be for you) ; and then the
dray and I and the negro, who was a spiteful old man and had
lost his temper fearfully by this time, resumed our peregrinations.
We tried, I think, at “Los Dos Amigos,” “La Reyna de Ingla-
terra,” “ La Corona de Espafia,” and other hostelries ; but the
answer in all of them was “no room,” or “mnot room enough.”
I was, for the nonce, El Sefior “ Ferguson,” and not fated to lodge
anywhere ; and the negro sitting side-saddle on the bullock
began to spit and swear in Spanish like an infuriated old cat.

But to me the time was not all lost. Far from it. I had
begun to study the humours of Havana. The time had worn
away, it was ten o’clock, and the city had burst into the full blaze
of tropical life. The Anglo-Americans rail at Havana because
the streets are so narrow and so tortuous; but ah! from ten to
four p.m. how grateful you are for narrow devious lanes, in lien
of broad staring thoroughfares! You have the inestimable
blessing of Shade. Now and then you must take, perforce, a hot
bath and frizzle for a moment in the sunshine as you cross a
plaza ; or, turning a corner, the sun, suddenly espying you,
cleverly shoots a ray at your head which pierces your brain well-
nigh a8 an arrow would, but you are soon in the shade again,
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* Tte streets of Havana are perhaps as clean as those of most
souther) European towns. The principal sanitary inspectors are
named Ghrlic and Tobacco-smoke, They are at least determined
to keep the other stenches down. The roadway is littered and
untidy, but who should complain of litter ‘composed mainly of
orange-peel, the rinds of pine-apples, cocoa-nut shells, fragments
of melons, and exhausted Indian corn-cobs? I must go to~
Covent Garden again for a comparison. Don’t you know that
delightful litter between the grand avenue and the old Hummums
—I mean that spot where the orange-boxes are bursting, and the
almonds are tumbling out of their sacks, and the Irish market-
women sit in the June afternoon shelling peas. The ecene is untidy,
but grand. I always think of the Garden of Eden run to seed, in
consequence of the gardener, Adam, having been turned away for
stealing apples.

There is but a ridiculous apology for a foot-pavement in these
streets, The average width of the #rotfoir certainly does not exceed
twelve inches. It is a kerbstone with nothing to curb. I have
fancied this exiguity of path to be a deliberate device on the part
of the municipality to keep up the practice of politeness in
Havana, for of course, if you meet any one on the #rotiotr pro-
ceeding in a contrary direction to your own, you naturally step
into the kennel to allow him to pass. You don’t give him the
wall, you give him the totality of the pavement. This hypothesis,
I fear, however, is as fantastical as the one suggested, that the
narrowness of the streets in Havana is also due to premeditation,
and is designed to allow opposite neighbours to light their cigars
from each other’s weeds.

Small as is the space between the houses, they preserve, never-
theless, a tolerably perpendicular elevation ; whereas in the town
of Algiers, which in the narrowness of its thoroughfares closely
resembles Havana, the houses are built on the lean-to principle.
Each story seems €n the brink of toppling over, and at the roofs
opposite houses nearly kiss each other. I have heard that the
Moorish architects adopted this style of construction from notions
of economy. You see that all but the very narrowest strip of sky
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must be shut out. Why ? The heavens above are for ten hours -
out of the twenty-four one blazing basin of burnished copper. The
Cubans, however, being wealthy, can afford to leave a wider space
between their houses ; but while the sun shines they shut him out
with vast awnings of parti-coloured stuffs. This aspect of Havana
would delight the heart of an Edgington. The populous part of
the city is one huge marquee.

Ah, and how shady the shops are! There are some as dark
as the purser’s store-room in a cockpit. You enter them, not
only to shop, but to bestow yourself in a rocking-chair, to nod,
and to take, if you please, forty winks. The shopkeeper never
dreams of disturbing you. He puts your nap in the bill ; that
is to say, he adds fifty per cent. to the price of the articles you
wish to purchase. Of course yon beat him down. You bargain
for everything in Havana ‘“‘mayor o menor,” wholesale or retail.
The apothecary who sells you a blue pill expects an amicable little
tusele over the price. 'What matter ? It fills up the time ; and
unless you are concerned in sugar or coffee, you are sure to have
plenty of time hanging on your hands. ¢ Are there no beggars
at your gate ? are there no poor about your lands ?” the Poet
Laureate might indignantly ask. Well, the poor are slaves, and
are very fat and shiny and seemingly well cared for (which does
not in the least militate against slavery being a stupid, blunder-
ing, and accursed anachronism, of which the Spaniards them-
selves are heartily sick) ; and as for the beggars, I never saw any
in Havana; and had I met one, I should certainly not have
presumed to offer him less than a golden dollar.

