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I8 took our places, for the performance was
about to begin. The scene represented a
street in Burgos, the long-dead capital of
old Castile. Time: night.

Ancient houses on either side the stage
narrow back to an archway in the centre,
opening through to a pillared wall: and
a dimly moon-lit space beyond. Muffled
figures occasionally pass the aperture,

Suddenly enter Don Ramiro, or Alvar
Nufiez—I really don’t know which—and
advances toward the front. To our sur-
prise, he does not open the play with a set
speech or any explanation, but continues
to advance until he disappears somewhere
under our private box, as if he were going

from this street of the play info some other adjoining street, just as in actual life. A

singular freak of realism! He is closely pursued, however, by two assassins in long

cloaks, who, like all the other figures we have seen, move noiselessly in soft shoes or
canvas sandals. Presently a shriek resounds from the quarter toward which Don

Ramiro betook himself. Have they succeeded in eatehing him, and is that the sound

of his mortal agony ¢ We have just concluded that this is the meanin o of the clamor,

when, after a second or two, the shriek resolves itself into laughter. Then we begin
to recall that we didn’t pay anything on enfering; and as we elance up toward the
folded curtain above the scene, discover that its place is occupied by the starry sky.

The houses, too, have a singularly solid look, and do not appear to be painted. While

all this has been dawning upon us, we become conscious that the mixed sound of

agony or mirth just heard was merely the signal of amusement caused to certain
wandering Spaniards by some convulsingly funny episode; and the next moment
their party comes upon the scene at about the point where the foot-li ghts ought to be.

They exchange a good-night; some go off, and others thunder at sundry doors with

ancient knockers, awaking medimeval echoes in the dingy old thoroughfares, without

causing any great surprise to the neighborhood,

In truth, we had simply been looking from the window of an inn at which we had
Jjust arrived; but everything had grouped itself in such a way that it was hard to
comprehend that we were not at the theatre. That day we had been hurled over {he
Pyrenees, and landed in the dark at our first Peninsular station; then, facine a crowd
of fierce, uncouth faces at the dépdt door, we had somehow got conveyed to the Tnn
of the North, through narrow, cavernous streets brightened only by the feeble light
of a few lost lanterns, and so found ourselves staring out upon our first pic.turestﬂm
night in Spain.  The street or plazuela below us, though now deserted, went on eon-
dueting itself in a most melodramatic manner, Big white curtains hung in front of
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“ WO ASSASSINS IN LONG CLOARS.”

the iron baleonies, flapping voluminously,
or were drawn back to admit the cool night
air.  Crickets chirped loudly from hidden
crevices of masonry, and a well-contrived
bat sailed blindly over the roofs in the pe-
numbral aiv, through which the moon was
slowly rising. TLights went in and ont;
some one was seen cooking a late supper
in one dwelling; windows were opened

and shut, and a general appearance of
haunting ghosts was kept up. Now and
then a woman came to the balcony and
chatted with unseen neighbors across the
way about the festival of the morrow.
By-and-by one side of the street blew its
lamps out and preparved for bed; but the
wakeful side insisted on talking to the
sleepy one for some fime longer, until
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warned by the cry of the night-watch that
midnight had come.  Anything more des-
olate and peculiar than this cry 1 have
never heard. If was a long-drawn, mel-
ancholy sounding of the hour, with a final
“All’s well,” terminating in a minor ca-
dence which seemed to drop the voice back
at once into the Middle Ages. This same
chant may have resounded from the days
of Lain Calvo and the old judges of Cas-
file unaltered, and for a time it made me
fancy that the little Gothic town had re-
turned to its musty youth. We were
walled into a sleepy feudal stronghold onece
more, and perhaps at that very moment
the Cid was celebrating his nuptials with
Ximena, daughter of the count he had
murdered for an insult, in the old vuined
citadel up there on the hill, above the ca-
thedral spires. But the watchman came
and went, and the present resumed ifs
sway. He passed with slow step, in a big
cloak and queer hat, carrying a long-
bladed staff, and a lantern which east
swaying squares of licht around his feet;
silent as a black ghost, and seeming. to
have been called into life only with
the lighting of his lamp wick. But after
he had disappeared, the lonely quaver of
his ery returned to us from farther and
farther away, penetrating into the com-
fortless apartment to which we now re-
fived for sleep.

The Inn of the North was divty and un-
kempt; a frightful odor from the donkey
stable and other sources streamed up into
our window between shutters heavy as
church doors; and the descant of the v rateh,
relieved by violent cock-crows, disturbed
usall night. Nevertheless, we awolke with
a good deal of eagerness when the alert
young woman with dark pink cheeks and
snapping eyes who served us came to the
door with chocolate and bread, water and
azucarillos, betimes next morning. Tt was
the festival of Corpus Christi; but al-
though every one was going to see the pro-
cession, no one could tell us anything about
it. Unless he be extraordinarily shrewd,
a foreigner can hardly hielp arviving in
Spain on some kind of a feast day. When
the people can not get up a whole holi-
day, they will have a fractional one. You
go about the streets cheerfully, thinking
you will buy something at leisure in the
afternoon; but when you approach the
shop, commerce has vanished, and is out
taking a wall, or drinking barl ey-water in
honor of some obseure saint. You engage

a guide and carriage to visit some pub-
lic building, and both guide and carriage
are silent as to the religious character of
the day until you arrive and find the place
shut, when full price, or at least half, is
confidently demanded. Chureh feasts are
a matter of course, but you are expected to
know about them, and questions are con-
sidered out of place. In this case we had
kept Corpus Christi in mind, and as Bur-
gos is a small place, the ** funetion™ could
not by any possibility escape us.

The garrison turned out, and military
music played in the procession, but other-
wise it was a quaint reproduction of the
anfique. The quiet streets, innocent of
traffie, were filled with peasants whose gar-
ments, odoriferous with age and dirt, made
a dazzle of color, especially the bright yel-
low flannel skirts of the women, and the
gay handkerchiefs which men and women
alilkke employ here. Sometimes it is worn
around the shoulders, sometimes around
the head, and sometimes both; but every-
where and always handkerchiefs ave
brought into play as essentials. From al-
most every balcony, too, hung hed-quilts,
or sheets scalloped with red and blue, in
emulation of the tapestries and banners
that once graced these occasions, Amid a
tumultuous tumbling of bells up amid the
carven gray stone-work of the cathedral,
the candles and images and tonsured priests
clad in resplendent copes moved forth, at-
tended by civil functionaries in swallow-
tail coats or old erimson robes of the twelftl
century. But the prettiest sight, one more
striking than the tottering gilt effigies of
St. Lawrence and St. Stephen and the rest,
under toy canopies and wreathed with
false flowers, was that of two little boys,
nude except for the snowy lamb-skins they
wore, who personated Christ and St. John,
The Christ rode on a lamb, and kept his
head very steady under a big curled wig
made after the old masters. We saw him
afterward in his father's arms, still holding
his hands prayerfully as he had been diill.
ed, with a look of sweet, childish awe in
his face.

When the procession was about to ve-
turn, we were amazed, in gazing at the
small street from which it should emerge,
to behold eight huge figures, looking half
as high as the houses, in long robes, and
with placidly unrveal expressions on their
gigantic heads, advancing with that pe-
culiar unconscious gait due to human leg-
power when concealed under papier-maché
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monsters. It took but a glance, as they
filed out and aligned themselves on the
small sunny squarve, to recognize in them
the Kings of the Earth, come in person to
do homage before the Christ. One bore
a crown and ermine as insignia of the
(Clastilian line; others were Moors; and
even China was represented. Afterthem
danced a dozen boys in pink tunics and
bell-crowned hats of drab felt, quaintly be-

ribboned, and throwing themselves about |

fantastieally, with snapping fingers. They

received with due reverence by the thick
heads which got hit. A more heathenish
rite than this jig at the sanectuary gate
could hardly be imagined,

** Are these things possible, and is this
the nineteenth century ?” exclaimed my
friend and companion, who, however, had
been guilty of an indigestion that day.

I confess that for myself T enjoyed the
dance, and could not help being struck
by the contrast of this boyish gayety with
| the heavy gorgeousness of the priests and

DANCING BOYS.

formed in two ranls just under the grand
shadowy entrance arch to receive the pa-
geant. A drummer and two fawntistas
in festive attire accompanied them; and
whenever a monstrance or holy image was
borne past, the flutes mingled with the
drum eccentrie bagpipe discords, at which
the boys broke into a prancing jig and
rattled their castanets to express their de-
vout joy. Two other men in harlequin
dvess, wearing tall, pointed hats, stood on
the edge of the eager crowd, and bela-
bored those who pressed too close with
horse-hair switches attached by a long
cord to slender sticks. This part of the
performance was conducted with great
enerey and seriousness, and seemed to be

the immobile frown of the seulptured fig-
ures on the massive ogee arch.* Then
when the Host was carried by in the cus-
todia, and the motley crowd kneeled and
bared their heads, we sank to the pave-
ment with them, our knees being assisted
possibly by the knowledge that, a few years

# The dancing boys still officiate at Seville algo,.
in Holy Week, where they leap merrily before the
Tigh altar, and do not even take off their hats to the
Host. 'The story runs that, years ago, a visiting
bishop from Rome found fault with this as being
unorthodox, and threatened to put a stop to it.  He
complained to the Pope, and a lenient order issued
from the Vatican that the observance should be dis-
continued when the boys’ elothes should be worn out.
Up to the present day, curiously enough, the clothes

have not heen worn ont,



THE ARCH OF ST, MARY,

since, blows or knives were the prompt re-
wardof non-conformity. Afterward, when
secular amusements ensued, our boys went
about, stopping now and then in open
places to execute strange dances, with
hoops and ribbons and wooden swords,
for the general enjoyment. A gleeful
sight they made against backgrounds of
old archways, or perhaps the mighty Avch
of Santa Maria, one of the local glories,

n the arcades of the Main Plaza.

peopled with statues of ancient counts and
knights and rulers.

No Spanish town is without its paseo—
its public promenade: -and in Burgos this
is supplied by The Spur-—a broad esplanade
skirting the shrunken river, with borders
of chubby shade trees and shrubbery. On
Corpus Chrisfi the eitizens also turned out
Hevre,
and later in the dusty dusk of The Spur,
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they crowded and chatted, in accordance
with

perhaps they hadn’t a coin in their pock-
native ideas of enjoyment; and ex- | ets.

cept that their mantillas and shoulder- | habit of carrying their light overcoats

THE NIGHT-WATCH.

veils made a difference, the sefioras and i'ol_ded over the left s_lmuld(zr: b.ut t;}l[:".ll:
sefiorifas might have passed for Ameri- | quick nervous expression and spare iil;( (ﬁ
cans, so delicate were their features, so. \_vou]d have in:_nn qmtp in place 01} Wa

trim their daintily attived figures, though | Street. Spaunish ladies are allowed far

The men had the universal Therian
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PEASANTS IN THE MARKET-PLACE,

more liberty than the French or English
in public; but though they walked with-
out male escort, they showed remarvkable
skill in avoiding any dirveet look at men
from their own lustrous eyes. During
the aceredited hours of the paseo, how-
ever, gallants and friends ave suffered to
wallk close behind them—so close that the
entire procession often comes to a stand-
still—and to whisper complimentary
speeches into their ears, no one, not even
relatives of the damsels, resenting this
freedom.

