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mus. One mass of jagged peaks marked itself sharply

against the sky, its glens and dells vibrating in a cobalt

atmosphere, as the heat of the day seemed to quiver forth.

This Sierra of Olla is a landmark for a great distance
;

but upon the plain was an isolated conical hill stretching

two long arms away from the parent range, and enclosing

an exquisite bay of meadow. Everywhere numberless

herds of cattle were grazing, scattered occasionally by a

dashing horseman, who emerged from the mass dragging

a bullock by his lasso skilfully attached to the horns*

To the eastward the plain spread level to the sea, and

sometimes the eye caught a bright gleam, as some ad-

venturous wave sparkled upward to catch a last smile

from the setting sun. We galloped twelve miles over

this level Llano of Pocri, and at sunset reached Pocri, a

pastoral village.

We dismounted at the house of N.'s friend. He was

off shooting pigeons. In front, a girl was occupied in

strewing corn in a circle, like a fairy ring, of thirty feet

in diameter. Some religious ceremony, I thought, and

quite in accordance with the primitive and charming

simplicity of this patriarchal life. Presently she stepped

aside, and opened the gate of a small enclosure. Then
the pigs, not in a greedy tumult, as Americans at a hotel,

but with the calm confidence of a man who goes to his

own well-appointed table, at his own house, came forth

and ranged themselves about this magic circle. A ver-

dant sward was spread over their table. They were

chatty over their banquet, and occasionally some sally of

one of them would rouse a unanimous murmur. I in-

ferred contentment and general development of the finer

social qualities by the remarks they made, which were

quite as intelligible as the ordinary conversation of similar

select circles. It is worthy of notice that the only meat

served up was pork, but in the varied forms of ham,

shoulder, side, cheek, head, toes, spare-ribs ; in fact,