The tradespeople seldom, if ever, put their names over their
shop-fronts. They adopt signs instead—not painted or plastic
ones a8 the Americans and the Germans do, but simply written
inscriptions usually implying some ethical allusion. “La
Rectitud,” our old friend of the boat, is much patronised by the
mercers ; but that tradesman in the Calle O'Reilly must have had
queer ideas of rectitude when he charged me seventy-five dollars
for a dress professedly made of pina or pine-apple fibre, but
which subsequently turned out to be a gilk grenadine from Lyons,
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- not worth three guineas. Then you have “La Probidad,” “La
Integridad,” *“ La Buena Fé” ¢ La Consciencia”—all special
favourites with the gentlemen of the narrow width and ell wand.
Their signs are very pretty, but methinks they do profess too much.
Some are simply arrogant, “ Todos me elogian ”—I am praised by
everybody; “ Mi fama por el orbe vuela ”—my fame is universal :
these are over the cigar-shops. The photographer has a flourish
about “El Sol de Madrid” and “El Rayo de Luz;” one studio
went by the name of ‘ El Relampago ”~—the flash of lightning ;
and I never could refrain from laughing at the motto adopted
by the proprietor of a shop for the sale of lucifer matches—
“ La Explogion,”

And now, if you please, picture these thread-my-needle
thoroughfares, not one of them a third so wide as Hanway Yard,
shady to intensity, but yet rich in the tender tints of reflected
light, and semitones stealing through the diaphanous awnings
overhead, with here and there a burst, a splash, an *explosion,”
of positive light and colour—where the sun has found a joint
in the armour of awning, and made play with his diamond dart ;
picture these lanes thronged from morning till night with sallow
Spanish creoles, in white linen and Panamas, and negroes and
negresses gaudy, gaping, and grinning, according to the wont of
our African brothers and sisters. Now and then a slouch-hatted,
black-cassocked priest, now and then a demure Jesuit father ;
many soldiers in suits of ‘‘seersucker”—a material resembling
thin bed-ticking—straw hats, and red cockades; many itinerant
vendors of oranges, lemonade, sugar-plums, and cigars ; for though
every third shop is g tobacconist’s, there is a lively trade in
cigars done in the streets.

The narrowness of the foot-pavement affects you little. You
may walk in the roadway without inconvenience. There is no-
thing to run over you save the bullock-drays, whose rate of speed
rarely exceeds & mile an hour, and the pack-mules, which are so
laden with fresh-cut Indien corn-stalks for fodder that only their
noses and the tips of their tails are visible beneath their burdens,
and they look like animated bayricks—and the volantes, which
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are 80 light and springy that they would scarcely crush the legs
of a fly if their wheels passed over him.

I confess that these several and sundry humours of Havana
were, when first I yiewed them, subordinated to my intense desire
to find an inn in which I could take mine ease; and I was on the
point of desiring the old negro (who was frantic with rage by
this time) to turn his bullock’s head to the city gates and journey
towards Legrand's, when the odour of a decidedly first-rate
cuizgine attracted me, and ultimately induced me to put up at a
Fonda called “El Globo,” in the Calle del Obispo. To tell the
truth, I wanted my breakfast desperately.
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III.
A COURTYARD IN HAVANA.

LEFT my unworthy self and worthier friends and
my trunks, so far as I can recollect, just discharged
from a bullock-dray at the Fonda called “ El Globo,”
in the Calle del Obispo—Ilet us say Bishopsgate
Street—Havana. Something like four months have elapsed since
I found that anchorage, and, glad enough to be in any soundings,
ordered breakfast. El Globo—not that Cuban inn, but the real
rotund habitable globe—has gone round in the maddest of
gyrations since I began to talk of the humours of Havana.
I have been much tossed about and am brought very low.

It was at Berlin, in a house overlooking the bridge which has
the statues of Peace and Plenty, and over against the great gilded
dome of that Schloss which the Kings of Prussia find so gloomy
that they are afraid to live in it, and have fled to & pleasant
modern palace under the Linden—it was there, beneath the
darkling shadow of the Prussian Eagle’s wings, that I penned the
last paragraph of my last paper about the Queen of the Antilles.
Then the world began to roll and the teetotum to spin again.
Just as I was stepping into & train bound for St. Petersburg, a
civil person in uniform put into my hand a telegram containing
these simple words, “ Please go to Madrid. There is a Revolution
in Spain.” The next night I was in Cologne; the morning after
I was'in Paris; at night I supped at Dijon ; next morning I
breakfasted at Bordeaux, and lunched at Irun ; late in the evening
a voice cried “Valladolid,” and I had some chocolate; and the
next day, the fourth, being Sunday, I got to Madrid, and (it bemg
& great saint’s day) was just in time to take a ticket in a raffle for
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Saint Anthony’s pig—“el santo pochinillo,” astheyeallhlm. I
must tell you about that pig some day.

I put it to you, most forbearing of readers, how could I, being
for the first time in my life in Old Spain, take up at once the
thread of my reminiscences of Spain the New? Had I striven to
do 8o, the result would have been but a sadly tangled skein. My
conscience pricked me sometimes, I admit. Once I had a most
dolorous twinge ; it was in an old library at Seville, and, turning
over & vellum-bound volume—* Marco Polo’s Travels,” I think—
I came upon some marginal Aotes, written in Latin, and in & bold
honest hand. The old canon who was my guide reverently
doffed his shovel-hat when the page, full of marginal notes, lay
bare. “They are worth ten thousand reals a letter,” quoth Don
Basilio. “Ten thousand! they are priceless. They are by the
Great Admiral.”