Af Las Huelgas, a famous convent near
the town, much resorted to by nuns of
aristocratic family (even the Empress Eu-
génie it was thought would rvetive thither
after her son's death), the féte was venew-
ed next day; and it was here that we saw
beggars in perfection. A huge stork’s
nest was perched high on one end of the
chapel, as on many churches of Spain.
Bombs were fired above the crowd from
the high square tower that rose into the
hot air not far from the inner shrine.
The nuns were at their devotions, eaged
behind heavy iron lattices that barely dis-
closed their picturesque head-dress. Mean-
while peasants and burghers wandered

aimlessly about, looking at pictures, rel-
ies, and inseriptions in an outer arcade.
After which the holiday of the people be-
gan. Holiday here means either walk-
ing or sleeping. In a sulfry, dusty little
square by the convent, covered with trees,
the people went to sleep, or sat about talls-
ing, and occasionally eating or drinking
with much frugality. The first object
that had greeted us by daylight in Burgos
was a marvellous mendicant clad in an
immense cloak, one mass of patches—in
fact, a monumment of indigence—ecarrying
on his head a mangy fur cap, with a wal-
let at his waist to contain alms. The beg-
gars assembled at Las Huelgas were quite
as bad, except that they mostly had the
good taste to remain asleep. In any atti-
tude, face down or up, on stone benches
or on the grass, they dozed at a moment’s
notice, reposing piously. One sat for a
long time torpid near us, but finally mus-
tered energy to come and entreat us. He
received a copper, whereupon he kissed
the coin, murmured a blessing, and again
retreated to his shadow. Another, hav-
ing acquired something frem some other
source, halted near us to find his pocket.
He searched long among his rags, and



645

HARPERS NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

plunged fiercely into a big cavity which
exposed his dirty linen; but this proved
to be only a tear in his trousers, and he
was at last obliged to tie his treasure fo a
voluminous string arvound his waist, let-
ting it hang down thence into some inte-
rior vacancy of rags.

It may mnot be generally known that
beggars arve licensed in Spain. Veteran
soldiers, instead of receiving a pension,
are generously endowed with official per-
mission to seek charity; the Church gives
doles to the poor, and citizens consider it
a virtue to velieve the miserable objects
who petition for pence at every turn. As
we came from Las Huelgas we saw the
maimed and blind and certain more ro-
bust paupers erveeping up to the door of a
church, where priests were giving out
food. A little farther on, an emaciated
crone at a bridge head, with eyes shut fast
in sleep, lifted her hand mechanically and
repeated her formula. We were con-
vineed that, since she could do this in her
slumbers, she must have been satisfied
with merely dreaming of that charity we
did not bestow.

It was a favorable season for the beg-
gars, and many of them sunned fheir
bodies, warped and scarred by hereditary
disease, on the cathedral steps. But pro-
fessional enterprise with them was con-
stantly undermined by the tendency to
nap. One old fellow I saw who, feeling
a brotherhood between himself and the
broken-nosed statues, had mounted into a
beautiful niche there and coiled himself in
sleep, fivst hauling his wooden leg up aft-
er him like a draw-bridge.

Meanwhile the peasants kept on swarm-
ing into the town, decorating it with their
blue and red and yellow kerchiefs and
kkirtles, as with a mass of small moving
banners. The men wore vivid sashes,
leather leggings, and laced sandals. Tt
was partly for enjoyment they came, and
partly to sell produce. All alike were to be
met with at noon squatting down in any
sheltered coigne of street or square, every
group with a bowl in its midst containing
the common dinner. There were also lit-
tle eating-houses, in which they recaled
themselves on bread and sardines, with a
special cupful of oil thrown in, or on
salt meat. A lively trade in various
small articles was carried on in the Main
Plaza: among them loaves of tasteless
white bread, hard as tiles, and delicious
cherries, recalling the farms of New York.

Amnother product was offered, the presence
of which in large quantity was like a sar-
casm. This was Castile soap. It must
have talken an immense effort of imagina-
tion on the part of these people to think of
manufacturing an artiele for which they
have so little nuse. T am bound to add
that T did not see an ounce of it sold; and
I have my suspicions that the business is
merely a traditional one—the same big
cheese-like chunks being probably brought
out at every fair and féte, as a time-hon-
ored symbol of Castilian prosperity. But,
after all, so devout a community must be
convinced that it possesses godliness; and
having that, what do they need of the
proximate virtue, cleanliness ¢ This isthe
region where the inhabitants refer to them-
selves as *‘ old and rancid Castilians™; and
the expression is appropriate.

The most intolerable odor pervaded the
whole place. It was a singular mixture,
arising from the trustful local habit of al-
lowing every kind of garbage and ordure
to disperse itself without drainage, and com-
plicated with fumes of oil, garlic, general
mustiness, and a whitf or two of old in-
cense. The potency of olive-oil, especial-
Iy when somewhat rank, none can know
who have not been in Spain, That first
stealk—how tempting it looked among its
potatoes, but how abominably it tasted!
‘We never approached meat with the same
courage afterward, until onr senses were
subdued to the level of fried oil. Combine
this with the odor of corruption, and you
have the insinuating qualify which we
soon noticed even in the wine—perhaps
from the eustom of transporting it in bad-
1y dressed pig-skins, which impart an ani-
mal flavor. Thisastonishing local atmos-
phere saluted us everywhere; it was in our
food and dvinle: we breathed it and dream-
ed of it. Yet the Burgalese flourished in
alim unconseiousness theveof.  The splen-
didly blooming peasant women showed
their perfect teeth at us; and the men in
broad-brimmed, pointed caps and embroid-
ered jackets, whose feet were brown and
earthy as free roots, laughed outright,
strong in the knowledge of their tradition-
ary soap, at our ignorant foreign clothes
and over-washed hands. Among the
humbler class were some who were pre-
pared to sell labor—an article not much in
demand—and they were even movre calmly
squalid than the beggars. They sat in

sanks on the curb-stones of the Plaza, a
matehless array of tatters: and if }hey
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could have been eonveyed
without alteration to Paris
.or New York, there would
have been sharp competi-
tion for them between the
artists and the paper-mak-
LIS,

So my companion, the
artist, assured me, whom,
by -the-way, in order to
-give him local color, L had
rechristened  Velazquez.
But as he shrank from the
Jarge implication of this
name, Isoftened him down
to Velveteen.

We had been twenty-
four hours in Burgos be-
fore we saw a carriage,
excepting only the hofel
coach, which stood most
of the time without horses
in front of the door, and
was used by the porter as a
private gambling den and
Joafing place for himself
and his friends.  When
wheels did roll along the
pavements, they awoke a
woar as of musketry. Per-
haps the most important
«event whicli®5ok place
during our dtay—it was
-certainly regarded with a
more feverish interest by
the inhabitants than the
Jorpus Christi ceremonies

—was the bold aet of our
landlady when she went
«out to drive in a barouche,
while her less daring
sspouse hung out of the
window weakly staring at
her. The house fronts
were filled with well-
«dressed feminine heads,
witnessing the departure;
a grave old gentleman
-opposite left his book
and glared out intenftly.
When the wheels could
no longer even be heard,
he turned to gaze wistful-
ly in the opposite direc-
tion, dimly hoping that
life might.vouchsafe him
W carringe.

Although, as I have
said, women avoid meet-

“DOLCE FAR NIENTE"




650

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

ing male glances when on the sidewallk,
they enjoy full license to stand at their
high windows, which are called mira-
dores, or “‘lookers,” and contemplate with
entire freedom all things or persons that
pass, which, in view of the complete list-
lessness of their lives, is a fortunate dis-
pensation. Existence in Burgos is es-
sentially life from the window point of
view. It proceeds idly, and as a sort
of accidenfal spectacle. Yet there is for
strangers a dull fascination in wandering
about the narrow, silent streets, and con-
templating ancient buildings, the chiselled
ornaments and armorial bearings of which
recall the wealth and nobility that once
inhabited them during the great days of
the town. Where have all the dominant
families gone? Ave they keeping storve,
or tending the railroad station? Their
descendanfs are sometimes only too hap-
py if they can get some petty government
office at five hundred dollars a year. I
strolled one afternoon info the Calle de la
Calera, and through a shabby archway
penetrated to a stately old ruined court,
around which ran an inscription in stone,
declaring this palace to have been reared
by an abbot of aristocratic line a century
or two since. It is used now as an oil
factory. A pretty girl was looking out
over a flower-pot in an upper window, and
as I strayed up the noble staircase, I met a
sad-looking gentleman coming down, who
I afterward learned was a widower, for-
‘merly resident in Paris, but now returned
with his daughter to this strange domicile
in his native place. The lower rooms
were devoted to plebeians and donkeys.
The humble ass, by-the-way, begins to
thrust himself meekly upon you as soon
as you set foot in the Peninsula, and you
must look sharp if you wish to keep out of
his way. His cheap labor has ruined and
driven out the haunghtier equine stock of
Arabia that once pawed this devoted soil.
Hven the Cid, however, did not hoast a
barb of the desert in the earvlier days of
his prowess, for when King Alfonso bade
him quit the land, “‘then the Cid clapped
spurs to the mule upon which he rode, and
vaulted into a piece of ground which was
his own inheritance, and answered, ‘Sire,
I am not in your land, but in my own.””
This little incident occurred near Burgos,
and the drowsy eity still keeps some dim
memory of that great warrior lord the
Cid Campeador, Rodrigo de Bivar, whose
quaint story, full of hardihood. robbery,

and cruelty, gallant deeds and grim pa-
thos, trails along the track of his adven-
tures through half of Spain. But there is
a curious cheapness and indifference in
the memorials of him preserved. In the
Town-hall, for the sum of ten cents, you
are admitted to view the modern walnut
receptacle wherein all that is left of him is
economically stored. Those puissant bones
which went through so many hard fights
against the Moors are seen lying here dusty
and loose, with those of Ximena, under the
glass cover. Among them reposes a port-
Iy corked bottle, in which minor fragments
of the warrior lord were placed after the
moving of his remains from the Convent
of San Pedro in Chains, where for many
years he occupied a more seemly tomb.
Imagine George Washington, partially
bottled and wholly disjointed, on exhibi-
tion under glass! The Spaniards, in no
way disconecerted by the incongruity, have
graven on the brass plate of the case a
high-sounding inscription; but a tribute
as genuine and not less valuable, though
humbler, was the big spruce-looking mod-
ern wagon I saw in the market-place one
day, driven by an energetic farmer, who
might have just come into Boston from
Concord, and bearing on ifs side the title
Bl Cid.

One would look to see the conqueror's
dust richly inurned within the cathedral —
a noble outgrowth of the thirteenth cen-
tury, enriched by accretions of later work
until its whitish stone and wrought mar-
ble connect the Early Pointed style with
that of the Renaissance in its flower. But
perhaps this temple has enough without
the Cid. Strangely placed on the side of
a hill, with houses attached to one corner,
as if it had sprung from the homes and
hearts of the peaple, it seems to hold down
the swelling ground with its massive
weight; yet the spires, through the open-
work of which the stars may be seen at
night, rise with such lightness you would
think the heavy bells might make them
tremble and fall. T passed an hour of
peace and fresh air above the fetid streets,
looking down from the citadel hill on
these pinnacles, while around and below
them lay the town—an irregular mass of
aray and mauve pierced with deep shad-
ows—in the midst of bave, rolling uplands.
Before the fair high altar hangs the victo-
rious banner of Ferdinand VIIL., recalling
to the people the great battle of Tolosa
Plains. And when one sees péasants—
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LANDSCAPE BETWEEN

rough spots of color in the sombre choir—
studying the dark fruit-like wood-carvings
through which the Bible story wreathes
itself in panel after panel, one feels the
teaching power of these old churches for
the unlettered. In one of the corner chap-
els appears another less favorable phase of
such teaching, in the shape of a miracle-
working Christ, amid deep shadows and
dim lantern-light, stretched on the eross,
and draped with a satin crinoline. This
doubtful reverence of putting a short skirt
on the figure of the Saviour, often prac-
ticed in Spain, may perhaps mark an in-
Hluence unconsciously received from the
Moorish dislike for nudity. The cathe-
dral bells were continually clanging the
summons to mass or vespers, and their loud
voiees, though cracked and inharmonious,
seemed still to assert the supremacy of ec-
clesiastical power. But while a priest oe-
casionally darkened the sidewalks, many
others, on account of the growing preju-
dice against them, went about in frock-
coats and ordinary tall hats. And under
all its erowning beauty, the old minster,
motionless in the cenfre of the stagnant
town—its chief enfrance walled up, and a
notice painted on its Late Roman facade
warning boys not to play ball against the
tempfling masonry—wore the look of some
neglected and half-blind thing once glori-
ous, symbol of a power abruptly stayed in
its prodigious career.

Meanwhile the daily history of Burgos
wenton in its wonted way, sleepy but pie-
turesque—a sort of illuminated prose.
Women chaffered in the blue-tiled fish-
market ; the bourgeoisie patronized the
sweetmeat shops, of which there were ten
on the limited chief square; the tambour-
ine-malker varied this ornamental indus-
try with the construction of the more prac-
tical sieve; a peasant passed with a bundle

BURGOS AND MADRID.

of purple-flowering vetches on his head
for fodder, and another drove six mileh
goats through the streets, for sale. One
morning I met an uncouth countryman
and his stout wife on the red-tiled landing
of the inn stairs (they bowed and courtesied
to me) with chickens and eggs for sale. In
this simple manner our hotel was supplied.
All the bread was gof, afew pieces ata time,
from a small bakery across the plazuela.
in a dark cellar just under the niche of a
negleeted stone saint, a new arrvival caus-
ing our maid to run hwrriedly thither for
a couple of rolls: and the water also came
from some neighbor’s well in earthen jars.
The barber even exercises his primitive
funetion in Burgos: he is called a “*Dbleed-

er,” and announces on his shop sign that

*teeth and molars” are extracted there.
Democratic and provineial the atmosphere
was, and not unpleasantly so; yet during
our stay Italian opera from Madrid was
performing in the theatre, and large yel-
low posters promised ** Bulls in Burgos’
at an early date.
11

To pass from this ancient eity to Madrid
is to experience one of those astonishing
contrasts in which the country abounds.

We dropped asleep in the rough, time-
worn regions of Old Castile, and in the
morning found ourselves amidst the glare
and bustle of reconstructed Spain, as it
displays ifself on the great square called
the Gate of the Sun—a spot with no hint
of poetry about it other than its name.
Madrid adopts largely the Parisian style
of street architecture, and has in portions
a resemblance to Boston. The sense of
remoteness aroused in the north here sud-
denly fades, though the fraits that mark a
foreign land soon re-assemble and take
shape in a new frame-work. Perhaps,

too, our first rather flat hmpression was
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due fo an exhausting night journey and
some accompanying incidents.

** The Spaniards are a nation of robbers,”
a cheerful French gentleman of Bordeaux
had told us; and he threw out warnings
of certain little coin tricks in which they
were adepts. When two Civil Guards,
armed with swords and guns, inspeeted our
train at the frontier, we recalled his state-
ment. These guards persistently popped
up at every succeeding station. No mat-
ter how fast the frain went, there they
were always waiting ; always two of them,
always with the same mustached faces, and
the same white havelocks fluttering on
their bunchy cocked hats of the Frencéh
Revolution, and making their swarthy
cheeks and black eyes fieveer by contrast.
In faet, they were obviously' the same
men. Bvery time, they marched up and
down the platform scanning the cars in a
determined manner, and scowling at our
compartment in a way that fully per-
suaded us some one must be guilty. It
didn’t take long to convince us that we our-
selves were suspicious; but it would have
been a relief if they had taken us in hand
at once. Why should they go on glaring
at us and swinging their guns, as if it were
a good deal easier to shoot us than not, un-
less it was that we were too rich a ** find”
to be disposed of immediately—squander-
ed, as it were ? Perhaps the torture of sus-
pense suited the enormity of our ease, but
it was certainly cruel. There was some

satisfaction, however, in finding that when
we left the dép6t they allowed us a rvestrict-
ed liberty, and kept out of our way. If it
had been otherwise, I don’t know what
they would have done to us at Burgos, for
it was there that the landlady forced upon
us a gold piece that would not pass, in ex-
change for a good one which we had given
her. This very simple device was one of
which the French gentleman had told us.
But we were too confiding. The money
to pay the bill was sent away by a servant,
and once out of sight was easily replaced
with inferior coin.  Disturbed by this epi-
sode, we went to our train, which started
with the watchman’s fivst hail at eleven,
and stumbled hastily into an empty com-
partment, which we soon converted into a
sleeping-carviage by making our bundles
pillows, drawing curtains, and pulling the
sille sereen over the lamp.  Our nap was
broken only by a halt at the next station.
There was a long drowsy pause, during
which the train seemed to be pretending it
hadn’t been asleep. It was nearly time to
o on, when feminine voices drew near
our earriage; the door was thrown open,
and two ladies quickly entered. There
was no time for retreat; the usual fish-horn
and dinner-bell accompaniment announced
our departure, and the wheels moved.
Then it was that one of the new-comers ut-
tered a half-scream, and we saw that she
was a nun!

Had it been a ecooler night, our blood

I HASTENED TO GET INTO A COUPE”
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might have frozen; but as it failed us, we
did what we could by feeling greatly em-
barrassed. The nun and her travelling
companion had been speaking Spanish as
they approached, and we tried in that lan-
guage to impress on them our harmless
devotion to their convenience.

“But he said it was reserved for la-
dies,” murmured the sister, in good Eng-
lish.

The tervible truth was now clear. My
eye caught, at the same instant, a card in
the window which proved beyond ques-
tion that we had got info the carriage for
senoras.

The vesult of this advenfure was that
we found the nun to be an English Cath-
olic employed in feaching at a religious
establishment, and her friend another
Englishwoman protecting her on her jour-
ney. Pleasant conversation ensued, and
we had almost forgotten that we were
eriminals, when the speed of the engine
slackened again, and the thought of the
Civil Guards returned to haunt us. We
did not dare remain, yet we were sure that
our military pursuers would confront us
again on the platform. There indeed they
were, when we tumbled out info the ob-
seurity, with their white-hooded heads
looming above their muskets in startling
disconnectedness. Telling Velazquez, with
all the firmmess T possessed, to bare his
breast to the avenging sword, I hastened

THE ESCORLAL, MADRID.

to get into a coupé, preferring to die com-
fortably. He, however, ignominiously
followed me. It is true, we were not mo-
lested ; but the shock of that narrow es-
cape kept us wakeful.

Not even our own praivies, I think,
could present so dreary and monotonous
an outlook as the wide, endless, treeless
(fastilian plains while morning slowly
felt ifs way across them. Brown and eold
they were, skirted by whife roads and all
shorn of their barley crops, though it was
but middle June. Now and then a vil-
lage was seen huddled against some low
slope; a church liffing its tall square cam-
panario above the humble roofs against the
pearling sky. Interior Spain is a desolate
land, but the Church thrives there and
draws its tax from the poverty-stricken
inhabitants —a crowned beggar ruling
over beggars.

If the first man were now to be created
from the clay of this region, he would
doubtless turn ouf the very type of a lean
hidalgo. The human product of such
soil must perforce be meagre and melan-
choly ; and the pensiveness which we see
in most Spanish faces seems a reflection
of the landscape which surrounds them.

The Madrilenos offer not a flat, but
sather an extremely round, contradiction
to this general and accepted idea of the
national appearance. Slenderness is the
exception with them. Their city is a
forced flower in the midst of mountain
lands, and the men themselves vejoice in o
rotund and puffy look of success, which
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newsmen, we have the
wail of the water-cri-
ers ministering fo an
unquenchable popular
thirst, the lottery-ticket
sellers, the wax-match
peddlers, and a dozen
others., The favorite
bird of the country is
a kind of lark ealled
alondra, much hung
in cages outside the
windows, whenece they
utter—with that mo-
notonous  recurrence
which seems a fixed
principle of all things
Spanish-—a hard, pier-
cing triple note impos-
sible to ignore. This
loud, persistent ** twit,
twit-twif,” resembling
at a distance the click
of castanets, begins with
daybreak, and gives
most discouraging no-
tion of the Spanish mu-
sical ear.

But the watchmen
aremerciful. They are
called, as elsewhere,
serenos, which may
mean either‘* quiet,” or
“night-dews,” but their
funetion in Madrid is

WATER-DEALER, MADRID,

also partakes of the hot-house charvacter,
They are people of leisure, and, after their
manner, of pleasure. How they swarm
in the cafés, in the Gate of the Sun—
where they keep up the Moorish eustom
of calling waiters by two claps of the
hands—or on the one great thoroughfare,
Calle de Aleala, or in the bull-ving of a
Sunday! They are never at vest, yet nev-
er altogether active. They never sleep,
or if they do, others take their places in
the public resorts. The clamor of the
streets, and even the snarling ery of the
news-venders—** La Correspondencia,” or
“ Bl Demoerata-a’—is kept up until the
small hours; and at five or six the rest-
less stir begins again with the silver tink-
ling of fleet mule bells.
night-howling watchmen in Madrid; but
the eustom of street-hawlking is rampant
in Spain: and here, in addition fo the

There are no |

peeuliar. Harly in the
evening they come out
by squads, with staffs of
office, and at their girdles bright lanierns
and an immense bunch of keys. These are
the night-keys of all the houses on each
man’s beat, the residents not being allowed
to haveany. Whenapersonreturnshome
late—and who does not, in Madrid 7—he
is obliged to find his sereno, and if that of-
ficer is not in sight, calls him by name:
| “Frascuelo.” or ** Pepino.” Whereupon
| Frascuelo, or Pepino, or Santiago, if he
| hears, will come along and unlock the
door. This curious system should at least
encourage good habits; for unless a man
be sober, his watchman may have un-
pleasant tales to tell of him.

The feline race being too often home-
less, and having a proverbial taste for
nocturnal wanderings, the average male
citizen of the capital feelingly nicknames
himself a *‘Madrid cat.” This shows a
frankness of self-chavacterization. fo say
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THE MAIN PLAZA, MADRID.

the least, unusual. Of course there is
home life and there is family affection in
Madrid, but the stranger naturally does
not see a great deal of these; and then it
may be doubted whether they really exist
1o the same extent as in most other civil-
ized capitals. It becomes wearisome to
malke sallies upon the town, and day aft-
er day find so much of the population
trying to divert itself or killing time in
the cafés and elubs. The feeling deepens
that they resort to these for want of a suf-
ficiently eclose interest in their homes.
More than that, they do not seem veally
to be amused. Iven their language fails
to express the amusement idea; the most
that anything can be for them, in the ver-
nacular, is ‘‘enterfaining.” Still the
choice of light diversion is varied enough.
Opera flourishes in winter, in spring and
summer the bull-fight; theatresare always
in blast; cocking-mains are kept up.
Hitherto gambling has been another fa-
vorite pastime unfil checked by the au-
thorvities. Not content with all this, the
Madrilefios seek in lottery shops that ex-
citement which Awmericans derive from
<rinking saloons. The brightly lichted
lottery agency occurs as frequently as that

other indication of disease, the apothe-
cary’s window, in American cities. Peo-
ple of all elasses hover about them both by
day and by night. Posters confront you
with announcements of the Child Jesus
Lottery, the lottery to aid the Asylum of
Our Lady of the Assumption, or the Na-
tional, which is drawn thrice a month,
with a chief prize of thirty-two thousand
dollars, and some four hundred other pre-
miums. There are many small drawings
besides constantly going on: not a day
passes, in fact, without your being solicit-
ed by wandering dealers in these alluring
chances at least half a dozen times.
Altogether, looking from my balcony
upon the characteristic crowd in the great
square, leading this life so busy yet so
apathetic, as if in a slow fever, Madrid
struck me as only one more great human
ant-hill, where the ants were trying to be-
lieve themselves in Paris. The Parisian
resemblance, however, is confined to strips
through the middle and on the edges of
the city. and as soon as one's steps are
bent away from those, the narrow ways
and older architecture of Spain are open
to one. Only a few rods from the Puerta
del Sol lies the Main Plaza, which once en-
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0L ARTILLERY

joyed all the honors of bull-fights and
heretic burnings —oceasions on which
householders were obliged by their leases
to give up all the front rooms and balconies
to be used as boxes for the audience. From
the Main Plaza again an arch leads into
Toledo Street—old meandering mart full
of mantles and sashes, blankeis and gui-
tars, flannel dyed in the national colors of
red and yellow, basket-work and wood-
work, including the carved sticks known
as molinillos (little mills), with which
choeolate is mixed by a dexterous spinning
motion. The donkey feels himself at
home onee more in these narrow thorough-

fares: the evil sewage smell, which oozes

PARK, MADRII.

through even the most pretentious edifices
in the new quarters, diffuses itself again
in full vigor, and the cafés become dingy
and unconventional. On the Aleald or
San Geronimo, the carvefully dressed men
sip beer and cordials, or possibly indulge
in sparkling sherry—a new and expensive
wine like dey Champagne; but here the
rougher element is satisfied with aguerdi-

ente (the liquor distilled from anise-seed),

and quite as often confines itself to water.
The lower orders arve temperate. Peasants
and porters and petty traders will sit down
contentedly for a whole evening to a glass
of water in which is dissolved a long me-

ringue (called azucarillo, literally *‘su-
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garette’), or to a snow lemonade. An-
other esteemed cooling beverage is the
horehata de chufas, akind of eream made
from pounded cypress root and then half
frozen, The height of luxury is to order
with this, at an added cost of some two
cents, a few tubular wafers-—fancifully
named barquillos (or little boats), through
which the semi-liquid may be sucked.
This barquillo is considered so desirable
that boys carry it on the street in large
metal eylinders, the top of which isa disk
inseribed with numbers. You pay a fee,
and he revolves on the disk a pivotal nee-
dle, the number at whicl it stops deciding
how many wafers fall to your lot. In
this way the excruciating pleasure of bar-
quillos fo eat is combined with the nation-
al delight in gaming.