Yes; these were annotations to Marco Polo by Christopher
Columbus. Of the authenticity of the autograph there was no
doubt. The old library I speak of belonged to the Admiral’s son,
a learned, valorous, virtuous man, like his sire, and to the chapter
of Seville cathedral he bequeathed all his books. I say my
conscience smote me. How had I lingered over the humours of
that Havana which Columbus discovered ! There is & picture of
the Admiral hung up in the library: a picture painted by a
Frenchman, and presented to the chapter by Louis Philippe in
exchange for a choice Murillo. Out of the canvas the mild eyes
seemed to look on me reproachfully. I fancied the grave, resolute
lips moving, and that their speech ran: “ What are you doing
here? Why don’t you go back to Havana?”” But it was no
fault of mine. I was a teetotum, and to wheel about and turn
about was my doom.

Coming out of that strange and fascinating land—the most
comfortless and the most charming in the world—I sat down one
day in the Frezzaria at Venice and said, “I really must go back
to Havana.” Ro taking hold of Old Spain, I cut its throat and
tied & Chubb’s patent fireproof safe to its neck and a couple of
fity-six pound shot to its legs, and towing the corse out to the
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Lido, sank it just under the lee of the Armenisn convent of St
Lazaro. It fell with a plash and sank at once. “Back to St.
Mark’s,” I cried to the gondolier; “and lie there, Old Spain,” I
continued, apostrophising two or three ripples which played above
the deed that I had done, as though murder were a thing to laugh
at—‘lie there; and the fishes may feed on you till I need your
bones and dredge you up again.” Old bones have their uses.
Professor Liebig once stated that all Europe was ransacked to
supply England with bones. I have marked the spot where my
skeleton lies, full fathom five.

But I could not, somehow, go back to Havana. Cuba was.coy.
She floated in the air; she danced; she smiled at me, but she
would not be embraced. Like unto those strange apparitions
which mock the shepherd’s sight on the Westmoreland fells, now
seeming a8 the form of one that spurs his steed midway along a
hill, desperate—now merging into a gorgeous train of cavaliers
with glittering armour and waving standards—and now fading
into vaporous nothingness, I could see, remote, intangible, the
Phantom of the Antilles; the burnished sun, the coral glowing
beneath the dark blue water; the smooth, black sharks waiting
about the bathing-places and raging at the walls of planks; the
waving palms, the sanguinolent banansas, the orange and pine-apple
groves of the rich island. But she would not approach me then.
You cannot always make of your mind an indexed ledger which
you can open at will, and, under the proper letter, at the proper
page, and in the proper column, find the matter you want, set
down with clerk-like accuracy, underruled with red, and ticked off
with blue ink. There are seasons when you mislay the key of the
ledger, or find the leaves blotted, the index blurred, the entries
effaced. Sometimes the firm your transactions with which you are
desirous of recalling has gone bankrupt, and the accounts are being
unravelled by Mesars. Coleman, Turquand, and Young. Cuba, in
short, would not come at call, and it was not until I embarked
on the Adriatic and went over to Trieste, whence, as you know,
there are steamers starting continually for all parts of the world,
that I began to feel a little tropical again, and find my Memory.

D



50 . UNRDER THE BUN.

At El Globo they gave us a double-bedded room. Double-
bedded ! The apartment itself would have afforded ample quar-
ters to five-and-twenty dragoons, horses, forage, and all. It was
very like a barn, and had an open timber roof, very massive, but
very primitive in its framework. The beams, it is true, were of
cedar, and smelt deliciously. I had no means of ascertaining the
peculiar hue of the walls or of the floor, for beyond a narrow
parallelogram of sunshine thrown on the latter when the doors
were open, the apartment was quite dark. It was one of a series
surrounding the patio, or courtyard ; and the Cuban architects
hold that windows in rooms which do not look upon the street
are mere superfluities. Their constant care, indeed, is, not to
let the daylight in, but to keep the sun out. The consequence is,
that a room in & Cuban house is very like a photographic camera
on a large scale. Magnify by twenty the pretty fresco-painted
little dens which open out of the courtyard in the Pompeian
house at the Crystal Palace, and you will have some idea of our
double-bedded room at El Globo. By-the-by, you must forget
to sweep it, and you must be rather liberal in your allowance
of fleas. What matter ? I daresay there were fleas in the house
of the Tragic Poet, notwithstanding all the fine frescoes, and
that the Pompeian housemaids were none too tidy.

I was told afterwards that I might consider myself very
lucky not to find in this double-bedded room such additional
trifles as & cow in one corner and a wheeled carriage in another.
Bpaniards, old or new, are but faintly averse from making a
sleeping apartment of a stable or a coach-house. I was slow
to believe this; and it was only lately, after some wayside expe-
riences in Andalusia, and having shared a room with a pedlar's
donkey, and being awakened in the morning by the hard, dry,
sardonic see-saw of his horrible bray, that I realised to the
fullest extent the strangeness of the bedfellows with which misery
and the teetotum existence make us acquainted.

Of the altitude of the folding-doors leading into this cave
there was no complaint possible. I came to the conclusion
that El Globo had formerly been a menagerie, and our room
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the private apartment of the giraffe, who, it is well known,
is a very proud animal, and will never submit to the humiliation
of stooping. The tallness of the doors, however, was balanced
by the shortness of the beds. My companion was a long way
over six feet in height, and the ghost of the celebrated Procrustes
might have eyed him a8 his very long limbs lay on that very
short pallet, and longed to reform his tailor’s bills by slipping
off some superfluous inches of his anatomy. As to my bed, it
was a8 the couch of Dryden’s Codrus—short, and hard, and
miserable : the poet’s bed, in fact, and a fit preparation for the
flagstone, and the kennel, and the grave.

But the Procrustean eye couldn’t have seen that long-limbed
captain overhanging the short bed. Why ? Because, when the
folding-doors were shut, all, save a bright streak of sun or
moonlight at their base, was utter darkness; and as soon as
we kindled our wax-tapers at night the gnats or the moths, the
bats or the scorpions, came and flapped the lights out. I don't
know how the Cuban belles contrive to get through their
toilettes. I think they must hang up screens of shawls in the
patios, and come out into the open to beamtify themselves. A
Cuban bedroom is not a place whither you can retire to read
or write letters. You may just stumble into it, feel your way
to the bed, and, throwing yourself down, sleep as well as you
can for the mosquitos. Besides, the best part of your sleeping
is done in Cuba out of your bedroom—in a hammock slung
between the posts of a piazza, or on a wmattress flung down any-
where in the shade, or in anybody’s arm-chair, or in the dark
corner of any café, or anywhere else where the sun is not, and
you feel drowsy. In Algiers, the top of the house, with a
sheet spread between two poles by way of awning, is still the
favourite spot for an afternoon nap, as it was in the time of
the Hebrew man of old; but in Havana the house-tops slant
and are tiled, and so are left to their legitimate occupants,
the cats.

Our folding-doors proved but a feeble barrier against the on-
slaughts of a horse belonging to the proprietor of El Globo, and
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whose proper stabling was in a cool grot with a vaulted roof—
a kind of compromise between an ice-house, a coal-holy, and a
wine-cellar. This noble animal, seemingly under the impression
that he lived at number five—our number—made such terrific
play with his hoofs against our portals on the first night of our
stay, that, remonstrating, we were promoted to a room upstairs,
windowless, of course, but the door of which opened on the
covered gallery surrounding the patio. This dwelling, likewise,
had the great advantage of not being plunged in Cimmerian dark-
ness directly the door was closed, for it boasted & kind of hutch,
or Judas-trap, in one of the panels, after the fashion of the
apertures in the doors of police-cells, through which cautious
inspectors periodically peep, to make sure that female disorderlies
have not strangled themselves in their garters. You might look
from this hutch, too, if you chose, and present to the outside
spectator the counterpart of the infuriated old gentleman, pre-
sumably of usurious tendencies, in' Rembrandt’s picture, who
thrusts his head throngh the casement and grins at and exchanges
savage glances with the young cavalier who has called to mention
that he is unable to take up that little bill.

Never, in the course of my travels, did I light upon such a
droll hotel as El Globo. You paid about thirty shillings & day for
accommodation which would have been dear at half a crown, but
the balance was amply made up to you in fun. I had been living
for months at the Brevoort House in New York, the most
luxurious hotel, perhaps, in the world,* and the change to almost
complete barbarism was as amusing as it was wholesome. Amus-
ing, for long-continued luxury is apt to become a very great bore
—wholesome, because the discomfort of the Cuban hotels forms,
after all, only an intermediate stage between the splendour of the
Btates aud the unmitigated savagery of Mexico and Spain. I was
fated to go farther and fare worse than at El Globo. - Our quarters
there were alightly inferior to those to be found for fourpence in &
lodging-house in 8t. Giles’s; but I was destined to make subsequent
acquaintance at Cordova, at Orizaba, at Puebla in America, and

* This was in the year 1864.
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in Castile and in Andalusia in Europe, with other pigsties te
which that at Havana was palatial.

I am 8o glad that there was no room at Madame Almé’s, and that
we did not try Legrand’s. 1should have missed the sight of that
patio at El Globo. It was open to the sky, of course ; that is to
say, the four white walls were canopied all day long by one patch
of vivid ultramarine. A cloud was so rare, that when one came
sailing over the expanse of blue a sportsman might have taken it
for a bird and risked a shot at it. I used often to think, leaning
over the balusters of the gallery, how intolerable that bright blue
patch would become at last to a man cooped up between the four
white walls of a southern prison; for suffering may be of all
degrees, and anguish may wear all aspects, There i8 & cold hell
as well as a hot one. I have seen the horrible coop under the
leads of the Doge’s palace at Venice, in which Silvio Pellico spent
80 many weary months, But he, at least, could see the roofs of
the houses through his dungeon bars, and hear the gondoliers
wrangling and jesting between the pillars, or uttering their weird
cries of warning as they turned the corners of the canals. He
could hear the splashing of the water as the buckets were let
down into the wells in the courtyard by the Giant’s Staircase, and
sometimes, perhaps, a few of the historical pigeons would come
wheeling up from the cornices of the Procuratie Vecchie and look
at him in his cell pityingly. But ounly to gaze on four white
burning walls and a great patch of ultramarine, and the chains
eating into your limbs all the while! Think of that. How the
captive must long for the sky to be overcast or for rain to fall—
and it falls but once a year; and what a shriek of joy would
come out of him were he to see, high aloft in the ultramarine, a
real live balloon ! Such burning white walls, such an intolerable
patch of intense blue, must a prisoner by name Poerio have seen
in Naples in the old Bourbon time,