European costume has fallen on the
Madrid people like a pall, blotting out
picturesqueness; buf peasants of all
provinces ave still seen, and now
and then a turbaned figure from
Barbary moves across the streef,
Noris the fascinating mantilla quite
extinet among women, in spite of
their more than Parisian grace and
splendor of modern robing. There
are humble old women squatted on
the sidewalk af street corners, who
sell water and liquors and shrub

AT e

from bottles kept in a singular little stand
with brass knobs like an exaggerated pair
of casters: and when one sees the varied
types of peasant, soldier, citizen, or priest,
with perhaps a veiled woman of the mid-
dle class, gathered around one of these,
the Spanish quality of the town reasserts
itself distinetly. So it does, too, when a
carriage containing the princesses of the
royal household rattles down the Prado
Park, drawn by mules in barbaric red-tas-
selled harness, and preceded by a courier
who wears a sort of gold-braided night-
eap.

There is no cathedral at Madrid, but
the churches, smeared as usual with gold
and stucco and paint in tasteless extrav-
agance, are numerous enough; and on
many a balcony I saw withered straw-like
plumes long as a man, hung up in com-
| memoration of the last Palm-Sunday.

ON THE ROAD TO THE BULL-FIGHT, MADRID.

Vor. LXIV.—No. 883, —42
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The morning papers have a “‘religious
bulletin” in the amusement column, giv-
ing the saints and services of the day, be-
sides which special masses for the souls of
departed capitalists are constantly an-
nounced, with a vequest that friends shall
attend. These paid rites doubtless offer a
pleasant exception fo the routine of com-
monplace church-going. Thus while the
men are absorbed by their cafés and poli-
ties, their countless cigarettes and lottery
tickets, with a minimum of business and
a maximum of dominoes, the women fill
up their time with matins and vespers,
confessions and intrigues. It would be
merely repeating the frank assertion of
the Spanish men themselves to say that
feminine morals here are in a lamentable
state; but at least appearances arve always
carefully guarded, and if judged by exter-
nals only, Madrid is far more virtuous than
London or Paris. As for local society, it
exists so much on appearances that the
substance suffers. It is true, the ladies
arve beautiful and of noble stature; and
their costumes, governed by the happiest
taste, surpass in luxury those seen in pub-
lic in almost any other city. The cava-
liers are without exeeption the best-dress-
ed gentlemen in the world, and the mass
of sumptuous equipages with polished
grooms and surpassingly fine horses which
crowds the broad Castilian Fountain
drive, or the Park road on the east of the
Buen Retiro gardens, during lfashionable
hours, is amazing. Great wealth is gath-
ered in the hands of a few nobles, who
often draw heavy salaries from govern-
ment for long-obsolete services; but fhe
most of this costuming and grooming is
attained by semi-starvation at home. By
consequence, dinners and dancing parties
are rarely given even in the season, and
royalty itself provides no more than a
couple of balls, with two or three state
dinners, a year.

To be sure, no ecapital is better provided
with sundry of the higher means to cul-
tivation, as its Royal Armory, its Ar-
chzeological Museum, and its glorious Pic-
ture-Grallery—in some respects the noblest
of Europe—remind one. Moreover, in the
neighboring Escorial, that dark jewel in
the head of Philip 1L, travellers find a
rich monument of art, albeit to many
eyes unseen inscriptions perhaps record
there more than enough of Spain’s mis-
fortunes. The stately, severe, and robust
royal portraits by Velazquez, or his mag-

nificenfly healthy ** Drunkards,” reveal
in their way, as do the Virgins of Murillo,
floating divinely in translucent air, that
deep and deathless power of Spanish tem-
perament and genius over which slumber
has reigned so long. The pictures of Ri-
bera, hanging together, ave like loose pages
torn from Spanish ecclesiastical history
and legend: a collection of monks, ascet-
ics, martyrs—scenes of torture depicted
with relentless and savage vigor. Goya,
again, scarcely known out of Spain, left
at the beginning of this century portraits
of wonderful vitality and finish ; fresh
glimpses of popular life, and wild figure
compositions marked by the fierce, half-
insane energy of a Latinized William
Blake. Hisimagination and manner were
both original. Though falling short, like
all other Spanish painfers, in ideality, he-
had that faculty of fertile improvisation
so refreshing in Murillo’s naturalistic
“Madonna of the Birdling,” or in his
“Saint Elizabeth,” and “Roman Patri-
cian's Dream,” at the Academy of Fine
Arts.  But it is not with these past splen-
dors, still full of hopes for new futures,
that the Clastilian gentlemen and ladies of’
our varnished period concern themselves.
The opera, the circus, and the Corrida de
Toros—the irrepressible bull-ficht—are to
them of far more consequence.

In every crowd and café you see the
tall, shapely, dark-faced, silent men with
a cool, professionally murderous look like:
that of our border desperadoes, whose
enormously wide black hats, short jackets,
tight trousers, and pigtails of braided hair
proelaim them chulos, or members of the
noble ring. Intrepid, with muscles of
steel, and finely formed, they are very il-
literate: we saw one of them gently tak-
ing his brandy at the Café de Paris after
a hard eombat, while his friend read from
an evening paper a report of the games in
which he had just fought, the man's own
education not enabling him to decipher
print.  But the higher class of these pro-
fessionals ave the idols, the demi-gods, of
the people. Songs are made about them,
their deeds are painted on fans, and pop-
ular chromos illustrate their loves and
woes; people erowd around to see them in
hotels or on the street as if they were he-
roes or star tragedians. Pet dogs are
named for the well-known ones; and it
was even rumored that one of the chief
swordsmen had secured the affections of
a patrician lady, and would have married
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her but for the interference of friends.
Certain it is that a whole class of young
bucks of the lower order—** "Arrys” is the
British term—get themselves up in the

crack, the drivers shout wildly; and at
full gallop we dash by windows full of
on-lookers, by the foaming fountains of
the Prado, and up the road to the grim

PLAN OF THE BULL-RING.

closest allowable imitation of bull-fight-
ers, down to the tuft of hair left growing
in front of the ear. The espadas or ma-
tadores (killers), who give the mortal
blow, hire each one his cuadrilla—a corps
of assistants, including picadores, bande-
rilleros, and punterillo. TFor every fight
they receive five hundred dollars. and
sometimes they lay up large fortunes. To
see the sport well from a seat in the shade,
one must pay well. Tickets are monopo-
lized by speculators, who, no less than the
fighters, have their *‘ring,” and gore buy-
ers as the bull does horses.  We gave two
dollars apiece for places. Nevertheless,
the route to the Place of Bulls is lined for
a mile with omnibuses, tartanas, broken-
down diligences, and wheezy cabs to con-
vey the horde of intending spectators to
the fight on Sunday afternoons; a long:
stream of pedestrians files in the same di.
rection, and the showy turn-outs of the
rich add dignity to what soon becomes a
wild rush for the scene of action. The
mule bells ring like a rain of metal, whips

Colosseum of stone and brick, set in the
midst of scorched and arid fields, with
the faint peaks of the snow-capped Gua-
darrama range seen, miles to the north,
through dazzling white sunshine.

‘Within is the wide ring, sunk in a cir-
cular pit of terraced granite crowned by
galleries. The whole great round, peo-
pled by at least ten thousand beings, is di-
vided exactly by the sun and the shadow—
sol y soimbra : and from our cool place we
look at the vivid orange sand of the half-
arena in sunlight, and the tiers of seats
beyond, where swarms of paper fans, red,
yellow, purple, and green, are wiclded to
shelter the eyes of those in the cheaper
section, or bring air to their lungs. No
connected account of a bull tourney can
impart the vividness, the rapid changes,
the suspense, the skill, the picturesque-
ness, or horror, of the actual thing. All
oceurs in rapid glimpses, in fierce, dra-
matic, brilliant, and often ghastly pic-
tures, which fade and re-form in new
phases on the instant. The music is sound-
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ing, the fans are flutfering; amateurs
strolling between the wooden barriers of
the ring and the lowest seats ; hatless men
are hawking fruit and aguardiente—when
trumpets announce the grand entry. It
is a superb sight: the picadores with gor-
geous jackets and long lances on horse-
back, in wide Mexican hats, their armor-
cased legs in buckskin trousers; the
swordsmen and others on foof, shining
with gold and silver embroidery on scar-
let and blue, bright green, saffron, or puce-
colored garments, carrying cloaks of erim-
son, violet, and canary. At the head is
the mounted alguazil in ominous black,
who ecarries the key of the bull-gate. Hv-
erything is punctual, orderly, ceremo-
nious.

Then the white handkerchief, as signal,
from the president of the gamesin his box;
the trumpet-blare again ; and the bull rush-
ing from his lair! There is a wild mo-
ment when, if he be of good breed, he
Jaunches himself impetuous as the ball
from a thousand-ton gun divectly upon his
foes, and sweeping around half the circle,
puts them to flight over the barrier or into
mid-ring, leaving a horse or two felled in
his track. I have seen one fierce Andalu-
sian bull within ten minutes kill five horses
while making two circuits of the ring.
The first onset against a horse is horrible
to witness, The poor steed, usually lean
and decrepit, is halted until the bull will
charge him, when instantly the picador in
the saddle aims a well-poised blow with
his lance, driving the point into the bull’s
back only about an inch, as an irritant.
You hear the horns tear through the
horse’s hide; you feel them go through
yourself. Ribs crack; there's a clatter of
hoofs, harness, and the rider’s armor; a
sudden heave and fall —disaster!—and
then the bull rushes away in pursuit of a
yellow mantle flourished to distract him.

The banderilleros come, each holding
two ornamental barbed sticks, which he
waves to attract the bull. At the brute’s
advance he runs to meet him, and in the
moment when the huge head is lowered
for a lunge, he plants them deftly, one on
each shoulder, and springs aside. Per-
haps, getting too near, he fails, and turns
to fly; the bull after, within a few inches.
He flees to the barrier, drops his cloak on
the sand, and vaults over; the bull springs
over too into the narrow alley, whereupon
the fighter, being close pressed, leaps back
into the ring light as a bird, but saved by

a mere hair’s-breadth from a tossing or a
trampling fo death. The crowd follow ev-
ery turn with shouts and loud comments
and cheers. ** Go, bad little bull!" ** Let
the picadores charge!” °°More horses!
more horses !’ ‘““Well done, Gallito!”
“Time for the death! the matadores!” and
soon. Humor mingles with some of their
remarks, and there is generally one volun-
teer buffoon who, choosing a Iull in the
combat, shrieks out rude witticisms that
bring the laugh from a thousand throats.
Buf if the management of the sport be
not to their liking, then the multitude
grow instantly stormy : rising on the
benches, they bellow their opinions to the
president, whistle, stamp, seream, gesticu-
late. Ttisthe tumult of a mob, appeasable
only by speedier bloodshed. And what
bloodshed they get! A horse or two, say,
lies lifeless and erumpled on the earth: the
others, with bandaged eyes, and sides hide-
ously pierced and red-splashed, are spurred
and whacked with long sticks to make
themgo. Butitistime forthe banderilleros,
and after that for the swordsman. He ad-
vances, glittering, with a proud, athletic
step, the traditional chignon fastened to his
pigtail, and holding out his bare sword,
makes a brief speech to the president: ‘1
go to slay this bull for the honor of the
people of Madrid and the most excellent
president of this tourney.” Then throwing
his hat away, he proceeds to his task of
okill and danger. It is here that the chief
gallantry of the sport begins. With a
searlet cloak in one hand he aftracts the
bull, waves him to one side or the other,
baffles him, re-invites him—in fine, plays
with and controls him as if he were a kit-
ten, though always with eye alert and often
in peril. At last, having got him *‘in po-
sition,” he lifts the blade, aims, and with a
forward spring plunges it to the hilt at a
point near the top of the spine. Perhaps
the bull recoils, reels, and dies with that
thrust; but more often he is infuriated,
and several strokes are required to finish
him. Always, however, the blood gushes
freely, the sand is stained with it, and the
serried crowd, intoxicated by it, roar sav-
agely. Still, the “many-headed beast” is
fastidious. If the bull be struck in such a
way as to make him spout his life out at
the nostrils, becoming a trifle too sangui-
nary, marks of disapproval are freely be-
stowed, One bull done for, the music re-
commences, and mules in showy trappings
are driven in. They arve harnessed to the
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carcasses, and the dead bulks of the vie-
tims are hauled bravely off at a gallop, fur-
rowing the dirt. The grooms run at top-
most speed, snapping their long whips; the
dust rises in a cloud, enveloping the strange
cavaleade. They disappear through the
gate flying, and you wake from a dream
of ancient Rome and her barbarous games
come frue again. But soon the trumpets
flourish ; another bull comes; the same fin-
ished science and sure death ensue, varied
by ever-new chances and escapes, until
afternoon wanes, the sun becomes shadow,
and fen thousand satisfied people—mostly
men in felt sombreros, with some women,
fewer ladies, and a sprinkling of children
and babies—throng homewanrd.

What impresses is the cold blood of the
thing. People bring their goat-skins of
wine, called *‘little drunkards,” and pass
them around to friends, between bulls ;

A STREET SCENE, MADRID.

others pop off lemonade bottles, and near-
Iy all smoke. Even a combatant some-

times lights a eigar while the bull is oc-

cupied at the other side of the ring. Dur-
ing the hoftest encounters, grooms come
in to strip the harness from dying horses
or stab an incapacitated one, to carry off
baskets of entrails, and rake fresh sand
over the blood pools, quite calmly, at the
risk of sharp interruption from the vaga-
rious horned enemy. In the midst of a
dangerous flurry, while performers are es-
caping, an orange-vender in the lane out-
side the barrier pitches some fruit to a
buyer half-way up the gradas, counting
aloud, ** One, two, three,” to twenty-four,
All are caught, and he neatly catches his
money in return. Afterward, when a
bull leaps the barrier, this intrepid mer-
chant has to fly for life, leaving his bas-
ket on the ground, where the bewildered
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animal upsets if, rolling the contents ev-
erywhere in golden confusion. Another
time we saw a horse and rider lifted bod-
ily on the horns, and so tossed that the
horseman flew out of his saddle, hurtled
through the air directly over the bull,
and landed solidly on his back, senseless.
Six grooms bore him off, white and rigid.
But the populace never heeded him; they
were madly cheering the bull's prowess.
A surgeon, by-the-way, always attends in
an anteroom; prayers are said before the
fight: and a priest is in readiness with the
consecrated wafer to give the ldst sacra-
ment in case of any fatal accident. The
ntter simple-mindedness with which Span-
iards regard the brutalities of the sport
may be judged from the fact that a bull-
fight was once given to benefit the Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals!

On oceasion, the drawing of a charita-
ble lottery is held at the Corrida de Toros,
and then there ave gala features, The
Queen and various high-born ladies pre-
sent magnificent rosettes of silk or safin
and gold and silvertinsel, with long stream-
ers, fo be attached to the bulls with little
barbs before their entrance, each having
his colors indicated in this way; and these
ornaments are displayed in shop windows
for days before the event. The language
of the ring is another peculiarvity. There
are many fine points of merit, distinguish-
ed by as many canting terms. There is the
“pair regular,” the “relance,” the ‘‘cuar-
tos,” and the darts are playfully termed
“shuttlecocks”; the swordsman deals in
“ pinches” and *‘ thrusts,” and so on—all
of which is recorded in press reports, amus-
ing enough in their airy and supercilious
half-literary treatment. These are the.
most polished products of Spanish jour-
nalism. Fines are imposed on the per-
formers for any achievement not *‘ regu-
Jar,” and, on the other hand, good strokes
are rewarded by the publie with eigars,
or, as the dainty reporters say, they ** mer-
it palms.” The three chief swordsmen are
Lagartijo, Frascuelo, and Currito; “Broad
Tace,” ** Little Fatty,” and the like, being
lesser lights. Frascuelo 1s so renowned
for hardihood that T once saw him receive,
1n obedience to popular will, the ear of the
bull he had just slain—a supreme mark
of favor

Madrid 15 now the head-quarters of the
national game, as it is of everything else.
Tt is outwardly flourishing, it is adorned
with statues, its parks are green, and its

fountains spout gayly. Nevertheless the
impression it makes is melancholy. Beg-
gary is importunate on its public ways.
Palaces and poverty, great wealth and
wretched penury, are huddled close to-
gether. TIfs assumption of splendor is in
startling contrast with the desolate and
uncared-for districts that surround it from
the very edge of the city outward. The
natural result of extremes in the distribu-
tion of property, with a country impover-
ished, is public bankruptey, and public
bankruptey stares surely enough through
the city's gay mask. There is another
unhappy result from the undue concen-
tration of resources at this artificial cap-
ital. Madrid prides itself on being the
spot at which all the avenues of the land
converge equally, the exact centre of Spain
being close beyond fhe city’s confines,
and marked—how appropriately —by a
church. But Madrid is, notwithstanding,
a national centre only in name. It en-
joys a false luxury, while foo many out-
lying provinees sustain a starveling exist-
ence. And, seeing the alien, imitative
manners adopted here, one feels sharply
the difficult contrasts that exist between
the metropolis and the provinces; no
hearty bond of national unity appears.
We looked back over the ground we had
traversed, and thought of the gray bones
of Burgos cathedral 1ying like some strand-
ed mammoth of another age, far in the
north. O bells of Burgos, mumbling in
vour towers, what message have you for
these sophisticated ears? And what in-
telligible response does the heart of the
country send back to you?

“ Clome,” said I to Velazquez. It is
useless to vesist longer. Let's surrender
to these two white-capped guards, and be
carried away.”

FROM A WINDOW IN CHAMOUNL

Loxe waited for, the lingering Sun arose:
Hid was the low East, flushed with crimson shame,
By stately hills, to which his glory came

One after one, kindling the virgin snows,

That on their brows eternally repose,
To glowing welcome of his godlike elaim
o be their Lord and Lover, and his flame

Of everlasting passion to disclose.

Fven so for you, impatient hearts, that wait,
Cold meath the snows of your virginity,

The hour shall come that warms you, soon or late:
Though long your night, the longest night goes by,
Strong Love shall shine in triumph from your sky.,

| And with his kiss of fire fulfill your fate.



From n Drawing by William M. Chase,

SPANISH PEASANT.
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T was of Spain’s past and present fhat we were speaking,
and *What,” T asked, *have we given her in return for her
discovery of our New World 2"

“The sleeping-car and the street
framway,”’ answered Velazquez, with
justifiable pride.

He was right, for we had seen the
first on the railvoad, and the second
skimming the streets of Madrid.

Still, the reward did not
appear great, measured by
the much that Spain's ven-
tures in the Western hemi-
sphere had cost her, and by
the comparative desolation
of her present. The devoted
labors of Irving and Prescott,
which Spaniards warmly ap-
preciate, ave more in the na-
ture of an adequate return.

“ Tt strikes me also,” T
ventured to add, *‘that
we are rendering a serv-

- ice in kind. She discov-
P o ered ug, and now we are
R discovering her.”
il 1f one reflects how some of the once great
and powerful places of the Peninsula, such as
Toledo and Cordova, have sunk out of sight and perished
to the modern world, this fancy applies with some truth
to every sympathetic explorer of them. It had been all
very well to imagine ourselves conversant with the country when we were in Madrid,
and even an occasional slip in the langnage did not disturb that supposition. When
I accidentally asked the chamber-maid to swallow a cup of chocolate instead of
“Pringing” it, owing to an unnecessary resemblance of two distinet words, and when
my comrade, in attending to details of the laundry, was led by an imperfect diction-
ary to describe one arficle of wear as a pinfura de noche, or “‘night scene,” our
confidence suffered only a momentary shock. Buf, after all, it was not until we
reached Toledo that we really passed into a kind of forgoften existence, and knew
what it was to be far beyond reach of any familiar word.
With the first plunge southward from the capital the reign of ruin begins—ruin

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1882, by Harper and Brothers, in the Office of the Libwarian
of Cengress, at Washington.
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and flies. The heat becomes infense; the
air itself seems to be cooked through and
through ; the flies rejoice with a malicious
joy, and the dry sandy hills, bearing no-
thing but tufts of blackened weeds, resem-
ble large mounds of pepper and salt. Here
and there in the valley is the skeleton of a
stone or brick farm-house withering away,
and perhaps near by a small round defen-
sive hut, recalling times of disorder. Be-
tween the hills, however, are fields still
prolific in rye, though wholly destitute of
trees. Verdurve re-asserts itself wherever
there is the smallest water-course; and a
curve of the river Tagus is sure to infold
fruit orchards and melon vines, while the
parched soil briefly revives and puts forth
delightful shade trees. But although the
river-fed lands around Toledo are rich in
vegetation, the ancient city itself, with the
Tagus slung around its base like a loop,
rises on a sterile rock, and amid hills of
bronze. So much are the brown and sun-
imbued houses and the old fortified walls
in keeping with the massy natural foun-
dation that all seem reaved together, the
huge form of the Aleazar, or castle—where
the Spanish national military academy is
housed—towering like a second cliff in one
corner of the round, irregularly clustered
city. Our omnibus scaled the height by
a road perfectly adapted for condueting to
some dragen-stronghold of misty fable,
and landed us in the Zocodover, the sole

T0 TOLEDO.

open space of any magnitude in that tan-
gle of thread-like streetlets, along which
the houses range themselves with a sem-
blance of order purely superficial. Most
of Toledo is traversable only for men
and donkeys. These latter carry immense
double baskets across their backs, in which
are transported provisions, bricks, coal,
fowls, water, bread, crockery—everything,
in short, down to the dirt oceasionally
scraped from the thoroughfares. I saw
one peasant, rather advanced in years,
helping himself up the steep rise of a street
on the hill-side by means of a stout cane
in one hand and the tail of his heavy-laden
donkey grasped in the other. To malke
room for these useful beasts and their
broad panniers, some of the houses are
hollowed out at the corners, in one case
the side wall being actnally grooved a foot
deep for a number of yards along an anx-
ious turning. Otherwise the pamniers
would touch both sides of the way, and
cause a blockade as obstinate as the ani-
mal itself.