There was nothing prison-like about our patio, however. It
was as full of life as our bedrooms were full of fleas, The oddest
courtyard |—the most antique—the most grotesque. I used to
liken it to that pound into which Captain Boldwig’s keepers
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wheeled Mr. Pickwick while he got into that sweet slumber*pro-
duced by too much milk-punch. It wasstrewn with all manner of
vegetable and pomicultaral refuse, great leaves of plantains, cocoa-
nut shells, decayed pine-apples, exhausted melons, and husks of
Indian corn. Havana is a great place for oysters, and the four
corners of the “pound” were heaped high with votive offerings
of shells. ’ '

Nor to the pound was there wanting the traditional donkey.
He would come strolling in three or four times a day, either bear-
ing a pile of Indian corn about the size of an average hay-stack
on his back, or with panniers full of oranges slung on either side of
him. Occasionally a Pepe or & José, or some other criado, would
come to unload him. Oftener he would unload himself, by rolling
over on the ground and tumbling his oranges about in all direc-
tions ; then a fat negress would emerge from the kitchen and
belabour him about the head with a ladle ; then he would slink
away to the cool grot where the horse lived, to confer with that
animal as to any provender there might be about, and compare
notes with him as to the growing depravity of mankind in general
and Cuban costermongers in particular. By this time his master
would arrive with a sharp stick, or else the big bloodhound that
lived in an empty sugar-cask, and so zealously licked all the plates
and dishes either immediately before or immediately after they
came from the table—I am not certain which—would become
alive to the fact of there being a donkey in the camp, and “ run
him out ” incontinent.

How they managed to get rid of all those oranges I really do
not know. I had a dozen or so brought me whenever I felt
thirsty, and I daresay the other guests at El Globo were as often
thirsty and as fond of oranges as I ; and there were a good many,
too, cut up in the course of the day for the purpose of making
sangaree and orange-toddy ; but even after these draughts the
residue must have been enormous. You were never charged for
oranges in the bill. They were as plentiful as acorns in a forest,
and you might browse on them at will. In the streets, at every
corner and under every archway, sits a negress who sells oranges,
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so they must have some monetary value, however infinitesimal ;
but if yon bestow on her the smallest coin recognised by the
Cuban currency you may fill your hands, your pockets, and your
hat too, if you choose, with the golden fruit.

When the Cuban goes to the bull-fight he takes with him a
mighty store of oranges tied up in a pocket-handkerchief, just as
we, when boys, used to buy a pound of gingerbread-nuts, more as
a precautionary measure than because we were sweet-toothed, on
entering the confines of Greenwich Fair. Some of these oranges
the amateur of the bull-fight eats ; but the major part he uses as
missiles, and pitches into the ring at a cowardly bull or clumsy
toreadores. There is positively a verb in the Spanish dictionary
signifying to pelt with oranges.

I mentioned the existence of a kitchen just now. It wasa hot
and grimy den, not much bigger than the stoke-hole of & locomo-
tive ; and there was a charcoal stove there, I presume ; but the
real culinary business was done in the patio. As to venture forth
during the noonday or afternoon heats is considered next door to
raving madness, and as you necessarily spend much time within
doors, and as you feel too lazy to read, or write, or paint, or sew—
what & blessing sewing-machines must be in Cubu ! before their
introduction most of the needlework was done by coolies—and as
you cannot be always smoking, or dozing, or sipping sangaree, and
as billiards are out of the question, and as gambling—the real
recreation in all tropical climes—is immoral, there are certain
hours in the day when time is apt to hang heavy on your hands,
and you don't know what the deuce to do with yourself. An
infallible pastime to me was to lean over the gallery and watch the
dinner being cooked in the patio. It has been said that a wise
man should never enter his wife's dressing-room, and it has been
likewise remarked that if we entered the kitchen of the Trois
Fréres half an hour before dinner, we should see such sickening
sights a8 would cause us to lose all our appetite for the banquet
served in the cabinet particulier upstairs. We must look at
results, says the sage, and not at the means employed to bring
them about.
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Bnt thess sent.entions warnings should not apply, I think, to the
that is done in a patlo—m the open and under the
glonous sunshine. *There was a rollicking, zingaro-like freedom
in thus seeing your meals prepared in broad daylight. Why did
they cook in the courtyard ? Because the kitchen itself was too
small, or because the gory sun came to the assistance of the
chercoal embers and did half the cooking himself. I was told
lately, and gravely too, at Seville—though the tale may be very
likely one of the nature generally told to travellers—that on the
fourteenth day of July in every year there takes place in La
Ciudad de las Maravillas an ancient and’ solemn ceremony in
honour of Apollo—a kind of sun-worship, as it were : a culinary
person, white-aproned and white-nightcapped, sets up a stall in
La Plaza de la Magdalena, and produces a frying-pan, a cruse of
oil, and a basket of eggs. Two of the eggs he breaks, sluices
their golden yolks with oil, and then, with an invocation to the
sun-god, holds the pan towards the meridian blaze. In forty-five
seconds the eggs are fried. You must take these eggs, and the
story too, with a grain of salt ; but I can only repeat that Seville
i8 & city of wonders—witness the two angelic sisters who, no later
than the year 1848, sat on the weathercock of the Giralda, and
gpinning round and round while Espartero was bombarding the
oity, warded off the iron storm from the gacred fane.