Coming from the outer world into so
strange a labyrinth, where there is no echo
of rolling wheels, no rumble of traffic or
manufacture, you find yourself in a city
which may be said to be without a voice.
Through a hush like this, history and tra-
dition speak all the more powerfully.
Toledo has been a favorite with the novel-
ists. The Zocodover was the haunt of
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that typical rogue Lazarillo de Tormes:
and Cervantes, oddly as it happens, con-
nects the scene of La ilustre Fregonde
with a shattered castle across the river,
which by a coincidence has had its origi-
nal name of San Servando corrupted into
San Cervantes.

Never shall I forget our walk around
the city walls that first afternoon in Tole-
do. A broad thoroughtare skirts the dis-
used defenses on the south and west, yun-
ning at fivst along the sheer descent to the
river, and a beetling height against which
houses, shops, and churches ave erammed
confusedly. T noticed one smithy with
a wide dark mouth revealing the naked
rock on which walls and roof abutted, and
other houses into the faces of which had
been wrought large granite projections
of the hill. After this the way led
through a gate of peculiar strength and
shapeliness, carrying up arches of gran-
ite and red brick to a considerable heicht
—a stout relic of the proud Moorish do-
minion so long maintained here: and
then when we had rambled about a
church of Santiago lower down, pass-
ing through some streets irregular as
foot-paths, where over a neglected door
stood a unique announcement of the
owner’s name—“I am Don Sanchez.
17927 —we came to the Visagra, the
country gate. This menacing, double-
towered portal is medizeval; so that a
few steps had carried us from Moham-
medan Alimaymon to the Emperor
Charles V. Just outside of it again is
the Alameda, the modern garden pro-
menade, where the beauty and idleness
of Toledo congregate on Sunday eves to
the soft compulsion of strains from the
military academical band. Thin runnels
of water murmur along through the hedges
and embowered trees, explaining by their
presence how this refreshing pleasure-
ground was conjured into being; for on
theslope, a few feet below the oreen hedges,
you still see the sun-parched soil Jjust as it
once spread over the whole area. The con-
trast suggests Eden blossoming on a erater-
side.

At the open-air soirées of the Alameda
may be seen excellent examples of Span-
ish beauty. The national type of woman
appears here in good preservation, and
not too mueh hampered by foreign airs,
Doubtless one finds it too in Burgos and
Madrid, and in fact everywhere: and the
grace of the women in other places is rather

fonder of setting itself off by a fan used for
parasol purposes in the street than in To-
ledo. But on the paseo and alamedea all
Spanish ladies carry fans, and it is some-
thing marvellous to see how they manage
them. Not for a moment is the subtle in-
strument at rest: it flutters, wavers idly,
is opened and shut in the space of a sec-
ond, falls to the side, and again rises to
take its part in the conversation almost
like a third person—all without effort,
with merely a turn of the supple fingers or
wrist, and contributing an added charm to
the bearer. The type of face which beams
with more or less similarity above every
fan in Spain is difficult to describe, and
at first difficult even to apprehend. One
has heard so much about its beauty that

A

THE NARROW WAY.

in the beginning it seems to fall short; but
gradually its spell seizes on the mind, be-
coming stronger and stronger. The tint
varies from tawny rose or olive to white:
ladies of higher caste, from their night
life and rare exposure to the sun, acquire a
deathly pallor, which is unfortunately too
often imitated with powder. Chestnut or
lighter hair is seen a good deal in the
south and east, but deep hlack is the prev-
alent hue. And the eyes!—if is impossi-
ble to more than suggest the luminous,
dreamy medinm in which they swim, so
large, dark, and vivid. But above all,
there is combined with a certain child-like
frankness a freedom and force, a quick
mobility in the lines of the face, equalled
only in American women. To these ele-
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ments you must add a strong arching eye-
brow and a pervading richness and five of
nature in the features, which it would be
hard to parallel at all, especially when
the whole is framed in the seductive folds
of the black mantilla, like a driffing night
cloud enhancing the sparkle of a star.

As we continued along the Camin de
Marchan we looked down on one side over
the fertile plain. The pale tones of the
ripe harvest and dense green of trees con-
trasted with the rich brown and gray of
the city, and dashes of red clay here and
there. In a long field rose detached frag-
ments of masonry, showing at different
points the vast ground plan of the Roman
Clireus Maximus, with a burst of bright
ochre sand in the midst of the stubble,
while on the left hand we had an old Arab
gate pierced with slits for arrows, and on
the crest aboye that a nunnery, St. Sunday
the Royal, followed by a line of palaces
and convents half ruined in the Napoleon-
ic campaign of 1812. Out in the plain
was the roof of the sword factory, where
“Toledo blades” ave still forged and tem-
pered for the Spanish army; although in
the finer details of damasecening and de-

sign nothing is produced beyond a small
stock of show weapons and tiny ornament-
al trinkets for sale to tourists. Nor was
this all; for a little further on, at the edge
of the river, close to the Bridge of St. Mar-
tin and the Gate of Twelve Stones, the
broken remains of an old Gothie palace
sprawled the steep, lying open to heaven,
and vacant as the dull eye-socket in some
unsepulchred skull,  Our stroll of a mile
had carried us baclk to the second century
before Christ, the path being strewn with
relics of the Roman conquest, the Visi-
gothic inroad, the Moorish ascendency,
and the returning tide of Christian power.
But the Jews, seeking refuge after the fall
of Jerusalem, preceded all these, making
a still deeper substratum in the marvellous
chronicles of Toledo; and some of their
later synagogues, exquisitely wrought in
the Moorish manner, still stand in the
Jewish quarter for the wonderment of pil-
orim connoisseurs.

It was from a terrace of this old Gothie
palace near the bridge that, according to
legend, Don Roderick, the last of the
Goths in Spain, saw Florinda, daughter of
one Count Julian, bathing in the yellow
Tagus under a four-arched tower, which
still invades the flood, and goes by the
name of the Bath of Florinda. From his
passion for her, and their mutual error, the
popular tale, with vigorous disregard of
chronology, deduces the fall of Spain be-
fore the Berber armies; and as most old
stories here receive an ecclesiastical tinge,
this one relates how Florinda’s sinful
ghost continued to haunt the spot where
we now stood until laid by a good friar
with cross and benediction. The sharp
fall of the banlk looked af first glance to
consist of ordinary earth and stones, but
on closer serutiny turned out to contain
quantities of brick bits from the old forts
and towers which one generation after
anofther had builf on the heights, and
which had slowly mouldered into nullity.
Even so the firm lines of history have
fallen away and crumbled into romance,
which sifts through the crannies of the
whole withered old city. As a lady of
my acquaintance graphically said, it seems
as if ashes had been thrown over this an-
cient capital, covering it with a film of
oblivion. The rocks, towers, churches,
ruins, are just so much corporeal mythol-
ogy—object lessons in fable. A liftle girl,
becomingly neckerchiefed, wandered by

us while we leaned dreaming above the
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river, and she was singing one of the wild
little songs of the country, full of melan-
choly melody :
“Fair Malaga, adios!
Ah, land where I was born,

Thou hadst mother-love for all,
But for me step-mother’s scorn !”

All unconscious of the monuments around

CLOISTER OF ST.

her, she stopped when she saw that we
had turned and were listening. Then we
resumed our way, passing, T may literally
say, as if in a trance up into the town
again, where we presently found ourselyes

in front of St. John of the Kings, a vener-
able ehurch, formerly connected with a
Franciscan monastery which the French
burned. On the outerwall high up hangs
a stern fringe of chains, placed there as vo-
tive tokens by released Christian captives
in 1492: and there they have remained
since America was discovered.

JOHN OF THE KINGS,

To this church is attached a most beau-
tiful eloister, calm with the solitude of
nearly four hundred years. Around three
sides the rich clustered columns, each
with its figures of holy men supported un-
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der pointed eanopies, mark the delicate
Gothic arches, throngh which the sunlight

slants upon the e pavement, falling between
the leaves of aspiring vines t]mt twine
upward from the garden in the middle.
There the rose-laurel blooms, and a rude
fountain perpetually gurgles, hidden in
thick greenery: and on the fourth side
the wall is dismantled as the French bom-
bardment left it. Seventy years have
passed, and though the seulptured blocks
for restoration ]hl\"(, been got together, the
vines grow over them, and no wor kK has
been done. We mounted the bell tower
part way, with the custodian, and gained
a gallery looking into the chapel, str ange-
ly adormed with regal shields and hllg{..
uagles in stone. On our way, under one
part of the tower roof, we found a hen
calmly strutting with her brood. *‘It was
meant for celibacy,” said the custodian,

BPANISH SOLDIERS PLAYING DOMINOES,
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“but times change, and you see that family life has estab-
lished itself here after all.”

1 don’t know whether there is anything particularly sacred
about the hens of this- district, but after seeing this one in
the church tower I began to think there might be, especially
as on the way home we discovered another imprisoned fowl
disconsolately looking down at us from
the topmost window of a venerable pa-
trician residence.

11,

Tts antiquities are not the queerest
thing about Toledo. The sights of the
day, the isolated existence of the inhab-
itants, are things peeuliar. The very
. sports of the children reflect the prevail-
| ing influences. A favorite diversion

with them is to parade in some dark
I hallway with slow step and dron-
| ingchants, in imitation of church

festivals; and
in the street
we found boys
playing at fo-
108, Some
took off their
coats to wave
as mantles before the bull, who hid
around the corner uniil the proper
time for his entry. The bull in this
game, 1 noficed, had a nice sense of
fair play, and would stop to argue
points with his antagonists—some-
thing I should have been glad to see
in the real arena. Once the old rock
town accommodated two hundred
thousand residents. Ifs contingent
has now shrunk to twenty, yet it
swarms with citizens, cadets, loafers,
and beggars. Its tortuous wynds ave
full of wine-shops, vegetables, and
children, all mixed up together. Su-
perb old palaces, nevertheless, open
off from them, frequently with spa-
cious courts inside, shaded by trel-
lised vines, and with pillars at the
entrance topped by heavy stone balls,
or doors studded with nails and
moulded in rectangular patterns like
inlay-work. One day we wandered
through a sculptured gateway
and entered a paved opening with . —
a carved wood gallery running
around the walls above. Orange-
trees in tubs stood about, and a -
brewery was established in these :
palatial quarters. We ordered a bot-
tle, but it was a long time in coming,
and I noticed that the brewer stood A NARROW STREET,

WOMAN WITH BUNDLE.
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regarding us anxiously. At last he drew *“ Ah, then,” said he, in a disheartened

nearer, and asked, *“Do you come from | tone, **you won't like our beer.”

Madrid 2 We encouraged him, however, and at
e lasthedisappeared, sendingusthebeverage
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diplomatically by another hand. Hs was
too faint-spirvited to witness the trial him-
self. Though called ‘‘ The Delicious,” the
thin, sweet, gaseous liquid was certainly
detestable; but in deference to the brew-
er’s delicate conscientiousness we drank
as much as possible, and then left with his
wife some money and a weakly eompli-
mentary remark about the beer, which
evidently came just in time to convinee
her that we were, after all, diseriminating
judges.

The people generally were very simple
and good-natured, and in particular a
young commercial traveller from Barce-
lona whom we met exerted himself to en-
tertain us. The chief street was lined with
awnings reaching to the curb-stone in
front of the shops, and every public door-
way was sereened by a striped curtain.
Pushing aside one of these, our new ac-
quaintance introduced us to what seemed
a dingy bar, but by a series of turnings
opened out into a spacious concealed café
—that of the Two Brothers—where we fre-
quently repaired with him, to sip chiccory
and cognac or play dominoes. On these
oceasions he kept the tally in pencil on
the marble table, marking the side of
himself and a friend with their initials,
and heading ours *‘ The Strangers.” All
travellers in Spain are described by na-
tives as “ Strangers” or ‘‘French,” and
the reputation for a pure Parvisian accent
which we aequired under these circum-
stances, though brief, wasglorious. To the
Two Brothers resorted many soldiers, shop-
keepers, and well-to-do housewives during
fixed hours of the afternoon and evening,
but at other times it was as forsaken as
Don Roderick’s palace. Another place of
amusement was the Grand Summer The-
atre, lodged within the ragged walls of a
large building which had been half torn
down. Herewe satunder the stars, luxuri-
ating in the most expensive seats (at eight
cents per head), surrounded by a full au-
dience of exceedingly good aspect, inelud-
ing some Toledan ladies of great beauty,
and listened to a zarzuela, or popular
comic opera, in which the prompter took
an almost too energetic part. The ticket
collector came in among the chairs to take
up everybody’s coupons, with very much
the air of being one of the family; for
while performing his stern duty he smoked
a short brier pipe, giving to the act an in-
describable dignity which threw the whole
business of the tickets into a proper sub-

ordination. In refurning to onr innabout
midnight, wewere attracted by the free cool
sound of a guitar duet issuing from a dark
street that rambled off somewhere like a
worm track in old wood, and, pursuing
the sound, we discovered by the aid of a
mateh lighted for a cigarette two men
standing in the obscure alley, and sere-
nading a couple of ladies in a balcony, who
positively laughed with pride at the atten-
tion, The men, it proved, had been hired
by some admirver, and so our friend en-
gaged them to perform for us at the hotel
the following night.

The skill these thrummers of the guitar
display is delicious, especially in the treble
part, which is executed on a smaller spe-
cies of the instrument, called a mandura.
OQur treble-player was blind in one eye,

A PLENTIFUL SUPPLY OF PLATES.

and with the carelessness of genius allow-
ed his mouth to stay open, but managed
always to keep a cigarette miraculously
hanging in it; while his comrade, with a
disconsolate expression, disdained to look
at the strings on which his proud Castil-
ian fingers were condemmned to play a
mere accompaniment. For two or three
hours they rippled out those peculiar na-
tive airs which go so well with the muffled
vibrations and mournful Oriental monot-
ony of the guitar; but the bagman varied
the concert by executing operatic pieces
on a hair-comb covered with thin paper
a contrivance in which he took unfeigned
delight. Some remonstrance against this
uproar being made by other inmates of
the hotel, our host silenced the complain-
ants by cordially inviting them in. One
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large black-bearded guest, the exact repro-
duction of a stately ancient Roman, ac-
.cepted the hospitality, and listened to that
ridiculous piping of the comb with pro-
found gravity and unmoved muscles, ex-
pressing neither approval nor dissatisfac-
tion. But the white-aproned waiter, who,
though unasked, hung spell-bound on the
threshold, was, beyond question, deeply
impressed.  The relations of servants with
employers are on a very democratic foot-
ing in Spain. We had an admirable buf-
ler at Madrid who used to join in the con-
versation at table whenever it interested
him, and was always answered with good
grace by the conversationists, who admit-
ted him to their intellectual repast at the
same moment that he was proffering them
physical nutriment. These Toledan serv-

itors of the Fonda de Lindo were still
more informal. They used to take naps
vegularly twice a day in the hall, and
could not get through serving dinner
without an oceasional cigaretfe between
the courses. To save labor, they would
place a pile of plates in front of each per-
son, enough to hold the entire list of
viands. That last phrase is a euphuism,
however, for the meal each day consisted
of the same meat served in three separate
relays without vegetables, followed by
fowl, an allowance of beans, and dessert.
Even this they were not particular to give
us on the hour. Famished beyond en-
durance one evening at eight o’clock, we
went down stairs and found that nof the
first movement toward dinner had been
made. The mozos (waiters) were smoking
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and gossiping in the street,
and rather frowned upon our
low-born desire for food, but
we finally persuaded them to
vield to it. After we had
bought some tomatoes and
made a salad at dinner, the
management was put on its
mettle, and improved slight-
ly. Hish in this country is
always brought on some-
where in the middle of din-
ner, like the German pud-
ding, and our landlord as-
tonished us by following the
three courses of stewed veal
with sardines fried in oil, and
ambuscaded in a mass of
boiled green peppers.  After
that we were contented.

The hotel guest, however,
is on the whole regarded as a
necessary evil, a nuisance tol-
erated only because some few
of the finest race in the world
can make money out of him.
The landlord lived with his
family on the ground-floor,
and furnished little domestic
tableaux as we passed in and
out; but he never paid any
attention to us, and even
looked rather hurt at the in-

THE TOILET—OPEN-AIR SOIREE ON THE ALAMEDA.

trusion of so many strangers into his hostelry. Nor did the high-born sewin g-wonien

* Stone walls do not a prison
malke,
Nor iron bars a cage.”

who sat on the public stairs, and left only a narrow space
for other people to ascend or descend by, consider it neces-
sary to stir in the least for our convenience. The fonda
had more of the old tavern or posada style about it than
most hotels patronized by foreigners. The enfrance door
led immediately into a double court, where two or three
yellow equipages stood, and from which the kitehen, store-
rooms, and stable all branched off in some clandestine way.
Above, at the eaves, these courts were covered with canvas
awnings wrinkled in regular folds on iron rods—shel tering
covers which remained drawn from the first flood of the
morning sun until after five in the afternoon. Early and
late I used to look down into the inner court, observing the
men and women of the household as they dressed fish and
silently wrung the necks of chickens, or sat talking a run-
ning stream of nothingness by the hour, for love of their
own glib but uncouth voices. People of this provinee
intone rather than talk: their sentences ave set to distinet
drawling tunes such as I never before encountered in ordi-
nary speech, and their thiclk lisping of all sibilants, com-
bined with the usual contralto of their voices, gives the
language a sonorous burr, for which one soon acquires a
liking.  Sunday is the great hair-combing day in Toledo,
if T may judge from the manner in which women carried
on that soothing operation in their doorways and patios ;
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and in this inner
court below my
window one of
the servants, sit-
ting on a stone
slab, enjoyed the
double profit of
sewing and of let-
fing a compan-
ion manipulate
her yard-long
° locksof jet, while
° others sat near
= <. fanning them-
A TOLEDO PRIEST. O\ selves and chat-
tering. Another
time a liftle girl, dark as an Indian, came
there in the morning to wash a kerchief
at the stone tank always brimming with
dirty water; after which she executed, un-
suspicious of my gaze, a singularly weird
pas seul, a sort of shadow dance, on the
pavement, and then vanished.

All the houses are roofed with heavy
curved tiles, which fit together so as to
let the air circulate under their hollow
grooves, and a species of many-seeded
grass sprouts out of these baked earth cov-
erings, out of the ledges of old towers and
belfries, and from the crevices of the great
cathedral itself, like the downy hair on
an old woman’s cheek.

The view along almost any one of the
ancient streets, which are always tilted by
the hilly site, is wonderfully quaint in its
irregularities. Every window is heavily
grated with iron, from the top to the bot-
tom story, even the openings high up in
the cathedral spire being similarly guard-
ed, until the whole place looks like a me-
tropolis of prisons. In the stout doors,
too, there are small openings or peep-holes,
such as we had seen still in actual use at
Madvrid, the velies of an epoch when even
to open to an unknown visifor might be
dangerous. White, white, white the sun-
shine, and the walls of pink or yellow-
brown, of pale green and blue, are sown
with deep shadows and broken by big arch-
ways, often surmounted by rich knightly
escutcheons., Balconies with tiled floors
turning their colors down toward the side-
walle stud the fronts, and long curtains
stream over them like cloaks fluttering in
the breeze. At one point a peak-roofed
tower rises above the rvest of its house with

sides open to the air and cool shadow with-
in, where perhaps a woman sits and works
behind a row of bright flowering plants.

Doves inhabited the fonda roof unmolest-
ed by the spiritless cats that, flat as paper,
slept in the undulations of the tiles; for
the Toledan cats and dogs are the most
wretched of their kind. They get even
less to eat than their human neighbors,
which is saying a great deal. And be-
yvond the territory of the doves my view
extended to a slender bell spire at the end
of the cathedral, poised in the bright air
like a flower-stalk, with one bell seen
through an interstice as if it were a blos-
som, At another point the main spirve
rose out of what might be called a rich
thicket of Gothic work, Tts tall thin shaft
is encireled near the point with sharp ra-
diating spikes of iron, doubfless intended
to recall the crown of thorns, and in this
sign of the Passion held forever aloft,
three hundred feet above the ground, there
is a penetrating pathos, a solemn beauty.

111,

The cathedral of Toledo, long the seat
of the Spanish primate, stands in the first
rank of cathedrals, and is invested with
a ponderous gloom that has something al-
most savage about it. For six centuries
art, ecclesiasticism, and royal power lay-
ished theirresources upon it, and its dusky
chapels are loaded with precious gems and
metals, tawdry though the style of their
ornamentation oftenis. The huge pillars
that divide its five naves rise with a pecul-
iar inward curve, which gives them an
elastie look of growth. They are the gi-
ant roots from which the rest has spread.
Under the golden gratings and jasper steps
of the high altar Cardinal Mendoza lies
buried, with a number of the older Kings of
Spain, in a grewsome sunless vault; but
at the back of the altar there is contrived
with theatrical effect a burst of white light
from a window in the arched ceiling,
avound the pale radiance of which are as-
sembled painted figuves, gradually giv-
ing place to others in veritable relief, all
sprawling, flying, falling down the wall
inclosing the altar, as if one were suddenly
permitted to see a swarm of saints and
angels carveering in a beam of real super-
natural illomination. A private covered
galleryleads above the street from the arch-
bishop’s palace into one side of the mighty
edifice; and this, with the rambling, varied
aspect of the exterior, in portions resem-
bling a fortress, with a stone sentry-box

on the roof, recalls the days of prelates
who put themselves at the head of armies,



TOLEDO SERVITORS AT THE FOUNTAIN.
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leading in war as in everything else. A
spacious adjoining cloister, full of climbing
ivy and figs, Spanish eypress, the smooth-
trunked laurel-tree, and many other
growths, all bathed in opulent sunshine,
marks the site of an old Jewish market,

preserved in one of the.chapels. A for-
mer inseription said to believers, *‘ Use
yourselves to kiss it for your much conso-
lation,” and their obedient lips have in
time greatly worn down the stone. TLater
on, the church was used as a mosque by

A GROUP OF MENDICANTS.

which Archbishop Tenorio in 1389 incited
a mob to burn in order that he might have
room for this sacred garden. But fhe
voices of children now ring out from the
upper rooms of the cloister building, where
the widows and orphans of cathedral sery-
ants are given free homes, Through this
¢ cloister of the great chureh™ it was that
Cervantes says he hurried with the MS. of
Cid Hamete Benengeli, containing Don
Quixote’s history, after he had bought if
for half a real—just two cents and a half.

A temple of the barbaric and the bar-
barous, the cathedral dates from the thir-
teenth century; but it was preceded by one
which was built to the Virgin in her life-
time, tradition says; and she came down
frem heaven to visit her shrine. The
identical slab on which she alighted is still

the infidel conquerors, and when they were
driven out it was pulled dewn to be re-
placed by the present huge and solemn
structure. But by a compromise with
the subjugated Moors, a Muzarabic mass
(a seeming mixture of Mohammedan ritu-
al with Christian worship) was ordained to
be said in a particular chapel; and there it
is recited still, every morning in the year.
I attended this weird, half-Eastern cere-
mony, which was conducted with an ex-
traordinary, incessant babble of rapid
prayer from fhe priests in the stalls, pre-
cisely like the inarticulate hum one im-
agines in a mosque. On the floor below
and in front of the altar steps was placed
a richly draped chest, perhaps meant to
represent the tomb of Mohammed in the
Caaba, and around it stood lighted candles.
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During the long and involved mass one of
the younger priests, in appearance almost
an imbecile, had the prayer he was to read
pointed out for him by an altar-boy with
what looked like a long knife-blade used
for the purpose. Soon after an incense-
bearing acolyte nudged him energetically
to let him know that his turn had now
come. This was the only evidence I could
discover of any progress in knowledge or
goodness resulting from the Muzarabic
mass.