Now the sun of Andalusia, though & scorcher when considered
from a European point of view, is a mere refrigerator when
compared with the great fiery furnace set up within the domains
of the Southern Cross. I am not prepared to deny that the pre-
paration of some of the stews we had for dinner might have been
accelerated by the monstrous kitchen-range overhead ; but I
shrink from asserting a8 a positive fact that the old negress who
used to belabour the donkey with a ladle, fried her eggs in the
sun. No, I will grant at once that her pots and pans were set
upon little braziers full of hot ashes ; but still, without the sun, I
don’t think her viands would have been cooked to her or our
liking. She evidently gloried in the sun, and frizgled in it, bare-
headed, while her eggs and sausages frizzled in their own persons.
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* Not till her work was done would ahe bind her temples with
the yellow bandanna, or the gorgeous turben of flamingo hue, and,
sitting down in a rocking-chair, fan hersetf with a.dignified air,
as though she were the Queen of Spain and had no legs. The
oscillations of the chair, however, proved the contrary. She had
legs which Mr. Daniel Lambert might have beheld, not unenvious.
®ood old black cook! She was like Sterne’s foolish fat scullion
dipped in a vat of Brunswick black. She was gross and oily, and
codld exhibit a terrible temper, especially towards troublesome
piccaninnies and refractory fowls who showed an ungrateful un-
readiness in being caught and strangled and plucked, and trussed
and broiled, and served hot with mushrooms, all under half an
hour’s time ; but her little irritation once over, she wag—until &
roving donkey called for the ministrations of the ladle—all grins
and chuckles and broad guffaws and humorous sayings. She
would sing a fragment of & song, too, from time to time—a wild
song of Oongo sound, and which needed the accompaniment of a
banjo. The refrain had some resemblance to the word ipecacuanha
pronounced very rapidly and with a strong guttural accent, and
yet I daresay it was all about love and the home of her youth
on the burning banks of the Niger.

Where did all those piccaninnies come from? Who owned
them ? The landlord of El Globo was a bachelor ; the waiters
did not look like married men ; and yet, from the youthful brood
strewn about the patio, you might bave fancied Brigham Young
to be the proprietor of the place. * Strewn about” is the only
term to use with reference to the piccaninnies. Their age
averaged between twenty and thirty months. Nobody nursed
them ; they were too small to stand ; and so they sprawled, and
crawled, and wriggled, and lay, and squalled, and kicked, and
basked in the sun like little guinea-pigs. I have seen a piccaninny
in a dish ; I have seen a piccaninny in a wooden tray, like a leg
of pork just delivered by the butcher. They were of all colours—
blue-black, brown-black, chocolate, bistre, burnt sienna, raw
sienna, cadmium yellow, and pale creole white.

I am afraid all these piccaninnies, save those of the last-named
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hue, were Slaves, and the children of Slaves. Not one of the least
suggestive—to some it may be one of the most painful—features
of bondage is that free white and black slave children grow up
together in perfect amity and familiarity, are playmates, and
foster-brothers and sisters. The great social gulf which is to
yawn between them—so fair and jewelled with flowers on one side,
8o dark and hideous on the other—is in infancy quite bridged
over. The black piccaninnies sprawl about the verandahs and
the courtyards, and the thresholds of the rooms of their owners,
and the white piccaninnies sprawl in precisely the same manner.

That fat old cook, for instance, made no more distinction
between a white and a black urchin than between a black and a
white fowl. Before ever she could address herself to the concoc-
tion of a dish, two ceremonies were gone throngh. A piccaninny
bad to be fed and another piccaninny had to be “spanked.” For
the purpose of feeding, that invaluable ladle, dipped in & bowl of
saffron-coloured porridge, came into play ; the “spanking” was
done with her broad black hand. She was quite impartial, and
distributed the slaps and the spoonfuls in strict accordance with
the maxims of equity. Thus, if a piccaninny yelped, it was fed ;
but if it yelped affer it was fed, it was spanked. And subsequent
to both spooning and spanking, the fat old cook would catch the
child np in her arms and sing to it a snatch of the famous song
that ended with ipecacuanha.

8o have I seen many dinners cooked. So I have seen my made-
dish running about the patio with flapping wings and dismal
“grooping” noise, to be at last caught and sacrificed to the culinary
deities, and to appear at the evening meal, grilled, with rich brown
sauce. And so at last the drama of the day would be played out ;
and coming home late, and leaning once more over the rails of the
gallery, I would gaze then on the patio all flooded in moonlight of
emerald green : pots and pans and plates and crates and baskets
and braziers and vegetable rubbish, all glinting and glancing a8
though some fairy ¢ property-man ” had tipped their edges with
the green foil-paper of the playhouse.



IV.
THE VOLANTE.

weey: RE there any of us so high and mighty and wise and

4 proud and philosophical as not to long for something ?
Until I read a novel called “ Barchester Towers,” I
never ventured to imagine that a being so ineffable
as an English bishop could long for anything. Under the shovel-
hat and silken apron, I thought, must dwell supreme indifference
to the toys and gewgaws for which & grosser laity struggle and
intrigne. Yet, what a delicate touch of the lancet between the
under muscles of the human mind is that with which Mr.
Trollope shows us poor little henpecked Dr. Proudie, in his grand
palace at Barchester, longing, not for the see of Canterbury, not
to be a second Wolsey or a new Ximenes, but merely to be able to
write his sermons and sip his negus in a warm cosy large room
above-stairs, from which he has heen banished by his imperious
bishopess.

Yes ; a bishop may long. A bishop! Who shall say that his
Holiness the Pope has not coveted, within these latter years, the
lot of one of his own flunkeys ? It was in the disgnise of a pos-
tillion that the poor old gentleman fled out of Rome in 1849.
Quite feasible is it to surmise that his memory has oft reverted to
the day when he cracked his whip and rose up and down in his
saddle, mechanical, on the dusty road to Gaeta, and that, looking
wearily on all his tiaras, and copes, and stoles, and peacocks’
feathers, he has sighed and thought that happiness might be
found in an obscure post, good wages, & jacket with sugar-loaf
buttons, and tight buckskin small-clothes,

We generally long for the thing which we are least likely ever
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“to possess. The ugly woman longs for beauty. The drunkard,
in his waking moments, longs for the firm tread, clear eye, and
assured speech of the temperate; and I have often conjectured
that thieves are beset at times with a dreadful longing to become
honest men. I was born to go afoot. When Fate condemned
me to the footpath, she also presented me with a pair of bad legs;
for Fate seldom does things by halves. The consequence is that
I have always been longing to ride in a carriage of my own. Of
my own, mind. Let that you have be yours and nohody else’s.
I have longed for my own carriage this many a year, and have
gazed so enviously intent on some of my acquaintance riding high
horses or careering along in the chariots of the proud, that my
toes have been menaced by their chargers’ hoofs, and my last
carrigge has promised to be a stretcher to convey me to the
bospital after being run over.

My longings vehiculary have been catholic, and perhaps a little
capricious. In childhood I longed for the_lord mayor’s coach, so
grand, 8o golden, 8o roomy. What happiness was his who, with a
fur porringer on his head and a sword held baton-wise, looked
from that coach-window like Punch from a glorified show!
There was a story related to my detriment during nonage, that
I once expressed a longing for a mourning coach. I will own
that the cumbrous sable wagon, so repulsive to most persons,
exercises over me to this day a strange fascination, and that I
have some difficulty in refraining from stealing down the stable-
yards of funeral postmasters and peeping into the stuffy cloth
caverns, and seeking for strange sights in the shining black
panels, as the superstitious seek for apparitions in the drop of ink
of the Egyptian magician, and wondering at the uncouth leather
springs and braces, and watching the harnessing of the long-tailed
round-barrelled Flemish steeds, with their obsolete surcingles and
chestbands. The which leads me, with a blush, to admit that
there may be some truth in the report that in youth “ my sister
Emmeline and I”—her name was no! Emmeline—were in the
habit of performing funerals in the nursery, and playing at
Mr. Shillibeer.
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- But these, and the glorious mail-coach, with the four thorough-
breds, and a guard and coachman in blazing scarlet and gold, and
the brand-new harness and reins, which used to burst on our sight
on the evening of the king’s birthday long bygone—these were
but childish longings, airy desires akin to that which children
show for the Royal Arms on a shop-front, or the moon in a pail
of water. Not until manhood did I feel that full fierce longing,
the longing which is mingled with discontent, and is own brother
to envy, malice, and all uncharitableness. I have given the
Drive in Hyde Park a wide berth, and have gone out of my way
to avoid Long Acre. The sight of other people’s carriages made
me sick. I never owned so much as a one-horse chaise. T have
not even a perambulator.

My longing has varied with the countries in which it has been
my lot to long. I have longed for a droschky with a bearded
Istvostchik in a braided caftan and a long-maned alezan from the
Ukraine in the shafts. There is & droschky, I think, among the
specimens of wheeled carriages in the Crystal Palace, but I never
longed for an Istvostchik at Sydenham. I coveted the Russian
vehicle only while I was on Russian soil. When I went away, I
began to long for something else. Nor, I fear, shall I ever
possess a droschky of even the humblest kind, which is nothing
but a cloth-covered saddle, on which you sit astride, with splash-
boards to protect you from the wheels; for in the latest edition of
“Murray ” 1 learn that droschkies are going out of fashion, and
that the Petersburg railway stations are now beset by omnibuses
and hack cabs.