Atone time Toledo had, besides the cathe-
dral, a hundred and ten churches. Traces
of many of them ave still seen in small
arches rising from the midst of house-
tops, with a bell swung in the opening;
but the most have fallen into disuse, and
the greatest era of the hieravchy has pass-
ed. The great priests have also passed,
and those who now dwell here offer to the
most unprejudiced eye a dreary succession
of bloated bodies and brutish faces. Ser-
mons are never read in the gorgeous ca-
thedral pulpits, and the Church, as even
an ardent Catholic assured me, seems, at
least locally, dead. The priests and the
prosperous shop-keepers arve almost the
only beings in Toledo who look portly:
the rest are thin, brown, wiry, and tall,
with fine ereases in their hard faces that
appear to have been drilled there by the
sand-blast process.

The women, however, even in the hum-
bler class, preserve a fine, fresh animal
health, which makes you wonder how they
ever grow old, until you see some totter-
ing creafure who is little more than a
mass of sinews and wrinkles held together
by a skirt and a neeckerchief—the paiiu-
elo universal with her sex. At noon and
evening the serving-women came out to
the fountains, distributed here and there
under groups of miniature locust-trees, to
fetch water for their houses. They car-
ried huge earthen jars, or cantaros, which
they would lug off easily under one arm,
in atfitudes of inimitable grace.

If religious sway over temporal things
has declined, Toledo still impresses one
as liftle more than a big church founded
on the rock, with room made for the mon-
ey-changers’ benches, and an unimagina-
ble jumble of palaces once thronged with
powerful courtiersand abundant in wealth,
but at this day chiefly inhabited by per-
sons of humble quality. Nightly there
glows in the second story of a building
on the Zocodover, where autos-da-fe used

to be held, a large arched shrine of the
Virgin hung with mellow lamps, so that
not even with departing daylight shall re-
ligious duty be put aside by the common-
place crowd shuffling through the plaza
beneath. Everywhere in angles and turn-
ings and archways one comes upon images
and pictures fixed to the wall under a
pointed roof made with two short boards,
to draw a passing genuflection or inci-
dental ave from any one who may be going
by on an errand of business or—as more
often occurs—laziness. Feast-days, too,
are still ardently observed. With all this,
somehow, the fact connects itself that the

A PROFESSIONAL BEGGAR.
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populace are instinctive, free-born, insati-
able beggars. The magnificently chased
doorways of the cathedral festered with
revolting specimens of human disease and
degeneration, appealing for alms. Ofher
more prosperous mendicants were regu-
larly on hand for business every day af
the “*old stand” in some particular thor-
oughfare. I remember one especially
whose whole capital was invested in a su-
perior article of nervous complaint, which
enabled him to balance himself befween
the wall and a crutch, and there oscillate
spasmodically by the hour. In this he
was entirely beyond competition, and cast
into the shade those merely routine pro-
fessionals who took the common line of
bad eyes or uninterestingly motionless de-
formities. It used to depress them when
he came on to the ground. Bright little
children, even, in perfeet health, would de-
sist from their amusements and assail us,
struck with the happy thought that they
might possibly wheedle the *‘strangers”
into some untimely generosity. There
was one pretty givl of about ten years,
who langhed outright at the thought of
her own impudence, but stopped none the
less for half an hour on her way to mar-
ket (carrying a basket on her arm) in or-
der to pester poor Velazquez while he was
sketching, and begged him for money,
first to get bread, and then shoes, and then
anything she could think of.

A hand opened to receive money would
be a highly suitable device for the muni-
cipal coat of arms.

My friend’s irvepressible pencil, by-the-
way, made him the centre of a crowd
whevever he went. Grave business men
came out of their shops to see what he was
drawing; loungers made long and ingen-
ious détours in order to obtain a good view
of his labors ; ragamuffins elbowed him,
undismayed by energetic remarks in sey-
eral langnages; until finally he was moved
to get up and display the contents of his
pockets, inviting them even to read some
letters he had with him. To this gentle
satire they would sometimes yield. We
fell a prey, however, to one silent youth
of whom we once unguardedly asked a
question. After that he considered him-
self permanently engaged fo pilot us
.about. He would linger for hours near
the fonda dinnerless, and, what was even

move terrible, sleepless, so that he might
fasten upon us the moment we should
emerge. If he discovered our destination,

he would stride off mutely in advance, to
impress on us the fact that we were under
obligation to him ; and when we found
the place we wanted, he waited patiently
until we had rewarded him with a half-
cent. If we gratified him by asking him
the way, he responded by silently stretch-
ing forth his arm and one long forefinger
with a lordly gesture, still striding on ; and
he had a very superior Castilian sneering
smile, which he put on when he looked
around to see if we were following. He
gradually became for us a sort of symbolie
shadow of the town’s vanished greatness;
and from his mysterious way of coming
into sight and haunting us in the most
unexpected places, we gave him the name
of “Ghost.” Nevertheless, we baffled
him at last. In the Street of the Christ
of Light there is a small but exceedingly
curious mosque, now converted into a
chureh, so ancient in origin that some of
the capitals in it are thought to show Visi-
wothie work, so that it must have been a
Christian ¢church even before the Moorish
invasion. Close by this we chanced npon
a charming old patio, or court-yard, enter-
ed through a wooden gate, and by dex-
terously gliding in here and shutting the
gate we exorcised ** Ghost” for some time.

The broad red tiles of this pafio con-
trasted well with its whitewashed arcade
pillars, on whieh were embossed the royal
arms of Clastile; and the jutting roof of
the house was supported on elaborate
beams of old Spanish cedar cracked with
age. It was sadly neglected. Flowers
bloomed in the centre, but a pile of Tum-
ber littered one side; and the house was
oceupied by an old woman who was wash-
ing in the arcade, her tub being the half
of a big terra-cotta jar laid on its side.
She spread her linen out on the hot pave-
ment to dry, and a sprightly neighbor
coming in with a basket of clothes and
a ‘‘Health to thee!” was invited to dry
her wash on a low tile roof adjoining.

“Qolitude” served at once as her name
and to deseribe her surroundings. We
made friends with her, the more easily be-
cause she was much interested in .the
sketch momently growing under my com-
panion’s touch.

“And you don’t draw 2" she inquired
of me.

T answered apologetically, ** No.”

Having seen me glancing over a hook,
she added, as if to console me, and with
emphasis, ‘* But you can read!” To her
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AN OLD PATIO,

mind that was a sister art and an equal | She goes out and plays too much with the
one, muchachas” (young girls).

She went on to tell how her grand- This amiable grandmother also took us
daughter had spent ten years in school, | in to see her domicile, which proved to be
and at the end of that time was able to | a part of the old city wall, and had a fine
read. “‘But now she is forgetting it all. | view from its iron-barred window. She

B1*
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“MEN AND BOYS SLUMBER OUT-OF-DOORS EVEN IN THE HOT SUN.”

declared vaguely that *‘ a count” had for-
merly lived there; but it had more pro-
bably been the gate-captain's house, for
close by was one of the fortified ports of
the inner defenses. A store-room, in fact,
which she kept full of pigeons and incred-
ibly misecellaneous old iron, stood divectly
over the arched entrance, and there we
saw the heavy beam and windlass which
in by-gone ages had hoisted or let fall the
spiked porteullis.

The majority of people in the hill eity-

who can command a daily income of ten
cents will do no work. Numbers of the
inhabitants are always standing or lean-
ing around drowsily, like animals who
have been hired to personate men, and are
getting tired of the job. Every act ap-
proaching labor must be done with long-
drawn leisure. Men and boys slumber
out-of-doors even in the hot sun, like dogs;
after sitting meditatively against a wall
for a while, one of them will fumble over

on his nose—as if he were a statue under-
mined by time—and remain in motionless
repose wherever he happens to strike.
Business with the trading class ifself is an
incident, and vesting is the essence of the
mundane career.

Nevertheless, the place has fits of activ-
ity. When the mid-day siesta is over,
there is a sudden show of doing some-
thing. Men begin to frot about with a
springy, cat-like motion, acquired from
always walking up and down hill, which,
taken with their short loose blouses, dark
skins, and roomy ecanvas slippers, gives
them an astonishing likeness to China-
men. The slip and seramble of mule
hoofs and donkey hoofs are heard on the
steep pavements, and two or three loud-
voiced, lusty men, with bare arms, carry-
ing a capacious tin can and a dipper, go
roaring through the torrid streets, ** Hor-
cha-ta!” Then the cathedral begins wild-
ly pounding its bells, all out of tune, for
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vespers. The energy which has broken
loose for a couple of hours is discovered
to be a mistake, and another interval of
relaxation sets in, lasting through the
night, and until the glare of fiery day-
break, greeted by the shrill whistling of

midst of the most sublime emotion aroused
by the associations or grim beauty of To-
ledo, you are sure to be stopped short by
some intolerable odor.

The primate city was endowed with

enough of color and quaintness almost fo

STREET SCENE WITH GOATS, TOLEDO,

the remorseless pet quail, sefs the insect-
like stir going again for a short time in
the forenoon. Beecause of such apathy,
and of a more than the usual Latin disre-
gard for public decency, the streets and
houses are allowed to become pestilential,
and drainage is unknown. Enervating
luxury of that sort did well enough for
the Romans and Moors, but is literally be-
low the level of Castilian ideas. In the

compensate for this. We never tired of
the graceful women walking the streets
vestured in garments of barbaric tint and
endlessly varied ornamentation, nor of the
men in short breeches split at the bottom,
who seemed to have splashed pots of va-
ri-colored paint at hap-hazard over their
clothes, and insisted upon balancing on
their heads broad-brimmed, pointed hats
like a combination of sieve and inverted
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funnel. There was a spark of excitement,
again, in the random enfry of a ‘‘ guard
of the country,” mounted on his embla-
zoned donkey saddle, with a small arsenal
in his waist sash, and a couple of guns
slung behind on the beast’s flanks, ready
for marauders. Even now in remem-
brance the blots on Toledo fade, and T see
its walls and towers throned grandly amid
those hills that were mingled of white
powder and fire at noontide, but near even-
ing cooled themselves down to olive and
russet eitron, with burning rosy shadows
resting in the depressions.

One of the first spectacles that presented
itself to us will remain also one of the
latest recollections. Between San Juan
de los Reyes and the palace of Roderick
we met unexpectedly a crowd of boys and
givls, followed by a few men, all carry-
ing lichted candles that glowed spectral-
ly, for the sun was still half an hour high
in the west. A stout priest, with white
hair and a vinous complexion, had just
gone down the street, and this motley
group was following the same direction.
Somewhat in advance walked a boy with
a small black and white coffin held in

place on his head by his upraised arms, as
if it were a toy; and in the midst of the
candle-bearers moved a light bier, like a
basket-cradle, carried by girls, and con-
taining the small waxen form of a dead
child three or four years old, on whose
impassive, colorless face the orange glow
of approaching sunset fell, producing an
effect natural yet incongruous. A scam-
pering dog accompanied the mourners, if
one may call them such, for they gave
no token of being more impressed, more
touched by emotion, than he. The cradle-
bier swayed from side to side as if with a
futile rockaby motion, until the bearers
noticed how carelessly they were convey-
ing it down the paved slope; and the mem-
bers of the procession talked to each other
with a singular indifference, or looked at
anything which caught their random at-
tention. As fhe little rabble disappeared
through the Puerta del Cambron, with
their long candles dimly flaming, and the
solemn childish face in their midst, follow-
ed by the poor unconscious dog, it seemed
to me that I beheld in allegory the depaxr-
ture from Toledo of that spirit of youth
whose absence leaves it so old and worn.

A STRANGE FUNERAL.