I never longed for an Irish outside car, although I have seen
some pretty private ones; and crinoline may be displayed in its
widest sense and to its greatest advantage on a “kyar,” say
between two and five in the afternoon, in Grafton Street, Dublin.
My soul has often thirsted for a private hansom. What luxury in
the knowledge that those high wheels, that stiff and shiny apron,
all belong to you! I think I would have a looking-glass in the
splash-board, and I am sure I should be always pushing open that
trap in the roof and bidding the man drive faster. And I have
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longed for a mail phaeton—not so much for the sake of the two
proud steppers and the trim lamps with their silvered reflectors,
as for the sake of the two grooms who, in black tunics, cockaded
hats, white neckcloths, and pickle-jar boots, sit in the dickey with
their arms folded, like statues of Discipline and Obedience.

I knew a gentleman in the city of Mexico, and he owned such
a mail phaeton with two such statuesque grooms as I have de-
scribed. Little did he reck, good hospitable man, that the guest
he was wont to drive out in the Paseo de la Vega envied him,
with a green and spotted jealousy, his mail phaeton and his trim
grooms. He had encountered the most appalling difficulties
before he could find two human beings who, even after long
drilling and for liberal wages, could be induced to sit in the
dickey—or is it the rumble 7—and fold their arms without
moving. The Mexicans are a very lazy people ; but neither the
Spaniards, nor the half-castes, nor the Indians understand sitting
behind & horse. They préfer sitting across him. My friend sent
to the United States for grooms, They returned him word that
there were no grooms in the Union who would fold their arms. A
lawsuit took him to New York, and he had another mail phaeton
built for the Central Park; but the grooms were still lacking.
He tried Irishmen and he tried negroes. Tempted by abundant
dollars, they would consent to wear the cockaded hats and the
pickle-jar boots, but they could not be brought to fold their
arms. To attempt to subject & native American citizen to this
indignity was, of course, out of the question. When I remark that
I have seen a citizen clad in a red shirt and a white hat driving
a hearse at a public funeral, you will recognise the impossibility
of any statuesque arrangements in connection with mail phaetons
in the States.

For any native Yankee carriage I never longed. I held the
Noab’s-ark cars on the street railways in horror, and considered
the Broadway stages as abominations. As for a trotting * wagon ”
—by which is meant a hard shelf on an iron framework between
two immense wheels, to which a railway locomotive at high
pressure, but disgunised as a horse, has been harnessed—I never
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could appreciate the pleasure of being whirled along at the rate of
about eighteen miles an hour, with the gravel thrown up by the
wheels flying about you, now bombarding your eyes, and now
peppering your cheeks. Thoroughly do I agree with the general
criticism passed on trotting wagons by an old steamboat captain
who had endured for a couple of hours the agony of the iron
shelf. ¢ The darned thing,” he remarked, * has got no bulwarks.”

There is rather a pretty American carriage called a Rockaway
—not from any peculiar oscillatory motion it possesses, but from a
watering-place hight Rockaway, where it was first brought into
use. The Rockaway is in appearance something between the
French panier ¢ salade, in which the gargons de bureaw of the
Bank of France speed on their bill-collecting missions, and the
spring cart of a fashionable London baker. Add to this a
grinning negro coachman, with a very large silver or black-
velvet band to & very tall hat, and the turn-out, you may imagine,
is spruce and sparkling. But I never longed for a Rockaway.
The American carriage-horses are the prettiest creatures
imaginable out of a circus, and are as prettily harnessed. They
are almost covered in summer with a gracefully fantastic netting,
which keeps the flies from them.

Much less have I yearned for one of the Hungarian equipages,
about which such a fuss is made in the Prater at Vienna.
An open double or triple bodied rattle-trap, generally of a gaudy
yellow, with two or four ragged, spiteful, profligate-looking little
ponies, and the driver in a hybrid hussar costume—a feather in
his cap, sky-blue tunic and pantaloons, much braiding, and
Hessian boots with long tassels. This is the crack Hungarian
equipage, the Magyar name of which I do not know, nor knowing
could pronounce. The Viennese hold this turn-out to be, in the
langunage of the mews, very “down the road ;” but it fails to
excite my longing. Hungarian ponies look wild and picturesque
enough in Mr. Zeitter’s pictures ; but a gipsy’s cart without the
tilt is not precisely the thing for Hyde Park ; and the * proud
Hungarian” on the box-seat reminds me too foroibly of the
“ Everythingarian,” who in cosmopolitan saw-dust continues the
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traditions of equitation handed down by the late Andrew
Ducrow.

When, in the days of Donna Isabella, I was looking from a
bulcony overhanging the Puerta del Sol in Madrid, and used to
hear, at about three in the afternoon, the clangour of trumpets
from the guard-house, at the Casa de la Gobernacion opposite, as
the carriages of the royal family, with their glittering escort,
drove by to the Prado or the Retiro, I would question myself as
to whether I felt any longing for the absolute possession of one of
those stately equipages. I don’t think I did. They were too
showy and garish for my humble ambition. If a slight feeling of
longing came over me, it was for the coach which conveyed the
junior branches of the royal family. Imagine, if you please, &
spacious conveyance all ablaze with heraldic achievements, and
crammed to the roof with little infantes and infantas; Mr.
Bumble on the coach-box ; and the beadles of St. Clement’s
Daneg, the ward of Portsoken, and the Fishmongers’ Company,
hung on behind, abreast—for long laced coats and huge laced
cocked-hats are the only wear of flunkeydom in Spain.
Harnessed to this astounding caravan were six very sleek, very f